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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Good morning! Another day in feminization paradise!

Quick, grab a dude and start making him over.

I tell ya, you feminize a guy and he suddenly thinks he has to be soft and cuddly. The odd thing is that he overthinks it, which is good for you, it’s nice when they scurry around at your feet and beg to be loved.

But it also shows they don’t really know women.

We are strong. Underneath the sweetness and roses is a person ready to shape the world to their whim.

Men don’t really understand this, but it sure is nice when they think they do!

It really makes life worth living when men learn their place, and feminization is the tool you must use to put them in their place!

Now then, as always…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Gender Transformation

Male to Female!

Is feminization a conspiracy?

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I love a good conspiracy. Is Elvis alive on a moon base? Did Nazis kidnap JFK? Is Joe Biden a virtual person?

These are the questions that drive society.

Another thing that drives society is feminization.

Is Michelle Obama a man?

Why do the supreme court justices wear dresses?

Do Navy SEALs wear pink panties?

I mean, these are serious questions!

Also serious (not) is this little tale of Todd, a practical joker who is a little too free with his sperm. And his wife, Marcia, who decides to get back at him.

But when the the final scene unfolds they are going to find they have been played in the biggest practical joke…EVER!

And, remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Marcia was resting by the pool. She was a buxom redhead with a pert nose and bright, blue eyes. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was even when Todd snuck up on her.

Todd was a practical joker. In particular, he liked to jack off on his wife when she wasn’t expecting it.

Sometimes in the morning, when she was sleeping, she would suddenly awake to the splat splat of his cum landing on her back.

Sometimes she would put her foot in a shoe, and pull it out in disgust, the toes dripping with his seed.

And while Todd would roll with laughter, she would sigh in disgust.

“Todd! It’s not that funny! Please stop masturbating on me!”

He would reduce the laughter to a chuckle, say he was sorry, but he wasn’t.

And, sure enough, a week or two and she would find a deposit of squirtem on her vanity table. Or even the breakfast table!

And once, Lord knew how he managed to time it so perfectly, she opened the shower door to receive a big blast of baby batter on her breasts.

Now he was ready to do it again.

The sun was out, he was stroking, and he tip toed up behind the lounge chair.

He placed his feet carefully. Aside from not making any noise, the surface surrounding the pool was wet from some lawn run off.

He stroked, stifling his breathing, making sure he didn’t fap his hand against his flesh.

Ahead of him, just a few feet, was Marcia.

Face up, eyes closed, breathing gently, enjoying the warm rays of the sun.

Step by step, his hand moving faster, but keeping the silence.

Then he was there, stroking right above her. Silent fap after silent fap, and…and…

“UNH!”

He grunted and spewed a big pearl necklace down on Marcia’s face, on her breasts, her neck, everywhere.

Marcia came alive, sputtering because some of the semen had landed on her lips and actually gone into her mouth.

Not that she was averse to swallowing, but this…this shock attack…

She sat up, his sperm now landing in her beautiful, red hair.

She slapped at the sperm on her front, but all she did was rub it in.

She felt it landing in her hair and turned, and received a huge globe right on her forehead.

“Todd! You fuck!”

But all her anger meant nothing, for Todd was now in hysterics.

“Oh, I got you! I got you! Everywhere!”

“You lousy son of a…”

She swore at him, but he didn’t care. He was in the midst of mirth, holding his belly.

She stood up and looked at the pool. It was a little cold, but, damn!

She jumped in and washed the hot sperm off herself.

She had been so comfortable, just lazing under the sun, and now…now…she stroked for the opposite end of the pool, cursing and trying to ignore Todd, who was now sitting in her lounge chair and slapping his knee.

Mother fu—

“He what?”

“He jacked off on me again.”

“That son of a bitch!”

Marcia was sitting across the table from Leslie, her BFF. They were having a brunch, which brunch consisted of big Margaritas at Charley Coyote’s, the best restaurant around.

Leslie was of the same height, and had an ample bust. She was brunette, however, compared to Marcia’s red head. Her face was just as pretty, and her body just as curvy.

“I thought he promised to never do that again?”

“He promises every month, then goes ahead and does it. I am at my wit’s end. I simply don’t know what to do!”

The girls were sitting out on the patio. Roses twined the iron trellis and the sounds of Los Angeles horns split the smog.

They talked about Todd for a while, and neither could come up with anything, then the stranger at the next table turned to them.

“Pardon me, ladies. Please, don’t think I’m a stalker or something, but I overheard your conversation and I have a solution.

For a moment the girls were nonplussed. This was Los Angeles, and people had to be careful. All the freaks and crazies…but this fellow was wearing a suit, a very nice suit, and he had an honest face with an pleasant and disarming smile.

He put his hands up. “I know…I know…but we’re in a public place, I guarantee I’m not a freak, and…here.” He plucked a card out of an inside pocket and held it out to Marcia.

Marcia was afraid to take it, so he leaned forward and placed it on the table.

“Just a minute of time, I’ll sit back here, and…please.”

Marcia and Leslie exchanged glances.

Leslie read the card.

“Wilson James. Lead Scientists. Neo Labs. Got a phone number and an email..”

Marcia, wary, risked a glance to affirm that was what the card said.

She again glanced at Leslie, then looked at Wilson.

“One minute.”

“Excellent.” He turned his chair slightly, the iron legs scraping on the tiles, and cleared his throat. “We specialize in bio chips. Currently we are seeking volunteers for our latest project. The problem with volunteers is that they are seeking the money, and not interested in our research.”

“And your research is?” asked Leslie.

He smiled wider. “We need sexually active males with imaginations. Men who are interested in a thrill, and yet whose involvement in our enterprise will help everybody.”

“Everybody?”

“All of mankind.”

“How come we’ve never heard of this Neo Labs?”

“We’re a small group, and we do research mostly for the government. Anyway, if your husband is interested, we would apply our research, study his responses, and we pay quite well.”

Marcia smiled. Todd had been out of work for two months. Doubtless that encouraged his increased sexual appetite. He sat around all day and watched porn, then wanted to screw all night, and…it was too much.

She said, “Todd is interested.”

It was odd. Such an offer out of the blue, with no real details, but Marcia didn’t care, for she was tired of being masturbated on.

And Wilson really didn’t care. He was looking for a certain breed of subject, call it a guinea pig if you will, and from what he had heard Todd was perfect.

“That is fantastic. Let me write the address on the back of the card.”

He took the card back and scribbled on the back.

“If you can get him to the labs any time tomorrow morning we’ll do an interview and run some tests, but he really does sound perfect.”

“No problem, Mr. James.”

“Call me Wilson,” he grinned.

“Wilson. I’ll have him there bright and early.”

With that Wilson smiled, stood up, and left.

When he was gone Leslie asked, “You really going to take him down there?”

“You bet your bippy. I mean, why not? He needs a job, and if they can get him out of my hair, literally, then I’ll be happy for a while. I am so tired of washing his sperm out of my scalp.” She shuddered.

“Well, most interesting. But, call me cautious, let’s look into this New Lab thing.”

She picked up her phone and tapped ‘Neo Lab’ into the device.

Marcia moved closer and they both peered at the screen.

A picture of a well manicured lawn in front of a large, clean building. A building that looked like a lab.

A smiling scientist working over a table, combining the ingredients of test tubes, estimating them, seeming quite happy.

A voice over: “At Neo Lab we create the future.”

Then a menu.

But nothing that really told what they do.

Leslie looked at Marcia. “Mysterious, eh?”

Check the net.

Leslie asked her phone: “What does Neo Labs do.”

Came the answer in leaning script: Neo Labs is currently pursuing government contracts. They are involved in genetic research, eugenics and happier living.

“Huh! Sounds like they want to say everything by saying nothing.”

“Well, whatever. If they’re doing work for the government they have to be upstanding, right? So I’m taking Todd there first thing tomorrow.”

“If you can get him to stop jacking off in your hair.”

Marcia gave her friend a sour look.

“All right. Not funny.”

With that, they ordered another Margarita apiece.

“I don’t feel like being a guinea pig!”
“I don’t feel like supporting you forever!”

“That’s not fair! I’ve looked, but there’s nothing out there!”

“You can stop looking!”

They were face to face having an argument that wasn’t quite violent, just loud.

“Well, I’m sorry,” Marcia finally said. “But I made an appointment, and you’re going to keep it!”

“No!”

She grabbed him.

His eyes bulged and he went up on his toes. “Gah!” And he gulped.

His hands tried to push her hands off him, but since she wasn’t about to open her hand he was just pushing his own balls off his body.

He made squeaking noises. He twitched and moaned.

She hissed into his ear. “You’re going. That’s final.”

He nodded, tears coming from his eyes.

“And if you say you won’t when I let go, remember, late at night, when you’re sleeping peacefully, this will happen again. And next time I won’t be so gentle.”

She lifted her hand and he screeched, then she lowered it. \

“Do you understand?”

“Yes…yes…”

“Do you agree?”

Yes! Oh, God…yes!”

She let go.

He went to his knees, then bent forward until his face was on the rug and his butt was in the air. He held his poor nuts and took deep breaths.

“Now then. Go get dressed and we’ll go.”

“I can go by myself.”

“I’ll take you. Just to be sure you don’t get lost.”

He nodded, struggled to his feet, and staggered back to the bedroom.

She followed him, her hand ready to reinforce her wishes.

“Put on your good suit.”

He did. He was sore, and he hurt, and he didn’t want any more of her ‘argument.’

And, while he dressed, he started thinking about it. He could just take the job, do lousy work, and get fired.

She wouldn’t know the difference, and he wouldn't risk her ire again.

He put on his underwear, the suit, and stepped into his shiny shoes.

They left, and she drove, and they showed up at Neo Labs at fifteen to seven, just before they opened.

They sat in a big lounge and Todd looked around.

It was a big building with a big front room. It was two stories, with a pebble floor, and men in casual attire were entering the building. They looked happy, even smiled at him and Marcia.

Hmmm. Maybe this wouldn’t be that bad. If he could dress like he wanted, and he liked the job…

“Mr. Pearson?” The receptionist smiled at them. “Mr. James will be down in just a moment. Would you like coffee? Tea? Water?”

Todd opened his mouth to ask if they had hot chocolate, Marcia cut him off. “No.”

They waited just another minute, and Wilson James entered the big room, gave them a wave, said something to the receptionist which made her giggle, then sauntered over to where they were standing up.

“Mr. Pearson! Great to meet you. If you’ll come along.”

They walked across the room and Marcia walked next to Wilson. They chatted, and he didn’t seem to care that a wife was accompanying her husband to a job interview.

They went to a small room with a row of computers and Todd was told to have a seat and touch any key. In a moment he was staring at the screen and answering questions.

Behind him, Wilson was talking to Marcia, getting along famously. She had put on a rather revealing dress for his interview, and he seemed enchanted by the display of flesh on her chest.

In front of him the computer was asking some pretty strange questions.

How old were you when you first masturbated?

When did you stop believing in Santa Claus?

How long is your penis.

Do you buy used or new cars?

Have you ever gotten an erection while at the dentist?

How long since you bought a new toothbrush?

Do you get turned on by women in uniforms?

The questions went on and on, hundreds of them, and half of them were stupid.

Do you like cats or dogs?

And half of them were sexually bizarre.

Do you dream of self-castration?

But, whatever, he must have answered them correctly, for when he was done Wilson went to a computer and pulled up his results. He smiled.

“Excellent. You are a 98% match.”

“A match for what?”

Wilson turned to him and said, “We are doing some very specialized studied on sexual motivations, perverse reactions, and how men can adapt to certain stimuli. To do this we implant a small chip in your body. Then you go about your business and we monitor you.”

Todd didn’t like the idea of being monitored. He had read too many conspiracy theories about telephone ads, so he frowned.

Wilson calmly stated. “You’ll get a thousand dollars a week, and we would prefer that you do nothing.”

“Do nothing?”

“Nothing. Oh, you can watch TV, play video games, those are highly responsive in our studies. You can read books, and engage in all the sex you want. We are particularly interested in your reactions during sex.”

“And I don’t go get a job?”

“This is a job. We would prefer that you don’t, that you concentrate on your employment with us.”

“Doing nothing.”

“Living your life as you see fit.”

Todd had a lot of questions then. Are you going to be spying on me? Is the $1000 tax free (it was)? And so on.

But, in the end, faced with the prospect of getting a free $1000 a week for sitting on his ass, he was convinced. This was the job for him.

Marcia was curious, but, oddly, she had no questions.

Perhaps she was just happy that he would be getting good money.

But she just sat there and kept watching Wilson, smiling at him every once in a while.

“Okay. The forms you need to sign are on the computer, if you’ll read them, then add your electronic signature when prompted…”

Todd read, and quickly became bored. Yada yada yada. The party of the first part agrees that the party of the second part…

Arbitration agreed upon by…

Agree not to…”

The digits kept scrolling on the screen, so he scrolled faster, skipped over parts, and added his electronic signature.

“Excellent,” said Wilson.

He pressed a few keys then stood up. “If you’ll come with me we’ll get you started.

They walked through the building to a large lab. There wasn’t anybody in it, and Wilson pulled on a lab coat and told Todd to lay down on an exam table.

“So you’re a doctor, too?”

“I am. Relax, please.”

Todd relaxed, and he felt a quick prick in his arm. He looked over to see Wilson withdrawing a needle.

He was about to say something, to ask what he had been given, but he was asleep.

He woke up easily. Blinked, looked around.

Wilson was sitting at a table across the room. He was brewing coffee with a bunsen burner and he and Marcia were chatting away. He was touching her hand, and she was leaning forward, but…they were just drinking coffee.

He sat up and Wilson and Marcia looked over at him. Wilson put his coffee down and walked over.

“How you doing, Todd?”

“Pretty good. Did you put the chip in?”

“I did. Marcia has got the controller and—”

Todd missed the part about the controller, and asked, “Where is it?”

“We put it under your head.”

Todd felt his skull. “I don’t feel anything.”

Wilson smiled, “Not that head.”

Todd blinked. “You put a chip…down there? Under my…?”

“Yes.”

“But…I didn’t think…under my….”

“It was all described in the contract you signed. Now then, about the remote…”

“Remote?”

“The remote is under your wife’s control. In fact, if you touch it, if your flesh comes in contact with it you will experience a certain unpleasantness.”

“Unpleasantness? How?”

Wilson led Todd to the table where the bunsen burner cooked coffee. “Marcia, my dear, please press number one.”

Marcia held up a remote not much bigger than a fob. She pressed it and Todd’s eyes glazed over. He felt a shimmying sensation in his penis, and it immediately began to erect.

Todd was having trouble standing up, it felt so good, and he felt like if it continued for much longer he might actually have an orgasm.

“Press negative one, please?”

The happy humm turned into a devilish zzzz! Todd’s penis went limp and he grabbed his his groin. “Oh, fuck!” he whined. “That doesn’t feel good?”

Marcia smiled. “It’s okay, dear. If you’re a good boy I’ll never use negative one, or two or three.”

Two or three? It got worse?

“Press two.”

She pressed, and his knees gave way. His penis became rock hard and even emitted a bit of drool. Yes, he thought he could cum from this.

“Negative two, but only for a moment.”

She pressed, and Todd shrieked, grabbed his groin and fell on his side. It felt like somebody was blowing up his dick!

She let go quickly. “We never want to go there,” Wilson murmured.

Marcia helped him to his feet. “No. Better not go there.” But she was smiling.

Todd stood up, his legs felt like rubber and he grabbed the edge of a table to keep himself up.

“And, press three.”

She pressed the fob, and a wave of pure golden sex washed over him. He pecker rose up and spit, right in his pants. Then he was leaning on the table, gasping, and quite happy.

“That is the response we wanted,” said Wilson.

Todd just looked at him, at Marcia, then stood with his head down. He looked at his pants and saw the big blotch caused by his cumming.

“Wilson…Mr. James…”

“Mr. James is fine.”

“What is the point of this. In layman’s terms. Small words in small sentences.”

“I thought you understood…”

“All the fine print. No. So…tell me. What is the point of this?”

Wilson smiled. “We wish to see the effects when a woman is put in charge of her husband’s sex.”

Todd stared at Wilson, then turned his head and stared at Marcia.

“You knew this before we came here?”

“Not at all. I was quite surprised to be included in this experiment. It looks like it’s going to be a lot of fun, however.

“For you,” he muttered.

“And for you. Just think. A press of the button and you get instant satisfaction.”

“So I just walk around and you zap me with the cum button whenever you feel like it?”

“Oh, no,” Wilson interrupted. “Marcia has a complete set of instructions, rules to follow, protocols to adhere to. On occasion she will be carrying out specific experiments, but you will never know when. This really is quite an exciting time, and you should be proud to partake in this wonderful advance in science.

“Advance in science,” Todd spoke dourly. Suddenly the big, free work gig didn’t look that good.

“Well, honey, shall we go home?”

Mmmmm!” The hum in his dick started and he scrunched his legs together as if he was protecting his groin. But there was no protection from something that was inside him.

Marcia giggled and Wilson had a big grin.

While he was holding himself, totally off balance, Marcia moved him towards the door. “See you later,” she winked at Wilson.

“Yes, we should, ah, check the calibration of your device.”

“I’ll pop in tomorrow.”

“Do I have to come?” moaned Todd, still holding himself.

“No need,” spoke Wilson.

Marcia walked Todd through the building. She keep the remote pressed, and he staggered, walked pigeon-toed, and people they saw suddenly had big smiles on their faces.

Out to the parking lot. “I’ll drive,” said Marcia.

“I want to drive!” Todd gritted his teeth. The hum was driving him crazy. His weenie was harder than a pick ax.

“In your state? I think not. silly man. You’d be thinking about your pleasure so much you’d get us in an accident.”

Todd went to the passenger side, opened the door and fell into the car.

He moaned and turned over, and Marcia started up the car.

“Can you…stop?”

“Not yet. The first experiment was to see how you react to prolonged pleasure.”

“I’m reacting,” he gasped. “Now, please…stop!”

But she wouldn’t, and Todd writhed and groaned and held himself all the way home.

It was quite the sight, Marcia driving, the top down and her hair blowing, her boobs on display. Todd rolling around in the passenger seat, groaning like he was having sex. Which, in a way, he was.

OOOOooooOOOO!
“Oh, damn!” muttered Marcia.

She pulled over and a motorcycle cop stepped off his bike and sauntered up to the window. He was flipping the pages of his ticket book, and he wore dark glasses and looked totally spit shined.

He looked down at Marcia’s cleavage, which she was doing her best to display, and asked, “Do you know why I pulled you over?”

Todd groaned and turned on his side. His hands were clasped over his package.

The cop took his eyes off Marcia’s tits long enough to look at Todd. “What’s wrong with him?”

“He’s having sex. But if you don’t know why you pulled me over then I guess there’s no crime.”

The cop, behind his aviator sunglasses, blinked.

“What?”

“You’ve already admitted that you don’t know why you pulled me over. Is there anything else? Or did you want to have sex like my husband here?”

It was too much. Even in wacky California, Hollyweird, this was a little too nuts.

And he had simply pulled her over because she rolled a little too fast through a stop sign. He liked her tits, but what the fuck was it with the guy? Were they having some sort of paranormal, out of this world projected sex?

But the worst thing was what she had said. If she told a judge that he didn’t know why he had pulled her over he was dead meat.

So, discretion the better part of bullyism: “Drive safely.” He tipped his helmet and headed back to the safety of his motorcycle.

Marcia squeaked her tires a little as she entered traffic, but she wasn’t worried.

Cops were men, and men were notoriously…dumb.

On the seat next to her Todd gripped the sides of his seat and wished he could cum, but he was in the neverland of too close/too far.

They arrived home and Marcia glanced at her watch. “Another couple of minutes, honey.” She patted his thigh, got out of the car and sauntered up the walk.

Todd didn’t even try to walk. He pulled his pants down and, right there in the front seat of his top down car in broad daylight, he started stroking himself.

If he could just get off, if he could squirt, then maybe it wouldn’t be so bad!

But, he couldn’t. When he started to get close the chip in his dick started doing weird things, upsetting the harmony of fist to penis, making it so he couldn’t cum.

Oh, God! He couldn’t cum unless she let him! By the device! Oh, no!

Then the humming stopped.

He flopped back in the seat and just lay there. The relief of the cessation of vibration was incredible.

He had never thought sex could be distasteful, but…now he knew.

“Hi, Todd.”

Leslie walked past the car and giggled.

Todd was sitting there, hand on his still hard cock. He scrambled to get his weenie put away.

Fuck. Leslie. His wife’s bestie, and a woman who always seemed to consider Todd as a sort of bug that should be stepped on but who she carefully walked around.

The front door opened and he heard the women calling to each other.

Todd groaned and got out of the car. He was physically weak from being sex hummed for fifteen minutes, and he placed his hand on the car to support himself, then made his way carefully to the front door.

The girls were chatting in the kitchen over wine coolers, and he made his way to the computer room.

He sank into his swivel and took deep breaths.

Man, what had he gotten himself into?

He powered up his computer and started to work, when—“TODD!”

Oh, God. He just wanted to sit there.

Hmmm!

He sat up and looked down.

It had only been a short blurp of hum, but he knew he had been summoned. He quickly got up and went to the kitchen.

He arrived, and Marcia was just about to press the fob again.

“Hold it! I’m here!”

“Just in time,” she sniffed. “When I summon you I expect you to be prompt.”

Rod wanted to object. He wanted to tell Marcia to back off, that he wasn’t a slave to be summoned whenever she wanted a dish cleaned.

But he didn’t say anything. Leslie was looking at him, and he didn’t like the look on her face.

She was a beautiful woman, blonde, a nose with a very slight curve to it. He couldn’t fail to notice that her boobs, as big as Marcia’s, were presented.

He didn’t want to argue with his wife in front of Leslie. The haughty look on her face…he didn’t want to open himself to her opinion.

“Well, okay. What is it you want?”

“I want you to show Leslie whee they put the chip.”

“The…wait…I didn’t want this to be common knowledge, and…and I don’t want to go exposing myself.”

“First, it’s Leslie, not the whole world. Second, I want you to show her how they left not a mark on you.”

“But—“

Marcia lifted the fob.

Todd sighed and unbuckled his pants. He unzipped and his hard cock jutted out.

“Oh, he’s hard!”

“Quite so. Wilson…Mr. James…said I should keep him hard a lot. And he did just finish a fifteen minute trial run.”

Leslie smiled. “So that’s why he was laying in the car with his dick in his hand.”

“That’s why,” Marcia smiled in satisfaction.

“So, should I just…turn it over?” Leslie looked at Todd’s boner.

“Sure.”

“Wait!”

But it was too late. Leslie grabbed his dick and twisted it.

When a dick is limp you can twist it, bend it, turn it, slap it around, and it’s no big deal. When it’s hard, however, it can hurt a little to be ‘manhandled.’ Or, in this case, ‘womanhandled.’

Todd almost turned a cartwheel. He leaned sideways and grabbed the table.

Leslie examined the under bottom of his glans closely. He could feel her breath on it, and that made him even more excited.

“Wow. There’s almost no trace. Just a little shadow.”

“That is cutting edge plastic surgery. Could you imagine a zipper that tight for a boob job?”

“Men wouldn’t be able to tell!” Leslie marveled.

She ran a finger along the underside of his head.

“A little bump. But you have to know what you’re looking for.”

“Isn’t it wonderful?”

“Truly.” Then Leslie ran her fingernail along the sensitive underpart.

Tod couldn’t help it. Having just been stimulated for fifteen minutes, he couldn’t hold it in.

“UNH!”

He squirted white semen into Leslie’s hand.

Leslie’s mouth opened in surprise. “He…he…!”

Marcia sat up straight and grabbed the fob.

“He came!” she shouted. She looked up at Todd. “Bad Todd!” She pressed the fob.

ZZZZZZZ!

From the sublime pleasure of emptying his balls Todd suddenly felt like somebody had run a file over his balls.

He made a squawking sound and fell to the floor. He was barely conscious, and he knew there was no pain like this.

“Unnn…” he groaned.

The women looked down on him.

Leslie leaned down and wiped her hand on his good suit. She ran it back and forth and got his semen all over it.

“Todd! You are not supposed to cum without permission! What do you think that will do to the readings at Neo Lab!”

Todd just licked his lips and tried to focus his eyes.

Leslie suddenly giggled. “It was sort of funny.”

Then Marcia chuckled. “I guess it was. Did you see the look in his eyes when I zapped him?”

“I guess that’ll teach him to play practical jokes on you.”

That was when Todd, even through the daze of his mental state, understood.

He was a joker. He liked to jack off. He especially liked to leave little presents for Marcia. A bit of gism on the toilet seat when she sat down.

Maybe a pair of her panties filled with goo.

And he really, really loved shooting the batter onto her hair, on her butt, her breasts, and especially when she was sleeping.

He loved it, but she didn’t, and suddenly he knew what this was all about.

He didn’t understand how she had come to find Wilson James, or this terrible ‘experiment,’ but it was her revenge.

She was going to have her practical joke on him.

Suddenly, Todd wasn’t laughing.


Part Two

To be fair, Marcia didn’t abuse the fob. Too much.

She usually called him with a hum instead of a zzz.

Only occasionally, when he got a little too belligerent, did she zap him with the zzzs. And then only the lowest setting.

She was, however, just getting started.

While Todd stewed and tried to adjust to the new order of things, she went on Facebutt and asked for suggestions.

Friends, neighbors, and even people who she didn’t know had suggestions for her.

And, the suggestions tended to snowball in a direction as the people read them and were inspired to offer more suggestions.

At first everybody was just, ‘Make him your slave!’ Or, ‘Have him do all the chores!’

Simple stuff, no imagination, just a ‘get back at him’ revenge type fo thing.

And that was discouraging, because she wasn’t doing this to get revenge, she was doing this to teach a small lesson.

At least, so she thought.

Then came the first suggestion.

‘Make him wear panties.’

That suggestion got a ton of ‘likes,’ and people started making funny, but usually crude, comments.

“Then somebody said, ‘A bra, too.’

Marcia stared at the suggestion and blinked.

A bra? Why should she want her husband to wear a bra? That seemed silly.

But the people on Facebutt loved it! ‘A training bra,’ ‘a bra with big falsies,’ ‘a fifties pointed bra,’ and so on.

Marcia considered these silly, until she found herself looking for these types of suggestions, and feeling a little warm down there.

Then, she didn’t know if it was people, or some compulsive transvestite or something, ‘Make him dress like a girl. Head to toe.’

And now the suggestions went wild.

‘Full make up.’

‘Get him vacation boobs,’ which she had to look up to figure out.

‘Nah, real implants! Chyna 2000s.’ And she had to look up Chyna 2000s.

‘Liposuction his fat and use it for real boobs!’

And people sent in photos of men in women’s clothing, and links to trans websites, and…

And Marcia suddenly found herself hot. Real hot. Down there. So hot she thought she might start steaming.

And it didn’t help that Wilson was asking to see her every day.

Ostensibly, it was to check the workings of her fob, and Todd didn’t need to come.

But sometimes they didn’t do anything about the fob, they just sat and talked, and the conversation was always very sexual.

“And how are your own, uh, sexual desires coming along?” he asked one day.

Marcia pursed her lips, which she had started painting hot red for her daily meetings, “Well, I’ve been so busy making Todd behave and…I haven’t really had time for anything else.”

Wilson shook his head. “You need to enjoy yourself. Especially with the things you are doing. It is exciting, after all, to make him run around erect all the time, isn’t it?”

“Well, yes.”

“And if you don’t satisfy yourself you will eventually have an adverse reaction.”

“But you said, at the beginning, that I shouldn’t have sex with him too much!”

“And you shouldn’t. You want his reactions to be pure and unsullied, unaffected by the real world outside his cock.”

She loved it when Wilson said ‘cock.’ She normally didn’t like swearing, but to hear dirty words roll off his lips was…exciting.

“So how do I go about having sex with him when I can’t have sex with him?”

“Find an alternative. Or maybe a surrogate.”

“An alternative? Like…like vibrators or dildos?”

“Those would do.” He waited.

And she managed, in spite of knowing what was in his dirty, little mind, “And surrogates?”

He nodded and smiled in a nonchalant manner.

“You’re talking about screwing another man.”

He kept that effacing smile and tilted his head in a subtle shrug.

But she knew what he was really talking about. Screwing him.

From day one he had been overly polite to her, appreciated her bosom, touched her hand a little too freely, touched her shoulder, and a few times, her rear end.

Nothing overt, just polite.

But…he wanted to be the surrogate. He wanted to take her husband’s place and screw her.

And, since she was being deprived, and getting pretty darned horny, she was considering it.

But she wouldn’t have done it. Except, one day…

Todd was in the computer room. He was watching porn, for the odd thing was that porn didn’t shock his dong. Dong let him just be horny without the threat, or even the treat.

He was tired of being at the whim of Marcia’s moods.

He was sorry he had ever jerked off on her.

Truth, the constant oversight of his sex, the constant refusal to screw him, the endless hums and buzzes, he was tired of it.

Hummm.

He jumped up and went to find Marcia.

She was sitting in a lounge chair out by the pool. Leslie was there. Cheerful, laughing Leslie. Chuckling every time she laid eyes on him, and he knew she was always asking Marcia to do sex things to him.

He trotted out to the pool area and Marcia looked up at him. She and Leslie were a little drunk, and she said, “Go get us a couple of wine coolers.”

Not even a please.

He did, but when he was coming back out to the patio he stumbled, and spilled a bit of wine cooler on Marcia.

“You idiot!” she snapped, wiping the cold liquid off her bare belly.

“You’re the fucking idiot,” he snapped back.

She lifted the fob to press it, and he said, “Is that all I am to you? A slave? A servant? A sexless thing controlled by your electronic pulses?”

She stopped and stared at him.

Leslie sat up and studied him.

She didn’t press the fob. She just said, “Go back to your computer and watch your porn.”

They were both unhappy now. And it didn’t help when Leslie murmured, “About time to turn him in for a new model.”

Marcia jerked her head around to look at her friend, but Leslie just shrugged.

Then Marcia sat back and thought about it.

He was speaking back to her. She didn’t like that.

She was using batteries up with her vibrator, and she didn’t like it when a battery gave out right when she was about to climax.

But, like a person with power is not apt to do, she never took herself to account for the situation.

“He’s not manageable,” she said to Wilson.

Wilson smiled lightly and reached out to pat her hand. And to hold her hand, and to commiserate with her.

“Men are that way sometimes,” he murmured.

“But I give him lots of encouragement.”

“Do you let him cum?”

“You told me not to.”

“Excellent. And he shouldn’t. Bad dogs should not be rewarded. And have you thought about a surrogate?”

She had, and she stared at him, and her heart started pounding.

They were in his office, a big, comfortable thing with a couch against one wall.

“If you don’t wish to speak of this I will understand,” he said smoothly.

“No, it’s just…it’s…”

He stood up and went around his desk to the couch. He lifted the front and it unfolded to become a bed. He turned to her.

“If you would prefer for me to put this away I shall. It’s your wishes that are paramount here. If you wish to think further, or have some other man in mind…but I am at your service.”

He was so polite, so suave, that Marcia fell right into the situation.

Putting Todd out of her mind she unbuttoned her blouse.

Wilson’s breath caught as she revealed her fleshy sloped. He gulped when he saw her erect nipples pointing at him.

She noted that he now had an erection.

She moved closer to him and reached for his zipper. She tugged it down and a big, fat dong popped out.

It was bigger than Todd’s. And fatter. And the head enormous. Dripping.

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered, eyeing the eye with her eye.

Her heart was not just pounding, it was playing Battle Hymn of the Republic. And she suddenly realized a truth of all women, but which not all will admit to.

There is a fascination with strange cock.

Sure, they get married, and they put up with the same old same old penis, but inside their heart of hearts they want a little more, a lot more, a bigger one, a longer one, a different colored one, one with a strange twist to it, anything that is different from the same old same old.

She reached up her hand and placed it under his balls.

Big balls, fat balls, hairy balls, balls with different hues and shades.

She leaned forward and opened her red-painted mouth.

Wilson shuddered as she took him inside her mouth. It was a tight fit, and he almost came when her tongue, inside the tight fit, lapped at the bottom of his glans.

Then he was reaching down, lifting her up, kissing her, and she pushed him back on the sofa bed, and crawled on him and squatted over him.

Her eyes bright and feverish, wanting, driven with desire.

And he accepted her engulfing him with a sigh.

She went home with a plan.

After the torrid sex, which had finally taken the edge off her sexually stimulated mind, he had asked her about fantasies, and she had brought up what the people on Facebutt were saying.

‘Make him a woman.’

‘Make him wear lingerie and underwear.’

‘Show him what it’s really like!’

Wilson had listened as they lay there, her playing with his slack cock, wishing it would get hard again. “That’s not a bad idea,” he finally said.

“It is?”

“Of course. Find out what really makes Todd tick. Get to the heart of the man.”

Wilson was just talking, but underneath he was thinking. If I could get her to leave him…then she would be mine…

So he brought up psychological jargon, he used very subtle manipulation, and when Marcia left she thought she had made the decision all on her own.

The next morning Todd crawled out of bed. It had been weeks and weeks, months, since he had screwed his wife. Weeks and months of her teasing him with the fob, driving him half insane.

His dingus was stiff as a stiff board, and he walked into the bathroom and took a cold shower.

If only they could make love again!

But when he walked back into the bedroom, drying himself off, Marcia was sitting on the edge of the bed. She held out a pair of panties.

“Put these on.”

“What? Those are girl’s panties!”

“You think I don’t know that?” she snapped. She tossed them to him.

She was unaware that cheating on Todd had in a very subtle manner embittered her. But cheating does that to a person.

“What’s the point?” he asked, the panties hanging from his index finger.

But she didn’t have to explain. She was in charge, and she could always put it off to ‘experiments.’

“It’s a test.”

“What test?”

“A test of your sexuality.”

She held up the fob. “I’m not messing around, Todd. You’re going to get negative three if you don’t do what I say.”

Todd did not want a negative three. He had only experienced that once, and it left him shaken for days. He had felt like his package was being ripped off his body, and he never wanted that feeling again.

He looked at the panties, chocked a sob back, and put a leg through a leg hole.

Hummm!

He was tired of this kind of sex, but the taboo of wearing women’s lingerie in conjunction with the putting on of the panties was…enjoyable.

If she hadn’t given him a hum he would have protested and hated it.

But breaking the taboo and feeling the hum, something in him unlocked.

He put his other leg into the panties and pulled them up snug.

His cock was hard, and obscene in the panties, but Marcia smothered a smirk and just nodded.

He was still humming. And now liking it.

“And this bra.”

He took the bra, and was aware that he was suddenly, for the first time in weeks, feeling good.

He put on the bra and when he snapped the back Marcia hit positive two. MMMMMM!

Todd staggered, grabbed a bedpost to hold himself up.

She turned it off, but Todd was now enraptured. The simple, little fact of being turned on while putting on what he shouldn’t be putting on had changed his mind.

She felt the difference in him.

She felt a kind of peace emanating from him.

She liked it.

In fact, she felt a little ‘popping’ in her snatch, and realized that she had just orgasmed.

Seeing her husband looking like a woman had turned her on!

That afternoon she went to Neo Labs to talk to Wilson. Ostensibly, to check the settings on Todd’s dick chip. Actually, to fuck Wilson’s brains out.

Wilson, of course, was not opposed to the idea.

They screwed the afternoon away, and when they were done the conversation turned to Todd and his new ‘hobby.

Wilson, in his usual subtle manner, talked to her about getting him to wear more lingerie, to wear a dress.

And, the final thing he said, which floored Marcia: “The purpose of this experiment is to ascertain how far Todd can be made to go.”

“It is?”

“Of course. My dear, have you any idea of how far reaching our little experiment is?”

“Not really.”

Wilson stood up and went around to his desk. He was naked, but his dick was finally slack. It had been a long afternoon.

“My dear, the world is in poor shape. We are running out of resources, and there is a severe imbalance in the population. To correct those dreadful problems we find that we must have more women and less men.”

“We do?” Marcia’s eyes were big, and round. She was being let in on big secrets.

“Most certainly. We are becoming overpopulated, but to keep the wheels turning in our society we must have more workers. And, specifically, we must have workers who can’t have children.”

“But men can’t have children.”

Now, truth, Wilson was making this up as he went along. He smoothly answered, “But men make children. No shortage of studs there. But if we can make men who aren’t interested in making children…”

“Making men into women who can’t get pregnant!”

“Exactly.”

Marcia lay back on the bed, her arms behind her head, propped on a pillow. “My God!” Her eyes were shining with the cleverness of it all.

She thought about over population in the world, and realized this was the perfect solution.

A man who was converted to the idea of being a woman. Who didn’t get boners for women. Who didn’t go around willy nilly screwing and making children. How ingenious!

“Of course,” added Wilson, “there are other things that must be done.”

As she went up on her elbows and looked at him her breasts juddered and Wilson blinked. He was starting to feel a boner coming on.

He went back to the sofa bed and lay down with her. Her stroking him, feeling his nuts, he explained what else they had to do.

At first Marcia was a little bit shocked, then she realized: they had to do this for the world to survive.

Marcia rid Todd of his body hair with Nair, then she put him in panties and a bra. And nylons and garters. And she ‘hummed’ him the whole time.

Todd allowed himself to be accoutered like a woman. Not that he had much choice; not he didn’t enjoy it.

Marcia had chanced upon the one thing that would bend Todd to her desires.

He was entering tabooland with a hum, and it was exciting. He loved the feeling of soft, slithery garments exciting his flesh.

The feeling of the hum, once a bit much, now became what he needed and wanted.

But, there was a downside.

His dick stopped getting erect.

Oddly, it had happened one day after he had gone to Neo Lab for a calibration of his chip. But he didn’t connect the shot with his limp dong.

He just looked down, and…it made his front smooth.

And Neo Labs, Wilson, had put him on a prescription of special vitamins. Every day he had to take a handful of pills.

Which was okay. After all, he wanted to be healthy.

Then came ‘the’ interview.

He and Marcia were called into his office, Wilson and Marcia seemed to be trading looks, and Wilson said, “Todd, now that your penis has stopped functioning, we need to do something about it.”

Todd was pretty looking in a yellow dress. Of course, his chest was a little flat, but he looked good. His legs were in nylons, his hair was getting longer, and Marcia had started playing with make up with him.

“You’ve got something that will make it stand up again?”

“Well, not exactly.”

Todd frowned. He missed his penis. Even though it was slack, it hummed. And if it could hum while it was erect, all the better.

“We want to tuck it up so it’s not always in the way.”

“It’s not always in the way.”

“Todd, Todd. Can’t you see that little bump in your front?”

Todd looked down. Yep. Little bump. The mass of his non-functioning weenie.

“We need to help you get rid of that.”

“You’re not going to cut it off, are you?”

That idea had occurred to Wilson, but he had decided not to. There were better ways.

Todd wasn’t really averse to the idea. He was getting hummed, a lot of positive two, and liking it.

“You know, dear, I really would like you to get your penis handled.”

She pressed the fob, positive two. Todd groaned.

By the time Todd left the Neo Labs he associated the idea of a gone penis with positive hums.

He had a double operation a week later. He received a pair of large breasts, and his balls were pushed up into the cavities from which they came, and his penis was sewed to his perineum.

There was almost no recovery time from the operations, and he only felt a little soreness when he walked out of Neo Labs.

Walked out with a large pair of breasts and nothing to speak of between his legs.

Walked out with his chest jiggling, and his thighs rubbing one against the other.

Life was different for Todd now.

He had long, red fingernails. He styled his hair in a long wave to his shoulders. He walked with a sway, wore a corset, his lips were painted red, and…he was dazed.

The constant changes, the shift from being a man to being a woman, it had changed the very way he thought.

He spent his mornings cleaning the house, vacuuming and doing dishes and waiting on Marcia.

He spent his afternoons reading fashion magazines. Marcia was usually out in the afternoons. She was getting her fob calibrated almost every day now.

So he sat on the couch, his nylon clad legs up, and perused the latest fashions.

“Hello?”

He looked towards the front door and gave a smile. “Hi, Leslie!”

Leslie froze. Was that…was that…Todd?

She hadn’t been over for a while, and she stared at him in disbelief.

“Todd?”

“Hi, girlfriend,” he chirped. Even his voice was a little higher. Whatever he was doing, becoming, he was fully into it.

“I thought…I heard about the Facebutt comments, but I didn’t think…”

“How are you? Can I get you a wine cooler? Or something stronger?”

“Something stronger,” she blurted. She needed something stronger.

“And where’s Marcia?”

“She’s at the lab getting her fob calibrated.”

Leslie saw right through that. Yeah. Right. The way men get their knob polished. She was getting calibrated, all right.

Todd mixed a quick bourbon and Coke and placed it before her, and had one for himself.

“So how’s things going, Todd?”

“Oh, everything is really peachy keen!”

He was speaking like a girl, well, what he thought girls were supposed to sound like.

Truth, Leslie didn’t really like what was happening with Todd. She thought of him as a man, and she had thought this whole thing was a joke, but now, seeing him transformed, she felt sorry for him.

She knew what Marcia had done. And all to get her fob calibrated. There was something so unfair about all this…

“Hey, Leslie!”

Marcia walked into the house. Right behind her, looking like the cat that had just eaten a herd of canaries, was Wilson James.

“Hi,” Leslie answered, and she gave the perfunctory hug and air kiss.

“Todd! Drinks. Chop chop!”
Todd curtsied and ran for the kitchen.

Marcia put her purse down and Leslie eyed Wilson.

He was handsome enough, but his face was a little thin, and his eyes were a little bland. And now that she knew what he had done to Todd, she didn't trust him.

But she turned her attention to Marcia. “So, there had been some changes.”

“I’ll say,” giggled Marcia. “Isn’t Todd wonderful?”

“Well, uh…”

“He keeps everything clean, he looks beautiful, and he does everything I tell him to. He’s now the perfect man!”

“But you don’t have sex with him, do you?”

“Oh, Lord, no.” She looked at Wilson and grinned. He grinned back.

“Of course I’d like to, he is my husband…” she said it like he was property, “but it’s not a good idea to make love to him until…well,” she turned to Wilson. “Until when, Wilson?”

“Until the change is complete.”

“And when will that be?” asked Leslie.

Wilson looked at Leslie and pursed his lips. Truth, he was feeling a little cocky. Normally he would have been much more closed mouth, but Marcia butted in.

“Can I tell Leslie about the big experiment? What we’re doing for the planet? What a grand place Todd is playing?”

“I suppose so.”

So they sipped bourbon and Coke, and Todd waited nearby in case they needed anything, and Marcia told Leslie ‘the plan.’

“You see, it’s all about over population. Wilson works for the government, and the government is going to transform men—not all of them, just enough—into women. Then they won’t go around impregnating all the real woman and contributing to overpopulation. And we can have sex with them they way they used to have sex with us, and, oh…it’s going to be so hunky dory!”

“Making love the way they used to…” Leslie was confused.

“That’s why we’re here this afternoon.” She smiled lovingly at Wilson. “Usually we have to calibrate my fob.”

Leslie understood right away, and saw that she had been right in her thinking. Calibrating the fob meant the same thing as polishing the knob, but from a women’s point of view.

“But today the experiment is at a critical stage. Today I impregnate…” she giggled, “Todd. Today he learns and takes the final step to becoming a new woman. And civilization will be saved. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Leslie felt a sick feeling inside. And she had contributed to this. She had been in at the beginning, and even encouraged Marcia on this path.

She looked at Wilson.

He was smiling, sappy sweet, at Marcia.

Marcia turned to Todd, who was sitting on a chair across the room. “Todd, go the bedroom and take off your dress. Bend over the bed and wait for me.”

Todd jumped up and trotted down the hall.

“Isn’t he just the sweetest thing?” said Marcia.

Leslie kept her face carefully neutral and nodded.

They finished their drinks, then Marcia stood up. “You have the strap on, hon…Wilson?”

Wilson did. He had it in a little satchel, and he opened the bag and handed it to her.

Grinning cheek to cheek Marcia took off her dress and put on the strap on.

It was big and black, and it looked very dangerous hanging from her junction.

“Come on, you can watch. Wilson’s going to watch, and he might even take a turn. You can have a turn if you want.”

Leslie didn’t want a turn. But she followed Marcia and Wilson to the bedroom.

Todd was bent sideways over the bed, his ass in the air and his little, shrunken peeny sticking out between the back of his legs. He was in garters and nylons, and his panties were on the floor by his feet.

His whole body was changed from what Leslie remembered. His ass was rounder, his waist thinner. His body was feminized like he had been taking hormones or something.

“Okay, honey, are you ready?”

“Yeah.”

He didn’t sound all there, but he didn’t turn around. He just lay there, his rump in the air, and waited.

Marcia got some lube from the bathroom and stepped between his legs. She smeared lube in him with her fingers, and Todd groaned.

She handed the fob to Wilson and smiled at him. “You can do the honors, dear.”

“My pleasure, honey.”

Leslie was sickened by the display of affection.

Marcia was married, but now she was cheating, and she had transformed Todd into something she didn’t recognize.

Marcia kept reaming, making sure everything was smooth and slick, then she stepped up to Todd’s butt.

“Here we go, honey.”

She moved her hips forward at the same time that Wilson hit positive three.

MMMMMMM!

Todd grunted and groaned and started to thrash. Semen was pouring out of him, dripping on the floor, and Marcia screwed merrily away.

When she turned and gave Leslie a big grin Leslie almost puked.

Then when Marcia backed off and Wilson took her place, Leslie simply walked out of the room.


Epilogue

A week later…

Marcia and Wilson were in Marcia’s bed, screwing madly, grunting and groaning and having the time of their lives.

Todd stood next to the wall and waited for commands.

He was happy. He was pretty. He knew his station in life.

Suddenly the front door banged open and men flooded down the hallway and into the bedroom. They were wearing night vision goggles and helmets and carried big guns.

Behind the men strode a couple of men in suits, and …Leslie!

Leslie ran to the bed table and grabbed the fob. She backed off and held it tightly.

Wilson tried to push up, but he was sweaty and his palms were slick and he kept sliding and pushing his weenie harder into Marcia.

“EEEEK! Unh! EEEEK! Unh! EEEEK! Unh!” screamed Marcia. Her screams being separated by the plunge of Wilson dingus into her.

Finally, Wilson managed to extricate himself from Marcia’s pussy, but as he flipped over the men in SWAT suits grabbed him and pulled him away from the bed where Marcia screamed.

One of the suits stepped up to Marcia.

When he didn’t do anything, just waited, Marcia managed to blurt, “What are you doing to Wilson!?”

The suit said, “Wilson James, alias, Tom Duncan, alias…” the aliases went on for a while, “is guilty of impersonating a medical doctor, falsifying government applications, and other crimes.”

The SWAT men pulled the protesting Wilson out of the bedroom.

“What are you talking about?”

Leslie stepped forward. “He was working at Neo Labs under false pretenses.”

“What?” shrieked Marcia.

“Furthermore, there is no secret project to make men into women, to…to save the planet by making them unable to …oh, fuck! Marcia. You idiot!”

Marcia didn’t understand, but she understood when Leslie went to Todd, who was huddling in fear behind the bedroom door.

“Get your hands off him!”

Marcia ignored her and helped Todd to his feet. “Come on, Todd. I know some nice people who will help you out.”

“But…I don’t…I…”

Marcia shrieked, “Get your hands off him, you bitch! He’s mine! He’s my property!”

Leslie deigned to cast a look at her once friend. Her lips were curved in a sneer as she said, “Not any more, he ’s not. And these gentlemen want to talk to you about something.”

Marcia looked at the two suits who were standing in front of her. “What the fuck?” she blurted.

“Ma’am, according to the statutes maiming is: the criminal act of disabling, disfiguring or cutting off or making useless one of the members (leg, arm, hand, foot, eye) of another either intentionally or in a fight, called maiming. The serious nature of the injury makes mayhem a felony, which is called ‘aggravated assault’ in most states.”

“But I didn’t do anything to Todd! He’s got all his arms and legs!”

“His penis qualifies as a member.”

“But…but…”

Marcia yelled and shouted all the way out of the house. As they bundled her into a waiting SUV she saw Leslie holding Todd in the back seat of a car.

In the back seat Leslie held Todd and whispered to him, “It’s okay, honey. I’ll take care of you now. You’ll be just fine.”

“Can I keep being a girl?”

“Of course you can, honey.”

Todd smiled.

END
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Overloaded into Feminization!

Is it possible to go so far

you think you’re a woman?
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Author’s Note

Everything is sales.

The government sells you on the idea of more taxes.

Car companies sell you on the idea that you really need that overpriced widget on the dashboard.

Men sell woman on the idea of having to clean and cook…and put out. (Hmm, that last one isn’t so bad!)

Everybody is trying to sell something.

And we buy it.

But can a person be so overloaded that they think they have to buy a new sex?

Hmm.

Maybe.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I don’t know what to do!” Jim’s voice was low and miserable. His handsome face was in his hands. He looked up at Lia, “We can’t live off your salary!”

Lia sat opposite Jim at the kitchen table. The bills were laid out before them, and facts were simple: now that Jim had lost his job he couldn’t support them, and the burden fell on Lia.

Lia was a babe. The love of Jim’s life, she stared at the bills. She was wearing a thin robe and her nipples poked through the material Her white teeth nibbled at her red lips, and her blue eyes showed her worry.

When Jim was making his good salary they were doing well. They hadn’t over spent or anything, but now that his job had gone away, a victim to the downsizing of industry in the country because of Covid, they were going to be hurting.

“Jim, don’t worry. We’ll make it through this.”

But Jim was worried, and for good reason. His job had been unique and there was no demand for it anywhere.

“I added up the bills. We’re short $500 on payments. If we do without food and utilities, maybe…”

His hand was shaking as he held a bill. Realizing he was shaking, he laid the bill down and put his hands in his lap.

Lia stood up and came around the table. She sat on his lap. For a change, it was soft. She put her arms around him and pressed her breasts against him. “Come on,” she whispered in his ear. “We’ve been through tough times.”

“Not like this.”

She pushed his head back, stared at his soft, brown eyes, and kissed him.

It took a minute, which showed how worried he was, then he reacted.

Worried or not, he couldn’t resist her lips. His heart started to pound, his blood raced faster through the veins, and a throbbing started up down there.

Lia smiled to herself as she worked on his lips. Old Faithful. The gift that keeps on giving.

She slipped her face to the side and buried it in his neck. His long hair ticked her nose, but she laughed. “You horn dog.”

“Oh, God,” he murmured. Then he tried a light chuckle. It was a start.

She continued with, “The world could be coming to an end, and you’d still have a boner.”

“It is coming to an end.”

She ground down on his lap, felt his penis rubbing her bottom, rolling up against her slit.

Then, when he was properly horny, she backed off. She put her hands on his shoulders and looked him in the eyes.

“You had a rough time in college. No parents to finance you, no scholarship, how did you do it then.”

“Uh…” he stalled, which made her suspicious.

“Come on. What’d you do? Hold up banks?”

“Not exactly. I, uh, sold stuff.”

“Well, there you go. What? On Ebay? Amazon? Are you a budding businessman under it all? Come on. What’d you sell?”

“Uh, just stuff.”

“So get some more stuff.”

“Uh…”

“What the fuck, Jim? Why aren’t you talking? What are you holding back? What did you sell to get through college?”

So he told her. He whispered in a low voice, so low she almost didn’t hear him, but then she figured out what he had said.

“Sperm? You sold baby batter to get through college?
“Shhh!” he hissed, even though they were alone in their house. “You think I want people to know?”

She laughed. Right in his face.

“First, nobody can hear you. We’re alone. Second, who cares? Let the people know!” She raised her voice and shouted, “My husband beats his meat and sells sperm to the highest bidder!”

He put his hand over her mouth, but she just bent his finger back.

“Ow!”

“You really jacked off and filled little bottle with your gism? You worked your way through college as a professional masturbator?”

“All right!” His voice was cold, and his dick had gone down.

She didn’t care about his voice being cold, but his dick shrinking, for a horn dog like Jim that was a serious matter!

She got off his lap. She was grinning saucily, pleased with herself, and she went to the liquor cabinet. She got down the bourbon, ‘Blantons,’ in the fancy bottle. They probably wouldn’t be able to afford it after the next month or so, so might just as well enjoy it while they could.

“What are you doing?”

“Celebrating. Why?”

“There’s no reason for celebrating! We’re broke!”

She plopped a few ice cubes into glasses, then poured equal amounts of bourbon and Coke.

She picked up the glasses and sniffed as the bubbles brought up the aroma of the good bourbon. “mmm. Am I a slut for enjoying whiskey?”

He didn’t say anything, so she just put the glass down and sat across from him.

He stared at her sourly, and she watched him and sipped.

“That was ten years ago.”

“How much did they pay you?”

“Uh…pretty good.”

“Come on. Don’t make me dig.”

“A hundred bucks a pop.”

A hundred bucks?” she goggled him. Then she giggled and made a ‘jack off’ motion with her right hand. “You must be pretty good in the sperm department.

“That was long ago. I’m older, not so good.”

“The bull shat,” she pronounced the words almost viciously. We screw a lot, and I know you’re potent. You spew more than any man I ever met.”

“Well, yeah. but…”

“But what? How many times a month did you jack off?”

“Usually once a day.”

Lia’s mouth opened.

“Once a day?”

“A couple of times I needed the money, so I did it twice.”

“Wait a minute! We screw maybe three times a week. Sure, you fill me up, but…could you still do once a day?”

“I, uh…I suppose so.”

“You look guilty. Come on. What are you hiding?”

“Well, uh, I don’t want to make you sore, so sometimes I jack off.”

“Now?”

He nodded. He was looking miserable again.

“How many times do you jack off in a week?”

“A couple of times.”

“Holy shit! You squirt five times a week, without even trying! At a hundred bucks a squirt that’s $2000 a month!”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Shut, but!” she yelled, half standing up, her little hands clutching the table. “We’re not going broke! We’re getting rich!”

“But, honey! I—“

“So tomorrow morning you’re going down to the…where did you sell this stuff?”

“At the Neo Labs sperm bank.”

“Holy fuck! You sell your sperm to the bank and it’s money in the bank!”

“But—“

But Lia was celebrating now. She danced around the kitchen, finished her whiskey, then jumped onto his lap and kissed him soundly and all the way through.

He held on, and his peeny started poking up at her snatch again.

Then she broke the kiss, touched her nose to him and stated firmly, “Come on.”

She stood up, and when he stood up she grabbed him by the handle.

He groaned as she led him through the house

She took him into the bedroom, then almost literally threw him onto the bed.

She jumped onto the bed after him. He had been wearing a robe, and she parted it and squatted on him.

He moaned as she sank down on him, then she stopped moving. She just sat on him, him ensconced in her, engulfed by her pussy, and she held his face and kissed him. Again and again.

He felt the urge, he was throbbing, and he began to move, but she stopped him.

“Uh, oh,” she said softly.

“What?”

“You think I’m going to let you cum? That’s a hundred bucks we’d be wasting.”

“Oh, honey, come on! You’ve got me going and now I need this!”

“Nope.”

She sat on him, but drove him crazy by not moving. But her hand was down at her juncture and she started rubbing herself.

“Oh, yeah!”

“No, yeah!” he cried out. “Make me cum!”

“Nope. But you can feel my titties if you want.”

He did want. He wanted badly, and his hand went up and fondled her breasts. She felt his flesh on her flesh, and the heat coursed through her.

“Oh, please!”

He tried to move, but she lifted off him, waited, then plopped back down.

“We’re talking money, honey. You’ll thank me when we buy that new car.”

“Let me thank you tomorrow!”

“No, we start…we start…uh…uh oh…FUCK!”

She shuddered, her back shivering up the spine. It felt like her nipples were popping, and her pussy exploded with golden heat.

“Oh…baby!” he muttered, holding on, letting her have her way. In spite of the fact that he wanted to screw his dick off, he was a good lover, and he let her experience her orgasm.

Slowly, she came down. She fell forward and lay on him, feeling his throbbing, pulsing, desire. But when he tried to move she giggled and lifted off him.

He almost cried with frustration as his penis jerked in the air. Just a couple more seconds and he would have let loose.

Lia just held him, snuggled with him, let her hand brush against his stiff rod.

“Honey,” she whispered, “You’ll thank me when we’re rich. Now go to sleep.

Shortly, she was sighing and drifting off. But Jim didn’t fade off for an hour. His dick wouldn’t let him.

“This is the sperm bank you used to, uh…’donate’ at?”

Jim nodded. “Yes.”

The building was brick and sandstone, two stories with a flat roof. There were several wide windows, but they had been blacked out. The sign over the top said Neo Labs in small letters, then a big ‘Sperm Bank’ in larger letters.

“And they paid you a hundred bucks a pop.”

“Yes.” He really didn’t want to talk about it. But the way Lia was carrying on, he was being forced into it.

Jim pushed the glass door open for Lia and they entered the reception area.

Room for about twenty people to sit down, and Lia could imagine all the scrungy, young men pounding on their penises. She giggled.

“What’s so funny.”

“Nothing. Let’s go,” she nudged his arm towards a window in the far wall.”

Jim stepped up to the window, opened his mouth and—

“Jim! Jim Parsons?”

“Anna?”

“Oh, good Lord! It’s been years! How nice to see you.”

Lia stood and blinked. They knew him so well they remembered him after ten years?

“Oh, you must have missed us! You were our best customer, you know. Let me go tell the Doc. She’ll want to see you.”

Anna went into a back room and Lia turned Jim to face her. “Anna?” she inquired in a low voice.

“There’s nothing there,” he spoke desperately. “She just remembers me.”

“I would say so. Their best customer?”

Jim looked uncomfortable.

Then the door opened.

“Jim! I thought you dropped off the face of the earth!”

The Doctor was an older woman, but a real milf. Her white lab coat was quite large up top, and her face was round and pleasant with curvy lips.

And she hugged Jim.

Lia stared. A doctor that hugged her patients? WTF?

After a moment of marveling at Jim, the Doctor turned to to Lia, are you with Jim?”

“This is Lia. She’s my wife.”

“Oh, let me look at you…Jim, you lucky dog!”

Now it was Lia that was embarrassed.

“So what brings you back?”

“Do you still pay for deposits?”

The Doctor laughed. “We do, for people with qualifying sperm. how’s your count these days?”

“I don’t know,” he confessed. “I haven't been to a doctor for years.”

“We can take care of that. As I remember you had the healthiest sperm around. Pardon me, Lia, I’ll just borrow Jim for a half.”

“Can she come in with me?”

The Doctor hesitated, then nodded. “Sure. You’re not supposed to, but there’s only you, me and the birds in the trees.” The Doctor actually giggled.

She led Jim and Lia through the building.

“Looks pretty much the same,” Jim observed. “Better paint job. The floor needs waxing.”

“Tell me about it,” she opened the door to an exam room and Jim and Lia entered.

There was an exam table, one that folded to a sitting position with spread legs, a table with magazines on it, and a couch. The couch looked like it had been sat in an awful lot.

“Have a seat, Lia. Jim, off with the pants.”

Lia sat on the couch, and cringed a bit. She could imagine countless young men sitting there, reading the girly mags on the end table, stroking themselves. Then squirting their semen into a jar, or whatever.

Jim stripped his pants off quickly, then glanced at Lia, who shrugged.

A tinge of red to his face, he took off his underpants. His dick was already hard and it stuck straight out.

“Same, old Jim,” chuckled the Doctor. She adjusted the table to the sitting position and said, “Sit on the exam table.”

He sat in the chair and the Doctor sat on a swivel. She moved his legs apart and rolled between them.

Lia was now almost in shock. It was so…so…cavalier!

But, then, Jim was a repeat customer.

“Okay, physical examination first.” The Doctor reached for his groin. She placed her hand around his dick, lowered the big magnifying glass on her head. She moved in close, inches from his penis, and moved her finger over it, stretching the skin, checking blemishes. She lifted it up and checked the bottom. She was holding it like it was an old friend, and Jim, whose face was now quite red, stared over her head at Lia.

And Lia was starting to appreciate the situation.

A woman was holding his cock, and though it was clinical, Lia could tell Jim was getting turned on.

The Doctor lifted his balls then. She felt each testicle, palpated them, and scrutinized them.

Jim’s face grew redder.

Finally, the Doctor was done. She lowered his package and took her hand off. She looked up, was momentarily surprised, then chuckled. “You’re embarrassed? Jim!”

“Sorry,” he said, not sure why he was sorry, but just feeling the humiliation.

“Okay, on the surface you look fine. Big and healthy. No troubles ejaculating?”

“No.”

“Love making is fine?”

“Great.”

“How many times a week do you achieve orgasm?”

“Uh…”

“Come on, out with it. You know there’s no shame in a healthy sexual appetite.”

He whispered, “Seven.”

“What?”

“Seven,” he blurted defiantly.

Lia kept a straight face. They made love three times a week, he had said he jacked off two more times a week, and now she found out he was a seven day a week man.

“Excellent,” the Doctor took his frequency as a good sign. “So, I guess we have to look under the hood, as it were,” she smiled and peeled off her blue gloves. “We’ve got a few more options since you were last here,” she said. “Ten years ago the only option was your own hand. Now we’ve got your own hand, assisted, or mechanical.”

“Assisted?” He looked confused.

“Mechanical?” wondered Lia, her mind filling with images of men sticking their dicks into a big machine.

“Assisted means one of the nurses will come back and assist you. The common term is ‘hand job,’” she laughed at the expression on Jim’s face. “Come on, Jim. You know all the girls, and you know they all like you.”

“What is the mechanical option?” asked Lia. She didn’t want any of the nurses giving Jim a hand job. She had visions of the sexy receptionist blowing Jim, then kissing him as she worked his dingus with her hand, and finally squirting his semen into a receptacle.

“We’ve got a vacuum pump. Very efficient. You sit down, the nurses attach the suction tube to you, and a minute later you are ejaculating. Painless, efficient, and the lads tell me it’s quite pleasurable.

“We’ll take the mechanical,” stated Lia archly.

The Doctor was fine, didn’t bristle at Lia’s hackles. She had dealt with wives before, and, besides, it was just business.”

“And the pay. What do you pay these days.”

“$125.”

Jim and Lia exchanged glances. This was even better than they expected.

“Okay. So let’s get started,” blurted Lia.

The Doctor turned to Lia, “The bad news is that he has to give us a free sample for testing. The lab takes over and we’ll let you know if you’ve been accepted within three working days.”

It was Monday, so hopefully by Thursday Jim could start making them money.

“And you pay cash?”

“On the barrel head, as they say.” The Doctor smiled.

“Okay,” said Lia. “Can I see the machine?”

“You can watch it in action, if you wish.”

Lia gave a small smile, but it was obvious she was a bit nervous.

“Come this way,” and the Doctor led them out of the exam room.

The mechanical room was a door with a label that said, ‘Mechanical.’

They entered the room and Lia stared at the machinery.

There were three stations. They consisted of little feet platforms in the shape of feet, a harness for the waist, a bar for the chin to rest on and a circlet for the neck. Two small tubes descended about a foot from the chin bar and ended in little suction cups.

In front of the station, facing the two foot platforms, was a machine with a larger tubs and a suction tube big enough for a cock.             

There were three stations, and one of them was in use. A young man, skinny with long, black hair, and a sappy smile on his face was standing on the furthest machine. His feet were on the platforms, his waist was buckled, his neck was in the. circlet and he leaned on the bar. The two tubes on the chin bar descended to his nipples, and his nipples were receiving a royal sucking.

Also receiving a sucking was his penis. It was big and fat and bloated in the tube. The machine pumped, and a series of circles in the tube move back and forth.

The man groaned and his eyes were closed. His hips were twitching back and forth in small motions, and as they watched he began to spew.

The semen came out of the end of his cock and filled the tube, and was almost immediately sucked down the tube to the machine.

Now the young man jerked and made grunts. “Oh…oh…oh…”

Then his eyes opened. He was empty, but the machine kept going.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

“Isn’t it going to stop?” asked Lia.

“In a moment. The machine is calibrated to get every last drop. but it’s not really all that painful.”

As she spoke the machine died down. A nurse moved up and detached all the tubes. She wiped his penis off, then removed the nipple suction tubes. The young man’s nipples were red and distended.

She rubbed one of the man’s nipples and asked, “Okay?”

“Okay, yeah.”

“Okay, Johnny. You’re good to go, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She undid the neck ring and the waist band and made sure he didn't fall as he backed out of the machine.

“Okay.” he gulped and licked hi lips. “Thanks, Bess.”

“My pleasure.” And she kissed him lightly on the lips and patted his ass.

“They do it right in front of…of everybody?”

“We have a lot of customers, and there’s no embarrassment after the first time or two. Jim? You want to take your clothes off and step up behind the machine? Bess? Do you remember Jim?”

“Oh, my God! Jim! We’ve missed you.”

The nurse came forward and placed a hand on Jim’s forearm.

“Wow! How you been, Bess?”

“Oh, you know. Production has been down since you left, you bad boy.” She giggled, and he chuckled and slipped out of his clothes.

The Doctor stepped back and looked at her cell phone. Lia stepped with her and asked, “Does he have to get totally naked?”

“This is pretty scientific. We find that men ejaculate easier and quicker when they are completely naked. We also found that nipple stimulation really works, and we even have other methods in the case of recalcitrant donators.

“Other methods?”

“We can go into them later. Right now, would you like to watch Jim’s first donation?”

Lia turned towards Jim.

“Since this is your first time in a while, would you like some visual stimulation?” asked Bess.

“That would be good,” he nodded.

He was standing in the machine.

Bess picked up a remote and flicked a button.

On the wall opposite Jim a projector projected a porn video.

Lia was startled, and her mouth opened a little, then clamped as she watched the suckee suckee fuck fuck that was going on.

A brunette woman, dressed in a dominatrix outfit and with big boobs, was pushing her fist into the man.

“Isn’t it amazing?” commented the Doc. “We’ve found that this particular video stimulates men the most. It cuts down time int he machine by almost half.”

“You mean men…men like that?”

“I have no idea, but I do know they squirt quicker when Hilda—that’s what we call the woman in black—does her thing.

Lia stared as the woman stroked the mans shaft from behind him, and simultaneously rammed her fist in and out.

Oddly, it looked like the woman was really loving it. Not just the anal sex, but like she had feelings for the man. Like this was her way of making love. No orgasm for her, but she loved giving him one.

“By the way, we might have an opening for staff in a month, would you be interested in applying?”

Lia turned to the older woman. This was all so new to her. And it was shocking, and amazing, and…it sort of looked like fun.

And if Jim was going to be here…a giggle in her mind, she could see herself hooking Jim up, treating him like a cow to be milked…and she surprised herself by saying. “I might be. How soon would I have to let you know?”

“No, hurry.”

“But, I don’t mean to jinx myself, how come me? I mean you just met me?”

“Oh, we’ll run your paperwork, but I trust my gut. I like how you respond to this. It’s new, sometimes shocking, but you seem more interested, intrigued, than anything else.”

“Well, thank you.”

“Okay, Jim, are you ready for the ride?” Bess. touched a button on her remote and the tube on his penis began to do its thing. The gaskets inside stroke, and vacuum was built, and suddenly Jim tried to push forward.

“Doesn’t work that way, honey. We do all the work. You just watch the TV and enjoy.”

Jimmy tried to nod, but the neck ring stopped him. All he could do was watch, and feel the sensations rubbing his weenie.

“Good Lord,” whispered Lia.

The Doc smiled and waited.

A minute passed.

“Usually, men being fragile creatures, it takes them up to ten minutes to squirt. Sometimes even that doesn’t do it, and they go home poor. With the machine they always squirt, and usually within a minute or two. I understand a man can be made to emit his seed two or even three times in an hour. We haven’t tried that, but maybe with Jim…” she shrugged.

Jim was moaning. His eyes were half closed, but it was obvious his attention was on ‘Hilda.’

Hilda had strapped on a strap on, and now had her ‘subject’ bent over a barrel. The subject was moaning along with Jim.

Suddenly Jim tightened up. “Oh! Fuck! Oh!”

He began to fill the tube, and the seed went sliding down the tube into the machine.

“That’s Jim. He always was a big cummer.”

“Tell me about it,” Lia whispered, then she realized she had spoken out loud. She glanced at the Doc.

The Doc chuckled. “I don’t think I need to.”

The gates of communication seemed to have opened between the two women, and Lia said, “Sometimes he drips out of me for hours.”

“Oh, yuck,” and the two women laughed.

Jim was finished now, and his eyes opened.

“Just a little discomfort now,” commented the Doctor.

A minute later the machine was stopped and jim was being released.

As he stepped forward Bess said, “Better help him. It’s been a while for Jim.”

Jim’s head sort of lolled and he looked at herm then gave a wan grin.

“Come on, Tiger,” said Lia, taking his arm. “Let’s get you home and feed you vitamins.”

“Lots of vitamins,” said the Doc with a grin. “We’ve got lots of plans for Jim.”

“Bye, Jim,” said Bess.

Then Jim and Lia were out the door.

By the time they reached the entrance to the building Jim had recovered enough to walk without help. They rounded the building to the parking lot and Jim headed for the passenger side.

“You drive,” he said. “I’m going to sleep.”

Sure enough, by the time Lia had started the car Jim was scrunched into a corner and sighing in the first stages of dropping off.

Lia turned onto the street, trying to take the bumps slowly, and thought what they had just done.

What Jim had just done.

He had squirted. Nothing new for him.

In fact, given what she now knew about his masturbation habits, it was the same old same old.

And, once he passed the test, they were going to get 125 bucks a pop.

The Beach boys were singing ‘Good Vibrations’ on the radio.

I'm pickin' up good vibrations

She's giving me excitations (oom bop bop)

Good vibrations. And Lia was picking up on good vibrations.

What if she didn't have sex with Jim, but just sent him to Neo Labs every day.

$125 times seven days was…figure, figure…$875 a week!

Holy wampum, Batman!

And a month would be…um…$3500 a month!

No, wait. That’s four weeks. if she went by the average of 30 days per month…$3750!

She tried to do a year in her head but failed. So she held the wheel with one hand and got out the calculator on her cell phone. 365 times 125 was…$45,625!

Zowie! $45,000 a year! Just for Jim squirting his seed in a cup.

Well, into a machine.

And Jim had indicated that he could even squirt twice a day! Not all the time, but…add that in…wow!

Then she had a sober thought.

She would have to give up making love to him.

Well, she couldn’t waste his seed! Not at $125 a squirt!

Then she had an odd thought. How much did whores charge?

She held up her phone and pressed the button and asked, “How much do whores charge?”

The phone promptly said, “The average price of a whore is $150.”

Hmm. Whores were getting paid better than Jim.

Then she laughed. She was comparing Jim to a whore, or, since he was cheaper, a common slut.

She sat back and felt the wind in her hair and considered Jim, sleeping in the corner of the car.

Oh, honey, I’m going to sell you. I’m going to be your pimp, and we’re going to make so much money!

Then she turned into her driveway.

Lia left Jim in the car to sleep and sauntered into the house.

He was having sweet dreams, his batteries recharging.

She was thinking of spreadsheets.

How could she maximize his output?

She powered up the computer and searched for ways to increase sperm.

But there wasn’t much help. The only real advice she could count on was the natural methods:

	Avoid a Sedentary Lifestyle. ... 

	Exercise Daily. ... 

	Quit Smoking. ... 

	Take Plenty of Vitamin C. ... 

	Get Enough Vitamin D. ... 

	Indulge in Stress Relief. ... 

	Take Zinc. ... 

	Avoid Certain Medications. 



She ticked off items in her mind. She’d have to get him out and about. Lots of exercise. and vitamins. No stress,  and avoid medications.

Hell, he didn’t take any medications, so there was no prob on that.

She could set up an exercise schedule, he’d probably like that, and she could go shopping for certain foods, find healthy vitamins, and all that.

Okay.

Then, during her research, she came across the bad news. At first she didn’t get it. It was a simple four items:

	more confidence and self-control. 



	less anxiety and depression. 

	increased motivation. 

	better memory, concentration, and overall cognitive function. 



She actually glanced at the list, then passed by. Then she blinked and thought about it, and returned to the list.

A person who didn’t ejaculate, who held it in, had more confidence and discipline. He didn’t suffer anxiety and depression, he was more motivated, and he had better cognitive functions.

Which, on the surface, was doom and gloom, but it didn’t have anything to do with a man who was squirting every day, maybe multiple times a day. Then she realized, if he was squirting that much wouldn’t he suffer a decline in those areas?

Would he lose self-confidence? Suffer from anxiety and depression? would his motivation suffer, and his cognitive abilities?

She sat in front of the computer for a time, thinking her thoughts on that matter, but finally shrugged it off.

Heck. They had money to make. If there were problems down the road they’d figure them out later.

Suddenly she heard the door close.

“Hey, honey?”

It was Jim, and he sounded chipper again.

She closed down the computer and went out to greet him.

“Hey, babe. That was wild. That machine took it out of me worse than anything. I mean, a guy always feels like a nap, but that fucker really zonked me out.”

They kissed, and she felt his package. “My little money sacks.”

“Cross your fingers,” he whispered into her ear. “I still have to pass their tests.”

“I’m not worried about that,” and she sank to her knees and unzipped him.

“Hey!”

She let his penis flop out of her mouth and grinned up at him. “I’m just making sure you get recharged.”

“Well, as long as I get to cum.”

“Not a fucking chance!” and her head bobbed back and forth.


Part Two

Jim passed the test with flying colors. He had an adequate volume, his sperm was thick with healthy vitamins and minerals, and he was easy to get off.

On Thursday Lia took him down to the Lab.

“You don’t have to come with me. It’s not like I’m going to be cheating on you or anything.”

“She said she might have an opening for staff, and I wanted to take a look around.”

“Wow! Really?”

“You betcha,” Lia smiled. “Besides, if they drain you like last time you’re going to need me to drive you home.”

There was truth in that statement, so Jim lay back and enjoyed the drive. his mind turned to the last few days.

Lia had teased him intensely, and denied him.

“We’re not going to waste a cent,” she proclaimed, acting more like a business agent than a wife.

And she had fed him healthy meals, and even bullied him into riding his bicycle.

He smiled. It wasn’t bad, being treated like a king.

Of course he really wanted to make love to her. He was used to once a day squirts, and many of them were with her, but she put the big nix on that!

“You aren’t going to waste your seed! That’s money in the bank!”

So each day she had woke him up with blow jobs, kissed him passionately throughout the day, and rubbed him till he thought he was going to go blind before bed.

The result was that his porker was swollen with seed.

Well, it was just hard. But it felt swollen, and his nuts were blue, and he really wanted to squirt.

He walked into the reception area, was treated like he had money to spend, and was taken back to the machinery room.

There, he was quickly locked into the machine. Bess showed Lia the fine points, how to make sure the customer would have the best experience.

She learned how the machines worked, how they calibrated the amount of sperm, when to stop sucking, and everything else.

It was fascinating.

In the past she had just laid down and enjoyed sex, but this education was filling her mind with ideas and possibilities.

As she watched Jim do his thing she studied his body critically.

Yes, he was a handsome specimen, and he really did put out the baby batter.

But could he be made to put out more?

They walked out with $125 and were looking forward to the next day.

Of course Jim had to take a nap, but that was okay. As soon as he awoke Lia began working him, and planning his exercise program and food intake.

And Jim was happy.

For a while.

Every day Jim went and donated his sperm. Everyday he ate right and exercised and rejuvenated his sperm.

But every day can turn into a grind.

Even the best jobs, if overdone, can become less than enjoyable.

And, if unenjoyable, one starts producing less.

In Jim’s case this meant less sperm.

But it didn’t happen right away.

A month later Lia was hired. She had been spending the afternoons at the lab while Jim exercised, and now she was spending all day there.

All day, putting men in machines, having them watch porn, taking out filled bottles of sperm.

All day, watching Hilda fist moaning men, use her gigantic horse dong strap on, the machines pumping out gallon after gallon of sperm.

And she liked it.

She wasn’t a simple secretary, sitting and typing all day, she was like…like a rancher! She herded the cows into the stalls and milked them dry. And the cows loved it!

After a couple of weeks on the job the Doctor called her into her office.

“How’s it going, Lia?”

“I love it! I feel like I’m making a real contribution here.”

“And how’s Jim doing?”

“He’s fine. He loves it, too.”

Except he had been grumpy a few times lately, but that was men for you.

“That is excellent. Now, the reason I wanted to talk to you?”

“Yes?”

“Society is going through a massive problem with food and resources and such.”

“Oh, I know. Just look at the price of beef in the supermarket.

The Doc nodded, then said, “Have you ever wondered why we produce so much sperm?”

Lia blinked. “Actually, I haven’t wondered. I’ve been too busy, and it is enjoyable work, after all.”

The Doc nodded. “We’ve been sending massive amounts of sperm up to the main labs. They are looking into food additives.”

“Sperm into food?” Lia’s eyebrows dipped.

“Not to replace food, but to bolster it. Do you know how healthy sperm is?

“Never thought about it.”

“Sperm has vitamin C, B12, ascorbic acid, calcium, citric acid, fructose, lactic acid, magnesium, zinc, potassium, sodium, fat, and hundreds of different proteins. In fact, an average sample of semen has 252 mg. Now, that’s not enough to replace a good beefsteak, but when you add it to a mix of certain vegetables, we have a viable replacement for beefsteak. It’s cheaper to produce, friendlier to the environment, and healthier. And now you know why we’ve been harvesting so much sperm, and what the big picture is.”

Lia was stunned. She was a vegetarian, and the idea of being able to wean all of mankind off of meat products was one of her dreams.

“So what do we have to do…or, what do I have to do to help all this?”

“We need more sperm from Jim, for one, and we’re going to need longer hours from you. I want to put you in charge of training new staff.”

“Of course.”

“And, you need more education.”

“I do?”

“You’ve only been working on the machine. You need to branch out and learn the assistance part of the program.”

“You mean, like helping men who can’t quite produce.”

The Doc nodded.

“Okay.”

“Will Jim be all right with that?”

“I’m not being asked to have sex, just give handjobs and do a little kissing and that sort of thing.”

“That’s right.”

“Then Jim is fine with it.”

“Excellent. And you will be put on a different pay schedule.”

“How different?”

The Doc grinned. “Minimum wage.”

“Minimum wage? But I’m making a lot more than that now!”

The Doc nodded, “And a commission.”

“A commission?”

“That’s right. You will be paid in accordance with how much semen is produced. And being in administration, while the percentage is lower than the girls doing the actual assistance are making, you will be making a percentage off all production.

Both women smiled.

“Let’s go! I don’t want to be late for my first day of work!”

Jim staggered out of the bedroom. He was half dressed, but was pulling his pants on, tying his shoes, as he made it through the house.

He got out to the car and Lia was already behind the wheel, revving up the engine. He slipped into the passenger seat, and yawned.

“Man, I’m getting tired.”

“Well, don’t. They want double production from you today, and the sooner you shoot twice the sooner you can go home and start your exercising. And…I know it’s asking a bit much, but I was so busy getting ready for today…could you do a few chores?”

“What kind of chores?”

“Oh, just the laundry, the dishes.”

“Oh, well, I guess so.”

“Thanks, honey.”

She squeaked the tires as she backed into the street, then squeaked them again as she accelerated.

“So tell me again about your new job?”

“I’m going to learn about assisted ejaculations.”

Jim frowned. “You mean getting guys to squirt?”

“That’s part of it,” she admitted, keeping a jovial tone to her words. “Of course I’m more into learning how to train people, so…”

“So you’re not going to grab somebody’s dick and jack them off?”

Jim stared at her hard.

She looked at him. Time to get a little truthful with him. “Honey, if that’s what it takes, I’ll do it.”

He turned and looked at the road, and wasn’t happy.

“I don’t know about this.”

“What about ‘this?’” She had a slight edge to her voice.

“Well, we’re married. I’m the only man whose dick you should be touching.”

“That’s true, except that I qualify as a medical person, and you need to look at this in a more clinical manner.”

“Clinical,” he spoke disdainfully.

She pulled the car to the side of the road. Somebody honked and flipped her off, but she just turned to Jim.

“Listen, honey. This is about money. I’m not screwing anybody. I’m not having sex. I’m performing a service. Do you like the money we’ve been making?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Then you need to accept this. It’s a done deal, anyway. They don’t have anybody to replace me, and I’m looking forward to making more money, and…” she paused and considered her next words carefully. “And whatever I learn about getting men off, I will bring home for your benefit.”

He looked at her.

He was tired, but he was also full of vitamins and the need to squirt.

She reached into his lap and squeezed him. “Do you understand, love of my life?”

She was playing him, and she knew it. What was more, he sort of knew it. But what man can resist such blatant manipulation?

“So, honey. Would you like me to drive on, and learn how to please you better, and bring home more money while I’m at it?”

“Uh…” he sighed. He was close to cumming.

“Oh, honey,” she withdrew her hand. “Have a little discipline!”

He sagged, and gave up.

Oddly, he sort of knew what was happening. He was losing his backbone. He didn’t seem to be thinking clearly. His motivation was waning.

He wondered if cumming every day was doing that to him.

As for Lia, she could see him weakening. She had seen how his cognitive abilities were malfunctioning. It took him longer to solve simple problems, and he even turned to here for help in thinking.

It was like that thing she had read back before they had started this. As he emptied himself out, as his body worked to fulfill the demands on it, he became less able to think.

She turned her head so as to check out the traffic, then pulled into the road. And she thought about Jim’s waning abilities.

Should she cut down on his output?

No. They needed to do this. They needed the money, and she could always make up for it later.

Later, when they were rich and retired she could go back to the way things were. Back to honest fucking, and no more ‘pimping ‘ him out.

She smiled.

But inside her there was a small, nagging feeling, and she knew that she probably wouldn’t be doing this for Jim.

There was simply too much money to be made.

That day Jim produced two batches of semen. He stood in the machine as soon as he arrived, and he shot out some ejaculate in the first five minutes.

Then he sighed and staggered back to Lia’s office. She had a sofa there and he lay down and slept.

Had lunch, and went back to the machine.

As Jim stepped into the device he was dragging.

He was tired, he really didn’t want to do this.

He needed a break; he needed some downtime.

He wasn’t going to get it.

After ten minutes Bess came over to him and put the personal touch on the proceedings.

She took the suction cups off his nipples and put her lips to them instead.

Jim loved it, and perked right up. The feel of human lips on him. He hadn’t made love to his wife in months, all he had been was a cow for the automated milking machine, and he needed to feel like a human.

Then Bess twisted his nipples with her hands and rose up and lip locked him.

Oh, God! What a kiss! He kissed his wife every day, but these were different lips, and…they seemed extra inspired.

When Bess stepped back, when he had shot his load, he studied her.

Did she really love him?

She acted like it!

She acted like that kiss was the end all be all of kisses.

She undid the waist and neck bands and helped support him as he staggered out.

“That’s two squirts today, lover,” she smiled. “Are you going to be ‘up’ for tomorrow?”

He smiled, and loved her, and didn’t realize that she was getting paid a commission for his squirts. The more he squirted the more she got paid.

She didn’t love him, though she did like him a lot. She loved the money he was making for her.

“Absolutely,” he answered. “If you’re going to kiss me like that I’ll squirt three times!”

She smiled, and took him to the door leading to home.

Jim took an Uber home, and once home, though he felt like sleeping, he did the laundry. And then he did the dishes. He barely had time for a bike ride before dinner.

He wasn’t exercising as much as he should, but…he was doing okay.

After dinner, though Lia felt like going to a movie, he just went to bed.

If Jim thought he was tired that first day, he had no idea what was coming.

The next day he showed up early, yawning, bleary eyed, and stepped into the machine.

Not much problem with the first batch of semen. It took a minute longer than usual, but…he did it.

Then he slept in Lia’s office,

When he woke up for the afternoon session he felt drained. Like a twisted rag, nothing left in him.

But semen, as everybody knows, is the gift that keeps on giving.

He stood in the machine, a little dazed, and Bess eventually came over and started working him over, and he finally responded. He gave a good squirt, was released form the machine, and headed for home.

When Lia arrived home she found him passed out on the couch. She woke him and he did chores, then went to bed.

She frowned. What was wrong with Jim? She was working longer hours than him, and he was the weak sister here.

Hunh?

The days passed, turned into weeks, and the weeks turned into months.

Somehow, Jim kept producing. Sometimes it felt like he couldn’t walk, or even chew food, but he kept spewing, and he dragged himself through the days.

Contrarily, Lia was having the time of her life.

She worked late, learned everything she could, and was now being given the difficult cases.

Man can’t cum? Give him to Lia.

Man’s sperm count is going down? Give him to Lia.

She learned about hand jobs and other inducements. She learned how effective a simple kiss could be, if it was done right.

She learned the best way to do blowjobs, and how to be sure the man didn’t spew into her mouth, but rather into a tube.

And after the first few men she managed to consider everything in clinical lights. It was just a job. A handsome man’s kiss meant nothing. That she could make him spew with hand or mouth meant nothing. It was just a job.

Though she did enjoy her work. A lot.

Unfortunately, Jim was not the recipient of all her new education.

First, she didn’t screw him because he was money. His every spurt was worth real money.

Second, he was too tired all the time. It was sort of discouraging how all he did was lay around and sleep.

Didn’t he understand how important all this was?

Not really.

Then came the day Lia was called into the Doc’s office.

“Hey, Doc.”

“Hi, Lia. Listen we have a special case that requires your expertise.”

“Great! Bring it on!” She actually rubbed her hands together.

“Except we can’t, and we’re going to have to have somebody else handle it.”

“What?”

“It’s Jim.”

Lia grew silent.

“Jim’s numbers are way down. We might even have to take him off the twice a day schedule.”

Lia flinched inside. Cut his income by half? No fucking way!

“I think I should be his handler.”

“There’s the personal side to all this.”

“I’ve proven that I can be clinical. This is just another problem. This is my job, and you can’t ask me not to do it.”

The Doc considered her star employee carefully.

“You realize it’s going to involve that new machine we just got?”

“That’s fine with me. I’ve read up on it, I’m the lead in the assistance program, and…it’s got to be me.”

The Doc sighed. Lia was right. “Okay.”

Lia smiled. “I’ll start him on the program first thing tomorrow.”

The two women smiled at each other.

“Honey, I’m going to be taking over your production.”

Jim sat at the table and picked at his asparagus. Oddly, he felt a bit rejuvenated, physically. Lia had started bringing home a food sauce. It was quite tasty, and he hardly noticed the lessening of beef on his plate.

But, a bit rejuvenated or not, he was not all there. It was like his mind was shutting down.

“Oh, okay,” he said, and he nibbled on the asparagus, then remembered to dip it in the sauce. Mmm. Yes. That was better.

“I’ll be using a different machine with you, and I want you to give it your all.”

“My all. Of course.” He sighed. He needed to finish his vegetables, with that sauce, or she wouldn’t let him go to sleep.

Lia stared at her husband. What a sluggard. Well, tomorrow would bring her a new and energized Jim.

She smiled and poured a bit more of the white sauce onto his plate.

He smiled wanly, and dipped his asparagus spear.

“Okay,” Lia said, as she led Jim into the special room with the new machine in it. “All you have to do is lay down on this bench.

Jim glanced around the room. He was tired, and didn’t really see the other machines in the room. He shrugged, and lay down.

The bench was comfortable, but it was sort of like a banana. His belly sagged, which put his ass up. His head hung over the front, but was supported by a ring.

Lia ran a belt over his back and fastened it. Then she put a belt over his neck, then put velcro straps on his wrist and ankles. He was firmly attached to the horse, and he blinked and looked around.

“Just relax, honey,” Lia said, as she smeared lubricant into his rear end.

He jerked and twitched, but it felt good, and he finally just closed his eyes and enjoyed it. After all, it wasn’t like he was being forced to squirt.

Lia attached a tube to his dingus and started up the machine.

He lay there and didn’t like it. He frowned, but his eyes were still closed.

When she put the dildo up his ass, however, his eyes opened. Big.

“What…what…” He tried to look around, but couldn’t bend his neck far enough.

Then he felt the vibrations, deep inside.

Lia walked around to the front and let the machine take over. She sat cross legged in front of Jim. “Here you go, honey. You’re about to spurt. Nothing you can do about it, so just relax and let it happen.”

“But…but…”

The problem was it felt so good! The in and out, the rubbing of his most sensitive nerves, the line of shivery lightening that was searing up his backbone.

Then it hit, and he arched, as well as he could, and…passed out.

Jim woke up about a half hour later. He was tired, but somehow satisfied. He was also erect.

Bess was there to help him recover as Lia had other things to do.

“I hear you really did it,” she giggled.

“Man, I don’t know what hit me.”

“The super squirter. That’s what we call it.”

Jim went to Lia’s office and slept. And he slept in a light way, but it was very refreshing.

Then he put in his second session, and went home.

Jim was happy. He was drained, but effortlessly. He was tired from grunting and groaning and trying to force his semen out.

It had just drained out, and he was okay.

In fact, he liked it better.

He was actually looking forward to the next day’s draining.

“Lia, we’ve got a problem.”

The Doc looked across the Doctor’s desk. “What can I do to help?”

“Is it possible, I know this is asking a lot, but…can Jim do three times a day?”

“Oh, sure.”

She didn’t know if he could, but she was going to make sure he tried.

She went home, prepared to talk Jim into it. She was a little surprised to find him in her closet.

“What are you doing?”

He was holding up lingerie and looking at it.

His eyes were dazed, a bit blink, and he didn’t look exactly at her when he answered. He just sort of stared off into space.

“I like your underwear,” he said happily.

He held it up to himself. “It looks like it would fit, and I want to dress the part.”

“What part?”

“Well, I’m being screwed like a woman, so I figured…” he hummed and put the slip down and picked up a teddy. “This is nice.”

Lia backed out of the closet. She backed to the bed and sat down on it. She chewed her nail.

Technically, she knew what had happened. The untechnical term for it was…Jim blew a gasket. In his head.

The warnings she had read months previous, about the decline of cognitive abilities, the reduction of motivation and discipline…it had all happened.

And it had happened harder than she expected.

She went back into the closet.

She realized then that Jim had used her Nair, and he was hairless except for his head. He was putting on the slip. “How does it look?”

“Jim, we need to talk.”

“Oh, I know.”

He spun and took note of himself in the mirror at the back of the closet.

“I need boobs.”

“Jim, you’re a man.”

“I know. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“But why are you putting on women’s clothes?”

He ignored the question, canceled it out in his mind. “I need to figure out make up, too.”

She retreated, and called her boss.

“The Doc! Jim’s gone cuckoo! He’s dressing up as a woman. He doesn’t have any logic and…what’s that?”

On the other end of the line The Doc said, “Better just let him. When men have psychotic breaks it’s better to just let them be.”

“But what about the sperm? What about production?”

“That shouldn’t bother the machine. The machine doesn’t care what sex Jim thinks he is.”

They talked longer, but the essence had been said.

The following day Lia took Jim to work.

Jim was wearing a black dress, nylons, and a pair of strappy, high heeled sandals. He had managed to pierce his ears and silvery dangles hung from them. He had even managed to do a fair job with make up.

Lia drove, and she felt like she was no longer in her body.

“Are you all right, honey?”

“Oh, yeah!” he answered brightly. then he started singing the old West Side Story song.

I feel pretty, I feel pretty,

I fell pretty and witty and gay!

Lia shivered. He really had gone over the edge, but according to The Doc they had to just let him be. If they tried to talk logic into him he might become violent.

She parked in the parking lot next to Neo Labs and got out of the car.

Jim was walking ahead of her, a purse on his arm, a sway to his strut, and doing pretty well for his first day on high heels.

She followed him and he walked into the lab.

“Hi, girls!” he greeted the girls in the reception area brightly.

The girls had been warned by the Doc, and they showed barely a trace of surprise.

“Hi, Jim.”

And Bess even said, “You’re looking lovely today!”

Then, surprise of surprises, the day went along well.

Jim lay down and was milked, and though he was a man dressed in woman’s clothing, he put on the airs of a woman, talking in a higher pitch. And he crossed his legs at the thigh and the way he talked…it was so feminine.

And he donated sperm three times that day, and acted like he might even be able to donate a fourth batch.

Laying on the bench, being milked, his prostate being massaged and the semen pouring out of his penis, he mentioned to Lia, “You know, men run out of juice. They cum a couple of times, and then they’re done. You have to wait for them to rejuvenate, to get their second wind. But with women it’s different. We can screw and screw and screw, and never run out. Isn’t that great?”

Lia smiled, and thought about it, and realized he was right. And she began to accept him for who he was.

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


Back Door Woman!

A back door leads to feminization!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ah, yes. A back door man. Except in this case it is a back door woman.

As Jimmy Morrison says, ‘The men don’t know, but the little girl understands.’

Except that these are big girls, and they play for keeps.

So come along, and see if you can play for keeps.

It’s a changing world, honey. Can you keep up?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Jill and Tom were sitting on the patio at Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s is the hot spot in Los Angeles. During the day it is a restaurant, and a pretty darned good one.

During the night the limos line up, the gals in their latex dresses stand along the rope, and you don’t get in unless you’re provable cool.

Provable cool, that was what management said, and the bouncers liked it, for they were the judgers of provable cool.

Cool might be how you dress, or how much green you flash, or just the way you conduct yourself. For most it was an indefinable something, an ‘X factor,’ but regardless of how stringent the ‘rules’ were, the place was always crowded.

But since it was brunch, and no bouncers were needed, Tom and Jill had sauntered into the establishment, headed out to the patio, and ordered a late breakfast.

Tom wore shorts and a polo shirt, sort of a uniform for those who wished to look a bit lazy and in.

Jill wore culottes and a tight tee with no sleeves and a deep vee that showed off her rather sizable breasts.

Her long legs were folded at the thigh and one foot bounced. Her high heeled sandal hung by a strap and it bounced.

They ate slowly, talking a bit here and there, watching the people who came into the restaurant.

Right then they were talking about Harvey Weinstein.

“I tell ya, the girls are as guilty as him.”

“I believe I smell feces. Did you order feces for breakfast?” she mocked him.

“Look, they entered the deal. They laid down and screwed, and never complained. They got rich and famous, then they complain. I think that’s reneging on the deal.

“Yes, but if they said anything they wold lose their careers.”

“So they make a bad deal and renege on it, and Harvey loses his career.”

“Oh, make me feel sorry for the sad, fat man.”

Back and forth they bantered, making points occasionally, insulting frequently, chuckling under their breath always.

Then Tom stood up, I hate to say it…”

“Then don’t.”

“But I have to drop a log.”

“Ew! You are disgusting!”

He smiled, “Only with you, my dear.”

He sashayed through the patio, into the bar and dance floor, across the parquet, and down the little hallway.

The door to the men’s room was announced by a sign that said ‘Men,’ but which somebody had Xed out and scribbled ‘Studs.’

Across from it the door said said ‘Women,’ but the same wag had Xed that out and scribbled ‘Sluts.’

Management had painted over those appellations a dozen times, but they kept getting re-Xed and re-scribbled so often that they finally gave up.

Tom entered the little room and smelled the strong odor of perfumed cleaner. He went to the last stall on the right and entered.

The cleaning man must have just visited, because the place was clean and had a full roll of toilet paper. He unbuckled, unzipped, dropped, and turned to plop down on the porcelain throne.

PHHHT! A big fart. Damn.

He looked at the door and read the always hilarious:

Here I sit broken harted

tried to shit but only farted

Under that somebody had written, ‘Nice speling, ashole!’

Tom chuckled. He turned his head and read, ‘Stand closer, it ain’t that long.’

To the side, over the paper holder was a two foot penis and balls, complete with scraggly hair and a monstrous squirt. In front of the squirt a naked girl was running, screaming, hands waving in the air.

Tom chuckled. Bathroom humor was always the best. It mirrored that moment of creativity when you pushed one out.

He farted again.

Damn. He thought he really had to go.

He stood up, buckled up, zipped up, and headed out.

He stopped at the bar for a couple of Margaritas. It was never too early to party.

Holding the Margaritas with their salted brims he headed back for the table.

When he was gone Jill had moved his chair closer to her. It required him to slide around the edge of the table, a little awkward, but he moved in, and when he sat he had to pull the chair in.

He placed the Margaritas on the table and half stood and slid the chair in, and that was when Jill’s hand slipped down the back of his pants.

“Hey!” he blurted.

She leaned into him and smiled. Her hand had wiggled into his crack.

“Sorry you went commando?” she grinned.

Her finger was touching his rectum.

“Whoa…hey!”

But to the world it looked like she was just leaning over to speak intimately. Nobody could see the hand behind him, nobody could see how it was snaking around and rubbing his most sensitive spot.

“Jill…” he gulped, and his penis suddenly bonered up.

She leaned closer. “I’m betting that you farted.”

“No, I shat! A big one!”

“No, you didn’t. You have a different look on your face when you deliver excrement. Besides, you’re notorious for farting in the morning. Lot of false alarms.”

“Not today! You’re going to have a gooey finger!”

“Nah. I can feel it down there. It’s nice and tight, not very slippery, except for the lube I put on my finger.”

“Oh, you bitch.”

He couldn’t stand up, wedged in as he was, and the arm that everybody could see was on his shoulder, keeping him down.

He was trapped, and her digital invader was working its way deeper, deeper.

“Honey, please.”

“Drink up, sweetheart. Nobody can see, and we’re going to stay like this until I say.”

He grabbed his Margarita and sipped a big glug.

She poked and he almost spit out his liquor.

The trouble was, it felt good.

She wiggled, and all the little nerves surrounding his pucker fired up.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, trying to drink again.

But every time he raised his glass she crooked her finger, and it made him jump.

She smiled and kissed his cheek.

To the world it looked like a couple just getting close over breakfast.

She wiggled and he broke into a coughing fit.

She she hit the prostate. It was a weird angle, but she pressed on it.

“What do we have here?” she asked with arched eyebrows.

“Honey, stop it…you’re going to make me…”

“Make you what? Is that your prostate? I heard that if you press on the prostate slowly and gently semen will be released.

She pushed harder, and her finger was totally pressing on the little walnut sized gland in his butt.

“Honey?” He was sweating and his voice sounded like a mouse trying to reason with a cat.

He felt it.

He felt the surge of juices inside, going up the shaft of his penis.

Oddly, there wasn’t an orgasm.

“Please!”

He felt the goo erupt in a long string. It was more like peeing, but there was no mistaking…he was emitting sperm!

Jill saw the look on his face, the transition from alarm to a sappy satisfaction. The way he sagged and relaxed.

She looked down and saw the dark spot forming on his shorts.

She giggled. “Oh, my God! You really are!”

“Oh, Lord,” he wheezed. he had a lot of sperm, and it just kept welling up and filling his pants.

And now he was sorry he had gone commando. There was going to be no hiding the evidence on the front of his pants.

He sagged, and she slowly extracted her finger. She took her hand out of his pants, dipped a napkin into a glass of water and cleansed her finger.

She was staring at him with unconcealed glee.

“Wow! I really did it to you.”

Tom just leaned back and sighed heavily.

Jill started to laugh. She couldn’t stop laughing.

Tom didn’t care. He was satisfied.

“Well,” he said, “Let’s pay the bill and head out.”

The waiter, Jose, came by and accepted a credit card and a hefty tip.

Ton was feeling good and he distributed a hefty bit of largess.

“Ready?” he asked.

Jill, still chuckling, nodded.

“If you could walk in front of me?”

“I suppose.” Her eyes were alight with humor. She stood up and walked slowly across the patio. Tom was right behind her.

Jill drove, and Tom sat in the passenger seat and inspected his crotch.

“What a mess,” he muttered.

“What did it feel like?” asked Jill.

He looked up and his eyes smiled as he remembered. “At first I was scared. In fact, I was terrified, petrified, but then it started coming and…it felt so good. It felt like everybody was watching me, even though I knew nobody could see what was happening, the shame, the embarrassment, it made it the strongest orgasm—without an orgasm—that I ever had.

“Wait a minute! An orgasm without an orgasm?”

“Yes. I spewed, but I didn’t have that golden wave wash over me, rob me of consciousness. It was like I was extra conscious, super aware, and it actually felt a little better than an orgasm.”

Jill made a ‘Wow’ out of her mouth.

“I mean, I came, but no bang, and when I was done I felt more satisfied than ever. I didn’t just make a deposit, I didn't just squirt and was done. It oozed out of me, and it was like what should have been an orgasm oozed, and…God, I feel good. I feel like I’m still cumming.”

“Well,” said Jill, as she turned on their street. “I’m going to have to do this again.”

As she parked the car Tom reach ed over and touched her, “Honey?”

She paused and looked at him.

“The weird thing? I think you’re going to like this…I’ve got a boner.”

“A boner? After that? After just leaking your brains all over the restaurant.”

He laughed her image. Then: “I know. It’s weird. Usually I cum and my dick is down for a day or two. But right now it’s stiff and feels like it’s ready to go.”

“Show me.”

He grinned, and right there in front of God and everybody, in the passenger seat of the top down car, he unzipped.

His weenie popped out. It had a bit of crust from his cum in the restaurant, but it was a stiffie.

“Oh, Lord,” Jill whispered, inspecting the big tube. Then she looked up at him. “Come on, let’s go inside.”

An hour later Jill rolled off Tom. She lay on her back and sighed. She could feel perspiration all over, and every muscle was sagging.

Tom groaned.

She turned her head towards him and grinned. “Ready to go again?”

“Oh, no!” he moaned.

But she didn’t take advantage of him. Her chest rose and fell in satisfaction and she looked down at her nips. “God, I’m still stiff in the nipples.”

“Woman! You’re a satyr.”

“I believe it’s a nymph.”

“What?”

“A woman is a nymph. A man is a satyr.”

“Whatever, I just know that I have been through the sexual wringer.”

“Yeah,” she grinned.

“How many orgasms did you have?”

“I lost count. I was sort of in a sexual haze. But,” she turned on her elbow and her big breasts hung from her chest, “you didn’t cum at all.”

“I can’t believe it. I mean, I’m not usually a two times man, but I can sometimes, but…I guess that thing at the restaurant really depleted me.”

“Yes, thank God.”

He chuckled.

“What?”

“I guess you really are going to have to do that to me again.”

“No problemo, Santa.”

They lay there, having their separate thoughts, and the afternoon whiled away.

They didn’t have any opportunity to engage in their latest game all week. Tom was working, and Jill was getting horny.

Getting horny does have its advantages, however. She spent a lot of time talking with friends about things anal in nature. She also spent some time on the internet, and that was an education.

One especially interesting conversation happened at brunch with her two girlfriends, Shiela and Tammy.

“You really did that? Right here?” They were sitting at Charley Coyote’s on the patio.

Jill pointed at the chair Tammy was sitting in. “Right there, where Tammy is sitting.”

Tammy wiggled around and said, “Ew!” and they all laughed.

“So what are you going to do now?” asked Shiela.

“Well, I’ve been looking into that, and it seems that men are very sensitive in their bottoms.”

“If I tried putting my finger up Chuck’s bottom he’d hit the roof,” commented Tammy.

“”So he’s not a back door man.”

“A back door man,” mused Jill. Like the old Doors song.”

“Which song?”

Jill sang softly, ending with the classic lyric:

The men don't know

But the little girls understand

“Oh, the doors.”

“Yes. I looked it up and apparently a back door man is a guy who sneaks in the back door of a house while the husband is away.”

“Sounds like you’ve got a new meaning.”

“I did originally think it referred to anal sex.”

Tammy sipped her Margarita, then quipped, “It sounds like you’re becoming a back door woman.”

“Yes, I guess I am. But Tom is a back door man, so I guess it’s all right.”

“Why wouldn’t it be?” asked Shiela.

“Oh, I don’t know. I guess I’m stuck in the idea of the missionary mode.

“Huh! I wish I could get Chuck out of the missionary mode. He’s like a clock. Lay on me, grunt and squirt, roll off and go, “ah, that was good.’”

They all grinned at that.

“The thing is,” said Shiela, “how people make love is up to them. Sure, we’ve been doing the old dingus up the gina forever, but there’s lots of people that are shifting the thing around. You read about female led relationships, gender swapping, and that of thing, all the time. Used to be that homosexuality was very small in society…”

“I’m not talking about homosexuality.”

“No. I didn’t mean to imply, but we are talking about alternate ways of making love, and all of this sort of stuff was ;umped under the homosexual label.”

Tammy wondered, “When did they stop lumping everything under ‘homosexual?’

Shiela and Jill exchanged glances, then picked up their cell phones.

Jill found a ‘Timeline of LGBT History, 20th Century’ and told Shiela to go to it.

The two girls read the entry and Jill muttered, “holy bat guano!”

Shiela started reading entries.

“1903 gay bathhouse raised. seven men were sentenced up to 20 years for sodomy!”

“Oh, Lord,” breathed Jill. She didn’t want here husband to go to jail for 20 years just because he liked the poo poo choo choo.

“1906 Larl Baer had the first sex reassignment surgery.”

Tammy’s mouth dropped open. “Really?”

“Faggot becomes a word, the Communists outlaw homosexual discrimination.”

Tammy and Jill stared at each other.

“Gay films, lesbianism declared illegal in Britain, transvestites protest, government bans—Oh, Good Lord, thousands of men killed in the holocaust, and after the war thousands were left in the concentration camps!”

“Homosexuals were left in the camps? After liberation?”

“That’s what it says here. And…oh, my God!”

“What?”

“Do you know who Alan Turing is?

“Wasn’t he some computer guy a long time ago?”

“During the second world war. In 1954 he committed suicide when the government tried to make him take a libido reducing drug.”

“Libido reducing?” asked Tammy.

“A drug to make the willy soft. I think they use Depo Provera now.”

“They use it on sexual criminals,” added Jill.

“But what makes a criminal?” asked Shiela, gazing into a distance.

“Tom isn’t a criminal just because I poked him in the butt.”

“No.”

But the girls couldn’t stop thinking about what they had read.

Jill and Shiela closed their phones, and all three girls sat and contemplated what they had read.

“Depo Provera,” muttered Sheila.

“Why would somebody do that to somebody else?”

Shiela had an answer for that, but it was not an answer that Jill expected. “Some women have their men take Depo.”

“What?”

“Sure. They get a little tired of screwing. Usually they give it to their men openly, talk them into it. But i know one gal who simply added it to his mush in the morning.”

“But how did the men…?”

“Oh, they were fine with it. In fact, most of them liked it, and actually wanted to continue the Depo stuff. They liked not being forced to perform.”

“That’s…that’s silly! How could they like not doing it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they were getting it up the rear.”

Jill stared at her friend. What an odd thought. People choosing to do without sex, or, if Shiela was right, doing sex in an entirely different and unconventional manner.

“Funny,” said Shiela after a while. “You know what this makes me want to do?”

The other two girls looked at her.

“Go out and find a man and…and back door him.”

It was somehow shocking for her to say such a thing so baldly, and for a moment nobody did anything. Then Tammy and Jill started to giggle.

“I’m a back door man,” sang Jill.

“You’re a back door woman!” rejoined Shiela with good harmony.

“The men don’t know, but the little girl wants to make a stand.”

Then they ordered another round of Margaritas, got a little drunk, and discussed how they would make the world come around.

“You almost ready?” Tom came out of his closet and stopped and stared at his wife.

Jill had on a skirt to the knees and a top that looked like a corset. Her boobs were on full display and her shapely stems ended in classic black leather, opened toed high heels.

“Wow! Whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks.”

“Well, thank you, honey.” she patted his cheek and sat down at her vanity.

Tom watched her for a moment, felt his boner rise up at the sight of here shadowing her eyes, painting her lips red.

“Are you going to let me me cum tonight?”

“Why?” she arched her eyebrows at him in the mirror. “Don’t you like being horny?”

“Yeah, but all week? And all that poke in the rear stuff, I have to admit, it’s making me extra horny.”

“Excellent,” she murmured, leaning closer to the mirror and doing the fine detail. “I love a man who’s extra horny. They are so amenable.”

“Amenable?” He grinned the question at her.”

She filled in the lines, then whispered, “They follow orders.”

“Oh, Lord. Give me an order!”

“I order you to be horny.”

He just laughed.

A few minutes later she was done and they headed out the door.

“And who is this friend who’s having a party?”

“Shiela. You know Shiela.”

“Is she the good looking one from the Christmas party?”

“That’s the one.”

“Zowie. She’s a babe.”

“Jill just glanced at him and grinned.

Into the car, up the road a few turns, and they pulled up in front of a well lit house on a cul de sac.

“Nice?” murmured Tom, inspecting the low roof, the pebble front, the neat landscaping. “How many people are going to be here?”

Just Jill and Tammy. You remember Tammy…”

He said he did.

“And their boyfriend and husband.”

They walked up the walk and entered through the wide front door. Shiela was there immediately. She hugged Jill, then surprised Tom by kissing him right on the lips.

And it wasn’t a sedate , for your mother kind of kiss. It was a scorcher with her grabbing his shirt front and pressing her body against his.

“Whoa,” Tom muttered under his breath as Shiela led them into the living room.

But Jill just laughed.

In the front room he met Tammy, who was a little drunk and who hugged him a little too long—but no kiss, thank God, or maybe not thank God—and her husband, a lean fellow with a smirky look named Chuck.

And there was Lance.

Lance was an overly handsome fellow, obviously a couple of years younger than Shiela, and dressed in a bright fashion.

He wore orange pants, an open collar, blue shirt with flowers on it, and tan loafers.

He was gay. That was obvious. No argument.

“Hello, sweetheart,” he shook Tom’s hand, and his hand was gentle, soft like a woman’s.

Tom wasn’t put off. Living in Hollywood there were lots of gays, and nobody cared.

But he was surprised that a babe as good looking as Shiela was with him. He figured Shiela for heterosexuality.

Well, queer or not, they all started imbibing, chatting, and within an hour they were all old friends.

They sat around on couches in the sunken living room, the music was playing, and Tammy danced with Chuck a time or two, then insisted on dancing with first Lance, then Tom.

Lance was a good dancer, and a good conversationalist, but Tom was not a great dancer.

“I’ll try not to step on your toes,” he whispered to Tammy.

“Oh, that’s all right. I f you do I’ll just do this.” She moved a leg into his crotch and her thigh pressed against his dick.

Tom blinked.

She giggled. “Got you that time, Eh? Mr. Stiffie?”

Tom turned a little red, but he had to laugh. He had had a boner all week, especially the way Shiela had played with him, and he was a little drunk, and damn, it felt good and wicked to have a woman press against his manhood. Even if that woman wasn’t his wife.

Then he looked over at Jill, and she was smiling. Heck, laughing. Tammy had her body pressed up against his now, and Tom motioned with his finger to his wife, Did you…

Jill just lifted her palms up and shrugged. Who me?

And all through the two dances she demanded Tammy kept nudging him in the crotch.

“God! I’m going to have to tie it down if you keep doing that,” he finally blurted.

“Good!” she smiled up at him. “Do you like my tits?”

Tom was speechless, because that was okay. the dance ended and Tammy gave him back to Jill.

“Good Lord!” he whispered in her ear. “I didn’t know she was going to rape me on the dance floor.”

“Did you like it? And don’t lie.”

“Well, uh, it wasn’t unpleasant, just a little unexpected.”

“You should expect the unexpected. Especially tonight.”

“What’s so special about tonight?”

“You’ll find out.”

An hour later they were all fairly well juiced. The woman went round and round, kissing the men, not caring whose man was whose, and Tom’s crotch was burning with desire. He had a big bump downstairs, and he was so drunk he didn’t even try to hide it.

Interestingly, Lance, though gay, didn’t mind kissing women. Hunh!

Then the finale came.

The girls put the men on the couch and told them to just sit there and wait, then they went into the bed room.

“Wow,” said Chuck. “This is quite a night.”

“You ain’t seen nuttin’ yet,” quipped Lance.

Tom was officially stupid. He had drunk too much, and, surprisingly, Jill had encouraged it.

“Don’t worry, honey. You enjoy, and I’ll be the designated driver.”

Still, he hadn’t intended to gt drunk, but the bourbon was expensive, the Coke was cheap, and now he gazed out at the room. Stupefied. Sweaty with the night and the heat in the room.

Then the girls came out. Single file, they marched in front of the boys. They looked at each other and giggled, then they lifted their dresses.

Tom’s mouth dropped open.

They were wearing strap ons.

He blinked, tried to focus his bleary gaze, tried to understand.

His mind did a little dance inside, and he actually had a little argument with himself. My wife doesn't have a dick! She’s a woman! But what’s that thing poking towards my face.

The girls all laughed at the expressions on the men’s faces.

“We decided to do a little reverse engineering,” said Shiela. “See how you guys like it.”

“Reverse engineering?” gulped Chuck. “Sure, honey. Don’t you want to see how the other half lives?”

“Well, uh…”

“This is for you, sweetheart,” said Jill.

Tom suddenly understood what the week of butt play had been about. She had been warming him up for this. But what did she expected him to do?

What she expected became obvious when Lance licked hi lips and said, “Now this is my kind of party. Come here, baby!”

Shiela moved forward and Lance reached out and grabbed her peeny. He pulled her to him, her giggling, and opened his mouth.

Tom stared in drunken shock as Lance deep throated the dildo.

Lance had full lips, wore some pale flesh colored lipstick, and now those lips devoured the plastic tool.

“Mmm,” Lance muttered. His head went back and forth and the big peeny slithered in, all the way in, then out.

“What do you think, honey? Are you ready to give it a try?”

Tom looked up at his wife.

He was drunk, she was almost sober, but there was a curious glitter to her eyes.

She wanted this. She wanted him to…to suck her off.

“Oh, fuck,” he said, and it came out almost like a whimper.

Jill took a half step forward. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

On his left Lance was going to town, his big slurps and enjoyment could be heard plainly.

On the other side of Tom Tammy was being a little more forceful. “Open, man pig.” She laughed, but she meant business.

Chuck opened his mouth, but it looked like he was scared.

Then Tammy pushed forward.

Chuck gagged, but held to the course. He let Tammy hold his head and fuck his mouth.

And Tom looked at the big head right in front of him.

The plastic pecker was not huge, only six inches, but it was naturally formed.

It was pink with veins and two balls.

He looked up and saw Jill looking down at him. Her expression was one of hunger. Anticipation.

What’s she going to get out of this? Tom wondered obliquely as Jill reached forward and gently put her hands in his hair.

Yet he sort of knew. She enjoyed this. She had enjoyed cuddling with him all week, stroking him, working a finger around to his butt.

Her eyes were burning with a fierce desire now, and she began pulling him gently towards her.

He could have resisted, but he was drunk, and there was just an insistence in her hands, in her soul.

The tip looked huge, but it was just normal.

His lips touched it, and he started to open his mouth.

“I think I’m going to cum,” said Lance to the side.

Out of the corner of his eye Tom saw that Lance had undone his zipper and was stroking a rather hefty member. He was sucking like a pro, and Shiela looked like she was feeling it, like it was a real dick on her.

Then Tom’s attention was back on Jill.

His lips on the head, and…he kissed the head.

Tentatively. Apprehensively, like he expected it to suddenly squirrt at him.

Jill giggled. “God, that’s hot. Come on, Tom. Do me!”

So he did. He opened his mouth and Jill pushed and the thing slid slowly into his mouth.

Obviously, he wasn’t experienced, and he shortly gagged.

“Relax, honey. Let it in.”

Being drunk, he was able to easily relax, and the next thing he knew the shaft was sliding further and further.

He reached up and held the plastic balls.

they were soft and squishy, sort of like real balls, and he closed his eyes and got into it.

“Oh, yeah,” murmured Jill.

Then the couch squeaked and Tom opened his eyes.

Lance had stood up. He was holding Shiela dong with one hand and unbuckled himself with the other.

He pulled his pants down, turned around and bent over. His hands pushed down on the couch and Tom could see his half lidded eyes agleam with pleasure.

Sheila moved up behind him.

“Gently, darling. We want pleasure, not pain.”

Shiela smiled and slowly, carefully, gently, inserted the fake member.

Fake or not, it brought a look of sublime pleasure to Lance’s face.

Tom stared, and Lance opened his eyes.

Shiela moved back and forth, and Lance moved with her.

He said to Tom, “I think I’m in love.”

Jill drove and Tom sat in the passenger seat. He was thinking a mile a minute. Drunk, the images of fake peckers and hungry women filled his mind.

“So, how’d you like the party?”

He smiled at her. She was still wearing the dildo under her dress.

“That really blew my mind.”

“Did you like sucking my cock?” She said it crudely, with a lopsided smile.

“Honey, you’ve got the best cock I’ve ever sucked.”

She laughed, was delighted, turned a corner onto their street. She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She turned to him.

Tom was facing her already, sitting a bit sideways.

Yes, he was definitely drunk.

“So do you think you might want to do what Lance did?”

“I…I…”

She put a finger on his lips. “No need to answer. It’s not going to happen unless you want it, and you can take your time in deciding.”

She grinned.

“It’s not like your butt is going to go away.”

He laughed, a weak sort of a gurgle.

Man, he really was drunk.

And, in a way, it was too bad.

Jill wanted to do him in the worst way. Seeing Lance getting skewered had really turned her on.

Seeing that hunk of dildo—it was bigger than hers by a couple of inches—plunge in and out, she had felt a burning heat in her groin.

She wanted to do that!

But the girls had agreed that force wasn’t the way. They didn’t want to scare the men off. Poor, little virgins.

So she just leaned forward and kissed his mouth softly, holding his cheeks with one hand, and whispered, “When you’re ready, honey.”

Then they went into the house.


Part Two

Tom slept late the next morning. At least, he kept his eyes closed late.

Jill was up and about, but then she hadn’t been doing a lot of drinking.

But Tom just lay there, supposedly sleeping his drunk off, but secretly thinking over the night.

He had sucked a cock.

No, it wasn’t a real one.

But it might have been.

But he didn’t really want to suck a real cock.

He had no homosexual leanings.

He had nothing against men who did, but…not for him.

But the cock being on his wife, he felt a strange sort of connection, like walls breaking down as they explored new territory.

And it was obvious that though he wasn’t interested in the homosexual side of things, he was really thinking about anal sex.

She had been playing him all week.

His dingus was a full blown boner. He hadn’t cum all week, and he hadn’t cum last night. He had just gotten hornier.

He wondered if this was part of her plan? Make him so horny he begged for it.

Maybe.

Probably.

And…was that bad?

That was the question.

Did he want to get so horny that he begged for it up the butt?

Lying, eyes closed, feeling his throbbing pecker, he thought he did.

But…face it…he was scared.

What would that do to him?

Would it change him?

Would it bring out the gay in him?

He didn’t think it would. He just didn’t swing that way.

But, what if it did?

Then there was another thought: if he did this, if he let her take him, like a man takes a woman, how would that effect their relationship?

He had always thought of himself as being in charge. But when he had looked up at her glittering eyes, so excited, his lips about to swallow her man thing, he had wondered.

Psychologically, if a man was on top he was in charge.

But what would happen to the dynamic if she was on top?

Would he start wearing aprons to do the dishes, then removing his body hair (something she wanted him to do anyway), then styling his hair, and painting his nails, and…

Suddenly he blushed. Thinking such thoughts was making his cock pulse harder. In fact—he shifted under the sheets and looked down—yep, he was leaking. Big drops of pre-cum came out of his glans and he shivered.

He had an image of himself, dressed like a woman, and bending over at the waist as jill plowed into him like Shiela had plowed into Lance the night before.

And he thought: that’s why she had invited a gay, not to be her boyfriend, but to pave the way, set the standard, show the other two men, him and Chuck, how it was done.

And, man, it was a sell job. Lance had eventually ended up bent over the end of the couch and the other two women had even had their turns with him.

And the look on Jill’s face.

It was the look she had had when they had first dated, had screwed for the first time.

Hot, intense, no nonsense here.

“Are you going to sleep all day?”

Jill shook the bed and drew him out of his thoughts.

“Unh,” he moaned. Moving reminded him of how much he had drunk.

“Got a hang over?” she pulled back the sheets and looked down at him. Her mouth was twisted, puckered, laughing. She was enjoying this.

“Just a little one,” he admitted.

“Take a shower and come to breakfast. I’ll cure you.”

Still, she sat for a moment, and he appreciated her.

She was wearing shorts, which revealed her long legs, and a pale pink sleeveless tee. This one had no V, no cleavage showed, and he wished that it did. He wanted to see her flesh. Badly.

He gripped her hand so she couldn’t get up and asked, “Are you going to keep me horny like this?”

“I was thinking about it.” Laughter in the eyes.

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. It’s sort of fun, though. Do you like being horny?”

“Almost as much as I like squirting.”

Ha! I’ll bet you like squirting almost as much as you like being horny.”

He grunted, a subtle admission that she might be right. Then: “You want me to bend over for you.”

“Sure. But it has to be your decision.”

“Is it my decision with you denying me? You know I’ll get hornier and hornier, until I finally fold.”

“That would be nice,” she nodded.

“Then is it really my decision?”

“Of course it is!” she actually seemed surprised.

“But if you’re pushing me…”

“Honey. It’s your decision, and whatever you decide is fine with me. And if you need to use a little discipline, and refuse to have sex with me to make that decision, I’ll understand.”

It was a clever twist on him, and he chuckled. “Oh, you bitch.”

“It’s true. Now get that sexy ass up and…no. Wait.”

She climbed onto the bed and snuggled with him, and her finger did the wiggle.

He groaned as he felt her penetrate.

“I understand if you don’t want to do this,” she whispered, kissing the back of his neck. “Would you like me to make you squirt?”

He nodded.

She began sinking deeper, searching for his prostate, and he pushed his butt back and helped her.

Oh, fuck!” he whimpered as the gism started to pour out of him.

They ate breakfast, sausage and tatter tots with a couple of spoonfuls of syrup poured over them. Glasses half filled with apple juice. And slurps and sighs of satisfaction.

Tom, of course, was particularly satisfied. He gobbled at one end, and wiggled his happy butt at the other.

“Heysoos,” he muttered when he was done. “That was great.”

“The breakfast or…?”

“Both!”

They smiled at each other.

“And you know the weird thing?”

“What?”

“I’m still hard. Maybe even harder.”

“I’ve been reading up on that,” she nodded. “Apparently the body gets drained, but without the orgasm the mind doesn’t believe it.”

“So it’s not the gism that makes me hard. It’s the idea.”

“That’s the theory.”

“Sound theory,” he agreed.

“But don’t worry, I’ll do my best to take care of that boner.”

“Oh, no!”

“Oh, yes. Just like last week. I’m going to screw you like a light bulb, and you won’t be able to squirt, and…I’m going to have fun.”

“And lots of orgasms.”

“Lots and lots,” she smiled happily.

He grew serious. “Is this why you want me to…to go anal? Is it because I haven't satisfied you? Lasted long enough?”

“Absolutely not!” She seemed surprised by his conclusion.

“But—“

“Listen, No man ever lasts long enough for a woman, but that isn’t what makes us tick.”

“Sex doesn’t make you tick?”

“Well, yes, it does, but there is a deeper satisfaction in satisfying.”

He blinked, a little confused by her statement.

“With men screwing is about sex, about squirting your pathetic brains out. With women it’s about love. Yes, I want a hundred orgasms, but what I want more is for you to experience…what I feel.”

He mused thoughtfully, “Making me over in your image.”

“Well, they say that God is a woman.”

He thought about that for a while, and she was content to let him. After all, the change she was trying to bring about was not like hammering a nail, it was like growing a plant. It had to be done slowly, with love and care.

“Well,” he finally said, “Do you mind if I read a magazine while you use my body?”

“Not as long as it’s a fashion magazine, then I can read over your shoulder.”

They laughed, but the image was not lost on Tom. Over his shoulder. Her on top, at his backside, that was what she wanted.

It only took a couple of weeks for Tom to beg.

When he did cave in, Jill was smart enough not to gloat.

They simply went to bed and made passionate love, but with a different ending.

Afterwards he was surprised when he wasn’t sore.

In fact, he felt like he had just discovered a long, lost muscle. He had exercised it, and the muscle thanked him.

His butt felt happy.

Also happy was Jill. For days afterward she smiled. She hadn’t even had an orgasm, but her happiness was full blown. She walked around smiling, kept sneaking up on him and kissing him profoundly, and singing.

Actually singing.

And Tom was pleased to discover that he hadn’t magically turned into a homosexual.

He was the same old same old, but he was smiling, too.

Screwing anally had drained him, really pressed on the prostate, and he was in that wonderful land of happiness.

Satisfied.

Drained.

No urge driving him, no subtle undercurrent of ‘gotta, gotta, gotta!’

Funny, he didn’t even know he had that undercurrent until it was gone, but now that it was gone, he felt good.

He felt like he was looking at life for the first time without sex filtering glasses on.

He was softer.

‘Pink,’ as Jill once mentioned.

And happier.

As the days passed Jill began playing with him before bed again. She used her digit, and went to two digits, and made Tom moan even louder.

He was broken in, and he wanted it.

The odd thing, though, was that after draining him she took advantage of his ever hard weenie, but not as much.

The first times she had used him for hours.

Now she only used him for an orgasm or two, then laid down satisfied.

He noticed it, but he didn’t say anything. He was too happy, and just didn’t think of it. Later he would remember it, and understand.

Right then, however, he just took his pleasure and ran with it.

“Let’s head out for lunch?” she suggested one day.

Tom was up for that. “Where do you want to go?”

“Let’s pick up some subway and go sit in the park.”

It was a beautiful day and they put the top down and zooped out into the country.

Tom was sitting in the passenger seat, his hair blowing back, and Jill was driving. She liked to drive these days, and Tom didn’t mind.

They went over the Gabriels to Lancaster and turned left. A few miles further on they entered the parking lot for ‘The Devil’s Punch Bowl.’

It was a warm day, but not too hot, and there weren’t any cars in the parking lot. They parked, Tom carried the sandwiches and Cokes in a backpack, and they headed not into the punch bowl, but up to the trail that led to the Devil’s Chair.

It was a beautiful hike and they saw lots of ground squirrels and a few birds.

After an hour they arrived at the chair and Jill was the first to go out and sit on it.

The desert spread out before her. Hundreds of miles, an expanse of vista that took the breath away. They ate, and Tom sat on the ground in front of the chair, at her feet, and they were silent as the immensity of nature overwhelmed them.

“Incredible,” he whispered, his words wafted away not by wind, but by space.

“Did you pack the pecker?” she asked?

“I did.”

“Good.”

She stood up and went into the pack. Then she strapped the dildo on her waist.

Tom stared at the big took jutting out. “Isn’t that bigger?”

“It is. Think you can handle it?”

“I’ll have to,” he eyed the thing dubiously, but with courage.

She bent him over the back of the chair. It was awkward, but when she was finally seated in his rump it was perfect. They were screwing with a million miles in front of them. It was downright cosmic.

“You know,” she said, as she held onto his shoudlers and pumped into him, “In ancient times the asshole was called ‘the devil’s mouth.’”

“Really,” he grunted, enjoying the sensations running through him. He could feel her legs inside his, and he felt shivers coursing up from his heinie.

“Yes. I don’t know why. But I wonder if it has something to do with this, what we’re doing.”

“Oh, no! Don’t tell me what we’re doing is evil!”

She laughed. “Evil spelled backwards is live!”

“Oh, God,” he moaned, and his dribble started.

They sat, him in the chair, and her behind, one hand on his shoulder.

Tom was happier than he had ever been. He was empty, nothing driving him, satisfied. Sexually satisfied as he had never imagined as a man.

But there was something driving Jill.

“Tom?”

“Yes?”

“You’ve made a mess of your underwear.”

“I can toss them.”

“I brought you a pair.”

“You did? You far thinking, little wench!”

I think it’s you that’s the wench,” she said, rummaging in the backpack. She straightened up and tossed him a pair of panties.

He blinked. “What’s this?”

“The next step?” She was actually wondering what had moved her. She had bought the panties before they came out. She had known what she was going to do, and she had known he would need a new pair of underwear.

And why not panties?

“I won’t fit,” he commented, holding them up.

“They’re stretchy. I got them off Amazon. They’re called ‘sissy panties.’”

“Sissy panties,” he marveled.

He was feeling so good, so loosey goosey, that he didn’t even consider the ramifications of putting on women’s panties.

Not that there were much in the way of ramifications…not after what they had done, what they had been doing.

“Go on. Put them on.”

Tom looked around, which was silly because they were so alone if was ridiculous, then took off his pants and underpants.

He used his old pair of manly underpants to wipe the mess off his cock and balls, then stepped into the sissy panties.

They fit.

They were a little small in the back, and he quickly realized he was going to have material rubbing his brown button, but that was all right. He liked to get his button rubbed.

They were big enough in the front that his package barely fit into them. He was scrunched, but even with his after anal boner he fit inside.

He turned, and Jill grinned. “God, that makes me hot.”

“They are sort of kinky,” he agreed.

She stepped up to him, grabbed his panties by the waist band and pulledl them up.

“Urk,” he said. “That’s snug.”

“I like you snug,” she said, kissing him.

The kiss lasted a long time, and it was different. It wasn’t a kiss driven by the desire to fuck, it was a kiss enhanced by love. No lust, just love.

When they broke she hugged him, and she said, “Tom. I’m going to feminize you. I’m going to have you wearing garters and even a bra. Around the house. Maybe some make up.”

“What about when I go out?”

“That’s up to you. If you get to the point of wanting to go out as a woman…so be it.”

He stood, his heart pounding.

She turned and clambered up on the chair. She motioned to him to come to her, and she held him.

She was taller now, and his face was deep in her ample bosom. She held his head, brushed his hair, and every once in a while she leaned down to kiss him.

Tom loved it. He felt loved, and protected, and for the first time in his life he felt truly free of the whims that drive men.

No need to impress, to play the game, to conquer, to use for sexual pleasure.

“What do you think about that?”

“I’m scared.”

“I know. But I’ll help you through it. We’ll back off when we need to, go forward when we want to. But I really need this.”

And Tom thought: But what do I need?

He didn’t know, but he did know that the idea didn’t scare him like it once would have.

He held on to her and buried his face and loved her.

She bought him panties. A training bra. Corsets. Tummy shapers. Garters and nylons.

She didn’t buy him much in the way of dresses, at least not at first. He was only dressing inside the house.

And Tom had no problem with the clothes.

Except for the corset. His boner had no where to go and it was often jammed into the garment uncomfortably.

So often he walked around the house, his body hair Naired, his head hair styled, in nothing but lingerie.

She bought him teddies and peignoirs and flimsy robes.

She thrilled to the sight of him walking through the house, looking more and more feminine, but his big boner sticking out.

His boner.

She frowned. She had to do something about that. His penis, so erect and dripping, ruined the line of his body.

It was so…so…manly!

Not that she minded manly. She liked manly. Just…not for him.

So she brought it up one day. “Honey, we need to do something about your penis.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. It’s just not feminine.”

He looked down at old faithful and nodded. “I guess you’re right.” Back up to her. “So what did you have in mind?”

“Well, there’s this stuff called Depo Provera. It’ll make you soft. Then we can discuss things like panties, or maybe even chastity tubes.”

“It seems silly to put a limp dick in s chastity tube.”

There he was, talking calmly about his penis being rendered limp, and he had a thought. “But what about you?”

“What about me?”

“Don’t you want to ride my dick?”

She twisted her mouth. “You know, I haven't been into dicks much lately.”

“Is it me?”

“No! No!” It’s just that I enjoy the anal sex much more. Besides, we’ve got all sorts of dildos and vibrators.”

Tom thought about that. Yes. Dildos and vibrators. They were for him, but there was no reason he couldn’t use them on her.

“Well, I guess we could try it. No boner, eh?”

“Oh, thank you, Tom. And, no. No boner. But you don’t really use that thing much anymore, anyway.

She was right about that.

She made an appointment and took him to the doctors. He received a simple shot, and by that evening he was limp. Just a noodle. No lift or urge.

Oh, it still felt good. All the nerves were there, and he loved it when she played with him, but…he was limp.

They talked about sewing his weenie back between his legs, but in the end panties were enough.

He would just use a little medical tape if he was wearing something tight, and that was enough to keep his once boner out of sight.

They also discussed breasts, and made another appointment to have them done.

“Not super big,” Jill said.

“Why not?” Tom grinned.

So they scheduled him for something called Chyna 2000s.

And after the shot, since they could no longer use his penis, she used hers.

These days, when she played with his bum, she used three or even four fingers.

And she had a wide variety of dicks.

Thick, long, veined, nubs, pink, black, clear, glass, metal. It was like the scene in ‘From Dawn to Dusk.’ The scene where Cheech yells out, ‘smelly pussy, hairy pussy, naugahyde pussy, if we don’t got it…you don’t want it!’ Except it was dicks, not pussies.

They went out to restaurants now, and he wore a dress and she wore a dildo under her dress.

They would eat, then drive into the hills and look for a spot.

She would bend him over a bounder, or a low fence, or just a log, and she would lift her dress and lower his panties, and make him happy.

And he was happy. Happier than he had ever been.

He received his breasts a month later. They were bigger than he expected, and he was actually a bit subdued.

“It’s okay, honey,” Jill said, “Girls go through this when they get their breasts. They think everybody’s staring at them and they’re so self conscious.”

“But everybody is staring at me!”

“Well, you did want those mountains,” she grinned.

He looked down, and she was right. He did want them big. But…this big?

But he got used to his breasts, and he even began to strut with them.

He was completely feminine now.

He wore lingerie, dresses, heels, and…make up.

Full make up.

She had had to teach him, but he liked it, threw himself into it, and now he was better at make up than her.

They were at Charley Coyote’s having an early dinner. They both nibbled on salads, and chatted, and a shadow appeared at the table.

“Hey, ladies, can we buy you a drink?”

Tom started to say no, but Jill grinned and said, “Sure.”

The men sat down. John next to Jill, and Max next to Tom.

Tom was nerevous. He was so nervous he was shivering, but Jill was fine. She talked away, traded information with John, and eve flirted with him.

Flirted?

Tom was stunned. She was acting like she had first acted when they had met. Coquettish. Teasing. A bit naughty, but in a way that entices.

“Hon—Jill,” he tried at one point, but she just glanced at him and turned back to John.

Max leaned in and whispered, “Want to dance?”

“Uh…” Now Tom was panicked.

“I think John and your friend would like a little alone time.”

“I don’t…”

“But he pulled on Tom’s hand, and he was a lot stronger, and insistent, and Tom had to stand up or being pulled over.

He led Tom out on the floor and they danced.

It was a fast dance, so Tom didn’t have to touch Max. He kept looking over at the table.

Jill and John were thick as thieves. Their heads were together and Jill was laughing, and…and a slow dance number came up.

“Oh, fuck!” Tom breathed.

“What’s that?” asked Max, as he took Tom in his arms.

“Nothing,” Tom tried to wiggle out of the other man’s grasp, but Max had him firmly. Suddenly he felt his breasts pressing up against Max’s chest.

Max tried to hold him closer, but finally Tom had had enough. “Listen, you got to know…I’m a guy.”

“Me, too,” said Max, trying to guide Tom away from the table.

Max finally managed to peel Max’s hands off him. He stood back and snapped, “I’m a man, and I’m not interested in you.”

He turned and left Max standing on the dance floor.

Didn’t that man understand?

He approached the table and Jill and Tom looked up at him.

He sat down, thoroughly frustrated, at wit’s end.

“Tom? What’s the matter?”

Max came back and sat down, be it with a little distance between him and Tom.

“He..Max doesn’t…”

“Is Max upset because you’re a man?”

“No!” he blurted. “I’m upset!”

“But I arranged this date!”

“You did?” He stared at her.

“Of course I did. Tom’s all right with me, and Max is fine with trannies.”

“But…but I’m not…I’m not…”

“Not what?” Jill was honestly confused.

“I’m not interested in men!”

“Then why are you dressed up and ready to party.” She smiled and patted his hand. “Now, Tom, it’s all been leading up to this. So go on with Max. And don’t worry about me. I’ll get a ride home with John.”

Things crashed together in Tom’s head.

The whole thing, being led along the pink path, his weenie not working anymore, breasts, and…and…Jill wasn’t wearing her dildo tonight.

Tom gave a sob as Max took his hand again and pulled him out of his seat. “Come on, honey. I’ll be gentle.”

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


Forced Feminization

in the Night!

They caught him and they taught him!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Nothing like a little good, old fashioned forced feminization!

I mean, why wait for the little dears to make up their minds? Better to just take the bull by the hornies and lead him to water.

They’ll be so glad you did!

And, remember…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Sam sighed and pressed the computer key. His computer started to do things, so he backed off and turned to his second computer. He powered up that computer and started checking sites.

Sam was a firm believer in AI (Artificial Intelligence), and his personal AI was harvesting addresses, blitzing media sites, putting out his opinions on things LGTBQ+.

As those opinions spun through the net the responses would come, and his AI would handle them all. Within 24 hours people would be responding by the tens of thousands. Two days and he’d have a million hits. Three days and he would be pulling in corporate sponsorship deals.

He would be a major influencer, selling hundreds of products, and getting healthy fees. Heck, he would be able to sell beer, better than Mulvaney, and he wouldn't get slammed for being a male imitating a woman. He wouldn't get slammed because it wouldn’t be him that was being sold, it was his virtual self. His AI had created an image, showed his transition over the months, and established his identity.

He kicked back and the swivel rolled to the small refrigerator. He pulled out a Coke and popped it.

He rolled back to his computer, sipped the Coke and watched his AI take over the net.

This was going to be good. He would get rich, or rather his AI would, and he would get the money.

That was the good thing about Artificial Intelligences. They did all the work and he got all the money.

And by the time anybody tumbled to the fact that he was man fooling the world, he would be out and about with millions of dollars.

Let them sue his computer. Heh!

On the screen he followed graphs as they measured the media sites he was infecting, putting the girly image the AI had created all over the place, and collecting clicks by the tens of thousands.

He pulled up a graph. Yep. The statistics were rising by the minute.

He smiled and muted the sound and turned on his third computer, the one with the games. Shortly he was wiggling a joystick like he was masturbating, and shooting aliens and things as fast as the finger could twitch.

And he couldn’t stop smiling.

“We have an alert,” the woman trotted into Jena’s office.

Jenna was the director of the the Ladies’ Sissy Society in her area. She looked up, sighed, and sat back. “Report?”

“We picked up a fellow, Sam Harding. He’s hacking and spamming and doing just about every thing he can to become an influencer.”

“What fields?”

“LGBTQ+. Strong emphasis on transgender. “

“It figures. That’s the field with the most profit.”

“Is he succeeding?”

“Yes.”

“What’s the projection for time of success?”

“Three days.”

“And on the fourth day he’ll disappear. Lord. these guys…where do they come from?”

“Hunger and despair.”

“You’re right on that. Well, we can’t let him succeed. We’ve got our own people creating profit there, and we need that profit if we are going to change the world.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Jenna nodded. “Okay. Put team three on it. I’ll want reports. Anything else?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Okay. Get to it.”

With that dismissal the runner trotted out of the office.

She didn’t trot far, just down the hallway to her own office. She had her own team waiting, collating reports and preparing the mission.

“It’s a go,” she snapped.”Team three. Let’s hit it.”

Her team worked the computers, hit the phones, and within seconds the mighty machine of the Ladies’ Sissy Society was kicking into gear.

Leslie Overhatch was a tall girl, well endowed, with a most beautiful face. Her eyes were level and grey with arching eyebrows. Her nose was straight with a very slight lift at the tip. Her mouth was full and her lips were generous.

She was happy, had a gleam of humor in her eyes, and was quite intelligent.

Of course the women of the Ladies’ Sissy Society were all highly intelligent.

Her phone rang and the text dinged at the same moment.

She had been about to put a meat loaf in the oven, but knowing what the simultaneous call and message meant, she put the pan on the counter and grabbed her phone.

“Yes.”

“We have Class A emergency in your sector. Are you ready.”

By this time Leslie had read the text and she was ahead of the caller.

“I’ll be at Mission Center in 15.”

“Excellent. Details will be waiting for you.”

Leslie hung up the phone and popped the meatloaf into the fridge. Within thirty seconds she was out the door and running for her car. She knew that the other members of her team would be contacted, and they would all meet at Mission Central.

Within two minutes was was on the freeway and had her pedal to the metal.

While Leslie, and two of her prime operators were heading for Mission Central, Sam was sniping aliens on his super powered gaming computer. In between kills he sipped form his Coke and glanced at the graphs on his AI computers.

Things were working perfectly. Initials contacts were made, identities established, and he had a herd of bots making comments, bolstering his position as an influencer.

One thing he was always curious about was why more people didn’t do this sort of thing?

With the advent of AI such things were easy.

Heck, in the last year alone his AI had written dozens of books, self published, and produced media advertising that had enabled him to buy his super computers.

And that didn’t count all the other things he was dabbling in.

He wrote reviews by AI, tested products by AI, he even had a screenplay going the rounds in Hollywood.

Of course, none of that compared to the potential money once he tapped into and influenced the LGTBQ+ community.

He could sell a book and a thousand people might buy it, but that was chicken feed compared to when he was able to influence the millions of people in the LGTBQ+ community.

And, in a few days, when everything was popping, he could tell his AI to put it all on automatic, and start sending money to foreign banks, offshore accounts, into stocks and bonds, and…he would be richer than a lot of countries.

And no one else did this.

Silly people.

He turned back to his computer and picked up the joystick. Time to kill a few thousand faceless minions.

Leslie arrived at the warehouse at the same time as Shirley. At that, they were behind Wendy, who had the truck loaded and ready to go.

As Leslie walked into the warehouse the other two girls joined her and they headed for the briefing room.

They entered a conference room, about 12 by 20, and found three folders waiting for them.

They sat and, without a word, began going over the contents of the folders.

Subject: Sam Harding

Address: 541San Felicia Way.

Phone number, Email, bank accounts, maps and so on.

Leslie had a big map in her folder. She unfolded it and laid it out.

Sam’s house was marked with a red X. It was a three bed, two bath, ranch style with a double garage.

Entry routes wee marked, and the girls each moved their fingers, checking for alternatives, emergency exit routes, and the fastest way out of town.

“All right, ladies,” murmured Leslie. “Are we ready?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s go.”

They folded up maps and charts, put everything in the folders, and left the room.

In the garage Leslie headed for the passenger seat. Shirley drove, and Wendy was ready in the back. She had duc tape, cuffs, ties, emergency medical equipment, drugs for putting the subject to sleep.

She also had food for three days. They always hoped the missions wouldn’t take that long, but one could never tell.

Most men grew to like what was happening to them, but a few were stubborn.

Here’s hoping Sam Harding wasn’t stubborn.

Sam yawned and crumpled up the can of Coke and tossed it on top of the trash basket which was already overflowing with crumpled up cans of Coke.

He had just died on the sniper game, and the AI was sailing smoothly on the other computers.

The graphs were rising. Advertisements were being enacted. Subscriptions were skyrocketing.

His AI crafted ads were specific; no LGTBQ+ person could resist their call.

He stood up, stretched, and headed down the hallway. Man, this was exciting, and though he wanted to stay up and watch the festivities, he knew he would need rest. He had to keep a stable mental and emotional outlook for the next few days. If there were any emergencies he had to be in the best frame of mind to handle them.

He entered his bedroom and took off all his clothes.

In the mirror he smiled. He was slender, about five foot six. He wore his hair hippie long, and he wasn’t ugly.

For a geek, he didn’t look too bad.

He went into the bathroom and brushed his teeth, used the waterpic, and inspected his face.

No pimples, nice complexion, his eyes were brown and sparkled with intelligence.

He frowned. So why couldn’t he get a girlfriend?

But he sort of knew.

He spent too much time on the net. He was socially awkward. Besides, all the good looking girls went for the big studs, the jocks who could run around and throw the ball a mile and didn’t know how to trisect an angle using only a compass.

Idiots.

Certainly not smart enough to influence the world and make a billion dollars.

They might have the girls, but that wasn’t everything.

And, who knew, maybe being a billionaire would get him some girls? A billion dollars did have a lot of sex appeal, after all.

Then he frowned, and that little part of him that he kept hidden away sparked.

He looked into the mirror and imagined himself with longer hair, all curled.

He turned sideways and imaged his chest protruding.

Long legs and round butt, but mammary glands.

He smiled, and felt guilty, and…and he knew that that was the real reason he couldn’t get a girlfriend.

He wasn’t interested in being a manly man. He was more interested in girly fantasies.

Down below his prick suddenly perked. It stood out, and he looked down at it.

It was a good size, it functioned well, as his hand could testify. But…but between being a geek and having unmanly fantasies, he lived a lonely life.

But that was all going to end. And within just a few days.

He turned of the bathroom light, crossed his bedroom and slid into bed.

It had been a long day, and he was tired. Within a minute he was sighing, and a minute after that he was snoring.

In the computer room the AI was working like it was getting overtime.

Shirley was in the driver’s seat. She was young in the Ladies’ Sissy Society, and very good looking. She had clear, grey eyes and a spread of light freckles over the bridge of her nose. she wore her hair bundled up on top, and she had practiced the obligatory martial arts courses the LSS provided for women who went on the missions.

She was anxious to do a good job.

She cruised up Los Altos Avenue, watching the radar detector carefully. All they needed was some small town cop to pick them up for speeding.

But she did have to speed; they were in a hurry.

She turned on Arbuelo and San Felicia Way was right ahead.

It was a cil de sac that turned to the right at the end.  About 15 houses, and a very quiet neighborhood.

Of course it was. Houses this rich the people had to be too old for kids. They probably went to bed at eight.

Except for San Harding.

“If he can afford a house here why does he need a billion dollars?” asked Wendy form the back.

“The rich are always greedy for more,” murmured Shirley.

Leslie added, “The more money you have the more you want. It’s like a disease.”

“A disease where you abuse your fellow man,” snorted Wendy.

There was no argument from the other girls.

It was two in the morning and there were no lights on in Sam Harding’s house. They cruised up the street, peering at the house. Then back.

“Go to the next street, we’ll take a look with a drone,” Leslie commanded.

They parked on the next street and Wendy opened the door, placed a drone on the the edge of the road, and closed the door. She picked up the joystick and launched. Shirley and Leslie swiveled and watched the monitors.

Wendy was an older girl. Brunette, stacked, the face of an angel. She was a computer expert, and quite schooled, by the US army, no less, in infiltration tactics. She had thought she would be in the military for life, then she found out about LSS. That was it for her. From training to combat a corporation’s enemies she went to fighting for world survival on a real basis.

Right then her face was lit up by the monitor, and she worked the joystick while staring at it.

The drone soared up to a couple of hundred feet. Roofs were laid out before it like a checkerboard that had exploded. Is cruised over the misshapen board, and a lot of trees, then swooped down to 541 San Felicia.

The three women watched as the drone moved into the backyard, showed 360 degrees, revealed nothing in the heat bands, then went up to the windows.

It circled the house slowly, up over the fence, under the branches of a tree, along the front, then the last side.

“He’s sleeping in this bedroom.”

The drone hovered silently outside a bedroom in the rear. The monitor showed the heat signature of a body laying as if on a bed.

“Vitals are down, he’s really sleeping. I’m bringing the drone back.”

“Okay. Shirley head back. Park on the left side, ready to go. Enough room between the telephone pole and the van to get him through.”

The drone arrived and Shirley put the van in gear.

“Pull up the floor plan again.”

A floor plan appeared on the monitor as the truck pulled over.

Very quickly, the three women glanced at it, and Leslie said, “Wendy, front door. Shirley and I on the side door.”

“You don’t want to go through the sliding glass doors?”

“No. Everybody ready?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Let’s do it. In and out, two minutes. The clock is now ticking.”

The three women stepped out of the van, the inside lights were turned off and there was no indication of their presence in the shadows.

They were all dressed in black. They had wore ski masks and had night vision goggles.

As they walked up the driveway Leslie touched Shirley’s arm. “Don’t get hit in the goggles.”

“No prob.”

Then they were in the deep shadows next to the house.

Wendy went to the front door and stood behind a thin pillar.

Shirley and Leslie darted to the left and the side yard.

They would be traveling right past the bedroom that was their target, but the right side yard was too exposed.

Seconds ticked and the two women slithered through the shadows, across the backyard, past the picture window, and arrived at the back door.

Shirley kept watch and Leslie picked the lock in ten seconds. They were in.

The house was silent, not even the ticking of a clock.

The two women crossed the kitchen area. Wendy was waiting in the foyer, stepped out of the darkness, and they continued across the living room to the back hallway.

They heard the hum and whir of the computers. The light was off in that room, but they glanced at the set up.

Three computers, linked, lots of back up machinery, everything professionally done.

Wendy gave a sigh, and Leslie smiled. Wendy was the geek, and what she wouldn’t give for a set up like this!

They continued down the hallway and came to the room where Sam was sprawled on the big bed.

It was dark, the drapes were drawn, and if it wasn’t for the night vision goggles they wouldn’t have been able to see a thing.

But, they had the goggles, and they moved around the bed.

Sam soughed. He was in deep sleep.

Wendy held a syringe. It was the kind with no needle showing, but when she touched it to his skin the needle would shoot out, deposit contents, and retract, all in the blink of an eye.

At the ready, Wendy looked up at Leslie, who nodded.

Wendy’s hand flashed down and back up.

Sam’s reaction was instant. Didn’t matter that he was in a deep sleep, he was instantly conscious and struggling. But Shirley and Leslie pressed on his arms.

Sam flailed, yelled out in terror, then slept.

From sleep to sleep in two seconds. Not bad.

The women of the Ladies’ Sissy Society were in peak condition. They trained constantly, and they were ready for the heavy lifting.

They rolled Sam to the edge of the bed in a blanket, one motion. Leslie came to the other side, each of the three women lifted, and they totted Sam easily out of the bedroom and down the hall.

“See you later, sweetheart,” Wendy murmured to the computer room as they passed it.

They went out the front door and down the drive.

There were no lights from other houses. No sign of late night dog walkers.

They slipped between the telephone pole and van and slid Sam into the interior of the van. Ten seconds later all three were pulling off their headgear, and the van was gliding quickly down the street.

Sam was going to be unconscious for a couple of hours, so they relaxed and chatted as Shirley headed out to the 101.

There was no sign of cops, relatively few cars, and they were moving  in a sedate fashion.

“Well, that was easy,” remarked Shirley.

“Wish they were all that easy. Did I ever tell you about the time we caught a rapist in a chimney?”

“No!”

“Well, we were…”

And the miles whiled away.

Out to Morgan Hill, a quick scurry through back streets—they had a police scanner on now—and out into the country.

While Los Altos was the bedroom for Silicon Valley, the rolling hills behind Morgan hill were the country estates, and they were huge and sprawling. In addition, they sometimes had large steel sheds, and it was to one of these properties that the girls drove.

They headed down a country lane, passed two houses which were sleeping, and backed into a long driveway. They into a circular driveway with a big Oak in the center. To the side were a couple of cargo containers. A couple of yipping dogs emerged from the shadows of a ranch style house and paraded next to the van.

Shirley stopped next to one of the cargo containers and they all got out and stretched.

A woman came out of the shadows. “Everything all right?” She was an older woman with sharp eyes.

“Right as rain. Let’s unload the cargo.”

The old woman unlocked a door that had been set in the cargo container and turned on the lights.

Leslie, Wendy and Shirley pulled the sleeping Sam out of the van and carried him into the cargo container. The old women closed the door.

The interior of the container was more like a bedroom than a place of interrogation. Of course, they weren’t really interested in Sam for interrogation.

The computers of the LSS had picked up Sam’s computer, and they knew what he was about.

No. This was about changing Sam’s mind.

The container was 20 feet long by 8 feet wide and 8 1/2 feet tall.

The floor was made of hardwood, but this floor was covered by a thick, pale green rug.

The walls were covered with drywall and a very light maroon paint. There was electricity, plumbing, and the end of the container was a big vanity table.

In the center of the room was a big chair with straps and legs that opened up.

There were also a couple of beds, a kitchenette, and a bathroom. All was in plain sight, no privacy here.

They laid Sam on the floor and unrolled the bedding from him.

He slumbered, in boxers, and was not an impressive figure.

He was five foot six and slender, almost skinny. Probably ate nothing but chips for breakfast, lunch and dinner.

He was not muscular. Not in any sense of the word.

He was handsome, but not in a manly, muscular way. His face was slightly round, his eyes had long lashes, and his hair was long.

“Looks like he’s halfway there,” murmured Wendy.

“Probably. Men with high drive often have these softer features.”

“Makes our job easier.”

Wendy and Shirley lifted his legs and Leslie pulled his shorts off. Al three women stared.

His body was relatively free of hair, and he had only a scruffy patch over his groin. But the surprising thing was how small his penis was.

It was soft, and about as big as half a pinkie.

“Poor guy,” commented Leslie, meaning it.

“Probably never fucked a girl in his life.”

“How does he even masturbate.”

Shirley reached down and held his weenie. Even asleep, a dick is a dick, and it started to respond. but it didn’t respond much.

Even hard it was just pinkie-sized. The head was about as big as a small grape, and his balls were minuscule.

The girls were saddened, and they now understood some of what drove Mr. Sam Harding.

They lifted him up and placed him in the chair. They fastened straps over his legs and arms, and over his middle and neck. Then they put the chair back in a sleeping position.

“Well,” said Leslie, “Good job. Shirley, first watch, Wendy, you and I get some winks. Wake me when he wakes.”

With that the first part of their work was done.

The terrorist was secured, and now the real work could begin.

Sam was having dreams. Not necessarily good dreams. He was running through fields, like the monster ran from the villagers.

But these villagers weren’t carrying pitchforks, they were screaming and holding up shears.

“Get him!”

“There he goes!”

And they kept opening and closing their shears high in the air. Making snipping sounds.

Sam bungled through the wrecks of burnt buildings, through muck filled swamps, and he yelled back, “But it’s all I’ve got! Don’t take that from me! It’s all I’ve got!”

Then he was awake.

At least his body was awake. His eyeballs stared and images were sent to his brain, to his mind, and…and slowly, slowly, he began to make sense of them.

He was in a long room, about the shape of a cargo container. But that was ridiculous. He had gone to sleep in his own bed, and…and there was a memory there, but he couldn’t quite pin it down.

He turned his head slightly and absorbed the contents of the room.

A kitchenette, a bathroom in plain sight.

A bed with…he fixed on the sight of the two women laying in the bed. They slept spoon fashion.

Then a body came around in front of him. A hand reached out and opened his eyelid. “Good morning, sweetheart.”

He realized it was a woman speaking to him, and he moaned and moved his head back and forth, trying to shake it, trying to bring back awareness.

“Leslie!” the woman shouted. “He’s awake!”

One of the women on the bed, the one on the outside, stirred, then swiveled to sit up on the edge of the bed. She put her face in her hands and mumbled something, then stood up.

Sam’s eyes were wide as he struggled the woman named Leslie.

Leslie walked toward shim, and he couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she was. And how naked.

Not a stitch on.

Not even a bra or panties.

His eyes grew larger. He couldn’t help it. He had never been close to a woman so…so naked!

Statuesque, large breasts, long, blonde hair like a golden waterfall, red lips, and eyes. Pale blue eyes that looked right through him.

“Good morning, Sam. Are you hungry?” She raised the back of his chair a little, lowered his legs a little.

He said nothing.

“”You were given a drug, and…you’ll be hungry. If not now, then in a few minutes. Shirley, why don’t you fix Sam some mush.”

The other woman, a little younger but also quite beautiful, headed for the kitchenette. In a moment she was stirring a pot and the smell of oats with cinnamon mixed in filtered through the room.

Leslie pulled up a chair and waited.

Sam grew more aware.

He was naked.

He was strapped down.

He started to get erect.

And blushed.

He had never shown a woman his small penis, and now…now…

“No shame, Sam. A man is measured by his deeds, not his ding dong.”

Ding dong.

She had called his penis a ding dong. Making fun of it, but…but she had somehow managed to not make it sound mean.

She wasn’t making fun of him.

In fact, the expression on her face, she seemed concerned.

“What am I doing here?”

The woman smiled wryly. “Not much of anything. Just sitting there and waiting our pleasure.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Make your dreams come true.”

Sam went silent. He turned his head this way and that, took in more detail, but…there was nothing really to see. Just three women, one of whom was sleeping, the other was cooking, and this one, in front of him. So gorgeous.

But waiting. And Sam had the feeling that he was a mouse with his tail nailed to the floor, and she was the cat, waiting, watching, wondering.

Leslie leaned over to a nearby table and poured water from a pitcher into a cup. She held it to his lips.

He was afraid, wanted to shy away, but he sipped.

The water felt good, soothed his throat, which was a trifle sore.

He moved his head back, and the woman put the cup of water on the little table next to the pitcher.

Then she sat on him. Just threw a leg over him Her bare pussy rested on his mid section, and his teeny cock grew hard and pressed against her.

“What…what…” Instead of being enthralled, he was terrified.

She leaned forward, her large breasts rested on his midsection, she folded her arms on his chest, and her lips were now inches from his own.

“Tell me, Sam. Does this make you nervous?”

“Uh…um…uh…”

She smiled.

“Of course it does. A beautiful woman—I’ll bet you haven’t been with many of those—decides to lay her naked body on you…”

“Why…why…?

“Because, Sam, you’ve been a bad boy. Now, normally, society handles bad boys by putting them in prison. They put them in prison with these big, hulky, hairy, big-dicked men. Men who want to make them their bitches. Men who—is that your cock wiggling around down there? Do you like the thought of big dicked, hairy men bending you over?”

Twitch. Twitch. Twitch.

“Oh, you do!”

“No!” Sam tried desperately. “It’s you! You’re making me…do that.”

“Oh, nonsense. It’s the idea of being forced to bend over by convicts.”

“No!”

“So you don’t like me laying on you like this.” Leslie rose up a bit, her breasts swayed before his eyes. His cock was still twitching, itching to get into her pussy.

“I…I…”

“Oh, you do like it?”

She lay fully upon him again.

“Well, which is it, Sam?”

Behind Leslie, Wendy was getting up. She was naked.

And the woman making mush! She was naked!

Now he was awake. Now he wasn’t missing any details.

And he sobbed, “Why are you doing this?”

“Why are we giving you pleasure? Don’t you like pleasure? Would you rather we whip you? Spank you? Flog your little penis until it squirts?”

“Stop it,” tears were coming down his cheeks.

“Stop what,” and she kissed him. just a peck on the lips, but…it was his first kiss. Ever.

Well, except for his mother, who kissed him on the cheek and must have known about his shortcomings but never said a word about it. And a kiss from his mother didn’t qualify as sexual.

But this sure did.

Just a peck, feeling those red, full, plump lips pressed against his.

He went into nirvana, and when she drew back, right out of nirvana.

Leslie climbed off him. “Got his mush?”

Shirley approached with a bowl. Now she threw here leg over him, sat so that her pussy was pushing down on his dick, but there was no entry.

Oh, he was stiff enough, and even an inch long pecker can’t find a hole, but she had tilted her hips in a way that refused him, and drove him crazy.

So close and so far.

She spooned mush into his mouth.

He was surprised; she caught him by surprise.

But he had a mouthful of mush, and it tasted good, and he was hungry, and…she was feeding him!

Spoon by spoon, shoving another spoonful into his mouth when he opened it to object.

She spilled a little of it on his chin, and she leaned forward and licked it off his face.

She she plopped a spoonful on one of his nipples, and she bent down, her hair in his face, and sucked on that nipple till he groaned.

“Oh, excuse me, Sam. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” and she pushed another spoonful of the goop into his mouth.

Then she was done. She handed the bowl to the first woman, Leslie, and she leaned on his chest, inches from his face, her breasts on his chest, and she whispered, “There’s a secret ingredient.”

He tried to turn his head, but couldn’t look away.

“I make my mush with cum.”

He gagged, but…he couldn’t throw up. The stuff was down his gullet, and he had no way to get it back into the pipe.

Shirley laughed and said, “I’m just kidding. But if you’d like some cum, I can get somebody in to jack off on your face.”

He gave a dry heave.

She climbed off him.

And the third women settled down on him.

She was a little older, but that mature look was even sexier. She looked like a woman who had no inhibitions, and who wanted him.

She was a cougar, a MILF, and her pussy was resting right on his cock.

Then he gasped.

He had slipped inside her.

“Oh, Sam! You naughty boy!”

She ground down on him, then climbed off. “Later, maybe, if you do everything we want.”

Then the three were standing in front of him. Naked, smiles on their faces, observing him almost whimsically.

“What…what?”

He was crying.

Leslie stepped between his legs and took him in her hand.

He was small, but she fondled him, stroked him with here fingers, but didn’t let him erupt.

Shirley and Wendy stepped on each side of him. They played with his nipples, sucked on them.

He was in heaven, but his mind was so wrought up he thought it was hell.

And Leslie said: “Sam. We know what you’re doing. We know about your computer programs, how you’ve got your AI taking over the web. We know that you chose the LGTBQ+ audience for your marks. And we know that you will blow up the net, rake in the cash, and within a few days you’ll be flying off somewhere. We don’t know where, not yet, but we imagine you’ll buy an island, or a castle, and you’ll live like a monarch. You won’t of course, be abusing women. Not unless they like a man with a tiny weenie.”

Sam was crushed. He was sure he was inviolate. Nobody could catch him!

But they had caught him.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Leslie smiled manipulated his balls, made him gasp with the pleasure.

“Give you the opportunity of a lifetime.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Sam. We could cut your body into pieces and drop the pieces into shark infested waters in the seven seas. We have you, and there is nothing you can do about it. But what good will that do?”

Sam was silent. His heart had virtually stopped and he hung on her words.

“Another Sam would come along, one we might not catch, and all the things we fear, the things that you planned to do, would happen anyway. So it does us no good to chop you up and serve you to the fishies.”

“Then…what are you going to do?”

“Sam, if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em. How would you like to be one of us?”


Part Two

“What do you mean?”

Leslie got brutally honest. “You’ve got a small pee pee. Probably never had a girlfriend, and if you did she was in it to make fun of you. Your life as a man must really suck.”

Sam just blinked. Tears dried up. His mouth opened. And there is something about the truth that just cannot be denied.

“Stop it,” he said.

“On the other hand, if you were LGTBQ+ you would have friends that would never make fun of you. They’ve been mistreated, and they would treat you with dignity and respect.”

Sam shook his head. He was a man. No matter the size of his penis, he was a man.

“So we’re going to play with you for a couple of days. And you’re going to make up your mind. You can stay a man, and we’ll take your computer apart, beat up your AI, and make you a pauper. Or, you can decide to change, to become something else. You’ll work for us, and you’ll even retain control of your AI, but you will be dedicated to finding people like yourself, people who would exploit mankind for their own benefit and not care who gets hurt.”

“What happens if I find somebody like me?” He wasn’t thinking of buying into their proposal, he was actually curious.

“Then my friends and I do to them what we’re going to do to you.”

Sam licked his lips. He was scared, but it was just talk, and he still had some kind of hope that he could get out of this.

“You realize that you’re guilty of kidnapping, and that there are laws against what you say you’re going to do to me.”

Shirley chuckled, but Leslie simply said, “We have people with police scanners, and even people in the police department, watching out for us. Furthermore, once we’re done with you this location will be abandoned, and you will speak of three women in a room, who no longer exist and there is no way to track them down.”

Sam stared at her. His mind was working, but he thought of nothing that could help.

“So you’re going to run me out of business.”

And here it was. “We will break you, castrate you, leave you naked in the center of a skid row in a city on the other side of the country.”

Her statement, so cold, pierced his heart and he could hardly breath.

“But you don’t have to make up your mind right away. You’ve got two days before we lower the boom. Shall we get started?”

Leslie stepped back and the other two moved in. Shirley had a spray can and she began spritzing his body. She went up and down his legs, and Wendy followed after, spreading the spray, and it turned into a gel on his flesh.

Into his groin, around his balls, and he squeaked at the quick and rude way they just treated him.

Over the belly, then Shirley grabbed his dick and pulled. Hard.

“Ow!”

“Lean forward, please.”

She squirted the spray over his back, and Wendy smushed it down into his crack.

When they were done his whole body surface was covered with the goop, except for above the eyes.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Depilation,” murmured Wendy causally. “Tell us when it starts to burn.”

The two girls stood back and watched him. Wendy had a smirky sort of a smile. Shirley had a level gaze that showed no pity.

A few minutes his skin started to hurt and he said, “Yipes!”

They quickly grabbed wet rags and cleaned his body. They got every bit of the stuff off his body, and he was left a bit sweet smelling.

“You know,” said Wendy as she washed his underarms, “It’s not bad being a woman, if that’s your druthers. You can be anything, gay, lesbian, anything in between, but if you did happen to choose a female body you would find that the sex is incredible.”

“We’ll show you later, of course,” said Shirley as she wiped his balls and deep into his crack.

Sam protested, “How can you treat another human being this way?”

“The same way you were going to exploit millions of people with your computer programs. The difference is we’re not doing it for money.”

“Yeah, but—“

Cash. Hard coin or crumply paper. By itself it means nothing. But it represents people’s labor, it can be used to trade for goods, for survival. People eat, build homes, live their lives, but you would take it all and leave them destitute.”

“Yeah? What about billionaires!”

“We have people working on them, and we’ll take care of them in due time. But right now we can take care of you.”

The girls stepped back and Sam looked down at his smooth body.

His little penis was hard, his body was shiny and sort of sexy looking. He didn’t have tits, but a man’s body can look sexy with the right kind of cosmetic.

“All right, what next?” mused Shirley.

Actually, she knew, but she wanted to work on Sam’s mind.

“How about letting me go?”

Shirley reached for his peeny and stroked it. It barely fit between her fingers. “And give up all this fun?”

“Let’s do his nails.”

“My nails? Leave my nails alone!”

“Nope.”

There were trays pushed back against the walls, and each girl moved a tray forward.

Sam stared at the trays. They had little files and bottles of polish on them.

The girls each took a foot and started to work on Sam’s toes.

“Hey!” He jerked and tried to kick. He couldn’t move his feet that much under the straps, but he could interrupt the girl’s work.

Wendy smiled and picked up a needle from the tray. She held it over his big toe. “If you try to kick, you will kick right into this needle.”

Shirley picked up a needle.

The girls then prepped his toes, and he watched in horror, unable to fight back.

“Oh, God!” His eyes were once again filling with moisture.

“Take it easy, Sam. It’ll look pretty when we’re done.”

Sam doubted that, but all he could do was watch. Then he stopped watching and just put his head back.

The girls painted his toenails, then they coated his nails with lacquer.

“This is long lasting stuff, Sammie boy,” mentioned Wendy. “It would cost a lot if you went to a beauty parlor.”

Her speaking so cavalierly of him going to a beauty parlor went a long way. His mind was feeling a bit scattered now.

They finished his toes and went to work on his hands.

Again, he tried to struggle, but, again, the girls held the needles over his fingers.

Then Shirley tired of it. She looked at Sam. “Sam. I’m going to put the needle down. If you do anything I’m going to stick it right in your balls.”

She glared at him, and Sam gave up any idea of resisting. These girls were mean!

They chose ovals that overextended the tips of his fingers by a half inch.

“You should practice picking up pennies when you get a chance,” suggested Shirley.

Leslie, while this was going on, was checking computers, liaising with upper management, and making sure they were allowed to do their jobs quietly and efficiently. Every once in a while she would come over and look at Sam, ask him how he was doing, pat his shoulder, and that sort of thing.

At one point she put her fingers around his dingus and said, “You’d probably be a lot happier without this.” She looked up at him. “We can cut it off, or we could just give you a shot, chemically castrate you. Most men want to hold on to their dicks, probably it’s a little reminder of earlier times, but it’s a personal choice.”

Sam groaned. His penis had been hard for a while now, and it was feeling quite sensitive. Every time one of the girls touched it, grabbed it, or even brushed against it, it felt so good.

The girls finished his hands and discussed his face.

“I don’t think highlights would look good if you make his face dark.”

“So I make him into a surfer girl. I don’t think that’s his look.”

“What about if we bob his hair and keep the it the same color. That would create a softer face.”

“I want him to have long hair. Extension,” murmured Leslie from a computer station. “What do you think.”

“I could weave him, but do we have matching extensions?”

“Sure. Besides, we could give him a dye job.”

“He sure has soft eyes.” Then Wendy looked closely into his eyes. “Are you sure you aren’t a girl at heart?”

He shook his head frantically.

“Hmm. I think you’re a girl at heart, and…”

Leslie came over and put a hand on his chin. She turned him this way and that. “He sure does have the DNA. Girls, take a break. Let me talk to Sam alone for a second.”

Wendy and Shirley headed outside and Leslie hoisted herself up on his lap.

“That feels a lot better without the hair,” she remarked. Then she leaned on his chest, and once again her face was inches from his.

“Sam. I can see it written all over you. And the more they work on you the harder you get. Why don’t you just admit it. You want to be a girl.”

“I don’t!” His voice was almost a wail.

“Most men do want to be women. I don’t know why. Maybe they want to be like Mommy. Maybe they have a case of boob envy that’s gotten out of control. But, whatever, you reek of suppressed desires. The sooner you give in to them the better off you’ll be. All this won’t seem like torture, but fun.”

Sam tried to move his head back, but, of course, couldn’t.

Leslie kissed him softly on the lips.

She reached down and held him.

She kissed him again and again, and in between lip locks she murmured things like:

“You’re a beautiful woman.”

“You could be a woman and still be attracted to woman. You’d technically be a lesbian then.”

“Kiss me back, honey. Don’t let me do all the work.”

And, finally, he did. With a sob in his throat he kissed her, and the kisses turned long and hot.

His breathing came in gasps, and he thought he might cum, the way she was manipulating his little sausage.

But she let go before that could happen.

She let go and leaned back. “No cumming until you decide what you want to be. We’re going to keep working on you as a girl, you have to learn what it is like, but…you do have choices. If you can make them.”

Then she got off him, went to the door and called to the other girls.

They wove extensions into his hair. His hair was already a bit long, but now it trailed down over his shoulders.

They made him up. They shadowed his eyes, applied liner and mascara, and painted his lips a beautiful, bright red. He could taste the somewhat waxy texture of the lipstick, and he tried to chew it off.

“You do that and we’ll put lip stainer on you,” threatened Wendy.

Then came the coup de grâce.

Leslie came in and lowered the table.

Sam stared up at the lights. He felt so odd. His face was preserved in cosmetics. His penis was so damned hard. And Leslie came in and pushed needles into his chest.

At first he didn’t understand, then he figured it out.

She was injecting something into the area around his pectorals.

“What are you doing?” he gasped, knowing the answer.

“Giving you a pair,” Leslie answered, concentrating fiercely on the injections, making sure they were spaced correctly, and that the right amount of solution went into Sam.

A pair of…tits?” His voice was a hoarse whisper.

Leslie smiled without taking her attention off what she was doing.

These used to be called ‘vacation breasts,’ they were for woman who wanted to see what they looked like before they got the big bazoombas. But we used a different, more permanent solution. It doesn’t dissolve, it holds its shape much longer, and…you’ll be very pretty.”

“But I don’t want tits!” Sam wailed.

“Give it up, Sam. It’ll feel so much better when you admit what you want, what you are.”

“But this is cruel and inhuman!”

“What you were planning to do with your little AI program, that was cruel and unusual.”

“You can’t do this!”

Sam began sobbing, but it was really just the last of his resistance. When Leslie was done she walked around him with her cell phone. She captured his face, his body, then raised him to the sitting position and kept videoing.

Sam’s sobs were drying up a little now.

Still, he was going through major emotional changes, and he couldn’t stop completely.

But underneath, inside his heart, he was experiencing something. A fascination beyond rejection. An interest in spite of his protests.

Shirley walked to the right side and pulled down a white screen. Wendy set up a projector on the left side.

They turned his chair and he faced the screen.

“Did you ever see ‘The Clockwork Orange?’” asked Leslie.

He shook his head, felt his waves shifting, the ends brushing his shoulders.

“It’s a wonderful, little saga of a crude, little punk who undergoes some radical reconditioning. This is going to be somewhat like that, but not cruel or like torture, like it is in the film. You don’t have to watch, of course, but your eyes will get tired of trying to keep everything out.”

They turned the lights down and the projector on, and Sam sat and watched the movies.

Actually, it wasn’t the movies, it was clips, scenes, and it consisted of images from various types of porn, BDSM, bondage, and hypnotism.

The first reel came on, and it was a production from a website called ‘Hypnotube.’

Sam watched as beautiful woman’s faces drifted towards him. Then there were cocks, big cocks, presented subliminally. Then everything calmed down and the beautiful woman faded back.

Sam gripped the arms of his chair so hard his arms began to hurt. He forced himself to let go.

The images started again, bringing him to a peak, then, when he thought he might even squirt, they faded.

Again and again.

The girls watched him, seemed satisfied, and Wendy put a headset on him.

Now he could hear everything. Grunts, groans, moans and hypnotic commands.

For hours he sat there, being reprogrammed.

At first he thought he could resist it.

He was man.

But his image of himself as a man was defeated by the fact that he had long fingernails, breasts, and hair to his shoulders.

He could taste his own lipstick and his eyes fluttered with mascara.

Somewhere along the line he began to cry out, but he didn't know what.

Then the movie stopped and Shirley fed him. She spoon fed him, sitting on his lap, naked, and he felt like a little boy being spoon fed by his mother.

Then she got off him and Leslie moved in.

“How you doing, Sam.”

He whispered, “How long?”

“How long what?”

“How long are you going to do this to me?”

“Until you change your mind. Or until we figure you’re not going to change.”

“What happens if I don’t change?”

“Then we snip you, and prepare to leave you somewhere. It’ll take a couple of days, because then one of us will have to take over your computer set up. You might like to know that your great plan to influence the LGBTQ+ community into giving you money is working. You’ve made millions, and it’s just starting. You’re rich beyond your wildest dreams. You’ve succeeded, Sam.”

Then she watched him.

Watched him as he thought about what it meant.

He had already been rich, now he was richer…so what?

He was rich, but what did that matter if he couldn’t cum? If he couldn’t satisfy a woman?

What did being rich mean if he couldn’t be a man?

That was the moment his mind started to shift. That was the moment he stopped being half empty and became half full.

That was the moment that he stopped resisting and started enjoying.

He couldn’t be a man, but what could he be?

Could he be a woman?

Was that a solution for this terrible thing he was going through?

And, far down the road, the light at the end of the tunnel, was the acknowledgement that what was being done to him was being done to him…it was being done for him.

Leslie moved back into the shadows. The headset was placed on his head, and the movie started up again.

How many pussies does a man have to see before he becomes one?

How many cocks does he have to see before he wants one? A real one. One that pleasures him in ways that only a woman can know.

Was he a woman?

He looked like one. His psyche had never really been too manly. Now…now…the movie continued.

Some indeterminate time later they stopped the movie and fed him again. But this time they had something new to add to the mix.

The table didn’t just bend forward into a chair, it bent backward.

Sam was bent back and his hips rose up in the air.

“That’s enough,” said Leslie.

Sam was arched, his hips thrust up, and this exposed his back door.

Leslie reached in and inserted a probe.

Sam would have wiggled, tried to resist, but he was helpless in the chair.

The chair was returned to the sitting position, and now Sam had something else to think about.

Leslie held up a remote. She pressed it.

Sam experienced a pleasurable pulse in his rear.

“Oh!” His eyes widened.

“We’re going to put it on a cycle. It’s going to stimulate your prostate. Oh, not enough to make you cum, but if you give up, if you focus yourself, then you can make it happen. When it does, know this: that’s the orgasm a woman feels. You could have this, Sam. All you have to do is stop resisting.

They started the movie again.

Beautiful woman. Naked. Interspersed with the desire for cock.

Sam wiggled and cried out, but it didn’t last long. The pulses were extremely pleasurable, and he enjoyed them.

He began to press down, as if that would cause the pulses to make him squirt.

An hour passed, and Sam was almost in a delirium, trying to figure out how to get over the edge, how to have an orgasm. He was so close, and now he stopped fighting the images on the movie and started using his energy to twitch, to jerk, to hump, to tighten his muscles and make the orgasm happen.

What he didn’t know is that orgasms, real orgasms, are not caught by force, they are found by relaxing and letting it happen.

He kept fighting, however, and the longer he fought, the closer it seemed, and yet he couldn’t…couldn’t…and slowly his energy waned. His physical body only had so much to give, and he…gave up.

He sat there, exhausted, sobbing, drained of energy, and then the big wave snuck up on him. It whelmed him, washed over him, and a golden tsunami coursed through him.

He groaned, and he was aware that he was leaking his sperm.

But it was, as Leslie had indicated, definitely not like a male orgasm. It was a whole body orgasm. It was a world shaker.

Then, the golden waves receding into some kind of distance, he was done.

His body relaxed, his heart rate went down, and tears streamed down his face.

Not the angry tears of protest and rejection, but the happy tears of acceptance and joy.

To the three girls watching it was obvious. They had done their job.

He was converted.

They blindfolded Sam and drove him back in the van. They arrived at his home, undid the blindfold, and the three girls walked him into his house.

Sam was wearing lingerie, a dress, and make up. And he was quite happy.

He walked into the computer room and began to work.

Happily, he gave his AI commands. Some of the things he had done he undid. Other things he kept in place, but cycled the proceeds to the Ladies’ Sissy Society.

After a couple of days Leslie and Wendy decided it was time to head back to Mission Central to await their next assignment.

“Okay, Samantha,” Leslie said, giving him a big hug and a kiss. “We’ll be checking on you. Shirley will stay with you for a month or so, and help you get acquainted with life as a girl. At the end of that time you can decide whether you want to be castrated, chemically castrated, or keep your little weenie. Okay?”

Sam cried a little, then waved as Leslie and Wendy drove off.

He turned and Shirley was waiting at the front door. She had a look on her face.

“Is everything okay?” asked Sam.

“Sam, we’ve been so busy I haven’t had a chance to ask you.”

“Ask me what?”

“Do you know what a strap on is?”

Sam smiled.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

 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 Big Spank

A hot tale of crime and sexual punishment.

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Frank Rutherford, you have been brought before this tribunal to be judged for the crimes you have committed against women kind.”

Frank stood in the center of the hall. He was in a cone of light, and his naked body shivered.

The hall was built of polished wood, like a regular court would be. The wood was polished, the grains aligned, and it faded out as his vision reached the edge of the cone of light. Beyond the light were shadows and shapes.

Except for the three women sitting on the high dais in front of him. They were illuminated, and they sat, regal in robes, austere in attitude, and looked down upon him.

Frank was a healthy specimen of a man. He was five foot nine with mid-length hair. His muscles were nicely shaped and he gave the impression of strength. His face was oval, his lips a bit petulant, and his eyes confused and wondering.

“What the hell is this?” he blustered, trying to overcome his fright.

The three women gazed down upon him. They were all naked and one was a blonde, was brunette and one was red headed. Their bodies were lush, ripe with curve, full with sexual possibilities.

Frank would have had a boner, if it wasn’t for his prison.

His prison was a tube around his package. His manhood was firmly encased, unable even to get hard, and even his testicles were inside see through globes. It was as if his cock and balls were frozen in ice, except it wasn’t ice that was keeping him quiet and compliant, it was electricity.

A tall woman, with a full and statuesque body, hair done up in a top knot and wearing severe make up, stood behind him. She was the bailiff, or the sergeant at arms, or whatever else they might call a guard in this place. She was holding what looked like a miniature TV remote, but it wasn’t connected to a TV. A simple press on a red button and Frank would be instantly brought to his knees. Pain shooting through his groin, his package feeling like it had been boiled in oil and slapped with a ping pong paddle at the same time.

It hadn’t taken many shocks before he had stopped resisting and started following directions.

“You can’t just kidnap some guy off the street and…and…do what you’re doing.”

He protested, but he was confused. They had kidnapped him, and they were doing things to him, but he didn’t know what they planned to do to him.

Why was this happening to him?

The three ‘judges’ conferred briefly, and as they talked Frank’s mind went back to the night before.

“Hey, baby,” Frank poured Penny a drink. She was already high, and she never noticed the roofie he slipped into her glass.

He swirled it, helped the pill he had crushed into powder dissolve, then handed her the drink with a big smile.

Penny was good looking. 21 years old, fresh out of college, and the body of a stripper. She had high breasts that made him gulp. She had a round butt that made him want to cup her cheeks and bury his face in her honeypot. Her face was like that of an angel, and, best of all, she was really into him. All of which made it easy to get her up to his place and prone to his advances.

Advances which, unfortunately for her, included drugs that would rob her of mind and spirit.

Fifteen minutes later Frank smiled and took the glass out of her hand.

She was just sitting there, staring into space, not even wondering what was happening.

“Baby,” Frank whispered into her ear, lifting the wisps of find blonde and kissing the lobe, “You really dig me.”

“I…” she moved her head around, sort of faced him, trying to figure out what was happening. “I really…like you.”

She sounded confused, puzzled. She did like him, he was handsome and witty, and a gentlemen, but…but it was like she hadn’t planned to say this to him. This was a first date and…and she didn’t know what she had planned to say. But telling a man that she really liked him on the first date…that was a bit more than she had wanted to say.

“I bet you really want to kiss me, don’t you?”

He was in front of her, his face took up her world, and his lips were right there. She found herself leaning forward, then their lips met.

Soft, warm, tasting her lipstick, licking her lips, sticking his tongue in her mouth.

She felt, as if in some far off land, a bit of revulsion. She liked kissing, but this was…this was more…it was too fast. Why was she doing this so easily?

Frank, fondled her breasts, ignoring the way she twitched, as if she didn’t want him to. “You like this, don’t you?”

“I don’t…I don’t…”

“Yes, you do. Say you do.”

“I like this.” Her voice was a whisper. Things inside her were telling her no. But it was like she was falling down a big, long tube, and he was right in front of her, calling, beckoning, and his hands were all over her.

She felt like a clay sculpture, being shaped by his greedy hands.

“Please,” she whispered at one point. “No…no.”

“I don’t like that word,” Frank said, a smirky grin curling over his mouth. “Don’t say it again. Don’t even think it again.”

“I…won’t.”

“Good girl. Now tell me how badly you need me.”

The circuits of her mind sputtering and fitzing, she heard herself say, “I like you, Frank.” True. At least she had, before she felt…weak and sick. Before she started doing things and not knowing why. Things she wouldn’t normally do.

“And how much do you need me?”

“I…need…you.” Something was wrong…wrong…wrong.

“How much?”

“Badly. I need you badly.”

“You need to show me how badly.”

“What…but…how…I don’t…”

“You need to show me by taking off your clothes.”

“My clothes.” a statement of fact. Inwardly a shriek of protest.

“Yes, your clothes. Take off your clothes. I’ve got something for you.”

“I…” tears were coming out of her eyes, but she couldn’t stop to take notice of them. She had to take off her clothes. She had to…she had to.

She took off her blouse. Her breasts were revealed, large, soft, white. She wasn’t an experienced girl, she had only been with a few men, and none of them had defiled her like this.

Yes, they had felt her, and she had liked the feel of their hands on her chest, cupping her womanliness, sliding their thumbs over her nipples.

But she hadn’t done more than that. She was innocent, and didn’t understand that that innocence was like a magnet for men like Frank.

“Beautiful,” said Frank. “You have wonderful breasts.” He kissed them, cupped them, felt them. His hands were rough, and he paid no attention to any sign of discomfort Penny might evince.

Penny was sobbing now, but firmly under the control of the drug. It was like she knew, and understood, but from far away. She could only sit there, helpless, and do what she was told.

He kissed her, bruising her mouth with his. He reached down to her groin and squeezed her. Hard. She gave a yelp, but couldn’t do anything more.

“Take off your skirt.” he commanded, growing in confidence, become more matter of factly brutal.

She undid the button and the zipper, the skirt slid off her smooth thighs, and Frank marveled at her perfection.

In his mind she was a prick teaser, and she deserved what she got. And he intended to be the one to teach her a lesson.

“Now your underpants…”

And the night went on.

Two hours later Frank dumped Penny in front of a club. It was a rough biker bar. He had told her to go in and have a drink and forget about everything that had happened.

As he drove away he saw her stumbling towards the entrance. Her mouth was red with smeared kissing, her hair was tousled from being used as a handle. Her clothes were askew on her body.

But she walked into the bar and that was fine with him. Let the bikers take care of the bitch.

Laughing, entirely pleased with himself, he drove home.

Five in the morning, two hours after dropping Penny off, he was awakened by a punch to the gut.

He curled around his belly and tried to breath, not understanding what was happening, barely registering that he was still in his own bed, naked, and several big shapes were standing over him.

“Punch him again,” said one of the big shapes.

A smaller shape came forth, but not smaller. And this shape resolved to his tear curtained vision as…a woman! Tall, statuesque, hair in a topknot and…

“No.” He’s done,” she said, as she leaned over him.

He was aware of her large breasts. Even in pain, barely recovering the ability to gulp air down, he was aware of her very feminine shape.

She was doing something to him, to his manhood. She had a hold of him and she was…

“He wasn’t much, was he?” said one of the figures. Frank’s vision resolved further and he could tell that the guy was a biker. Big, tall, more muscles than a gorilla, a beard that was big and square and glittering eyes that showed no patience or forgiveness.

“What…what?”

He tried to push the woman’s hands away, but she brushed him off. “Hold his hands.”

Two big shadows moved in. He could smell motor oil and leather, beer and sweat.

The woman fastened something around his junk and he heard a

Click!

“Hey, what…” he was trying to struggle, but his muscles were crafted by machine. Pretty to look at, but not really much in a real contest.

The two bikers holding him had work toughened muscles. They held him with no difficulty.

The woman stood back. “Okay, let him go.”

The bikers moved back. Showing from the depths of their beards were smirky, knowing kinds of grins.

“What the fuck,” Frank said, getting out of his bed. Naked. Something on his cock and balls. Something tight. “What did you do to me?”

“Frank Rutherford. I am arresting you in the name of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You have been charged with crimes against womankind. I will be taking you to a place of incarceration where you will await trial and judgement.

“The fuck you say, you dumb bit—“

From somewhere far away he heard a ZZZZing sound. And his body curled into a ball and fell on the floor. His groin felt like a king kong had just kicked his balls for a field goal.

The two bikers snickered.

The woman said nothing, just waited.

“Help him up.”

One of the bikers grabbed him by the arm and lifted. He couldn’t resist. Every muscle in his body was complaining. Every fiber of his being felt like it had been slammed by a sledge hammer.

Wobbly, he stood. The biker steadied him. Suddenly he didn’t care about being naked. He just cared about living. So much pain, delivered right to his scrotum…what the fuck had happened?

“Mr. Rutherford,” said the woman. “Resistance has no reward. Come with me.”

The woman turned and walked out.

The biker whispered to him in a grating voice, “I suggest you follow her, slick. Unless you want her to fry your balls again.”

Frank took a step, then came to himself enough to not take another step.

The woman was standing outside his apartment, waiting. At his balk she lifted a hand, pressed her thumb on a little remote type thing in her hand, and…

“Gah!” Frank managed to grunt as his balls exploded into pain. He dropped to the floor, curled around himself again, and tried to figure out what was happening.

His balls felt like somebody had electrified them. He could imagine them smoking, the sensation was so real.

“Help him up.”

Now Frank didn’t want to get up. He just wanted to lie there, a helpless puddle of pain, but two sets of hands grabbed his biceps and lifted him.

He stood, wavering, and his thought process started up just enough to realize that she was doing it. The woman was pulling the trigger, and that thing she had put on his groin was delivering the pain, and…and he better do what she said.

“‘Kay. Okay. I…let me…”

He stumbled forward. He stepped through the door and the woman was already half way to the stairs.

Like a colt with drunken legs he staggered down the hallway. Recovery was slow, but walking was helping. But it was so painful.

He came to the top of the stairs and she was already at the bottom, watching him, waiting.

He started to take a step, and began to fall. The bikers grabbed him and helped him navigate the stairs.

His legs stumped down the steps like they were prosthetics.

He reached the bottom, and the woman was waiting at the front door to his apartment.

He reached the door, and she was waiting by a black van with an open door.

He looked out at the world, he was naked. The sun was just starting to lighten the world.

“My clothes,” he managed to say.

She lifted the remote and he stumbled out into the city morning. He could hear a garbage truck grinding its load on the next street. He caught glimpses of car headlights, not yet turned off, whizzing by on the far side street.

His bare feet went over the cement, finally feeling the surface he was walking on.

The woman stood back and he climbed into the van. The door shut and he was in darkness.

And opened. Just a few minutes had passed, but the sunlight was already brighter. It splashed into his eyes and made him blink.

He was sitting on the floor in the back. Two of the bikers were gone, there was one left, the driver, and the woman, who had sat in the passenger seat. Now she was standing to the side of the sliding door.

“Get out,” she said, conversationally.

He was starting to recover. Still weak, his muscles felt a little noodle-ish, he climbed out of the van.

They were in front of a big block or a warehouse. They were in. shabby section of town, but the warehouse didn’t look rundown. Windows had been upgraded and were shiny clean. There were no broken boards or missing bricks. The doors were modern and had been painted a dull red.

“Go to the door.”

He walked gingerly. Though the parking lot was new asphalt, he was still in bare feet. And naked. He walked, and risked asking, “Can I get some clothes?”

No answer.

There was a pad next to the door, but she ignored it. There was a camera over the door, and somebody inside doubtless pressed a button and the door swung in noiselessly.

Inside the warehouse it was cool, but not cold. Apparently there was a controlled environment.

They walked through a small room and down a long corridor. They reached a door and and it swung back. Frank entered.

The woman smiled wanly, and closed the door. A very firm ‘click’ told Frank there was a major locking mechanism in play.

It was cool in the room, and there was no furniture. No windows. Nothing but the fresh paint on the walls and an overhead vent through which blew cold air.

Frank was tired. He had had two hours sleep, been shocked twice, and wanted to sleep.

But he was also wired.

He sat down in a corner, away from the vent, and put his head back. What the fuck was happening? Why was he brought to—

Click.

He looked up as the door opened. The same woman was there, holding the remote. She was wearing the same black cat suit, had the same smiling but slightly disdainful look on her face.

She stepped into the room and another woman entered. Dressed in white. Good figure under the uniform. A pleasant and even compassionate face. This one was a nurse, or maybe a doctor. She held a small black kit.

“I’m going to be drawing blood. I suggest you let me, Janey is pretty quick on the trigger.”

The guard, who now had a name, smiled, just the corners of her mouth going up.

The woman knelt next to Frank and inserted a needle. He watched as the blood slipped out of him.

“Why am I here?”

She just glanced at him. It was hard to tell whether she even knew.

She took out the needle, packed the sample in her kit, put a bandaid on his arm, and left.

The ‘guard’ did, too.

Frank sat in the corner. Tired, wired, his head back against the wall. He sat there for a long time, then drifted into a nervous sleep.

And awoke to the sound of the door being opened, and the tall blonde to the big room and a cone of light where three judgmental woman stared down at him.

“Mr. Rutherford, we have reason to believe you have committed crimes against womankind. We have specific complaint and there is ample evidence. How do you plead.”

“I want a lawyer.”

The blonde judge cleared her throat. “Mr. Rutherford, we are not your normal court, playing games and looking for loopholes. We have no vested interest in money, nor politics to play. We care only for the truth.”

“Well, the truth is that you crazies have kidnapped me, against my will,” a bit redundant there, but what the heck. He was building a head of steam up. “You’ve brought me here, shocked my fucking nuts, and imprisoned me against my will. I don’t want just a lawyer, I want a cop! I want a whole bunch of cops. Lady, when I get through with you I will own you!”

“Your statements have been noted, Mr. Rutherford. And, for your information, we are not associated with the laws and politics of your normal world. We are not bound by your silly and often contradictory laws. We have our own laws, and we do our own enforcement. You are being held accountable for your actions of the last 24 hours. Justice will be swift, you won’t be able to make a deal or plead for mercy. Now, how do you plead?”

“I plead the fifth. You can’t make me speak. You can’t force a confession out of me with your fucking cattle prod bitch back there.”

The redhead spoke now. She had a high and pleasant. voice, but, again, a no nonsense attitude.

“Mr. Rutherford, your testicles will not be shocked for speaking. Shocking is only for enforcing compliance. You are free to speak. You may say anything you like.”

Frank stood for a long moment. He figured the bitch was lying, but he had to find out. Only one way to do that.

“You’re a fucking cunt!” he screamed.

Nothing. His balls were safe in the…the prison they were in.

The judges waited.

Okay, so maybe he could speak. He eyed the three ladies sourly. “So who are you, and by what right do you kidnap me and imprison me.”

The blonde again. “We have had you arrested to investigate allegations that you did give an illegal substance to one Penny Thornton. You have had no mistreatment, and you have only received the amount of force necessary to compel you to attend this trial.

Frank was casting about for things to say. He wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, he wasn’t a particularly knowledgable person when it came to the law. He did, however, latch on to one fact.

“You say I gave somebody a roofie, you say it’s an illegal substance, but who are you to say what is legal or illegal.”

The brunette spoke for the first time. “Your point is taken, Mr. Rutherford. A roofie is illegal in your system of laws. In our system it is illegal in that the chemical substance was used to abuse Ms Thornton. I would point out that you claim it was a roofie, and that point had not been stated. Thus, you are condemning yourself through knowledge of the drug, and therefore the crime.”

“Wha…wha…”

“How do you plead?”

Frank had nothing left. He snarled at them: “I’m innocent! I’m not fucking guilty!”

One of the judges bent her head, and Frank realized she was scribbling something, or maybe typing something.

The blonde said, “Very well. Your plea has been noted. Since you contest the charges we will now begin the trial.”

Frank snorted and folded his arms.

A woman came out of the shadows and placed a chair under the cone of light. Frank realized he was being allowed to sit, and he did so.

The redhead: “First witness.”

A light winked on to one side of Frank. It was a cone of light like the one he was under. In the center of the cone of light, sitting in a chair like the one he was sitting in, was Penny.

Frank’s heart sank, and he twisted to look at her with a sudden motion.

Penny was looking at him. Her lipstick was still smeared, but almost wiped off. Her hair was still mussed, but it looked like she had tried to comb it. Her clothes were shifted into the proper wearing position.

“Penny! Baby! Are you all right?”

Penny didn’t look at him.

“Ms Thornton, asked the redhead. “Please tell your story.”

Penny sniffed, but kept her head averted from Frank.

“Mr. Rutherford has been contained…”

Man, say that again, thought Frank.

“…you have nothing to fear, and you may speak plainly.”

Penny snuffled a bit more, then began to timidly speak. “I met Frank a couple of days ago, and I thought he was a real gentleman…”

Frank smiled. This was going to be okay.

But when Penny reached the previous night he began to panic.

“I realized I had been drugged, and there was nothing I could do. I remember reading about roofies, and I sort of knew that was what I had been given, but I couldn’t not do what he told me to.”

“Penny…”

“The prisoner will not speak,” the blonde cut him off quickly. “If he interrupts he may be subject to penalties.”

Yeah, penalties like having my dick shocked off!

“Continue, Ms Thornton.”

“So he had me take my clothes off. I didn’t want to, but he would tell me to, and I just…did it. And whenever I tried to object he kept telling me how much I had to like him.”

The story went on and on, and Frank listened as she described how he had taken her on the couch, made her suck his dick, then put his penis in her. Repeatedly.

Finally, Frank had had enough.

“She’s lying!” he jumped up.

“Mr. Rutherford—“

“I swear, it’s the truth,” Penny was crying.

“You fucking bitch!” He started for her.

ZZZZZZ!

He lay down on the floor, rather abruptly, and groaned. He felt like somebody had stepped on his balls, again and again and again, with size 16 golf shoes, with sharpened spikes.

He was aware, through the pain, that somebody had gone into Penny’s cone of light and given her a drink of water. Nobody came to him. He just lay there and groaned and held his plastic encasement.

Finally, the pain started to wane. He tried to sit up, and finally managed to make it.

He was sitting on the edge of the cone of light. Penny was sobbing softly in her cone of light, and shadows moved outside the cones.

“Mr. Rutherford. If you would please take your seat.”

Frank nodded. He rolled over and crawled back to his chair. He put his hand on the seat, went to his knees, then managed to give an effort that twisted him around and landed him on the chair.

He still held his package in one hand, and his vision was a bit blurry.

“We will tolerate no more outbursts, Mr. Rutherford.”

“Yeah, yeah,” gulped Frank, waving a hand towards the high three judges.

“The witness will continue with her story.”

Penny continued. She told how she had been dropped off in front of. a bar. She described how the bikers had taken pity on her, and how one of the biker ‘mamas’ had called the Ladies’ Sissy society. When she was done the courtroom was silent.

Really, there wasn’t much more to say. Penny’s testimony had been heartfelt, and her demeanor was honest, and enhanced by her sobbing.

“Very well. We will take a ten minute break. Water for Mr. Rutherford, please.”

A bottle of water was handed to Frank, and he unscrewed the cap and drank. He had somewhat recovered from his latest shock, and though dazed, was looking around.

“Mr. Rutherford,” it was the blonde judge. She was apparently in charge. Or at least in charge of speaking to him. “Records indicate you have been shocked three times. As you may have noticed, the electrical shocks build in intensity. You are cautioned to control yourself. You have reached the point where the shocks could result in permanent damage. Do you understand?”

“Yeah.” He wasn’t intending to jump up and do the cha cha anyway.

“Very well. We have heard from the first witness. Her testimony has been substantiated through an interview with a lie detector. Do you have any specific questions to ask Ms Thornton? Mr. Rutherford?”

Frank did. He was supposed to be able to say what he wanted.

His first question was: “How can you tell these lies about me?”

Penny started crying all over again. “I’m not lying. I swear it.”

“But what’s your proof?” He looked up at the judges, “This is just her word against mine?”

“We have seen the lie detector results,” said the redhead. “While this is not condemning by itself, there are other proofs. Would you like to hear the other proofs before continuing with your questions?”

“Yeah!” he spoke defiantly. “Yes. What’s her fucking proof?”

“Very well, we will examine medical reports for the night in question. The court will now hear from Doctor Anderson.

On the left of Frank another cone of light sprang into existence. The doctor who had drawn his blood was sitting on a chair.

Frank blinked. What the fuck was this?

“Dr. Anderson, would you read your first report?”

The doctor nodded, cleared her throat and opened a folder that was sitting in her lap.

“On the night of…” she rattled off the specifics of time and location, then got into the good stuff.

“Ms Thornton had been given flunitrazepam, a member of a class of tranquilizers sometimes referred to as Roofies.”

One of the judges asked, “Is this also known as Rohypnol.”

“Yes, your honor. The drug acts as suppressant, and people who take it are compelled to follow directions given to them. Further, it is also called a ‘forget me.’ People who take it are then compelled to follow the directions of the person who gave it to them, and don’t remember the incident afterwards.”

“How do you account for Ms Thornton remembering the incident?”

“Two things. First, she received aid from the motorcyclists quickly. And second, the drug was watered down, which would have reduced the effectiveness of the drug.”

“Very well. Mr. Rutherford? Do you have any questions at this point?”

“She’s just lying, that’s all.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rutherford. Doctor Anderson, you have another report for us?”

“Yes, ma’am. I took a blood sample from Mr. Rutherford. The result was negative.”

“Aha!” Frank started to jump up, then sat down quick. I didn’t want anymore shocks.

“However,” the doctor continued, “We found a vial of pills in Mr. Rutherford’s apartment. These pills were analyzed, and were a perfect match for the chemicals in Ms Thornton’s system. They were cut to the exact same percentages, and contained the exact same other ingredients. There is no doubt that this vial is where the pills that were given to Ms Thornton came from.”

“That is a…” Frank stopped and looked around at the tall guard. She had her hand up, was ready to press the remote, but as Frank seemed to have controlled herself, she held back.

“Mr. Rutherford. I would caution you again to watch your outbursts.” She paused, and Frank straightened himself out in the chair and looked up at the three judges.

“Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask the doctor any questions?”

“I don’t see as how I can. I mean, what she said…it’s all a pack of lies! I never gave Penny any drugs, and this bogus drug testing is just that…bogus.”

Very well. Dr. Anderson, you are excused.”

The cone of light winked out.

“Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask any more questions of Ms. Thornton?”

Frank remembered seeing Law and Order SVU on TV. He remembered the court cases they usually finished up each episode with.

“Not at this time, your honor.”

He sounded so good he almost snickered, but he controlled himself.

“The next witness is Bradley Thompson.”

The light shining down on Penny winked out. A moment later it winked on, and the big biker with the beard was sitting in the chair.

“Mr. Thompson, would you tell us what happened at the bar known as the Golden Monkey last night?

Thompson nodded. “We wuz sittin’ around, doin’ shooters, and this babe walks in. Sorry, this girl walks in. She’s sure out of place. Nice lookin’ girl, but looked like she’d been roughed up—“

“Can you clarify that statement…’roughed up?’

“Yeah. Her clothes wasn’t on straight, and she was acting stupid and crying.”

“And what happened then?”

“Galoshes, that’s my wing mate, he brung her over to us and we helped her out. One of our girls took her to the bathroom, and another of our girls called you guys. Heck, I didn’t even know about you guys. I never heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Are you going to cut off his nuts?”

Frank gasped. His nuts cut off? Castrated? His best friend severed and…and…

“As an interested party you will be apprised of the verdict. Please continue with your story.”

The biker nodded. “From there we just helped Janey, the babe with the shocker, round up numb nuts over there and bring him here.”

“He’s lying,” Frank blurted. He was stunned by the idea that he might be…separated from his…his best friend.

Before anybody could say anything the biker turned towards him and grinned a hard grin. “Listen, asshole. I got ten guys what was with me. They’ll back me up. What kind of a scuzz butt are you, anyway? Doing that to a girl?”

“Order in the court.”

Thompson was done, however, and Frank had nothing to say in the face of such quick vehemence.

A moment passed, then the judge said, “Thank you, Mr. Thompson. You are excused.”

The cone of light over the biker winked out and Frank heard slight sounds, as of a chair being removed and shuffling footsteps. Then he realized his was the only light left on. He was alone, and the women looking down on him didn’t look too happy.

“Mr. Rutherford, before we pass judgement, is there anything you would like to say? Any other evidence you may wish to present?”

Oh, man. Oh, man, Frank thought. He knew he was in the hot seat. He began to talk. Desperately. Frantically.

“Yeah! I didn’t do anything! Sure, I went out with Penny, and we had a great night, and now she says all this stuff about me…she’s lying. She’s got to have a screw loose. And that doctor woman. I don’t know why she’d make up all that stuff, but it’s just…it’s lies. I didn’t do anything. And that biker guy. That Thompson. You know what bikers are like. They murder and rape people and deal in drugs and…and this is all illegal and that guard bitch broke into my house and shocking me is cruel and unusual punishment and…”

Frank went on and on. He spoke for maybe 15 minutes without pause, protesting his innocence and accusing everybody of being in a big conspiracy. Finally, however, he ran down. He was repeating himself, and the women just watched him and listened to him, and…and it all seemed hopeless. He finally stopped talking.

The women above him talked briefly among themselves, then the blonde spoke again.

“Mr. Rutherford, it is the opinion of this court, based on scientific evidence, that you did maliciously and with intent administer a foreign substance to Mr. Penny Thornton, and that while Ms Thornton was under the influence of this drug you did commit sexual crimes against her, including rape and sodomy, and forced her to do fellatio on your person.”

Frank was shaking his head, stunned, and in his head, though he knew it was all the truth, he was trying desperately to convince himself that it wasn’t the truth.

“It is, therefore, the sentence of this court that you be held in custody for 24 hours, to meditate upon your crimes. At the end of 24 hours you will be spanked.”

“What?” Frank looked up, his mouth open in surprise. “I’m going to be spanked?”

But the women didn’t answer him. They were already filing out of the light that surrounded them.

“That’s it? I’m supposed to have raped somebody and you’re going to spank me?”

He didn’t understand that his words were actually sounding like a protest at the lightness of his punishment.

“That’s it? Spank me?”

In his head it felt like a barrel of monkeys were trying to play musical instruments.

A spanking?

He could take a spanking on his head! That was nothing! Absolutely nothing!

“That’s all you got? A spanking? You fucking bitches put me through this for a fucking spanking!”

The lights went on and Frank looked around. He was in a big warehouse room. Everything polished. Chairs stacked. The dais stood in front of him, now looking smaller and…and inconsequential, just a piece of big furniture.

“You’re going to spank me?” His voice was hollow and disbelieving.

As the guard motioned him to walk to a door, and back to his cell, he began to chuckle, and the chuckle became a laugh. high and shrill, loud and long.

They were going to spank him.


PART TWO

Frank was not taken back to his ‘cell,’ he was put in another room. This cell had a bunk against one wall, a small desk with a swivel chair against the other wall. There was a toilet in one corner. There was even a window opposite the door.

The door clicked behind him and he stood in the center of the room and inspected the room.

The furniture was bolted to the floor. There was a jug of water on the small desk. In two upper corners of the room were cameras.

He walked to the window and looked out. He could see miles and miles of pasture, dotted with trees. Cows grazed in the pasture, swishing their tails, heads bent to mow the grass. It was like a peaceful painting.

Frank sat down on the bed. He looked at his junk, encased in a weird plastic contraption. He tugged on it, but it was there to stay. He was about to lie down when he heard the door click. He looked up just as the door swung back and an older lady entered the room.

“Good morning, Frank.”

Frank didn’t say anything. As she crossed to the desk she said, “You are being watched through the cameras in the upper corners of the room. Any attempt to violate my person in any manner and you will be shocked. Okay?”

Frank just stared at her.

She was five and a half feet tall, probably 50 years old. A little thick in the middle, a hefty bosom, and a grey bubble cut atop her square face. She turned the swivel chair and sat down facing him.

“I’m here to counsel you during the 24 hour period. If you don’t wish for me to be present that is fine. I’m quite willing to leave you to your meditations. But I must first explain a couple of things to you.”

“Yeah?” Frank couldn’t help it, he sounded challenging.

“My name is Gloria, I am a member of some position in the Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

“Yeah. What is that?”

“I’ll explain in a minute. First, I must ask you, is there anything you would like? In the way of reading materials?”

Frank didn’t read much, so he just kept his trap shut.

“Would you like to speak to anyone of faith? We have members who are quite practiced in all faiths. They would be quite willing to meet with you.”

Frank shook his head. He wanted to find out about this ‘society’ thing.

“Okay, then let me explain how this 24 hours work. You are given this time to contemplate upon your misdeeds. You will be given opportunity to make any confession you see fit. I suggest you avail yourself of this opportunity. If you have other crimes you have committed it is helpful to relieve yourself of that burden. During this time anything you say will not be used against you. You have already received sentence, and until that sentence is carried out you may not be subjected to any other punishment. That is a loophole you may use. Do you understand what I have said so far?”

“Yeah. I got it.”

“Very well. Before I answer any questions you might have…you will be served a meal this evening. It is the last meal you will receive before punishment is administered. Do you have any special dishes you might prefer?”

He snorted. Dishes. “So I get a last meal.”

“An ominous way to put it, but yes. You won’t get to eat tomorrow morning before punishment because it will likely not stay down.”

I want ribs, falling off the bone. Mashed potatoes. And lots of ice cream.” He had a sneer on his face while he made his order. Again, he was disdainful, challenging.

Gloria didn’t blink. “Would you like butter, sour cream? Chives.”

“Yeah. Sure. All of that.”

She nodded. “Okay then. If you have questions I will do my best to answer them.

“What’s this Ladies’ Sissy thing?”

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society was initiated by a lady, our leader, whose name is Silithia. It was obvious that the normal institutions of law in this country, and around the world, did not take care of women. Women could be abused, beaten, raped, even murdered, and the courts treated the victims like they were guilty.

“Rape victims, in particular were subjected to unreasonable violations of their body to procure evidence. They were interrogated mercilessly, with no regard for their feelings. The Ladies’ Sissy Society was designed to offer real justice, an alternative to the mockery that modern society has offered.

“Yes, we have to procure evidence, but it is done quickly and without fanfare.

“Yes, we have to speak to the victims, but any ‘interrogation’ respects the victim.

“The perpetrator, yourself in this case, is afforded his chance to present his own witnesses, conduct cross examinations, and so on, but without the usual demeaning and abusive circus.

“If you consider your trial, and the manner in which you were treated you will see that my description is accurate.”

“You bitches shocked me! And those biker assholes punched me!”

“There was sufficient evidence against you, and we do not wish any fanfare concerning what we do. For any undue violence we do apologize, but you were secured quickly and efficiently.”

“When do I get some clothes?”

“You don’t.”

Frank stared at her.

“As you are awaiting one of the more severe punishments you are on suicide watch. Your bed sheets are not of sufficient strength for you to hang or choke yourself. Your writing implements, should you wish to make a written statement they are in the desk, are not of sufficient substance to allow you to stab yourself or otherwise injure yourself.

“In the event you do come up with a method to harm yourself…you are being watched. You will be shocked, women will come into the room and rescue you, and your next accommodations will include chains.”

Frank snorted.

Gloria continued with her explanation, “Silithia has established various methods to right the balance in society and give womankind her proper place.

“In addition to the Ladies’ Sissy Society there are programs to begin changing women into men.”

This one got to Frank, and his mouth opened.

“Oh, yes. It has been scientifically proven that women are superior, and there are programs to help men begin a transition and ascension. We are an open and loving society who wish only to avail all humankind of the opportunity to ascend to the highest stages of which they are capable.”

“You…you change men into women.”

“Oh, yes. Of course, the man must earn this privilege. He must prove that he is of a sturdy mind and able to withstand the challenge of transition.”

Frank shook his head. He couldn’t believe all this. Then he had a thought. He looked at Gloria. “You said this spanking thing is one of the more severe punishments?”

“Yes. Quite so. The punishment should fit the crime. And I will tell you, serious consideration was given to castration in your case.”

“You would have cut my…my…”

“Your nuts off. Quickly and efficiently. If that had been your sentence we wouldn’t be speaking right now. You would be sans testicles by now.”

“But…that’s fucking nuts.”

“Interesting choice of words,” Gloria spoke in a droll manner, for the first time revealing that there was anything besides tour guide to her personality. “The range of punishments begins with simple apologies and amendments. On the upper end there are whippings, spankings, and…castration.

“To tell the truth, we actually don’t like to castrate males, and that punishment is saved for a last resort. We don’t like to neuter males because if they do reach a place where they are eligible to become women the presence of testicles is necessary. If we take your testicles we won’t be able to alter your body so that it has ovaries, the proper balance of hormones, and so on.

“It is considered extremely cruel punishment to deprive a man of the ability to be a woman.”

Frank took this in, and realized that he was having trouble thinking about it all. Men into women? One woman, this ‘Silithia’ person, in charge of transitioning the world. It was worse than a conspiracy theory.”

“So why is spanking considered so harsh? I mean, it’s just a spanking, right?”

“I am not at liberty to apprise you of the details. It is considered cruel and unusual as it would cause you much mental anguish.”

“Mental stress. Huh!” Frank soughed.

“At any rate, I’m done here. Are you sure there’s nothing you would like to read?”

“Nah.” He was sure they wouldn’t have comic books, or the Walking Dead compendium.

“Then if you have questions you can talk to the camera and I will be summoned. Oh, and by the way, we have notified any important women in your life, and they will have the opportunity to visit you. Is there any woman you would like to speak to specifically? I am speaking more of confessional speech than ordering a low level woman for her favors.”

Frank just shook his head.

“Then, Mr. Rutherford, our meeting is at an end. I may speak to again, but if you choose not to speak to me, I wish you well with your punishment. I truly hope you survive…and with an enlightened frame of mind.”

She stood up, walked to the door, which opened, and left. The door swung shut and ‘clicked.’

Frank lay on the bunk. From his position he could see through the window, at least a portion of sky. He watched wispy clouds trail by in the far blue.

He couldn’t believe his situation. He had never been in jail. In all the time he had roofied girls he had never been caught. And he wasn’t one for burglary or writing bad checks or any of that stuff.

And now to be caught for one stupid girl. Heysoos wipe his butt, this was ridiculous.

After an hour he was bored. So he slept for a while. Then he woke up and was bored some more.

Finally, he figured it was only about noon, he heard the ‘click’ of the door. From his position on the bed he looked at the door.

The door swung open and two women entered. One was the tall guard, holding the remote shocker thing. The other…the other one he didn’t recognize. But she looked familiar.

She was a short girl, blonde and well put together, a sweet face, but a little hard. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. Had no make up on.

Pity, thought Frank. He liked them sharp and shapely, and make up always helped. He sat up and looked at the two women.

“You don’t recognize me?”

He cocked his head and stared at her. She was familiar, and she recognized him…but from where?”

“You gave me drug and…and did things to me, and you don’t even know who I am.”

He shrugged, at a disadvantage and not liking it.

“Do you remember going to movie? The Joker? You bought me popcorn and mild duds. We sat in the back row and…and you kissed me.”

Bingo! Frank grinned and snapped his fingers. Then he stopped grinning.

“That’s right. You took me back to your apartment where we had a few drinks and you…you took advantage of me. Do you remember me now?”

He took all emotion off his face and leaned back against the wall. “Yeah. Yeah. We had a good time.”

“You mean you had a good time. I was destroyed after that night. I don’t trust men, I’m afraid to go out with men.”

“So be a Lesbian,” he snapped. “Don’t blame me just because you’re off your nut.”

“Off my…” she took in a breath and controlled herself. “When they told me that you had been arrested, and were going to be punished, I hoped you would…say something…help me understand. But I can see I was wrong. You’re just a selfish asshole, and you deserve whatever they do to you.”

She turned and left the room. The tall guard contemplated him briefly, then followed the girl.

Click.

Only a few minutes had passed. Frank sighed in disgust and laid back down and returned to being bored A few minutes later, however, he heard the click of the door again. It was Gloria.

“Hello, Frank,” she said as she took the swivel chair.

“Yeah.”

“That went poorly.”

“What? You mean that crazy bitch?”

Gloria pursed her lips and looked at him dourly. “That ‘crazy bitch’ has been in and out of therapy. She can’t hold a relationship together, and it all started with one date with you.”

“Blame me for the world,” Frank muttered. He had not sat up, but was lying on his back, his head cradled in his hands and held up to look at her.

“Frank, I don’t think you understand what an opportunity you have here. You are in the never never land between sentencing and punishment. You can’t be punished further, and that includes the levying  of punishment, or even future trial for crimes you admit to while in this period.

“You have a chance to speak freely and openly, honestly. You have a chance to understand what you did, be it through the eyes of your victims. I encourage you to take advantage of this time.”

“Ahh!” Frank waved her off rudely. “I don’t need no bitches schoolin’ me.”

Gloria nodded. “You’re a piece of work, Frank Rutherford.”

“You bet I am.”

She stood up and left the room.

More boredom. More clouds in the sky. Frank wished they’d get on with it. He was already tired of all this bullshit.

Click.

“Frank?”

“Ma?”

Frank stood up.

There were two guards. One was the tall one, she held the remote and said, “There will be no physical contact.”

The other one held on to his mother’s arm.

The guard: “Sit down.”

There was a total no nonsense look in her eyes. Frank knew she was serious, so he sat down.

“Frank. How could you do this…this thing you did?”

“I didn’t do anything. They made it all up. I been railroaded.”

“But the evidence! And the girl, this Penny, she passed a lie detector test!”

Frank studied his mother. She was skinny, tired looking, and she had been crying.

For him, he knew.

“Frank, I have to tell you, I joined the Ladies’ Sissy Society last year. I have even sat in judgment. What you are saying…I know how the ladies work. I know how serious and thorough they are. Please, son. Don’t lie to me.”

“You’re one of them?” This stunned Frank.

“Frank, Gloria told me that you have shown no remorse. Please, son, try to understand. These women are beautiful people, you must not mistreat them. You have to—“

Frank sighed.

His mother picked up on his attitude.

“Frank…”

But he was closed to her.

She turned and left the room. There was defeat in her shoulders, and the door closed with a sad ‘click.’

Gloria didn’t show up after that, and Frank watched some more sky. He wished he had a cigarette. Or maybe a quart of whiskey. He wanted to be done with this stupid stuff. Spank him and get over it.

And, in the midst of boredom, Frank started fantasizing.

The next girl he met he would be more careful. He would rent a room, cash only, and maybe grow a mustache. Then, after he had had his fun, they wouldn’t be able to find him, and he could shave off his mustache.

Yeah. And he would meet the next girls in a variety of places, avoid a ‘modus operandi’ thing. He could have his fun, and this stupid Ladies’ Sissy Society could go to hell.

So thinking, he dozed, happy in his make believe world, dreaming his dreams of degradation and abuse.

Click.

The door opened and the guard pushed a cart in. “Stay on your bed.”

Frank did so.

The guard took two plates off the cart. She placed them on the desk. Then one bowl. She left the room.

Frank got up and sauntered over to the desk. The plates were covered. Two were hot, and one was cold, moisture condensing on the sides.

He lifted one cover and almost fell over. A big rack of ribs, more than he could eat, and the aroma almost overwhelmed him.

The next platter held a smaller plate of mashed potatoes. There were two little cups, one of butter, the other of sour cream and chives.

The final platter, the cold one, had ice cream. Moose Tracks. His favorite.

Frank grinned and sat down. He picked at the ribs with his fingers, he only had a plastic spoon for the potatoes and ice cream, and the meat fell off the bone.

Suddenly he was ravenous. He hadn’t had anything for breakfast or lunch. And, according to Gloria, he wasn’t getting anything else for a while. He devoured the ribs, and they were the best tasting ribs he had ever had in his life.

Then the mashed potatoes, drenched in butter and sour cream, those stupid, little green things all over them. He shoveled the potatoes into his maw and knew he was out of control.

Finally, the ice cream. It galloped down his throat, soothing and tasting so good. For a meal, this was close to heaven.

Finally, he got up and went to the bunk. He laid down and closed his eyes. Fuck, that was good!

Snore.

But he slept restlessly. He wasn’t really tired, just bored, and he kept wondering what the big deal about a spanking was.

At one point he wondered whether they would have a gorilla administer the spanking. That would be something. And he giggled at the thought of a woman gorilla, in bra and panties, spanking him.

He gazed at the empty plates midway through the evening. He wasn’t hungry, but he was bored, and he wanted to eat to relieve the boredom.

Some time after mid night he got up and stood by the window. He watched the darkness, searched for shapes, even clouds in the sky, but it was too dark.

He finally went back to bed, and in the early morning he fell into a deep sleep.

Click.

Frank opened his eyes.

Two guards at the door.

“Well,” he said, and swung around to a sitting position.

He didn’t yawn, he wasn’t tired, he was quite wired. Time to get this spanking thing over with.

They walked him down a corridor, down some stairs, and into a basement.

There were about a hundred women waiting for him. No men. They sat in folding chairs around the edges of the room. Most of them were dressed, but a few had no clothes on. In the center of the room was an odd looking bench.

“We don’t have many spankings, and the ladies like to watch,” said Gloria who moved up to his side. “They want to see how it works, what the benefits are, how it might change you.”

“A spanking is going to change me. I hate to tell you, lady, my old man used to spank me.”

“Yes, well, we’ll try to do better.”

Frank stared at the older lady. She had a very dry manner about her statement.

He was marched out to the center of the basement, and all talk died down. He was now the center of attention.

The machinery in the center of the basement was a bench. Sort of. There was a padded board for him to lie on, looked a bit contoured. There was a hole where his dick would be, and four little platforms on the legs of the table.

“We’re going to take your chastity device off. No resistance,” the guard warned. Another woman, same topknot and harsh make up, removed the device and his dick immediatley boned up. It stuck right out and he turned and looked a tthe woman starign at him. His cock pointed at them and bobbed.

“Get on,” commanded the guard. She was watching him closely, and he had no doubt that if he showed the slightest bit of reluctance she was going to press the remote, and they would put him on the machine.

Frank stepped up to the machine. It was pretty self-explanatory, and he threw a leg over the bench and lay on his belly. His cock went through the little hole. His knees were on two of the platforms, and his elbows were on the other two. The platforms were padded and quite comfortable.

“Hunh,” he grunted.

Two women stepped forward and fastened straps around his arms and legs. He was totally fastened to the machine. He could still move his back up and down, but the women quickly fixed that. They fastened a large strap around his back. He could now move his butt up and down, and wiggle his head.

His butt nobody cared about, but they attached a kind of harness to secure his head.

He lay there, and his dick was super hard. Hanging through the hole in the table, a hundred women watching him, tied down so he couldn’t move…he was feeling very horny.

“What is this? Some kind of BDSM crap?” he asked of no one.

Gloria knelt next to him. He could hear the sound of something being rolled up behind him. It sounded heavy, but he couldn’t move his head to look.

“This is not BDSM, Frank, although you will shortly think otherwise.”

“What is it, then?”

“Frank, you abused a girl, against her will. We are about to abuse you against your will.”

Frank listened. Whatever they had rolled up to him was right behind the bench he was on, and he could sense women moving behind him. Suddenly somebody grabbed his cock. He gasped, and his cock was shoved into…something.

“What is that?” he blurted.

“That is a milking machine. You are about to be milked.”

“But I thought I was going to be spanked?”

“You are. This is just part of the procedure.”

“But I…I…”

“Frank, calm down and I will explain.”

Frank was breathing with difficulty now. He felt the big machine being pulled closer to the back of the bench, he felt a couple of lurches, and heard sounds, and it sounded like they were fastening the bench and the machine together.

“I think you guys better let me go.” His bravado was disappearing faster than mice at a cat convention.

“Frank. You caused pain in the name of sex. If you truly understood what you caused you never would have caused it. This spanking will educate you, it will show you what you did, and it is then hoped that you will be loathe to ever cause such pain again.

“Suddenly somebody was pulling his buns apart and squirting something in his butt. It was cool and slick, and he realized it was lubricant.

“Hey! Hey! What are you guys doing?”

“You put something in Penny, and now something is being put in you.”

“You can’t do that! You can’t…it’s not fair!”

“Was it fair what you did to her?”

Suddenly he felt something being pushed into him. Because of the lubrication it went in easily. He felt his rim expand, then he felt the sensation of something being inserted into his anal cavity.

“You should heed your lesson, Frank, because after this, should you backslide, comes castration.”

“You guys…you guys…” his teeth were chattering. Somebody was feeling his ass, touching something to it. Something flat and hard. The dildo, or whatever it was, was just sitting in him, not moving.

“They are positioning the paddle,” explained Gloria, knowing what he was feeling, what he was thinking.

“Look, I’m sorry. You don’t have to go any further. I’ll never hurt anybody again. I’ll never to the drug thing again…”

“That is good, Frank. Please take this lesson to heart.”

He felt bodies moving, then the paddle, or whatever it was, was lifted off his ass.

“Can you not do this?” he begged.

“Sorry, Frank. You have to learn there are consequences in this world. But I will tell you this: when everything is at its darkest, when you think you can’t take any more, force yourself to relax. You will have reached a point where being rigid will stop you from climaxing. If you can relax, then your natural desire to squirt will reassert itself. Honestly, if you want to survive this…if you want to stay sane…then you must learn to relax. We’re going to start now. Are you ready.”

“No…no…let me go. I don’t want to do this.”

“Sorry, Frank.” Gloria stepped away and gave a nod to the women at the back of the apparatus. A switch was flicked and he heard the milking machine start up.

Chunka chunka, and he felt the tube around his penis contract.

“Hey…hey” he blurted.

He tried to wiggle his hips, and the only result was that he drove his dick into the tube.

It felt good. He lowered his hips again, drove his dick into the tube, and the mechanism sucked him, massaged him, then stopped.

“Hey! What’s happ—“

The plastic penis inside his rectum started to rise, and it made him lift his ass up. His penis slid back from the milking tube, and…it felt good! This wasn’t so bad! Even the big dick in his fanny was feeling pretty good!

Then Gloria nodded and another switch was flicked.

Frank heard the motor start up, he heard the creak of gears, and, suddenly…SMACK!

He yelped at the sudden pain on his butt, and his butt shied away from the pain, which drove his dick into the milking machine, which sucked him and felt so good.

Then the dildo went in and lifted up, and his butt was raised.

SMACK!

Down he went, into the milker.

Chugga chugga, gears turned and the dildo raised up and his butt went up.

SMACK!

Down he went, into the milker.

Up he came, on the point of the dildo.

SMACK!

Down he went.

Up he came.

SMACK!

“Hey! Hey!” Frank was yelping with each smack of the large ping pong shaped fanny smacker.

Gloria knelt next to him.

“Everything all right, Frank?”

“Get me off this thing!”

SMACK!

He jerked down and the penis went to work.

SMACK!

“We have attached electrodes to you, and a computer will monitor you. If you have heart flutters or something, the machine will adjust so that you are not in danger of being physically maimed.

“But…but…”

SMACK!

“This is what you did, Frank. You caused pain, and now you are learning what that pain feels like.”

“But…but…”

“Frank. Pay attention now. You will be spanked until you have cum ten times. That’s how long a spanking lasts. It can be over quickly, if you can keep having cums. It can last for days if you aren’t a good cummer. Do you understand?

“Bu—“

SMACK!

Down into pleasure, up on the point of a dick.

SMACK!

“And don’t worry, Frank. If you go insane we will have you institutionalized until some degree of sanity returns.”

“You can’t—“

SMACK!

“—do this! You can’t—“

SMACK!

He was crying now. His ass was already red. And he became accustomed to the sound of the machine.

SMACK, as the paddle flattened his ass.

Shlurp, as the milker engaged.

Chunka chunka, as the motor drove the dildo to lift his ass.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Around the room the ladies watched. Mostly silently, but there were a few scattered conversations as they discussed the procedure.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Frank listened to the sound, came to hate it, and his groin started to feel warm.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Then it was hot, and he felt the building of fluids.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Suddenly, he squirted. Oh, God! It felt good!…until… SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Crap! he thought.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Down into the milker he went, up he came, his penis being sucked quite efficiently, but he had just cum, he didn’t have another cum in him! At least, not right away.

“Please…” he stuttered. SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… “Let me go…” SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

His mind fastened on the sound, tried to ignore it, but the dread of the spank was too much, and he began sobbing.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

His dick was flaccid, but still held prisoner by the milker. Slowly, after long minutes, it began to get hard again.

The ladies watching him.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

The feeling of his dick being abused endlessly.

An hour later he came again.

He felt like his ass was exploding with every smack, and his dick felt raw and like it didn’t want to ever be in a pussy again.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

He entered a land of daze. His body falling and rising. His ass an explosion of hurt. His dick feeling worn out.

Three hours later he came again. And it was not a pleasurable cum. The first two had been. In spite of the pain, he enjoyed the spurting of squirt. but now, thousands of spanks into his punishment, his third cum felt like somebody was running his dick through a wringer.

Back into the land of daze, now no longer fighting the mighty smack, now letting it lower him into pleasure that wasn’t pleasure any more. Now letting the dick lift his fanny up to the endless smack of the giant ‘hand’ on his checks.

Suddenly the speed of the machine shifted. It went slower, and Gloria whispered to him. “The computer picked up an anomaly in your heart beat. It’s adjusting.

Frank said something back, but wasn’t sure what.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Some eternity later he felt a fourth cum. A terrible dribble of pain that made his whole body fight the straps holding him down.

SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka…

Now he was begging, whimpering, crying to be let go. He would never, ever, never hurt a girl again. He understood now, and couldn’t they please let him go?

They couldn’t, and the machine kept going on and on. The paddle swirled around, smacking him down.

The dildo went in and in, lifting him up.

SMACK!

Somewhere around smack seven he gave up. He laid there and let the machine abuse him.

The machine stopped.

Gloria knelt by his ear. “How long can you give up, Frank? How long before your dick wants pleasure and descends into the milker?”

She backed up, and Frank wondered. And the wonder became a question, and a confusion, and…finally…desire.

He pumped down.

Shlurp…chunka chunka…SMACK!

He screamed.

By nine he wasn’t, in any sense of the word, sane. But his punishment had been so well crafted that he still felt it, and he still had the wherewithal of mind to know that he had done a bad thing, and now a bad thing was being done to him.

And he should never, ever, never hurt a girl again.

The tenth cum, and the machine ground to a stop.

Frank lay on the bench. He didn’t know where he was or even when he was. He was sobbed out. His butt felt like somebody had exploded a bundle of C4 on top of it. His dick felt so empty he didn’t think he would ever want to cum again.

Hands unfastened the straps holding him.

He was lifted onto a gurney and the doctor bent over him with a stethoscope. She listened for a moment, examined his ass minutely, and then gave a nod. He was rolled out of the basement.


EPILOGUE

Frank Rutherford walked gingerly down the street. It had been months since his punishment, yet he still walked funny.

He thought maybe his muscles had been pounded into a new shape.

More likely, it was probably just a mental quirk.

For the weeks after his punishment he had been afraid to even talk to a woman. But as the pain left and his pecker once again began to stand up, the fear left him.

But the fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society didn’t.

Did he have the desire to abuse any woman?

Not really.

Was it because of the spanking he had endured?

Probably.

Was it because he had a definite fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?’

Absolutely.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little tales.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


Have you read the other books in the Castration Chronicles?
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THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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