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	CHAPTER ONE 

	  

	 

	That did it! I had had all I could take!  

	We were at the mall and Henry couldn’t stop ogling woman. 

	“Oh, baby, look at that one! She’s got to have double Ds!” Or, “Look at those Kazingas!” Or, “Wouldn’t I like to push my face in those puppies!” 

	Enough was enough, I’d had all I could stand, I was putting my foot down. 

	“Henry! That’s enough.” 

	But all he did was snicker. Then, he said the worst thing he could have said, “Aw, you’re just jealous.” 

	Jealous? Me? Dawn Smith? Of boobs? 

	I had a very nice set of ta tas of my own, thank you. The nerve of that man! 

	“Henry, I can’t handle any more of your obsessing on boobs!” 

	He frowned, finally got it, and shut up for a while. But his eyes didn’t shut up, they were working over time. They looked like cartoon eyes, the kind that bulge out of the socket when Jessica Rabbit walks by. 

	Finally, we were driving home. He was humming, no doubt lost in his memories of mammaries. I was still pissed. 

	Now Henry isn’t a bad man. He’s quite a good man. He’s just got this little problem with boobs. He stares at them, he leers, he drools, he makes crude remarks. 

	And then, when we get home, he’s all horny and wants to fuck me. 

	Except, how’s a woman supposed to feel when a man gets turned on by someone else, and then it’s like he just wants to use you? 

	I looked at him while he drove. Thirty-five years old. Handsome. Quick to grin and quick to joke. He wasn’t particularly muscular, sort of slender, actually. He wore his hair longish, I could have made a nice bob out of it, or even a longer cut. Unfortunately, he liked it in a ‘man bun,’ and I thought that was silly. It was like walking around with a ball on top of his head. Hello! 

	“Henry. I know you like breasts, but you’ve really gone too far.” 

	“Aw, Dawn. You know it means nothing. Women like to look good, and I like to appreciate them, and I always bring my love to you.” 

	“Yeah, after getting excited over somebody else. That’s pretty cruel.” 

	And then he said it again. “You’ve got some nice breasts, but they could be bigger. So you can’t blame me for looking at bigger breasts.” 

	Oh, I was seething. I was red inside, flaming, so pissed off…and I said, “You’re stupid, Henry. Big breasts are a bother. They hurt the back. Bras cut into them more if they’re bigger. You may think you like big breasts, but you wouldn’t if you had them.” 

	He just laughed. “Baby! If I had a pair of bosoms, a big pair of real bazookas, I would strut them around and show the world. You wouldn’t hear me complaining about a little extra weight.” 

	He just made me madder, and I wasn’t even speaking when he turned into the driveway and parked the car. 

	We got out, he brought in the bags, and I went into the bathroom to sulk. I just sat there on the porcelain throne and stewed. He thought big boobs were nothing but a blessing for him to look at. He didn’t know anything. Why, if he—and it hit me. 

	If he had boobs that would change his mind. 

	I went into the bedroom and checked out my closet. I had bras that were big enough for me, but I didn’t have any that were big enough for him. Still I picked out the biggest one I had. 

	“Henry?” I asked, strolling into the living room. 

	He looked up from his paper. 

	I tossed the bra to him. “Put this on.” 

	He got a twisted grin as he held it up and looked at it. “What’s this?” 

	“It’s a bra, numb nuts. Put it on.” 

	“Why?” 

	“Because I’m going to prove that you’re a dope.” 

	He just laughed at me. Then he put his newspaper down, took off his shirt, and put the bra on. And he got it backwards. Men never know how to put on a bra, so I helped him. I showed him how to clasp it in front, then pull it around his body so the cups were in front. I lengthened the straps, helped him put the straps over his shoulder…and frowned. 

	His chest was just a little bit bigger than mine, and I knew it wasn’t going to work. And I suddenly had this vision. Him with real boobs. And the boobs would be too wide on his body. Unless, of course, they were REALLY big. 

	“Satisfied?” he asked. The look on his face showed he was laughing. 

	“Not by a long shot.” I wasn’t happy with it, but I still wanted to load up the cups. I wanted to see what he looked like, what kinds of things I was going to have to do to make him stacked. “Go get a couple of condoms, fill them up big as bowling balls, then we’ll see if I’m satisfied.” 

	Chuckling, he went into the bedroom and returned shortly with a couple of Trojans. He went into the kitchen, pulled the necks of over the faucet and started filling. 

	“Bowling balls, eh?”  

	The ‘falsies’ got bigger and heavier and started stretching the neck. “This big enough?” 

	“Hell, you’re not a tit man, you’re a pussy man.” I snickered. 

	He frowned, and kept filling them. Finally, he had two big boobs, bigger than mine, and I wondered if they would even fit in my bra. 

	“Here we go,” I muttered, my tongue sticking out the side of my mouth as I helped him put them in the cups. 

	It was a poor fit. The condoms bulged over the lip of the cup, and finally one fell out. It burst on the floor and Henry just laughed and laughed. 

	Then he took my hand and led me into the bedroom. 

	“Look,” he said, as he shed his pants. “I know what you’re trying to do, but it just won’t work. You can’t embarrass me with a pair of falsies. 

	He stood there in his tighty whiteys, grinning. He was still wearing the bra, and I was staring at him, and suddenly I realized that I wasn’t mad anymore. Instead, I felt a little warm down there. A little moist. With a shock, I realized that seeing him in a bra, even an unfilled one, was making me horny. 

	“Suck in your gut,” I said, staring at his body. 

	He got a puzzled look on his face, then pulled in his breath, and I could see it. He had a body that could, with a little work, be very feminine. And I felt a hot breeze wash through me. 

	Fuck! My husband with boobs? What was I thinking? But I couldn’t stop thinking. And I had a thought: if he loves big boobs so much…maybe it’s because deep down he wants some. 

	“What?” he asked, seeing the odd look on my face. 

	“Wear that bra to bed.” 

	“What?” He tilted his head and gave me a look. 

	“Listen, Henry, Mr. Tit Man, there’s something about seeing you in a bra that is just making me horny. Now wear it to bed.” 

	“I won’t.” He started to take it off. 

	“Chicken? Embarrassed?” 

	He stopped trying to reach the back clasps. He realized that he was going to have figure out how to get the straps off his shoulders and how to pull the bra around. He didn’t have enough flexibility to just undo the clasps. 

	“Help me out,” he asked. 

	I laughed. Sort of an evil laugh. 

	“No. And get a couple of more condoms. Only fill them up halfway, and let’s see how you really look.” 

	“No.” 

	“Honey?” I sweetened my voice and smiled suggestively. “If you do this for me you’re going to be a very happy man.” 

	He picked up on that, and I realized that I could get him to wear a bra, and have boobs, if I just played him a little. 

	He grabbed another pair of condoms and went and filled them up, this time to a reasonable amount. He stuffed them into the bra and came back into the bedroom. 

	“This is silly,” he muttered. But his dick was sticking out in front. But was he just horny for a good fuck? Or because he was wearing boobs? 

	I went to him, took him in my arms and bent him back a little, and I kissed him. 

	That’s right. He didn’t kiss me, I kissed him. I took charge of his mouth, and I felt those wonderful fake tits, and he could feel my horniness overwhelm him. 

	“Heysos Xristos!” He whispered, when I backed off. 

	I pushed him on the bed and I mounted him. Not him on me, but me on him. I was in male superior position, and I slid down his harder than normal shaft. 

	“Wow!” he gulped. Usually he laid on me, pumped a bit, and squirted, and I was left to fend for myself. 

	Now I was taking charge.  He started to lurch and I leaped up and grabbed his cock. “Don’t you fucking dare!” 

	I waited until the throbbing slowed down. 

	“I’ve got to—“ his voice was strangled. 

	I kissed him, hard, and made it so he couldn’t talk. 

	I said, “I’ve never been so horny. And I’m not going to let you cum until I cum. I’ve got to have it!” 

	“Okay,” his breathing was choppy. 

	I got on him again and positioned myself. “And don’t try to grab me or control me. You got that?” 

	“Okay,” and I think he was sort of awed. I think he liked it better than the usual in and out. 

	I slid down his meat pole and let out a groan of pleasure.  

	He stared at me with big eyes. 

	I grabbed his chest, through the cups, and I squeezed. 

	He blinked. It felt good. Not good like when you have real breasts, but it was still good. 

	And I started to squirt. My hips shimmied and I lurched and my head went back. First I grabbed his water ballon tits, then I grabbed my tits and pulled them, and his mouth opened in stunned surprise. He had never seen me so horny. 

	Ripples made me buck, my back kept hunching, then arching, and the orgasm washed through me. 

	And Henry, silly man, missed his chance. I was so wrapped up in the white hot thrill that over whelmed me that he could have squirted. But he was watching me, and when I was done, and he remembered and started to move, I got off him. 

	“Hey!” 

	I lay on him, and I said. “You’re not cuming tonight.” 

	“Why not?” He was actually whining. 

	“Because I want to play with you. This is the weekend, and I want you to wear my bra, with those balloons in it, all weekend long. You got that?” 

	“I don’t want—“ 

	I grabbed his hard cock and squeezed it. He flinched and grabbed my wrist with one hand, but I wasn’t letting go. “You got it?” 

	And he gave up. “Okay!” he gasped. “But, please, let go!” 

	I let go, then I went back to kissing him, feeling him, stroking his erection. 

	For a long hour we just made out, him horny and deprived, and me just horny. Even though I had just cum, the sight of him in that bra brought out the beast in me. 

	Finally, however, I backed off. 

	I actually didn’t want to, but I knew that if I didn’t let him get some sleep he might be grouchy on the morrow. 

	I got up, tossed my blue peignoir to him. “And wear that. Now go to sleep, I’ll be in a little later.” 

	Dazed, he got up and pulled the peignoir around his body and tied it. 

	I watched him. 

	“I have to go to bed now?” 

	I couldn’t believe it, it was like he was asking my permission. He really wanted to cum, and this was good, and I was going to take advantage of this frame of mind. 

	“Yes.” 

	So he got in bed, and I trotted out to the computer. 

	A half hour later he was still awake. Of course. That boner I had given him was doing its job. 

	“I really need to cum!” 

	“Tomorrow,” I said. “Now get over on my side of the bed.” 

	He blinked. I was making him wear my underwear, and now I was making him sleep on my side of the bed. This was a definite switch for him. 

	I crawled into bed, curled around him, one hand on a boob, and nestled my head into his neck. 

	He couldn’t sleep, but I could. I slept deep, and when I awoke once, at four in the morning, he was still awake. At least his boner was. 

	I just snuggled some more and went back to sleep. I had ordered some stuff for Amazon, one day delivery, and I was actually going to get some of the stuff by Saturday afternoon. 

	Snore. 

	  

	 

	“You what?” I couldn’t believe my years. 

	“I jacked off.” He stood there, smiling stupid, quite pleased with himself. 

	“But…but…I had plans!” 

	“And I had needs. Between the two…” he shrugged. 

	I stood there, a king size bra in my hands, perfect for Mr. Bozo Butt. And he was no longer horny. Son of a…. 

	I sighed. “Okay. Then…crap!” 

	He laughed. “That’ll teach you to leave me high and dry.” 

	I was so horny, and I had planned to put boobs on him, and get hornier, and now…all my plans were out the window. 

	Well, two could play that game. And women were a lot better at it than men. 

	So the day passed. And the next. And I smiled politely, tamped my rage down, and waited. 

	And walked around nude. And rubbed up against him. And played with his boner through his pants. 

	But when it came time for sleep, and a little in and out, I was too tired. Yawn. Maybe tomorrow, honey. 

	And, when he wasn’t around I frigged myself blue. I jilled off until I thought my clit would fall off. 

	By mid-week he was already turning blue. He was used to three times a week. Two quickies on Tuesday and Thursday, and a biggie on the weekend. The weekend was when I used all my wiles, sucked him till he jumped for joy, played with his butthole a little, and let him play with my tits until they were sore. 

	Not this week. 

	This week I just played with him, and smiled a lot, and kissed him and stroked him and…by the time Friday rolled around he was definitely feeling it. 

	“Hey, babe,” he moved up behind me, kissed my neck and groped my breasts, “It’s time for a little party.” 

	“Oh, no thanks.” 

	It was my nonchalance that got to him. 

	“What? but why? What’s going on?” 

	“Oh, I found it much more fun to jack off.” 

	His mouth dropped. “Are you actually pissed off about that?” 

	“Nah. But I’m used up. Maybe next weekend. If I have anything left. Let’s see, I came on Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and…oh, yeah. I had a huge orgasm this morning.” 

	“But, honey!” he protested, one hand squeezing his groin in frustration, “You can’t…we have marriage vows! I need to get some lovin!’” 

	I smiled. “Like I needed some last weekend, and you left me dry, and my pussy all parched and dusty, and then you just laughed it off.” 

	“Okay. That was bad. I’ll admit. But two wrongs don’t make a right…let’s forget about it and move on!” 

	For answer I went to the cupboard and took down a bottle of wine. I poured myself a glass and sat at the table. I sat with my legs spread wide, and mocked him with my grin. 

	“Shit,” he broke so easy. “Two can play that game.” He went to the cupboard and took out a bottle of whiskey. I already had an advantage. Women can drink their weight in wine, but men can only drink half their weight in whiskey. 

	He poured himself a glass, threw in some ice cubes and a bit of Coke to sweeten the journey down his throat, then he sat down across from me and grinned. 

	I grinned. 

	He grinned. 

	I sipped. 

	He gulped. 

	15 minutes later he was already loopy, and I suggested. “Why don’t  you unzip Mr. Happy and show him some sunshine?” 

	So he did. He pulled out his hog, which stood right up like the sex starved demon it was, and watched me. 

	A few more minutes and I unbuttoned my blouse. 

	He grinned some more, a veritable fool, and took off his pants. He thought he was getting to me. He. 

	Well, I was a little horny, but he was a lot horny.  

	I took my blouse off. I sat there in a sexy bra and watched him lick his lips and start gulping. And I noticed something interesting. We’re talking, just chatting, trying to ignore the situation even as we played it, and he was looking at my boobs. No eye contact. He didn’t look at me, he just looked at my boobs, and we’re conversing as if he was talking to me. What a man, eh? 

	But the odd thing was…I liked it. Finally being the focus of his attention, even if it was just through my boobs, it made me feel good. And not just good, but wet. I mean, it gave me a sense of power. 

	“Why don’t you take off your shirt?” I suggested. 

	He took off his shirt, leering like a fool, and I said, “Now go put on that heavy duty bra that is on the bed.” 

	He blinked, but he was drunk, and, underneath it all, he was a tit man. He stood up, wobbled a bit, then headed for the bedroom. In a second he was back, trying to fit his male body into a female bra. 

	“Come here,” I said, sounding a little husky. I like bare flesh, especially his bare flesh, and especially when he was about to grow a pair of boobs. 

	Sure, they’d be fake, but it was the idea, you know? 

	So I helped him with the clasps, then turned it the right way, and said, “Now, take a big gulp, then go get a pair of condoms and fill them up. Half of last time.” 

	Dutifully, a gleam in his horny, little eyes, he took a big chug of Coke and whiskey, and headed for the bed room again. In a minute he was back, bent over the sink, looking adorable in his bra, and filling two condoms. 

	Truth is, I had a pair of breast forms. I had ordered them for him during the week. I was pretty confident that I could bend him to my will. But I wanted to see the condom effect. I wanted to see the shapelessness of water balloons filling out his form. 

	He finished filling them up, tied off the ends, and put them in. 

	And my jaw dropped. Not even good shape, but they were so…appropriate to him. To his shape. He looked…delicious. 

	“Come here,” I commanded, my voice raw with emotion. 

	We kissed then. And I mean KISSED. I raped his mouth, I chewed on his lips, I gobbled his tongue.And all the while I groped his chest. He couldn’t feel much, but it was like electricity was shooting through my body. 

	He came up for breath. “Wow!” His eyes were glassy. 

	“Go,” I said, pushing him towards the bedroom. 

	“All right!” he exulted. He thought he had me where he wanted me. But it was me that had him by the short and curlies. 

	“Put this on,” I handed him a slip. 

	“Are you kid—“ 

	“Shut, and do it, if you ever want to squirt again.” 

	I was driven, I had to do this, and my obsession pushed him into compliance. 

	He stepped into the slip, then adjusted his waist. His boner pushed out the slip ridiculously. 

	“Okay, now this…” I tossed him a purple sweater. It was tight on me, so it would be super tight on him. 

	“Aw…” 

	“Henry!” 

	He shrugged, and pulled on the sweater. Oh, yes. It was tight. I had to help him pull it down over his jiggly breasts, but when it was on…Oh. My. God! 

	He had the upper body of a VERY sexy woman. 

	“Are we done?” 

	I pushed him in front of the mirror, and he looked, started to look away, and then…LOOKED! 

	He saw his breasts. The ultimate boob man had his own pair, and I could see it in his eyes. I had him. He had swallowed the hook, the line, the sinker, and then he had pulled the fishing pole right out of my hands and swallowed that, too! 

	“Heysoos Xristo’s mother!” 

	He just stood there, captivated. 

	I handed him a skirt. 

	Without a word, he pulled it on, stuffed the slip in, dick and all, and zipped up the side. 

	“Fuck,” oozed out of me. He was half way there, and I had to finish. 

	I went into my closet and got out my wig. I placed it on his head, adjusted it, and clipped it on. 

	He just stood there, like an ox that had just been slapped by the biggest dick in the world. 

	“Come here,” I pulled him around and pushed him towards my make up table. “Sit,” I pulled my chair out. 

	“Hey, I don’t…” 

	“Yes, you do.” 

	“It’s make up!” 

	“Yes, it is.” 

	“But I’m a guy! I don’t wear—“ 

	I placed my hand over his mouth and whispered “Shush.” 

	We stood there for a long moment, my hand holding his words in. His eyes big and large, and a little frightened. We were inches apart, and I could feel his tits touching mine. 

	“You’re a guy. you’ll always be a guy. But right now…I need a woman.” 

	Now his eyes were really big. 

	I put my hand over the bulge in his skirt. “You want this. You know you do. It’s Halloween in our bedroom, and you get to be yourself, wear what you want. Come on.” 

	I slowly took my hand off his mouth. Oh, he was skittish. I was asking him to go against all his societal conditioning, and it was hard. No pun intended. 

	He shook his head no. 

	I said, “Just the lipstick. Just a little red on your mouth. And then I’m going to kiss you. And fuck you. And you’re going to fuck me.” 

	And, finally, he nodded yes. Just a little dip, but it was yes. 

	I couldn’t believe the glee exploding in my chest. 

	And I couldn’t believe the wetness in my pussy. If you placed a glass between my legs I would have filled it up. 

	He sat down. I brushed his hair back. I pulled his skin slightly, made it taut, and I wanted to go whole hog. I wanted to make him al-l-l the way up. 

	But I controlled myself. 

	My hand was shaking, and I had to take a deep breath and steady myself, and then I used an applicator. It didn’t leave any color. 

	“What’s that?” he was curious. 

	“It’s a plumper. Makes your lips plump and juicy. All the girls will want you.” 

	“Girls?” he lifted an eyebrow. 

	“Honey, what kind of magazines do girls read?” 

	He knew that one easy enough. He had seen me reading lots of mags. “Fashion mags.” 

	“That’s right, we stare at glossies, and we wish we had lips…like yours.” I applied the color then. A bright red, very shiny. A little dark. 

	He stared at himself. He started to lick his lips. 

	“No,” not yet,” I said. 

	My face was right next to his and we stared at him in the mirror. He was a vision of beauty. 

	“Wow.” 

	“Come on,” I pulled him up and dragged him, now without much resistance, to the door mirror. 

	We stood, and, I hate to admit it, and I love to admit it, he looked better than me. 

	Of course I didn’t have any make up on, but it wasn’t just the scorching lips, it was the shape of him. It was his boobs. They were bigger than mine, and, courtesy of a new bra, they were high and proud. 

	“Is that really me?” 

	“Oh, yes. That is the real you. Come on.” 

	I dragged him into the living room. Although ‘dragged’ is definitely not the right word. He was moving with me now, sharing in my giggling, blown out and bulging with sex. 

	I turned on the TV, put on a music channel, and we danced. 

	Oh, God! It was incredible! 

	Our bodies fit together, except for our breasts, which mashed together. We held each other, and we could feel the terrific heat radiating from us. 

	Every once in a while we would turn a special way and I would catch a glimpse of us in a small mirror next to the front door. 

	And every once in a while we would stop, sip a little more wine or whiskey. I loved the look on his face when he stared at the lipstick mark on his glass. His lips. His lipstick. His pounding heart. 

	For an hour we just danced and drank and stared into each others eyes. We were feverish, and couldn’t keep our hands off each other. 

	He felt my tits, and sucked them. 

	And, baby, did I fondle his. 

	And, finally, it was time for bed. 

	“Come on,” and I took his hand. 

	And he, big, strong man, started to scoop me up, to lift me up and carry me into the bedroom. 

	I was having none of that. I laughed and stopped him, and I tried to scoop him up. 

	There we were, drank, horny, and me trying to lift him. 

	I stopped, brush a loose lock of my hair out of my eyes, and said, “Let’s do it this way.” 

	I’m a strong girl, I work out a lot, and I managed to bend at the knee, pull him over my shoulder in a fire man’s carry, and stand up. 

	He was laughing, I was staggering, and I wobbled into the bedroom. Then I simply threw him on the bed. 

	He landed like a floozy. Hair blown, lipstick smeared from kissing, boobs bouncing, and his legs slightly spread. 

	I knelt on the edge of the bed and lifted his slip and skirt, his boner bobbed up. I grabbed it and yelped, “Gotcha!” 

	“Oh, baby,” he whispered. 

	I put my lips on his tool. I sucked on the head. I squeezed his balls, and then I deep throated him. As well as I was able. 

	I gagged, and he laughed. “Too big for ya, eh?” 

	“Just big enough,” I quipped back, and I got to my feet and squatted over his penis. 

	He was grinning, waiting, and then I delivered the bad news. “I don’t want you to cum.” 

	“Aw, come—“ 

	“You came when you shouldn’t have. You robbed me, so I’m robbing you.” 

	Maybe if he wasn’t drunk I wouldn’t have gotten away with it. Maybe if he wasn’t feeling a little girly, and maybe submissive, the new Henry, then I wouldn’t have gotten away with it. 

	But somewhere in his male noggin he realized I was right. He shouldn’t cum. And it was like he had something to prove. 

	“I can’t cum,” and the thought drilled into him, and, I had my hand on his dick, and I could swear I could feel his dick throb. Extra hard. Something in the idea excited him. To be kept horny, and wanting, and downright desperate. 

	“I’ll try,” he finally agreed. 

	“You’ll do more than try,” I growled. Then I sank down. 

	Ah! It was heavenly! He was a delight, beautiful and smeared and hotter than a firecracker in the sun. 

	“Oh!” he grunted, taking the impact of my weight. 

	I began to wiggle, watching him, fascinated by his look, by the way his boobs shimmied back and forrth on his chest. 

	“Oh…oh!” A look of alarm on his face, and I raised myself off his meat. 

	I waited. He calmed down, and I began to sink again. Carefully. I didn’t want an accident. 

	And, after a half minute, he got that panicky look in his eyes. 

	I rose up. “I’m never going to get there if you don’t control yourself.” 

	“I’m trying!” he was almost crying. 

	“Grab yourself then, and I’ll just use your head.” 

	He reached between us and grabbed the base of his cock. 

	I lowered myself, grabbed the top of his cock with my hand, and started tickling pussy with it. I swirled it around, teasing my lips with his cock head, feeling moist and wonderful and powerful. 

	“Oh…oh!” He kept saying, and every once in a while he would give a lurch, but he held on, and if his grip wasn’t enough, then mine was, and since I was wetter than a fish in a bucket, it wasn’t long before I came.  

	Oh, it was torture for him, seeing me grab my breasts and pull them, feeling my pussy contract and squeeze, but he held on. He turned a little purple, but he held back, held himself in check. 

	White heat permeated my loins, ripples of lust turned into waves, and then tsunamis, and my muscles began to shudder, and then I locked up. 

	“AHHH!”  

	I fell off him, lay next to him. 

	I looked down at his cock and giggled. It was purple, and white where it squeezed out between his fingers. And a little white droplet drooled out of his slit. 

	“Oh, baby. That was good.” 

	“Oh!” he said, stunned by what he had just gone through. “Oh.” 

	Then I scrambled to my knees and turned to him. I brushed his hand away and grabbed his cock. I began to gently stroke. Very gently. I didn’t want an accident. 

	“Honey, I’ve got a great idea!” 

	He stared at me. I knew he was half dazed, his eyes were glassy with lust, but he listened. 

	And I began talking. It took me an hour to convince him, and I had to edge him a half dozen times, but, in the end, he gave in. 

	Heck, he had to. What he had just experienced, and being so horny he was putty in my hands, there was no way he could not have agreed with me. 

	Of course, my argument was helped by the fact that I told him he couldn’t cum until he did what I asked. 

	But, truth was, underneath the show of resistance he put up, he wanted it. 

	He wanted his own pair of boobs. 

	 

	
  

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	Growing tits is easy, if you know what you are doing. Unfortunately, every dog’s cousin is on the internet, and they all have bright ideas, and those bright ideas are worth about a pound of parrot excrement. 

	First, we started with his diet. It was so much fun to watch his face screw up in distaste as he learned to love avocados, yogurt and granola. 

	And, poor boy, he had to give up processed foods, including everything with sugar, and that meant Coke. 

	The thing is, it’s easy to eat the right foods, but the right foods have to be…right. That means no preservatives, dies, sucroses or other kinds of ‘croses, and so on. So we had to find the right kind of estrogen rich foods. That meant a large but good quality of soy. Including soy milk, soy butter, and so on. 

	And he had to give up testosterone foods. No more chips, crackers, baked goods, and so on. 

	He didn’t suffer too badly, though, because he had to eat a lot of the right kind of protein. More milk, eggs, peanut butter, lean fish, chicken and nuts. 

	The funny thing we found out was that protein made for softer curves. It just rounds out the body. 

	And he had to eat what I call the ‘sneaky’ foods. Blueberries, dates, cherries, apples and plums. But, the good side, for me, at least, his body odor changed. 

	I mean, he was never a really smelly man, but he did have a man odor to him. But when we upped the sneaky foods he started to smell positively sweet. 

	After foods the big thing was exercise, and he developed the weirdest of work outs. 

	On alternating days he would do chest exercises. This was heavy weight lifting, designed to increase bulk, and he would do chest presses, push ups, flys, chair lifts, and anything else that would bulk and strengthen his pecs. And I do mean strengthen. I was determined that my man have a world class set of boobs, and I didn’t want those puppies sagging. 

	On the other days he would do ‘slenderizing’ exercises. This meant high reps, running, swimming, anything to work the fat off. We knew that breasts are fat, and that we were trying to increase his fat, but we didn’t want him to have a beer barrel belly, or upper arms that sagged and flopped when he moved. 

	Now, that was diet and exercise, two big guns when it comes to changing your body. But the biggest gun, the most important one, was estrogen. And here is where it gets tricky. 

	When you up the estrogen, or the testosterone, for that matter, it unbalances the body chemistry. This is a short way of explaining why people catch cancer and have heart attacks when they start taking hormones. 

	But we were being careful with the food, getting only the best and most natural and organic quality. 

	But how do you get natural hormones? 

	The short answer, you don’t. But we did find the most natural estrogen in existence. And we had to look for it. 

	We searched the web, and weren’t satisfied. So we started searching the dark web. 

	The dark web isn’t rally that dark. It is just sites that don’t want to be, and have somehow avoided, listing by Google. 

	Google is the big one. The other web searchers all use Google. So we had to find a site that would give us what we wanted…but we didn’t have an address. 

	So how do you find an address that isn’t known? You go on chat boards, join communities, and you ask questions. And when you finally get a lead you need to initiate a conversation and convince the other person that you aren’t the FBI, or some scamster or other. And here we lucked out. 

	We found a site that dealt in the purest estrogen, made through the purest methods, and, here is the kicker…it worked fast. 

	Not years, not months and months, but weeks and weeks.  

	So we chatted some site owner up, convinced them, and that took some work, and ordered. 

	  

	 

	In the meantime, while we were figuring all this out, Henry was having his own difficulties. Poor boy wanted to cum. I would see him, standing over the toilet, staring down at his hard dick. 

	I started taking showers with him so he wouldn’t have the chance to masturbate. 

	All while kissing him and teasing him and edging him several times a day. 

	So he was lost in the desire to jack off, and I could see it coming, so I helped him out, I bought him a chastity tube. 

	Oh, the look on his face. “What is this?” 

	“Honey, we can’t have any accidents.” 

	“Oh,” and he looked so miserable I just had to giggle. 

	“It wouldn’t be so funny if it was you that was drooling and dripping all the time,” he groused. 

	Oh, if he only knew. I was dripping and drooling. Heck, there were days that I put on thick panties, and even pads, because I knew I was afraid the simple act of sitting down would cause a splash. 

	“Come on, let’s get this puppy on.” 

	Well, it took a while. I mean, the guy has sex on the brain, and he’s always hard. But, after a cold shower and a bag of carrots, I helped him stuff the little fellow into prison. 

	Now, here’s the funny part. For the first few days, he was wiggling and twitching, adjusting himself, and, of course, complaining. 

	But, after about a week, he started to like it. 

	Sure, it was uncomfortable, always trying to get hard and being stopped, but now he didn’t have the problem of walking around with a big bulge in his pants. Or skirt. 

	Yes, skirt. I was having fun dressing him up. Putting him in lingerie and dresses and even a little make up. 

	But he adapted, and that gave me a chance to work a little harder on him. 

	I teased him. Groped him. And I especially played with his chest. 

	I gave him a boob massages twice a day, an hour at a time. I rubbed in creams, I used nipple suction cups on him, I patted and pressed and shaped his pecs as if they were real boobs. 

	And, after a month, we noticed something. 

	One, his breasts became sensitive. The nipples, actually. Not sore, but a little tender. 

	Two, it felt like there were little pads of fat under his areoles. Just little ones, maybe a half inch thick, but they were there. 

	“Honey, it’s bra time for you.” 

	He was used to bras now, and he didn’t object. I think he liked the idea that he was going to get to wear one permanently. 

	So I put him in a training bra. And it was weird. His chest was slightly wider, so I had to hunt far and wide for a training bra that would fit him. But, like I say, when I found one he liked it. 

	Oh, he made the usual remarks, ‘I feel like a horse with a saddle!’ 

	But I just laughed and kept feeding him right, giving him his hormones, and dressing him up. 

	After two months he had little golf ball sized boobs. They were so cute, just sitting there in his flat bra, waiting to burst out and become…bigger. 

	And I loved playing with them. And I think that playing with boobs makes them bigger. I sucked on them, and shaped them, and massaged them, and then had him eat me to a cum. 

	After three months he was baseball-sized, and they were getting difficult to conceal. 

	And this was the crux: he wanted boobs, but he was embarrassed. 

	He wore loose sweat shirts, he tried binding them, even even bought a gynecomastia bra. You know, the kind of compression bra men wear when they develop boobs and don’t want them. 

	But I put a stop to that. If he was going to have them he had to learn to love them. And I remember the day it all came to a head. 

	We were lounging around the house, and I realized I had to go to the store and pick up some groceries. 

	Henry usually went with me when I went to the supermarket, but now he hemmed and hawed, and said, “Well, I don’t feel like going out. I’m going to—“ 

	“Henry,” I looked at him directly. 

	He felt the tone of my voice and looked back. 

	“It’s time you grabbed the bull by the horns.” 

	“What do you mean?” 

	“What do I mean? I mean you’ve started being a hermit, afraid to go out. Afraid to show the world what kind of man you are.” 

	“But…” and he stopped. I think it was the remark about ‘what kind of man’ he was. 

	“Go put on your bra, the new one I just bought you. Then put on a shirt. Then get your butt in the car.” 

	Henry loved it when I talked tough to him, and he headed for the bedroom, and returned a minute later with…a sweatshirt. 

	“Henry?” 

	He looked down and he mumbled, and I realized that you can only push so far. This was an increment, accept it, make him wear a shirt next time. 

	And, the funny thing, his boobs were big enough that the sweat shirt didn’t disguise them. At all. 

	Still, it wasn’t as noticeable as a shirt or blouse. 

	“All right,” I smiled at him, “Come on, my big, brave man. Let’s treat the world to a real man.” 

	He liked that. It put a little of his respect back, and we walked out to the car. And I drove. 

	“Hey?” he complained. 

	I said, “Beautiful women should sit in the passenger seat. Who knows, maybe we’ll pass a truck driver and you can flash him.” 

	He laughed at that, still looked unsure, but then got into the passenger seat. 

	And I felt so damned horny. It was the power of it all. I had made him wear a bra, and go to the store, and now I was even taking over the usually male dominated position…driver. 

	So he fiddled with the radio, and his hair, it was getting longer, blew back, and his eyes were alive and I wished I’d taken the time to put a little shadow on them. 

	Oh, well. Next time. 

	We pulled into the parking lot, parked, and he stepped into his first embarrassing situation. And all he did was get out of the car and stretch. 

	He put his arms up and reached for the sky, gave a wiggle of his hips, and saw the old lady staring at him. 

	Real quick, she pushed her cart on, but she kept looking back at us. And when she reached the trunk of her car she just stood there and stared. 

	I laughed. 

	Henry saw it, but he tried to deny it. 

	I linked my arm with his and walked him to the store. 

	“What was her problem?” 

	As we stepped under the electric eye and the door whooshed back I said, “She’s never seen a real man.” 

	Poor Henry. He looked down at his tits then, and it hit him what she had been staring at. 

	“Come on,” I pulled him.  

	“But…I need to go back to the car.” 

	“You need to confront your fears.” 

	He had stopped, and we stood there, me holding on to him with a death grip. 

	People were walking past us, and some of them looked, looked again, and some of them ignored us. 

	And, finally, Henry moved, and it was the right way. 

	“Shall we check out the melons?” 

	And Henry finally chuckled. His face was red, but he said, “I’ve got your melons right here.” 

	I said, “Those are just oranges. When I get done with you you’re going to have watermelons.” 

	So we shopped, and he got used to people staring at him, and he said, “Do women have to put up with this? It’s like I can feel their eyes on me.” 

	“All the time, big boy. After a while you learn to ignore it.” 

	Back home we put the dishes away and had a drink, I allowed Henry a whiskey, with real Coke, and I had a wine spritzer. And we sat and talked about the changes, and the clothes he was wearing, and make up, and…his hair. 

	“You know, I could probably style it now.” 

	“Nah. It’s just right.” 

	“For a man, but for a woman? Let’s take a look in the mirror and I’ll show you.” 

	So we went to my make up table and he sat down and I grabbed his hair and held it out, then scrunched it a little and tucked it under.  

	“This is a bob. It would fit your face, but I don’t want to shorten, I want to lengthen. I want the real feminine look. 

	He was silent at that. 

	“What? Did I say something wrong?” 

	“No.” 

	“What?” 

	But he was just looking at his hair and thinking. 

	I came around and sat on his lap, felt that glorious cage under my rump. I kissed him a good one, and then massaged his boobs. 

	He was groaning under my hands, his nipples were quite large now, and he loved it when I played with them.  

	 I asked, “Are you having second thoughts?” 

	He looked at me then, and I could see the surprise in his eyes. “Lord, no. I just…I don’t know.” 

	It was an official funk. He was happy, but he was depressed. He was feeling emotional, and was trying to reconcile that with being a man and keeping it all in. 

	So I reached behind me and picked up a tube of lipstick. I hunkered down on his lap and applied the color to his lips. He loved it when I did that, but this time he didn’t even smile. 

	I frowned. I didn’t want him to go to dark places. Then I got an idea. 

	“Hey, wait here.” 

	I ran into the other room, picked up my cell phone and dashed back to my place on his lap. I hit a number. 

	“Hey, Daisy! How are you. Uh huh. Oh, yes. Well, there is a specific reason for this call. Henry is doing a little cross dressing…” Henry sat up and looked panicked… “And we need to do something with his hair. But he doesn’t want a crowd. That’s right. The poor dear is embarrassed. Can you imagine? Being embarrassed because you’re beautiful?” 

	He was making sign language with his hands, telling me no, but I just put my hand on his tit and squeezed. I could feel his thighs shake when I did that. 

	“Tonight? Just you and Johnny? Oh, that’s wonderful! We’ll see you at nine.” 

	I hung up. 

	Henry looked like he had eating a can of sardines, without the sardines. 

	“I can’t do this…” 

	“You have to. You’re looking more and more gorgeous every day. You think I want my man to look like a used mop?” I tousled his hair. 

	He brushed it back in place and kept protesting. But I wasn’t having any of it. 

	“None o’clock, bozo. And I suggest you think about what you’re going to wear. Women don’t go to a beauty shop looking all dowdy.” 

	He was out of his funk now, I had replaced it with fear, but it wasn’t a bad fear. He knew Daisy, he even liked her, so though he was silent for a while, he wasn’t bad silent. He was just thinking silent. 

	Nine o’clock, and I parked the car in front of ‘The Hairport.’ Henry was wearing a blue dress with a belt and low heels. This was actually the first time he had ever been outside totally en femme, and I had never seen such apprehension on a face in my life. 

	We got out, and I quickly linked arms with Henry. He didn’t look like he was chickening out, but better safe than sorry. 

	We walked into Daisy’s place of business, our heels lightly clicking and Henry looked around with frightened eyes. 

	“Dawn! And this is…Henrietta?” 

	Henry smiled a sickly smile, but he held on. 

	Daisy walked around Henry, her critical eye working over time, and she said, “Henry. Henrietta, you are GORGEOUS!” 

	She felt his hair, “Oh, nice. This is going to be fun. And those boobs…can I feel them?” 

	Henry might have said no, but I piped in quick, “Knock yourself out.” 

	Gently, Daisy touched Henry’s tits. She moved her hand around them, hefting them, and marveling all the while. “I wish I had boobies like these. Oh, feel those nipples. Henrietta! You hot, little dog!” 

	Henry was embarrassed, but loving it. And I noticed that when she felt his nipples his knees shook a bit. 

	“Okay, let’s get down to business,” Daisy finally said. “Have a seat right here.” 

	She put him in a beauty chair, got behind him and started lifting and moving his hair around. Henry could see in the mirror on the opposite wall, and he watched in fascination. 

	“We could bob it, but that’s sort of tacky. With his frame, he needs some curls. You know what the problem is?” 

	I shook my head and Henry looked at her in the mirror. 

	“He needs extensions.” 

	“Oh, yes!” I almost clapped my hands, she was so right on. 

	“Johnny!” Daisy called. A moment later her number one entered the shop from the back room. 

	“Hello, dearies,” he said. 

	Johnny was a swisher. He wasn’t gay, but he was transitioning, and this made him so appropriate. He had been there, done that, and knew all the answers. 

	“Johnny, this is Henry,…to be Henrietta. She needs hair extensions.” 

	“Nope.” 

	My mouth dropped open, and even Daisy frowned. “What?” 

	Johnny walked around the chair, stood next to Henry and lifted a lock of his hair. 

	“His skin. It’s not right for long hair. Now…if we put a little make up on him, maybe then…and I’ve got some dangly ear rings I could lend him…yes. He needs a full make over. And I mean nails and everything.” 

	That blew me away. From down in the dumps, that ‘nope’ he had spit out had been a real downer, to high in the clouds. I could see Henry fully made up, professionally made up, in a way that I couldn’t hope to match. 

	“Oh,” said Daisy, and it was obvious she liked the idea, too. “The works.” She turned to me. “Is that okay? Can we do him up proper?” 

	“Hell, yes!” I blurted. 

	Then Daisy frowned, and she turned to Henry. 

	“Henrietta, it’s one thing for me to fantasize, but you have to wear the reality. Are you up for this?” 

	To Henry’s credit, he didn’t look down at his lap. Not that it would have done any good. His chastity cage, you know. He said, “Well, uh…I sort of thought…” 

	I was on tenterhooks waiting for him to say yes. God, he couldn’t say no. He just couldn’t. And then he surprised us all. “Well, I guess…if you do my nails, too.” 

	We cheered and high fived, and even appreciated the way he had played us. And then we got to work. 

	Daisy brought out the extensions and trimmed his hair and prepared to match everything up. 

	Johnny started with the fingernails. 

	And I just stood there and let my heart swell. And my pussy get wet hot. 

	Daisy glanced at me once, and giggled. She knew what I was going through. 

	“How long would you like these, honey?” asked Johnny. 

	“I don’t know. Dawn?” 

	“Well, if it was up to me, I would put some long stilettos on him.” 

	Johnny smiled and checked with Henry. “You’re going to have to be careful. You’re going to be scratching backs if you’re not careful.” 

	“Don’t worry, I’m not.” 

	We all laughed. 

	Johnny: “I’m going for a dark, sultry red. I’ve got the most serious lip stain. Just came in and—“ 

	“Lip stain? asked Daisy. “Are you sure? That’s long lasting.” 

	“How long lasting?” I asked. 

	“This is new stuff. It’ll last a week or ten days. Easy.” 

	“Henry?” I looked at him with a wry, expectant look. 

	“Okay.” 

	Oh, burst my heart and go to make up heaven! 

	So Johnny put long sharpies on Henry’s fingers, then three coated them, then fixed them, and they were astounding. Long and deep red, sexy, dangerous, perfect. 

	“So are you transitioning?” asked Johnny.  

	My breath went high in my chest. It was one of those things that I had avoided. 

	“I don’t think so. Well, maybe I am. I’m just sort of going with the flow, if you know what I mean.” 

	“Oh, darling, do I. You ever think about cutting it off?” 

	Henry actually laughed. “I don’t think so.” 

	“I just asked because you’ve put the little man in prison, and the next step is usually a life sentence or,” he made a slicing motion across his throat with one long fingernail, “gak!” 

	“So you noticed the chastity tube.” 

	“Worn them myself. Wonderful little things. Designed by the devil himself.” 

	I was astounded. The way they were talking, chatting, just like old friends. Not that Henry was ever a phobe of any kind, but…I didn’t expect it. Then Johnny took us over the edge. 

	“So what do you do about sex?” 

	“Suffer. It’s sort of fun.” 

	“Oh, it is, but you have to clean out the pipes some time. You have to stay healthy and not get all stopped up.” 

	Henry frowned. 

	I blurted, “How do we do that? And still keep Mr. Happy all locked up?” 

	“Oh, dearie, there are so many ways of having sex without the old peeny.” 

	“Like what?” asked Henry. 

	“Like your wife’s vibrator?” 

	Henry looked art me, a look of surprise on his face, and he had a sudden thought.  “Do you use your vibrator?” 

	But why he was surprised I’ll never know. I mean, a girl has to get some, you know? 

	I actually turned a light red. “Busted.” 

	But he didn’t seem to equate it with his own condition. He simply asked: “How much?” 

	Now I was really busted. I whispered, “Every day.” 

	Henry’s jaw dropped, and Daisy and Johnny started laughing. 

	“Every day?” 

	“Sometimes twice a day.” Then I blurted out, “But it’s because you’re so beautiful! You turn me on! A girl has to do something! A girl has needs!” 

	“Huh,” and then: “I guess…my needs…I—“ 

	“You’re getting your needs taken care of right now.” 

	And he tilted his head and gave a lopsided grin. “Yeah. I guess I am.” Then he sobered up. “But what about this cleaning of the pipes thing?” To Johnny: “What do you mean ‘my wife’s vibrator?” 

	“Every week or so have her put it up your poo poo. A little shake and bake and you’re going to have your pipes all cleaned out. Believe me, honey, it’s going to feel good.” 

	“It will?” 

	“Cross my heart and hope to lie,” he crossed his heart. “Now, shut, because we have to do some heavy lifting. But look at your nails first.” 

	Henry lifted a hand and stared. He had long, delicate fingers, and now they were longer, and his shiny nails gleamed so sexy. “Oh, my,” he breathed. Then he looked at me, and his expression was positively glowing. 

	Daisy finished the extensions, and his hair was now long and thick with the most incredible, flowing waves. It was a chocolate and silver waterfall, and I couldn’t wait to see him naked, those long tresses flowing over his bare shoulders. 

	Then they worked on his face. They cleaned and moisturized and smoothed a foundation into his pores. They shaded his eyes, a very light charcoal color, and his eyes did, indeed, look mysterious, especially when Daisy arranged his hair so it fell slightly over his face. 

	Johnny put in a pair of earrings, Henry didn’t even say ouch when he was pierced, and they framed his face perfectly. Light shards of light twinkled and glittered and set off his mysteriousness. 

	Then Johnny put on the lip stain. He put on several coats, then a long lasting gloss, and Henry’s lips came alive, and they matched his nails, and I wanted to kiss them desperately. 

	Daisy saw how I was looking at Henry, like he was a piece of meat that I just had to eat. She actually moved in and shoved me back. She had a huge smile as she said, “Wait a couple of days. Let his lips really set, and then you can chew on him to your heart’s content. 

	Darn, I thought. And if ever there was a moment when I was dripping that was it. I was so wet somebody was going to have to follow me with a mop. 

	“So how big are you going for?” asked Daisy. 

	“Double Ds,” I said. 

	She smiled, and turned to Henry. “Her fantasy, your reality. What do you want?” 

	“In my heart of hearts?” 

	“Is there any other kind?” 

	He looked at me. “Double Ds.” 

	By then we are all done. Henry stood up, looking a lot better than when he had sat down, and we all stared at him. 

	His boobs were thrust out, proudly. His face was the stuff of dreams. Wet dreams, in my case. His hair was like a models, as were his nails and lips and…everything. 

	“Wow!” said Daisy. 

	“Double wow with a cherry on top!” echoed Johnny. 

	I have never been so happy, or horny, in my life. 

	And Henry looked pretty happy, too. 

	 

	 

	We were driving home. Two babes. Okay, one had a dick, but it was locked up and of no consequence. 

	“You mean it? Double Ds?” I asked. “I mean, we’ve talked about it, but it’s real now. The way you’re growing…” 

	“I mean it. But…I’m wondering about the other thing.” 

	“What?” 

	“The vibrator.” 

	I smiled. Tell the truth, I had read up on this stuff on the net. I had thought about broaching it, but it seemed like a bit much. I mean, anal sex? 

	“I’d like to do this proper.” 

	“And what is proper?” 

	“I’ll order us a strap on. You can pick the size and shape of the dick.” 

	He didn’t say anything for a few corners, then: “I’d like that. It seems fitting.” 

	“So now the question is…when?” 

	Neither of us spoke then, as we considered the question. When we pulled into the driveway Henry turned to me. He took my hands in his, and I felt a thrill shoot through my heart. I could feel his nails on my hands. 

	“I’d like to…can we, uh, pop my cherry…when I reach full double D?” 

	My heart was so full I had trouble speaking. I wanted to lay him out and kiss him within an inch of his life. “That sounds good. It’ll only be a couple of months, the rate you’re growing.” 

	He smiled. 

	I smiled. 

	I leaned forward to kiss him. 

	He put his red nailed fingers on my chest and stopped me. “Please. you want to mess up my make up?” 

	We both giggled at that, then he added, “Besides. I’d like to let you wait a little now.” 

	“Wait…like in…no vibrator?” I was aghast. 

	“Well, that does seem a little harsh. How about you can cum as long as I get to work the vibrator.” 

	“Oh, baby,” I breathed. “You better invest in Diehard, ‘cause we’re going to be using up the batteries.” 

	  

	 

	Two months later. Two gorgeous months, in which Henry bought boxes of batteries, and in which I came again and again, but was still hungry. Two months during which he grew larger and larger, and there came a night when he came out of the bedroom with a big, fat smile on his face. He was naked, except for his bra. “Guess who’s all grown up?” 

	“No!” I rushed to him, looked at the size tag on the bra. Two Ds looked back at me. 

	We grabbed each others hands and whirled in a dancing circle. 

	And I slowed down, stopped, and said, “And you know what that means?” 

	“Yep.” 

	We stood there, staring at each other, actually trembling with excitement and desire. 

	That day we laughed all day long. And we watched TV, feeling each other up, kissing passionately. 

	That night I went into the bedroom first. I put on a pair of sweat pants, and the dildo strapped on to me hung down my leg. Actually, it wasn’t big, only 7 inches, which was what Henry was when he was out of the cage. I wore a boy beater, and a shelf bra. My nipples stood right out. And the material was making me even hornier, if that was possible. 

	Then Henry went into the bedroom. He was in there for an hour. then he opened the door and came into the living room. 

	I almost had an orgasm right then. I definitely felt my juices swirl around down there, and a little throbbing. 

	He was wearing a wedding dress. My old wedding dress, slightly altered. It wasn’t his idea, it was mine. We had gone so far, and this was like the final step, this was where he gave up and I became. The wedding dress symbolized something 

	His boobs pressed up over the lip of the dress. A small train, just a couple of feet, dragged along the floor. His waist was an hourglass, his hips were rounded, and his make up…perfect. He had had his lips restained several times, and he had glossed them up, and they were the most delicious things I had ever seen. I really looked forward to nibbling on them. 

	We broke out the champagne and started sipping. And, we couldn’t help ourselves, guzzling. We turned on the music and danced. We made out, he finger banged me, couldn’t keep his fingers out of my well drenched hole. 

	Then it was time. I took him into the bedroom. 

	Same old bedroom, but it was electric with our excitement. 

	“You want it facing up? Or on all fours?” 

	It sounded crude, but it was the way some men talked. 

	“Do you mind if I lay down? I want to watch your face.” 

	I pushed him back, and he fell on his back on the bed. He pulled a pillow so he could raise his head, and I lifted his dress and took off his panties. 

	The little fellow was standing up. Four inches of meat. It. had bothered him, at first, the shrinkage of his manhood, but he was getting so much more from becoming a woman. 

	And, of course, as we were to explore, there was more to sex than a dick. 

	“Don’t worry,” I’ll be gentle.” I put a thick glob of lubricant on his asshole. I smeared it around, I pushed it in. He twitched and moaned as my fingers touched all those sensitive nerves. 

	Then I moved forward. We locked eyes. My dick touched his star. I stopped, held my position, let him get used to the feel of something pressing on his butthole. 

	We waited. We were breathing hard, he was almost gasping, and there was that old fear and fascination in his mysterious eyes. 

	“Okay,” he said, and I pushed in. 

	I pushed in slowly, a quarter inch at a time. He drew in his breath, and I don’t think he took another breath until it was all the way in. Then he started gulping and shivering and taking small breaths. 

	I waited, balls deep, and he tried to relax. But he couldn’t. But it wasn’t the rigid kind of frozen fear, it was the anticipation. He felt me, all of me, and he couldn’t stop his excitement. 

	So I began to move in and out. Back and forth. Sawing into his rear hole. 

	He began to shudder, his whole body lurching and jerking. He couldn’t stop. Even when I slowed down and paused, he kept spasming. His eyeballs were half rolled up in his head. 

	I reached forward and grabbed those big jugs of his. I bent my head and sucked on a nipple. 

	He groaned, and writhed, and his hips jerked hard and fast. 

	And I knew that something was wrong. 

	“Honey?” 

	He was somewhere else, on Mars, meeting the Gods and communing with them, but he came back and opened his eyes slightly. 

	“I need to turn you over.” 

	“Oh.” That was all. That was all he was capable of. 

	But I wanted to stay in him, so I moved his legs, helped him turn, and the plastic penis rotated inside his asshole, rubbed against the walls, giving him all sorts of sensation. 

	Then he was on his front. His breasts were squashed and my pecker was still in him. 

	“Up on all fours.” 

	He was dizzy, dazed, confused, but he slowly managed to get his legs up, and push up with his arms. And there we were. Him doggystyle. Me balls deep. And this is what I wanted. This is what I needed. I needed him face down, groveling, as I took away his masculinity, took his manhood and made him mine. 

	Always, before, I had been his, but now it was about to change. Everything was about to change. 

	“Honey?” 

	He grunted something from the pillow his face was buried in. 

	“I’m going to fuck you now.” 

	And so I began. I slathered some more lubricant in him, and pushed my dick forward. I wasn’t gentle, and he arched his back and groaned. 

	I pulled out, and I slammed in. 

	“Ah…ah…ah…!” he groaned in time with my thrusts. 

	I went faster, harder, showing him no mercy. 

	“I…I…I’m going to…pee!” 

	I didn’t care. I was a woman possessed. I was powerful, more powerful than a man, and I was exerting myself, proving my superiority. 

	“Go ahead and pee,” and then I added, “bitch!” 

	“Ahhhhh!” 

	And he was turning loose and rubbery. It was all falling apart. He hadn’t had his orgasm, and I hadn’t had mine, but I…if I just pushed a little harder…if I could just rub my nub on my end of the dildo… “AHHHHH!” 

	I came standing up. I lurched forward, grabbed his hips and just locked myself into him. I stood there for a long minute, shuddering, waves crashing over me, white hot heat exploding outward from my loins. 

	He lay there, helpless under my weight. And he was all sort of limp. Robbed of vitality. But that was okay. I had it. I had his vitality. 

	And then the orgasm ended. My muscles started working again, and I slumped a little bit, and then I let go of him and moved back. 

	The penis slid out of him, glistening with lubricant. Well used. 

	I crept up on the bed and lay next to him. I was on my back, and he was on his face. I was satisfied, happy. I felt a contentment in my soul that had been missing for my entire life. I had broken out of millennium of societal conditioning, and I had found myself. 

	Finally, Henry rolled over, faced me. And he was beautiful. His hair was a mess, his make up was half rubbed off, his lips were smeared, even his mascara had begun to run. 

	I smiled at him. “Was it good?” 

	“Oh, yeah,” and then he looked down between his legs. Right under where his little dick had been hanging was a large mess. Cum. Oodles and gobs. Months worth of stored up energy, all expended for my benefit. 

	“Oh my God!” he whispered. “I came!” 

	I looked. “I guess you did.” 

	“But I didn’t mean to! I thought…I thought I was peeing! 

	“Peeing out cum.” 

	“But I didn’t have an orgasm.” 

	“Good girl,” and I patted his cheek. “You’ll be staying horny for me.” 

	I got up and began to put on exercise clothes. 

	He stared at me. He was happy, but scared, but fascinated. What was happening to him…he loved it…but…he was losing something, too. 

	“Did you really call me a bitch?” 

	I grinned as I tied my shoes. “I’m going to the gym. Why don’t you clean up this mess.” 

	He sat on the edge of the bed then, his mouth open, and he stared at my back as I walked out the door. 

	When this all started, many months ago, I hadn’t known where I was going. I was just feeling the power, and the sex, and I let it take me. What I hadn’t known was that I was seeking something, a freedom, an emancipated me. 

	And I hadn’t known it was as simple as putting a dick up a man’s asshole. But it was, and now I had become who I was meant to be; I had become the real me. I was a woman in charge. 

	  

	 

	THE END
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