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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I’ve got some doozies for you this month!

Got a man who is stubborn? Or, if you’re a guy, how would you like to be shipwrecked on Lesbian Island!

And, a special treat for those who would like their men to lactate! Check out ‘Male Breast Milk!

You know there is a special universe for people who are into feminization, so I really like the title for this month’s collection.

And, I must admit to you that I am…THE FEMINATOR!

Don’t you wish you could say that? Heh heh!

Well, find a man and feminize him, then you can!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminizing the Unreasonable Man!

Some men must learn their places!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, that’s it! No more cums for you!”

Barry stared at his wife. He was a handsome fellow, but not much in the muscle department. He stood five foot eight, was lithe, and surprised.

“What are you talking about?”

Lexie stood with her hands on her hips. She was the same height as Barry, weighed a bit less, and had a perfect, hourglass figure. 36 by 24 by 36. With large cups, thank you.

“It’s simple, honey. I’ve been reading, and apparently men only get a certain number of orgasms in their lifetime. They reach the limit and they get sick, wither and die.

“That’s ridiculous.”

“You were sick last year.”

“That was Covid!”

“Regardless, you were sick, and you took a long time recovering—“

“But that’s Covid! That’s the way it works! You get sick, it comes back a bit for a few times, and—“

“And you have reached your cum capacity.”

They were standing in the kitchen of their house. It was a nice house, swimming pool and the backyard stretched into the national forest.

Barry, his hands suddenly shaking, reached up into the liquor cabinet and took down some Long Branch. Long Branch was good Wild Turkey, and Barry poured a half a glass, threw in some ice cubes and splattered some Coke over the cubes, and sucked a big gulp.

“I don’t see how you can say that,” he whispered.

“Like I say, I was reading. I was reading Hindu scriptures, and it is an obscure fact, but according to what I read men only get 5,000 cums in their lifetime.

“We’ve been married for ten years, you had ten years between puberty and our marriage. That’s 7,300 days. I know you are a lusty man who likes to cum a lot…”

“Wait a minute! Hold on! If what you’re saying is true, then why aren’t men dying out because of…because of…”

“They do. Take a look at the statistics. Men die at least five years younger than women. 74.5 years to 80 years. And if you look at the actuarial tables—“

“The actuarial tables? Are you kidding me?”

“I am not kidding you. The actuarial tables show men dying of all sorts of things years before women. They die of kidney disease and cancer and heart attacks…and it’s all because they used up their vital essence. The men who do live longer give up sex.”

“This is bullshit!” he squawked. “If this is true then why hasn’t anybody else figured it out?”

“I’m sure they have. Many men do give up sex, no matter how virile  they act. No matter how much they talk…they have secretly given up sex. No more sex in the marriage, and especially no more masturbation.”

Barry glugged a few more gulps. He lowered the glass. He glared at his wife. “I don’t know what you’re trying to pull, but it won’t work.

“Honey, I’m trying to save your life.”

“Well, tough! I like sex! And if my life is at risk…so be it.”

“But, honey, I’ve figured it out. We make love at least five times a week. Five times a week for 1,000 weeks. You are right on the cusp of having a dread disease, a heart attack, or just having your balls fall off.”

“What?” His yelp raised up into a squeak.

“That’s the truth, and it’s a truth you’re going to have to live with.”

“Well, I’m not going to live with it.”

“You’re going to have to, because, honey, I am officially closing my legs from here on out.”

“I’ll cheat!”

“You’re not that kind of man.”

“I’ll masturbate! And I am that kind of man!”

Lexie frowned. “Well, I don’t want you to.”

“I do want me to!”

“I suggest you follow my advice, I don’t want to have to take sterner measures.

Barry finished his drink. Placed the glass on the counter, and walked past his wife. Lexie looked about to say something, but she held herself back. She knew that what was asking was difficult, and he would need a little time to come to grips with his new situation.

Barry couldn’t believe it. Women were weird, they did these crazy diets, and they had strange ideas about what food was, but sex was the end of it. He was not about to let his wife’s ‘bright idea’ ruin his fun.

He walked into his office and closed the door. He was so put out by what she had told him that he immediately pulled up some porn and began stroking himself.

He watched Ava and Brandi and Richelle and pouted and stroked.

He heard Lexie wandering through the house, doing the dishes, getting ready for bed.

Getting ready for bed.

Hunh. Bed. His boner got harder. He imagined his wife’s perfect body laying in bed, her big breasts ripe for sucking. Man. He needed that.

Grinning, he turned off the computer and walked down the hallway.

Lexie had just turned off the lights. She was laying in the dark and thinking about her conversation with Barry.

He was so frustrating. Didn’t he understand that she was trying to preserve him? Make him last longer?

And she knew he was probably at his computer right now, stroking his silly weener and—

He entered the room and she held her breath.

“Hey, babe,” and he took off his clothes.

“I’m serious,” she said.

But she had a problem. Telling him that he wasn't going to get to cum any more had turned her on.

Now why would depriving him make her lust more?

But it had, and she felt her vagina growing moister.

Barry slid under the covers, gave a sort of a snicker, and cuddled up against her.

“Stop that!” she snapped as he cupped her breasts and started moving his fingers over the nipples.

“Okay,” he said, not stopping at all.

She turned to him, prepared to lecture, but he bent his head down and began sucking on a nipple.

“Oh! Stop that!” But she lacked the force to make him stop it.

He gripped her hips and lowered himself. He began to lap at her labia, and she gasped.

“I told you! No more sex!”

He stuck his tongue in her hole as he sucked on her clitoris.

“I know,” he mumbled through her sex. The vibrations of his voice made her even hornier.

She tried to push his head away, but she was weak.

Then he was wedged in between her legs, pushing them apart, and suddenly his hard penis was pushing into her hose.

“Stop it!” But she lacked sincerity. And she wasn’t sure if she was pushing him or pulling him now.

The head of his peeny slipped inside her slit. She arched her back, beat her little fists on his back.

But her hands had no strength and he was opening her up more and more and…suddenly she was pushing her hips at him, arching, thrusting, and he was grinding into her.

“You can’t do this!” she whined, gulping as her excitement mounted. “I forbid it!”

His answer was to push even harder, to go deeper.

Then she was cumming, and he was only moments behind her.

“Oh, stop it! Stop it!” she sobbed. But she couldn’t control her own body.

And Barry just smiled and kept rutting. He wasn’t supposed to cum, eh? Well, he’d show her.

Afterwards they lay there, breathing hard, and Lexie said, “I’ve shortened your life by a cum.”

He chuckled. “What a way to go.”

“It can’t happen again. We’ve got to stop this.”

“Sure, honey.” And he gave a snore.

She lay on her back, satisfied and frustrated all at the same time.

She simply had to save his life.

“And that’s the story,” Lexie concluded.

The three ladies shook their heads.

“Men. They just don’t understand,” said one.

“They understand,” said the second woman. “They’re just stupid,” which was sort of an oblique statement.

“Your options are obvious,” said the third.

The ladies were at Charley Coyote’s a night club at night, and a classy restaurant during the day.

Jen, Barbara and Wendy. Three classy ladies, well dressed, well endowed, and well off.

They were so well off they didn’t need to have sex any more.

“What are my options?” asked Lexie.

“Pain,” said Jen. “When he cums you simply must spank his balls. If he insists on cumming after that, you should move to phase two.”

“What is phase two?”

Jose sauntered up to the table to ask if they would like libations. The three women glared at him and Jose beat a hasty retreat.

“Phase two,” stated Barbara, “is chastity. Forced chastity. And you can escalate that as you wish.”

She smiled. She was thinking of how her husband had reacted when she had escalated chastity on him.

“This is wonderful,” blurted Lexie. “I’m sure this will work.”

“Not always,” pronounced Wendy.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Really. Some men are absolute knuckleheads when it comes to doing without sex.”

“And that is the point at which you use the third method,” chimed in Jen.

Barbara nodded.

“What is the third method?”

“Castration.”

“What? You mean…cut it off?”

“Not necessarily. But you can administer certain drugs, like they do to convicts convicted of sexual crimes.”

Lexie looked back and forth between the ladies.

Jen said, “Chemical castration can be tailored for a specific amount of time.”

“That way,” put in Barbara, “you can always let him ‘recover,’ use him, and then administer the chemical again.”

The three ladies smiled as they considered the frustration a man would go through with this last method of discouraging sex.

“Oh, it is so wonderful. They still get horny, and they will do anything in their power to get you to let them have their silly, little boners again.”

“Of course, this is all moot if you haven’t laid the groundwork.”

“Laid the groundwork?” asked Lexie.

Jen, Barbara and Wendy stared at her.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t laid the groundwork!”

“No wonder he’s being so unreasonable!”

Then the three ladies proceeded to give Lexie ideas on how to ‘lay the groundwork’ necessary to having a proper husband.

And Wendy looked around with a frown, “Where is that waiter when you need him?”

That very night Lexie went to work. Before Barry got home from work she entered the bedroom and collected all his underwear. She put it in the wash and added a gallon of bleach, and smiled as the machine destroyed his underthings.

When the now ragged and holed underwear was dried she placed it back in his dresser drawer.

An hour later Barry arrived home. There was no reason to look in his drawer, and they had a nice dinner and watched some TV, and Barry kept glancing at his wife.

He, naturally, had a boner.

Finally, the news over, Barry yawned and stretched and said, “Well, it’s time for bed.”

Lexie turned to him, “I hope you’ve given up the idea of sex.”

“Aw, honey!” he whined.

But, fortified by her talk with her friends, Lexie held out.

Besides, she had not only gotten off the night before, but while she had been waiting for the laundry to cycle through she had felt a little horny and fingered herself off.

Lexie went into the bedroom, covered her face with cream, put her hair in rollers, and put on a ragged robe that was, in a word, ugly.

Still, Barry had an erection.

When he brushed it against her rump she turned and slapped it.

“OW!”

“None of that!” She commanded.

Sulking, Barry turned over and tried to go to sleep. Unfortunately, being denied just made him hornier, and it was some time before he drifted off.

DING DING!

Barry jerked awake. It felt like he had just gone to sleep, but the alarm clock was blaring rudely.

“Get up and go to work!” mumbled Lexie. “And shut that thing off!”

Barry slapped the alarm clock and struggled out of bed. Damn. He still had a hard on. And it seemed even harder.

He staggered into the bathroom and almost fell into the bowl. He stood, one hand on the wall, and relieved himself.

Yep, it was harder. It not only was motivated by sexual excitement, he had his morning woody. Two reasons for being erect made for a double hard erection.

Heysoos, he wished he could get some relief.

And, so thinking, he stepped into the shower, lathered up, and lathered off.

“Well, he tried to lather off.

Lexie, who usually slept later than him, opened the shower door. “I thought so!” she yelled. And she slapped his dick again.

“Fuck!” he bleated. “Stop that!”

“Not until you gain some self control! honestly! You’re just a randy, old goat!

He slunk out of the shower, past her, and grabbed a towel on the way.

He dried off while she was washing the cream off her face and taking out the rollers.

He opened the dresser drawer and picked out a pair of underwear and…”Lexie?”

“Yes, dear?” She turned her head and looked at him.

“There’s something wrong with my underwear.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. All my underwear has holes in it!”

“Must of used too much bleach.”

“What am I going to do?”

Lexie sighed and came out of the bathroom.

Barry’s boner bounced as he stared at her body. Even with that stupid robe on…God! He was horny!

Lexie reached into her drawer and brought out a pack of underwear. She tossed him a bra and pantie set. “Wear these.”

“What? I can’t wear women’s underwear?”

“Why not? Women do.”

“There’s no place to put my package.”

“Show me.”

Sighing, he stepped into a pair of panties and pulled them up.

Lexie giggled. Sure enough, his balls hung over the edges of the leg holes. And his dick was downright obscene! It poked the material out like a giant tent.

“I don’t think this is so funny.”

“Of course it is.”

“Well, I can’t wear this.”

“You wear it today, and I’ll get you some more this afternoon.”

He grumped, and he huffed and he puffed, but he really didn’t have any other choice.

He stood in panties and Lexie withheld her mirth. Then she said, “What about the bra?”

“What about the bra? I’m not wearing that!”

“Why not?”

“Because, wife of mine, perhaps you haven’t noticed, but I don’t have breasts.”

She stepped closer to him. She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was highly erect because he was so horny, and he shivered.

“You need to cover up your excitement.”

“But a bra?”

“Why not? Besides, it looks like your pectorals are getting a little flabby.”

“They are not!”

She cupped his muscle, her palm rubbed his nipple, and he shivered a little more.

“Oh, yes. You need a bra.”

“Well, I’m not going to get one.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll get one for you.”

“Don’t you dare!”

And that was how they left it. He wore panties and went to work, and she went back to bed and had sweet dreams.

Work went slow that day. He sat in his office, went through spreadsheets and talked on the phone, and his dick wouldn’t seem to go down.

Of course it wouldn’t. It was deprived, and he had been stopped from rubbing one off. Under his desk his cock bounced and throbbed and…damn! He decided to take a break.

He left his office, went down the hall to the men’s room, and stepped into a stall.

He sat on the thrown, his panties around his ankles—damn, they were pretty kinky, sort of sexy—and stroked his cock.

He pulled up some porn on his cell and was watching a big boobed woman make short work of a guy’s long cock.

Oh, God! That felt good. His hand moved back and forth, and just when the semen started to bubble…

TOOT DA DA TOOTLE TOOT!

“What the fuck?” he cried out. He was so close! He stabbed the answer button on his cell phone.

“Hi, honey, I just called to make sure you’re being a good boy.”

“I’m always a good boy!” he snapped.

“Uh oh. Mr. Grouchy is here.”

He controlled himself. “I’m not grouchy. I just need…a little relief.”

“Oh, you’re not going to carry on about that. Anyway, I just wanted to know what color you want me to buy your underwear in.”

“What? White! Underwear always comes in white!”

“Oh, no it doesn’t. You’ve been entirely too bland, and I’m going to spice up your life.”

With all the talk Barry’s penis was starting to go down. He gave a sigh that was almost a sob.

“What was that, dear?”

“Nothing!” He hung his head.

“Okay. Well, I’ll use my own judgement. Now you go back to work and…remember, no masturbating.”

Barry nodded, agreed, and hung up. And he went back to his office unsatisfied. Her words had had almost the same effect as her slapping his dick did. He was limp now, so he went to work and actually got something done.

Barry drove home that night, and was afraid that he was becoming priapic. His penis was so hard he could hardly stand it. It was difficult to concentrate, and at one point he woke up to mad honking behind him.

He arrived home and watched a little TV, read a magazine, and was generally nervous.

He thought about going in and talking to Lexie, but decided not to. She might just slap him on the dick again.

They ate dinner, and he asked, “Isn’t this a lot of vegetables? No meat tonight?”

“We’ve been getting too much protein. Now eat your yogurt. And, by the way, I’ve got some pills I want to try out.”

“Pills?”

“Yes. New vitamins. Guaranteed to put you in good shape.”

“I’m already in good shape. I work out three times a week, and…and I think I need more protein than this.”

He gazed at the nuts and berries, the potatoes and vegetables. Yuck.

“Furthermore, I’ll be fixing your lunches from now on, and I want you to eat every bite!”

“But I like getting a hamburger for lunch!”

“Honey! I’m trying to save your life!”

“Yeah. I know.” he mumbled unhappily.

“What?”

“Nothing, dear,” and he ate his potatoes and rice.

The next morning he woke up, and he felt wired and tired at the same time.

“The clock,” mumbled Lexie’s blanket covered shape.

He slapped the alarm and stumbled into the bathroom.

He felt a nervous energy that had to be from his starved cock.

He felt tired because his lack of protein was already having an effect on him.

He stumbled into the shower, began to lather up and—the door swung open.

“I’m not doing anything,” he whispered.

“Yes, but your penis is too big.”

“How can a penis be too big!”

“It just can.”

“Well, you could always make it small again.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Get dressed. I’ll make you breakfast.”

Barry finished his shower and went to his dresser. He opened it, and stared.

A bright selection of kinky underwear stared back.

Pretty designs. Little birdies. Kitty cats. Garish shades of pink.

But what was even worse was that these weren’t even panties! They were…something else. They would fit over his whole body!

He grabbed a handful of the things and marched into the kitchen.

“What are these?” He tried to control his temper.

Lexie gave him a sharp glance, then smiled. “They’re called tummy shapers. And these are actually corselets.”

“I don’t need a corset!”

“Corselet. And of course you do. Have you checked out your little love handles?”

He felt his body. “I don’t have love handles.”

“Not yet. But if you don’t change your bad habits you will. Now sit down and eat some of this mush. I’ll choose a corselet for you.”

Barry sat down, made a face at the mush, and put too much butter and honey on it.

Lexie picked out a bright red corselet. “This will do just fine.”

He shook his head. “I can’t wear that! People will see it right through my shirt!”

“So what?”

“So what? So what?” he spluttered mush on the table as he protested.

Lexie put up her hands. “Okay. I’ve got this one, but it is so bland!”

She held up a nude colored corselet.

Barry didn’t want to, but he had to wear underwear, especially with his penis being so out of control. In between bites of mush he stepped into the corselet and pulled it up.

It was a tight fit. His dick stuck out the bottom and he couldn’t even button up the flap. To make matters worse, the corselet stopped right below his pectoral muscles, and it pushed them up.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. “Look! It’s pushing my muscles up and making them look like boobs.”

“Nonsense,” Lexie smiled. “Now they look like real muscles.”

Barry gazed at his ‘boobs’ and totally disagreed.

Lexie bent down and pushed his penis between his legs”

“OH!”

“She snapped the flap and stood up and patted his cheek. “Now you look like a real man.”

He was pooched over a little bit to relieve the pressure on his dong. But at least the nude color matched his skin color. Nobody would notice this terrible contraption.

He tried to straighten up, and his penis felt like it was being bent double. Which it was.

“Come on, finish your mush and I’ll pack your lunch.”

Barry scooped out glop and pushed it down his throat. He couldn’t wait to get to lunch. He was going to buy the biggest burger in the world and—

“And I’ll be checking your credit card, so you’d better not get one of those disgustingly unhealthy hamburgers!”

It was all Barry could do not to cry.

“Now eat your vitamins.”

Sadly, Barry hoped the vitamins would do a little towards filling his belly. Maybe give him a little more protein.

Unfortunately, they didn’t.

Barry managed to wear the corselet until morning break, but then he needed a little relief. Not sexual relief, although that would have been nice, but relief from the compression in his crotch.

He peed, then didn’t button the corselet up. He had a boner, but that was okay. Better than being strangled.

The days passed. Sometimes they passed slowly, sometimes they passed fast, but they always passed with a growing frustration.

Barry was moving slower when he walked. He was missing work outs because he was tired.

And, oddly, he had extra energy. He had sexual energy. That helped, but it wasn’t enough.

And he wondered why Lexie wasn’t feeling the frustration. After all, she wasn’t getting sex, so why wasn’t she climbing the walls like him?

On the day that he wondered this Lexie was once again having a brunch with her friends.

The four ladies were at Charley Coyote’s, and they giggled and sipped their wine spritzers and talked about men they had fucked and left.

“How’s it going with Barry?” asked Wendy, at one point.

“Oh, he’s fine. He’s getting used to having no sex.”

“And his masturbatory habits?”

“I call him during break, he’s horny every night, and…I think I’ve got him under control.”

The three ladies smiled, the Jen said, “You should put an alarm on your cell phone. Just to make sure.”

“An alarm on my cell phone?”

“Absolutely.”

“It’s essential.

“How do I do that?”

And the three ladies began to educate her.

Barry was getting a little chubby. He attributed it to the lack of working out. But now his little corselet boobs were looking a little larger, and his butt was even getting a little more…rotund.

But he just didn’t have the energy to work out!

Oddly, he did have energy, that sexual energy was keeping him up at night, but it wasn’t the kind of energy where you can go out and load bricks.

It was stay awake and do paperwork energy.

So he was working harder and making more money, and wondering when he was going to get sex.

One day he was in the bathroom. He had the runs for some reason—he figured it was his changed diet—but he had gone into the bathroom, and it wasn’t break, and Lexie hadn’t called him, and he stared at his eternal boner.

It was time to masturbate. He needed to get off. He had to. His balls were going to explode if he didn’t.

His corselet was unsnapped, and he grabbed his tool and began to play with it.

That he was reduced to this…but he couldn’t stop. His hand started to blur, and… “AHHH!” his sperm painted the inside of the bowl, and for the first time in months he felt release.

He wiped the evidence off his weenie and packed it back into the corselet, and he thought that was the end of it.  He was relieved, he could make it through a couple more weeks, but then he would have to do it again. And that was okay. It was worth it.

Until he got home.

“You masturbated!” yelled Lexie.

“What? No!” How the hell had she known he had beat his meat?

“Well, that’s the last time this is going to happen!”

“Wait a minute!”

“No waiting for you. And I was just thinking about making love to you. I figure it would be a nice birthday present. You’ve sure ruined that now!”

The terrible thing was that his protestation lacked conviction.

Of course it did. He was guilty, after all.

But how had she known?

He would never figure it out, but the answer was simple.

Lexie had installed a biometric app in his cell phone. It detected when his heart rate increased, when his blood pressure went up, and other pertinent factors occurred.

The app was particularly adept at noting when his biometrics indicated an orgasm, and when it did it sent an alarm to Lexie’s phone.

She had been talking to one of her girl friends when the alarm went off, and she knew, immediately, that Barry had squirted.

Barry gave up trying to hide his crime. “But, honey, I didn’t mean to!”

“It doesn’t matter. You’ve been bad, and you get to choose your punishment.”

“I…you can’t punish me!”

“Don’t think about it like punishment. Think about it like I’m saving your life.”

“But—“

“Your choices are a ball spanking, or lock it up.”

“What? Lock it…what are you saying?”

“Either I spank your balls, punish your unauthorized orgasm…or you wear a chastity device to insure that this won’t happen again.”

“Who put you in charge of my balls?” he blurted.

“I did. When I realized that you couldn’t be responsible for them!”

“But they’re my balls!”

“No. They’re community property.”

“Community what?”

“Property. Now choose!”

“I’m not going to choose!”

“Then I’ll choose for you.”

“You will not!”

But the argument was done. At least as far as Lexie was concerned.

The evening passed. They ate sweet potatoes and broccoli, the kind of foods that increase estrogen, and Barry took his pills, which were estrogen, and they watched a little TV.

At last they went to bed.

Barry had cum, so he didn’t feel the need to snuggle. But when Lexie turned to him and wrapped her arms around him he was immediately willing.

Hey. That’s guys for you. They are the gift that keep on giving.

Barry smiled and turned over, and…OW!

Lexie had grabbed his cock and was lifting it.

Barry had to go with it, that or lose it. She was gripping it like a pitbull grabs a burglar, and she lifted him right off the bed.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

Then she dropped him.

Barry curled up in a ball. His hands held his balls and tears streamed down his face.

Lexie put her head on one elbow and waited for him to recover.

“What’d you do that for?”

“I told you, and you couldn’t choose.”

“Well, if I had known…”

“You would like a chastity belt? Okay. I’ll get you one.”

“Wait! I didn’t mean that!”

But it was too late. Lexie lay down, turned over, and smiled.

Barry made up his mind that he would never masturbate again. He didn’t want to suffer another spanking. No way. So he wore his underwear, and went to work, and was a good boy.

For a while.

As the weeks passed his desire to squirt grew ever larger. In fact, it became an obsession.

He wondered why, and the answer was simple. His body was changing. The food, the pills, his body was turning more and more female. And the last gasp of a male undergoing feminization is a period of rabid horniness.

After this period, the male would lose a lot of sexual interest. Not all, but this period was unbelievably frustrating for Barry.

Thus, only a month passed before Barry was desperate to squirt again.

He went to work and wanted to, but was afraid. Lexie had caught him the last time he jacked off at work. So…when?

He thought about late at night, but Lexie might wake up and catch him.

He thought about driving to a park or something, but that was so sleazy. And he certainly didn’t want to risk being caught by the police.

So…where?

The answer, when it came was right in his own house.

“Honey, I’m going out with some girls now. You be a good boy.”

Lexie was dressed to the nines, and she put on her lipstick and watched Barry in the mirror.

He smiled. A ‘something hidden’ smile. And she knew he was thinking about getting himself off.

She smiled. She still had the app in his phone. And she was waiting for him to break so she could chastise him.

“Who are these girls?” he asked.

“They’re from my club. Jen, Barbara and Wendy.”

“Oh. What do you guys talk about?”

“Oh, this and that.” And how to control men.

“Oh. Okay.”

As soon as she went out the door Barry pulled up porn on the computer. He was so horny he didn’t need porn, but he liked it, and he was going to make the most of this experience.

Sitting at his computer he got out the lube and greased his hand up.

Watching the big boobed women suck and fuck, he pounded his pud. He stroked. He jacked. He…enjoyed. Much.

And, finally, after a little edging, he shivered and shook and had one of the most intense cums he had ever had.

God! It was good! Amazing! And he put his lube away, washed his hands, and sat down to watch a game on TV.

The girls giggled as they watched Barry’s biometrics go through the roof. His blood pressure hit the roof, his pulse raced, and then he peaked, and slowly descended.

“Oh, Lord. He really abused himself,” whispered Wendy.

“Just wait until I get home,” smiled Lexie.

The girls ordered more drinks and toasted again and again.

“Here’s to Barry’s boner!”

“May it never cum again!”

“I’ll drink to that!”

So they did.


PART TWO

“You masturbated!” Her voice was as cold as ice cubes in a polar bear’s butt.

Barry’s eyes widened. He had been sleeping the good sleep, but Lexie had shaken him awake and accused him.

But what was really scary was how had she known? He looked at the clock. He had whacked off at nine, it was now midnight.

He didn’t even try to lie. “How did you know?” His voice was a soft whisper of disbelief.

“I know because I’m your wife and it is my duty to know things.”

Which actually scared Barry.

“But…how…I don’t…”

“Since you are now empty, and therefore limp, put this on.” She held out a box that was six inches cubed.

Barry held the box. “No, wait. What is…you’ve got to tell me!”

“I am not the criminal here.” A rather strong word, but all Barry could do was wince. “So you put that on right now or else.”

Barry opened the box, took out a small velvet bag, opened the bag, and dumped out the parts of a chastity tube.

“I can’t do this!”

“I am saving your life and you’re telling me you would rather die?”

“No! It’s just that…how did you know?” He was not begging.

Lexie pushed him back on the bed and picked up the ring. She roughly pulled his dick through it, then his balls.

“Please don’t!” Little tears issued from the corners of his eyes.

She pushed the tube over his cock and fit the ring and the tube together.

“You don’t need to do this! I won’t masturbate again!”

“Ha!”

She clicked the padlock closed.

Barry looked down at his prison. His cock was starting to stir now. Even though he had just beat off, his penis was reacting to being manhandled.

Lexie stood back, hands on hips, and watched his weenie come awake. She had a small smile of satisfaction on her face.

Barry lifted the tube, which made his dick want to get harder even more. “Take it off.”

“Nope.”

Lexie began undressing for bed.

Barry sat and stared at his package, then looked up at Lexie.

Lexie stripped to her underwear. Barry was having a hard time breathing, seeing her in panties and bra.

Lexie glanced at him, smiled, and took off her bra and panties.

Barry couldn’t take his eyes off her body. And his dick wouldn’t stop wiggling and trying to push the cage off.

Lexie crawled under the sheets, pushing him back to his side, and closed her eyes.

Barry lay back, his groin a battle zone, and covered his eyes with a forearm.

“Come on, honey, let’s cuddle.”

She pulled on his arm and he turned on his side and held her.

And suffered.

He could feel her breasts, his caged cock was up against her boobs, and he felt light headed.

She turned and kissed him.

“Just think,” she said. “You’ll live to a ripe old age now.”

Barry thought of the old Gershwin song, and he sang sadly, “Who calls that livin’ if no woman will give in.”

She chuckled. “Oh, I’ll give in. Just not until you’ve had a chance to get over your life shortening masturbation.”

She slept, and Barry’s eyes were open late into the night.

Life in chastity was insane.

Barry’s dick was awake and trying to get free 24/7.

He couldn’t touch himself.

He had to sit down to pee.

It was terrible!

“You know, I like it,” murmured Lexie. “In your panties it makes it look like you have no lump in your pants.”

“I like having a lump in my pants,” Barry answered.

“Oh, you silly man.” And Lexie began to kiss him.

That was another bad thing about this whole situation. Normally Barry liked to make out. It was fun to kiss and fondle. But now kissing and fondling made his dick hard, which made it painful in his cage.

“Come on, honey. A little more passion.”

“It hurts!”

“Or I’ll make you eat me out.”

Barry shuddered inside and tried to create more passion. Now that he was locked up Lexie was demanding more oral sex, and having his face smell of her pussy made Barry even harder.

“You could just unlock me!”

“Not yet. You’d just masturbate again.”

“Well, how long until you trust me not to jack off?”

“Oh, years and years,” she giggled. Then she answered seriously. “I really don’t know. Maybe once you stop acting like such a horn dog.”

“But it’s being in chastity that makes me act like a horn dog!”

“More discipline, honey. Now put that tongue to work.”

Lexie unzipped her skirt and pulled her panties down.

Sobbing, Barry lowered himself and pushed his tongue into her.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned. “Do it, baby!”

When they were done Barry lay on the sofa while Lexie sighed and put herself back together.

“Honey?” said Lexie, as she zipped up her skirt.

“What?”

“I think you need to wear a bra.”

Barry put a forearm over his face and sighed.

“No, I’m serious. Come with me.”

He followed her into the back room where she reached into his drawers and took out a brassiere.

“I’m a man,” he tried.

“Well, you don’t look like it.”

She held the bra up to his boobs.

Barry had to admit that it did look like he had tits. Over the past months it seemed that his body had changed. His waist was actually slender, which might be the effect of always wearing corselets. His chest was larger. His pectorals pushed up and very flabby. They did look like tits. And his bottom was unduly round.

What had happened to his male physique?

“Take off your clothes and let’s try this on.”

Defeated, Barry pulled off his clothes and corselet. He was very feminine looking in just his chastity tube.

Lexie handed him panties and he pulled them on. They fit almost perfectly. Even his cock looked better, shoved back between his legs as it was.

She handed him the bra, and he stared at it.

A bra. The mark of femininity. What the hell had happened to him?

Sighing heavily he figured out how to put the bra on.

It looked right on his body. Had he lost that much weight?

He had, except for the ass. When he put pants on they were baggy, except for the tightness around his butt.

“Wonderful, honey!”

He put on his jeans, and he felt how they didn’t fit.

“I think you’re going to need new jeans,” Lexie murmured.

He put on a shirt, and he could really see his tits.

“And you need blouses. Not those stupid flannel shirts.”

“I like flannel shirts!” he tried.

“Nonsense. Here, try my blouse on.

She held a white blouse up and he pushed his arms into it. It buttoned up the back, so he had to have her help him. Though, to be honest, he had lost so much weight, and even seemed a little more flexible—no muscles, but more flexibility, weird—so he was able to button a couple of the buttons.

He looked in the mirror and caught his breath.

With no buttons on the front his boobs really stood out. And you could see the lines of the bra easily.

“No!” he whispered.

“Yes,” she said. “Come on.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the mall.”

“I can’t go with…wearing…this…!”

“Well, put a jacket on over it. Wear your bomber jacket. That will hide your bra.”

She helped him into the bomber jacket, and it did help. The jacket bulged a little bit and would hide everything.

“But I don’t want to go to the mall!”

“You have to go.”

“Why?”

“I can’t size you unless you’re right there.”

Lexie led him out to the car. Dragged him out to the car, and made him get into the passenger seat.

The fact that he wasn’t driving wasn’t lost on him, but he was so upset he didn’t complain. In fact, he sort of huddled down and tried not to be seen.

At the mall Lexie took his hand and controlled him. They entered shops and she selected blouses and something called a culotte. It looked more like a dress, but it had separate legs.

Then they picked out jeans, but no matter how many he tried on they didn’t fit.

Finally, she gave him a pair of slacks and sent him back into the changing room. He came out and was surprised to find out that the pants fit!

Of course the zipper was on the side, and there were no pockets, but it contained his ass, and his legs were sheathed properly.

Still, he felt there was something wrong about the pants.

And, she went into other stores, and a shoe store and bought a couple of pairs of shoes. She bought something called ‘Mary Janes,’ and some low heels. If two inches is considered low.

They went out to the car and he sat in the passenger seat. She stood outside the car and held the two inch heels out. “Try them on.”

“What? Those are heels!”

“So are cowboy boots, and you’ve worn them before. Now try them on. And take off your socks.”

Disgruntled, he slipped his shoes and socks off and slipped the heels onto his feet.

They fit.

“Stand up.”

He looked around nervously, then stood up.

“Take a few steps.”

He did.

“But…”

“Prefect. Wait here.”

He stared as she went back into the mall. She came back a few minutes later and she was holding a shoe box. “Try these on.”

She held out a pair of heels. What they call ‘spikes.’ He stared at the things and shook his head.

“Honey,” she spoke warningly.

“I know what you’re trying to do now. And I’m done.”

There was something in his voice that told her she had pushed far enough.

At least for today.

She got into the car and started it up. She turned to him and said, “I don’t see what the problem is. Your laziness has ruined your male body. And if you’re going to be that way then you have to wear the clothes that fit you. These fit you. Get over it.”

His mouth was open to speak, but she backed the car out of the slot and zoomed through the parking structure.

At home he changed into his male clothes. He wore the bra—he needed it—and the panties, but that was all.

Lexie decided to try that old faithful method, liquor.

She poured him a tall glass of ice, added equal parts bourbon and Coke, and placed the drink in his hand.

Barry needed a drink. He had finally reached the point of no return, but he couldn’t get across it.

So Lexie took him out on the patio and played with his cock cage. And kissed him. And kissed his breasts. And gave him another drink.

Four drinks later Barry was feeling okay. He still gave lip service to ‘no,’ but it was only lip service.

Lexie got out one of the blouses they had bought and helped him into it. She put him in a skirt, helped him with nylons, then put his new high heels on.

“Beautiful,” she breathed.

Barry knew it was wrong. He knew he should be fighting, but he couldn’t. He was drunk, his dick was crazy in its cage, and Lexie was manipulating him most expertly.

“I can’t do this,” he kept saying, and she finally realized that it wasn’t going to work.

Barry had gone as far as he could go.

He looked heavenly, quite feminine, but…he was done. And she knew he was going to revert just as soon as he sobered up.

Which meant there was only one thing left to do.

“Honey,” she said. “Would you like to cum?”

He looked at her. Oh, baby, did he want to cum!

“You let me dress you this weekend, and Sunday night I’ll have a surprise for you.”

Gulping, he nodded.

“So I had to promise him a cum. It was the only way.”

Jen, Barbara and Wendy stared into their drinks gloomily. Giving in to a man. It was shameful, yet what could Lexie do.

Finally, after a bit of brainstorming and a few more drinks, Wendy said, “I have an idea.”

The weekend started on a Friday night. In fact, Lexie had Barry take the last half of Friday off so she could really get to work.

Barbara showed up at One, and Wendy and Jen arrived at one thirty.

Barry was confused, he hadn’t expected any visitors, especially to see him prance around in female clothes. What he didn’t know was that Lexie planned to go a lot further.

“Wendy is going to be in charge of your nails. Barbara will do your face, and Jen will do your extensions.”

“Extensions? Face? What are you—“

“Shush, Barry. If you ever want to cum.”

That statement made the three woman smile. Lexie, of course, was already smiling.

She was about to have the husband of here dreams.

The girls went to work. Wendy painted his nails, gave him long fingernails, and painted those. “You really should appreciate your wife more,” she mentioned as she applied enamel. “Do you know how much work she has to do to take care of you?”

Barbara worked on his face. She applied plumper to his lips, then worked on cleansing and primer, then applied more plumper, and worked on his foundation, and so on.

“Honestly, Barry. You really should get with the program. She’s just trying to make sure you live as long as a woman.”

“Yeah, but—ow!”

“Sorry,” said Jen. she had pulled on his hair suddenly. “But you need to listen to reason. You get to look pretty. People will treat you differently. I tell ya, there are a lot of men who would die for a chance at a make over like this.”

Time passed, his nails were now long and sharp, and his face was bright and colorful. His hair was down to his shoulders, and it looked like it was all his own.

“Well, I didn’t think—“

“That’s right. You didn’t. But men rarely do. If you had been thinking we wouldn’t have to be over here making you into a better person. You would have done that all on your own. Here, take this pill.”

Wendy held out a little pink pill.

“What is it?”

“See, there you go again! Asking questions when you should be following our advice. Now open your mouth…”

He did, and she popped the pill onto his tongue.

“What’s it going to do?”

Wendy laughed. “He just doesn’t get it, does he?”

“But—“

“It’s called Lupron. It will help balance your hormones.”

Barry frowned. He had never heard of Lupron.

Finally, the girls were done, and they stood back and told Barry to stand up.

Barry looked at himself in the mirror, and he was stunned.

He no longer looked like a male.

He was a female. His hair, his face…his whole body. It looked like he was a real woman.

“I…uh…”

“Now I hope this ends your little rebellion against your wife.”

“But—“

“She really loves you, and she has done all this just for you.”

“But I look like a woman!”

The three ladies looked at each other sighed, shook their heads.

Wendy spoke up. “Barry. You’re going to live a long time now. Now that you’ve put this silly idea of cumming aside.”

“But I want to cum! I like to cum!”

Jen, Barbara and Wendy shook their heads in dismay.

“Well, you may like to, but you won’t be cumming for the next year.”

“What?”

“That’s what Lupron does. No longer will you be begging for sex.”

“You’ll still want it,” put in Wendy.

“But you won’t be able to get it up.”

“What?” His voice was a high pitched squeak.

“Oh, goody. Speak like that all the time!”

Barry was now officially speechless.

He was a woman.

And he wasn’t going to have an orgasm.

“You can have Lexie take off that chastity device now. You won’t be needing it.”

Barry ran into the bathroom and stuck a finger down his throat. He barfed, but there was no sign of the pink pill. It had had enough time to dissolve.

The girls followed him, were amused by his antics.

He straightened up. “Oh, my God!”

“Do you still feel your little weenie?”

He looked down. He was bumpless in his skirt. “No.”

“Works pretty fast.”

“But…but…” and he began to cry.

The girls took him out for a celebration that night. Once again they went to Charley Coyote’s and they had drinks and steaks, and they ordered Barry a salad.

“A salad?” he whimpered.

“You’ve got to watch your figure.”

“But you girls are eating steaks!”

“We already watched our figures. Now eat your salad like a good, little girl.”

He nibbled at the lettuce.

The good news was that he was allowed as much whiskey as he wanted. So he ordered bourbon and Coke after bourbon and Coke. Within an hour he was properly sloshed.

The girls ignored his rude ways and chatted and giggled, and every once in a while glanced at Barry.

Finally, Lexie asked him, “Are you ready for your cum?”

Barry looked at her dourly. “I think you’ve fixed that.”

“Oh, no. I promised you an cum, and I intend to deliver. Girls? Are you ready to head for home?”

“What? You’re going to let them watch?”

“Of course. They’ve been so helpful. If it wasn’t for them I never would have been able to get you to this point.”

“Well, I guess it won’t matter. After all, my weenie is pretty limp.”

The girls all chuckled.

Lexie held out the key to his chastity tube.

In spite of the fact that his dick was limp, Barry ran for the bathroom. He came out a minute later, the chastity tube left behind in the trash can.

He sat down, and his face showed a mix of emotions. Relief at having the tube off. Sadness, because his peeny wasn’t trying to get hard anymore.

“Aw, poor Barry,” and the girls all snickered.

They returned to Barry’s house and entered the bedroom.

Wendy mixed some more drinks, and Barry sat on the bed. He lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties and gazed at his limp dong.

“Cheer up, Barry. You’re about to cum.”

“I don’t see how.” He said sadly.

“Oh, Barry. You silly girl. Of course you can cum.”

“How? With this?” He held his weenie towards the girls.

“Like this,” they said, and they lifted their dresses. They had been wearing dresses that weren’t tight, that billowed out, and now Barry saw why they were billowing.

They were wearing strap ons. They had each tied a plastic prick to their legs. They undid the little ties and the pricks stood up in a row.

Wendy came in with the drinks. “Hey! You’re not starting without me!” She handed the tray of drinks to Barry and lifted her own dress and revealed her own penis.

Barry sat, his mouth open, then he picked up a drink and drank it. the whole thing. Fast.

Lexie took the tray away from him. “Easy honey. You don’t want to get so drunk you miss out on all the fun.”

“But I don’t want to!” His voice made a high pitched wail.

“Now honey, relax. You’re going to like this. And you will release your semen.”

“Of course it won’t be like a male orgasm, but that’s okay.”

Gently, the girls maneuvered him, pushed him back on the bed and pulled his panties down.

Barry was burbling nonsense. things like, ‘I’m a man!’ And, ‘Women aren’t supposed to fuck men!’

Wendy perched on his stomach and began playing with his tits.

Barbara went to the other side of the bed and kissed him. Jen moved between his legs as Lexie greased him up.

“Please…I don’t…you can’t…OH!”

Barry’s eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling.

“That’s just the head honey.”

Barry gulped.

Lexie grabbed his cock and held it up. It was a limp, little worm in her warm hand.

“But…you…”

Jen pushed in slowly.

Barry grunted and arched his back. He felt himself opening up. He felt that wonderful sensation of pooping, but in reverse. And it was double wonderful going into him like that.

The girls swarmed his boobs, chewed on his mouth, and the big penis went in and out, and he stopped resisting.

This felt…GOOD!

And the girls took turns, loving him, introducing him to womanhood, and somewhere in there his limp dick began to release semen. Long drools of shiny strands. And he began to feel so good, so loosy goosy, and he wondered why nobody told him about this before.


EPILOGUE

Barry sat on the couch, his legs crossed at the thigh, reading a fashion magazine. He was wearing a dress and full make up. He was getting very good at applying his own make up.

Suddenly Lexie rushed in. She was holding a book.

“Honey!”

“Yes, dear?”

“Guess what I just read!”

“What?”

“I came across this book that holds that women can extend their lives by having more sex. The more times I orgasm the longer I’ll live!”

“Oh, uh…great.” He looked down at his pud. No sign of a bump. And wouldn’t be for another eleven months. And then he might get another shot. After all, he liked sex. “But…what about…I’m so limp.”

Lexie frowned. “I guess I’ll have to get a surrogate.”

“A surrogate lover? Somebody to take my place?”

“Well, if you can’t do it…” she shrugged.

Barry frowned, twisted his mouth in a moue. Then he said, “Do you think you can get one for me, too?”

END
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Feminization on Lesbian Island!

Men were hunted down and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Floating on the ocean for 73 days is not fun.

No shade but what the occasional cloud offers.

No water except for squalls and storms, and then you lay on your back and open your mouth and drink enough to last until the next squall.

Your eyesight becomes fuzzy and the world becomes ill defined shapes.

You look at your mates, the other four poor souls who survived the sinking of your ship, and you see pork chops. Literally, cuts of meat upon which you wish to dine.

You imagine ships picking you out of the brine, of being seen by a plane 30,000 feet up.

And when you finally get a glimpse of an island you think your problems are over.

They’re not.

They’re just starting.

“Land!” Jimmy croaked. He was the strongest of the five men. He could still sit upright and gaze across the thousands of miles of empty sea.

“Fuck you,” whispered Danny, through cracked lips.

Johnny and Jerry ignored the weak signal. They had all but given up hope. They were sure death would simply creep over them in the night and that wold be it.

Bob, who was second strongest, pulled himself upright and gazed over the gunnels. “Land!” he whispered, which caused a stir.

Could it be? Were they going to get rescued? Or was this one more foul trick played by fate upon them.

CAW! A bird sailed by.

Heads rose. Even the weakest of the men responded to that faint hope.

“Slowly, hands pulled sailors up, and they stared at the island.

It was actually a fair sized hunk of land. Maybe a mile wide with a peak in the center. Coconut trees rose up out of a jungle and waved in the wind.

The sound of monkeys screeching occasionally wafted over them.

In those first few giddy moments the island seemed the answer to their prayers. The men waved their arms and even slapped salt water into their mouths, not to drink, but to moisten the tissues that they might speak properly.

“My God!”

“We made it!”

“What do you think it’s called?”

“Lesbian Island!”

The others looked at the one who had spoken.

“Because with out luck any women on the island will be lesbians.”

Everybody smiled. Even a bad joke could be appreciated now.

And so it was christened. Whatever name the little atoll actually possessed was pushed aside in favor of: ‘Lesbian Island.’”

The only problem was that it was a couple of miles away.

The sailors stared across the expanse, the roll of waves and white caps as the ocean broke over a coral reef.

“We got to row,” blurted Danny.

Lacking the strength to argue, accepting the logic of desperation, the five men began to scoop with their hands.

The oars had been lost during a storm and all they had was their bony fingers slicing through the water.

Still, Lesbian Island was hope, and hope awakens the beast in any man’s soul, so they lined the sides of the lifeboat and began pulling water past them.

The boat was sluggish. They hadn’t bailed out the last storm, and the extra weight sloshed around on the bottom of their vessel. It wallowed as the waves lifted it, glanced off it, slowed it.

They pulled, their eyes gleaming, their skinny arms going forward, pulling back, going forward, pulling back.

Slowly, like molasses flowing in winter, the boat angled towards the island.

It would be a close thing. The current was pulling the boat slightly sideways, and they were in danger of being slipped around the side of the island.

It was Jimmy, Jimmy Ahern from Chicago, never been to sea and the first time he goes he is shipwrecked, who made the difference.

“I’ll kick us!”

He slid over the stern, held to the back of the boat with his hands and started kicking.

The boat picked up just enough speed to escape the current. The men gave small shrieks of delight, and because they were looking toward the island they didn’t see the sharks swarming in the calm water of the coral formed lagoon.

“AAIIIEEE!”

Four men turned as one, then looked down, saw the two foot bodies, scores of them, nibbling at poor Jimmy Ahern.

They rushed to the rear of the boat, reached for his arms, but it was too late. Bitten to pieces, blood frothing in the water, he sank below the surface where the sharks had more access to his flesh.

The four men, stunned, stared as Jimmy became a torn rag of bloody flesh, screaming even under the water, flailing at the sharks. And they sharks ignored his protestations as they ate him alive.

The men watched, were not sickened for the simple reason that there was too little spirit left in them. It was the judgment of the sea, an eternal judgment, and there was nothing they could do.

One by one they turned to the island. It still beckoned, but not so happily.

They were afraid to put their hands in the salty water now, and they took off what was left of their shirts and slapped the water, pulled with tangled, ripping thread, and once again the boat moved, more drifted, towards the sandy beaches.

Inch by inch, the day whiled, and the boat drifted.

Every once in a while one of the men would, pushed beyond reason, reach their hand into the water, risk the snapping sharks, and give a pull.

Then fear would overcome them.

Still, they progressed, and when the water was but a foot deep the sharks were not a bother. The men staggered out of the boat and onto the shore.

The sand was white, like powdered sugar.

The shore had been been bleached, likely for millennium, by the sun. It had been scoured by wind and rain. It was soft, trapping the foot.

Twenty yards, then the jungle started.

The jungle, with screeching monkeys, parrots, and perhaps larger creatures.

The men lay on their fronts and backs and gasped for breath. They were alive! They had made it!

And only slowly did the sound of the screeching disturb them.

“Buggers,” groaned Jerry. “Won’t they ever shut up?”

“How you think they got here?” mumbled Bob.

“Sailed a boat themselves. Buggers.” Came the answer.

After an hour or so, the men stirred. They were on solid land, but they still needed food and water. They still needed to survive.

One by one they got to their feet and walked towards the jungle. They trailed into the cool shade of the foliage, and there their prayers were answered.

Just twenty yards in was a pool of clear water. Storm water dripped off the fronds, pure and delicious.

They fell to their hands and knees and immersed their faces. They drank, feeling the cool liquid trickle down their throats, sooth their cracked, parched throats.

They lay on the edges of the pond for a half hour, just breathing. Just thanking God.

Finally, Jerry crawled to a tree. At the base of the tree were the cracked husks of coconuts. The meat eaten out of the things, the milk evaporated.

He looked up, and a monkey looked down.

It was a spider monkey, not much mass, just a scrawny stick of a figure.

But there was meat in the coconuts up high, and the idea that there was meat on that little monkey’s frame drifted through their senses.

Food.

Jerry started to climb the tree. It was slanted a bit, and he dug his fingers in and clasped his arms around, and he reached a cluster of coconuts.

One by one, he ripped the coconuts free of the grip of the tree. Coconuts dropped, and the others each grabbed one and began bashing them on the rocks set in the sand.

Jerry descended, picked up his own coconut, and cracked it open.

They sat, four men, and drank the milk and chewed the chewy meat.

It was their first real food in more than two months. They had run out of rations. They had lived off fish they had caught, until they lost the line. But now…now…Lesbian Island had provided.

Bob threw up. Waited a while, and continued eating.

At the far end of the small pond was a bush with berries on it. Danny was recovered enough to explore, and he headed for the bush.

Another source of food.

He reached up and plucked a berry, and the limb holding the berry bent with his pull.

The shades of color, the shape of the foliage, it all resolved until Danny saw the eyes.

“FUCK!”

Danny jumped back and let the limb slap back into the bush.

“What?”

“There’s somebody here!”

The men got to their feet. They advanced as a group; there is strength in numbers.

They gathered at the berry bush. Danny pulled the limb back.

Nobody.

But there were footprints in the sand at the bottom of the bush.

Small footprints.

It was Jimmy, horny Jimmy who used to masturbate on the deck late at night and let his seed spew into the ocean, who made the connection.

“It’s…it’s a woman.”

The men looked at each other in wonder.

They had been rescued. They had food and drink. And now…women!

They stuck close to the shore. They caught lobsters and ate them. Danny made fire with a stick and a block of wood, spinning the stick between his palms until he caused a bit of coconut fur to ignite.

Bob found a mango tree and brought in an armful of the delicious fruit.

They had berries. And they could fish…if they wished to eat shark.

But they looked up at the trees, saw the chattering monkeys swinging from tree to tree, and they wanted meat.

It was Jerry who came up with the idea.

“Cover me with fronds,” he said.  He nestled down in the sand and the others covered him with large leaves. On his belly they placed three, juicy Mangoes and a handful of berries, and a coconut split in two.

He could feel the juice of the coconut on his belly. He could smell the coconut’s peculiar smell. He could see strips of light through the fronds.

He waited.

The men retreated to the beach and waited.

It didn’t take long. The monkey ate from the trees, but the sight of a dinner all laid out, was something a curious monkey could not resist. To not even have to pick their dinner!

One monkey, braver than the rest, scampered around Jerry. He plucked at a big leaf, ran away.

He smelled something, but…all that food!

He came closer. He reached for a mango.

Jerry clapped his arms together and caught the little thief.

The monkey bit, but fortunately he only bit into frond and the tattered remnants of Jerry’s shirt.

Jerry swung the monkey as he sat up, managed to trap his limbs in a way that the monkey couldn’t bite him.

“Hey! Hey!” He yelled.

The others burst through the jungle and stopped in front of the grinning Jerry.

Monkey!

Food!

Meat!

A feast for starving men!

Protein and—

“Let go.”

As one, four heads swiveled. Across a short expanse of sand, across the pond, in front of the berry bush, stood a woman.

She was moderate heigh, maybe five foot six. She was naked, and her brown skin shone in the sunlight. Her hair was long, probably never been cut, and it curled down over her shoulders to her waist.

Her breasts were large and her hips round. Her lips were full, plump and soft and moist looking.

Her eyes were dark pools of liquid brown.

“Let monkey go.”

Jerry wasn’t about to let the monkey go. This was their first meat in over two months. He held it, keeping the frantic, little creature’s teeth away from his forearm.

“Gawd!” said Danny, his eyes captured by the woman’s curves. His penis began to erect.

Johnny reached his hand down. His pants were so ragged his hard on burst through the mangled material.

Jerry, even while he held onto the monkey, grew a boner. “Fuck!” he whispered.

Bob still had enough pants left that his excitement was concealed.

The woman circled the pond, her delicate feet lightly touching the edge of the pond, leaving a slight ripple. “You let monkey go. No eat.”

Jerry muttered, “Lady, we’re hungry.”

The woman was close now, and she suddenly slapped at Jerry’s arm. The sudden impact loosened his grip just enough that the monkey could escape. It fell to the ground and scampered back to a tree. In a moment it was 20 feet up, shrieking and complaining at the men who had so cruelly trapped it.

“Hey!”

The men started after the monkey, but only took a few steps. Bob turned and growled at the woman. “That was our dinner, bitch!”

The woman snapped, “Eat berry, eat bush. Eat fish. No monkey. Monkey forbidden.”

SCREEEEE!”

The men jumped at the sudden shriek.

Behind the woman two leopards slunk out of the undergrowth, they approached, as if stalking, but only took a place at the woman’s side.

The woman patted the heads of the big cats. “No eat leopard.”

The men looked at each other. Leopard? No fucking way they were going after a leopard!

The woman nodded. “Eat monkey…leopard eat you. You eat berries, fish, coconuts. No eat monkey.”

She turned quickly and marched back around the pool.

“Hey!” Jerry yelled.

She turned at the bush on the far side of the pond.

“Who are you?”

“Amphitrite.”

“How’d you get here? Can you get us off here?”

She watched them and there was a humorous quality to her eyes.

“You stay. Eat. Fish. Play.”

“Play?” Danny muttered. “We need to go home.”

Amphitrite’s lips curved gently.She stepped into the bushes, the leopards, growling , followed her.

The men immediately started discussing her.

“God! She’s beautiful!”

“Where’d she come from?”

“I’m more interested in where she’s going!”

After a minute the men followed her.

They looked for footprints, but there were lots of footprints, and they couldn’t be sure which were the ones she had just left.

For hours they traipsed through the jungle, but there was no sign of her. Just screeching monkeys, and the occasional scream of a leopard.

And once…the throaty growl of a gorilla. At least, they thought it was a gorilla. It could have been some other kind of beast. But gorilla came to mind, so gorilla it was.

Finally, they had rounded the mountain and come to the ocean on the other side of the island. The blue waves marched away, little white caps here and there. Clouds in the distance.

No sign of the women.

The four men sat down and made a fire. Food was now no problem. they might get tired of mangos and berries and fish and such, but they wouldn’t starve.

“She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” muttered Danny.

Johnny nodded. “But where did she go?”

“How did she get here? She’s got to have a boat or something.”

But there were no answers. The night arrived, the sun set, and the men leaned against trees and talked. And, finally, went to sleep.

Two weeks later they talked about getting another monkey.

“I’m tired of coconut. I want meat!” griped Bob.

In truth, he had another idea percolating in the back of his skull. The woman had shown up when they had threatened to eat a monkey. Maybe she would again. And, at the very least, they would have a meal of roasted monkey.

The others weren’t excited about the idea. They were thinking about pleasing the woman, they didn’t want her mad at them. They had only seen her for 30 seconds, and already they were in thrall to her.

Bob wandered off into the brush. He knew the others were going to catch lobster today, but he wanted monkey.

He found an isolated spot, collected long leaves and spread them over him. He piled a bit of fruit on his belly, and he waited.

The monkeys chattered in the trees. He heard the leopards, but he wasn’t worried about them. The leopards seemed to be in hiding. They had yet to see one.

He heard a monkey complaining in a whiny voice, he felt the thing approaching him, then the monkey sat on him, right on his chest, and picked up a piece of fruit.

Bob clamped his arms together and the monkey screeched.

Bob sat up, holding the little things arms out, avoiding his sharp, little teeth.

He sat, and waited. Either the woman was going to show up, or he was going to have a meal of monkey meat.

Time passed, and just when he thought he was going to have to bash the little creature’s brains out and cook it: “Let go monkey.”

He turned and saw the woman. She was half behind a bush, staring at him with those deep, knowing eyes.

“No.”

She frowned. She tilted her head. “You want monkey? Or you want me?”

Bob’s breath caught. He stared at the woman and his penis was suddenly feeling like it was ten feet long.

The monkey stopped struggling and look at the woman, then at Bob, then at the woman.

The woman said, “Put monkey down. Come me. We go…we…” she apparently didn’t have a word for fuck, but that was obvious in her look.

Bob let the monkey go, and the woman held out her hand.

Bob rose, brushed himself off, and took her hand.

She led him through the jungle, towards the center of the island, towards the peak.

Bob followed along. He could smell her. His boner was thrust out. His heart was pounding.

They moved slightly uphill, at the base of the small mountain. The woman glanced back at him from time to time. Her look was mysterious, enigmatic.

Then they were climbing up the scree. She led him around a large boulder, and behind the boulder was the entrance to a cave.

Into the cave, and the light faded.

Her hand was light, but controlling. “Watch head.”

He put his other hand up and realized the low roof.

They wound through the tunnel, and Bob knew he would never be able to find his way back. There were other tunnels branching off. Every once in a while he caught a glimpse of light twisting through the caves.

Then the voices began. Soft whispers with an edge. Exclamations of alarm. Like people woken up suddenly, shocked to awareness, and their voices complained and filled the cavern, and his ears.

Voices that were ancient. Languages that had been forgotten. Yet their meaning was clear. Fright, terror, fear. Bob held to her hand harder, and he felt like she was smiling in the darkness. Showing teeth that could not be seen.

After a half hour they came out on a small ledge. It was not visible from the rest of the island, but Bob peaked over the edge. He was on the far side and he could see his friends, his fellow castaways, on the beach. Scrambling among rocks, looking for edibles. Clams, lobsters, even eels.

One need not go hungry on the island…if they stayed away from the monkeys. And whatever else is here, Bob thought, and was actually a little scared of the concept filtering through his mind.

“Come.”

He turned, and she stood in front of a cave. Naked, her breasts out thrust, the look in her eyes demanding, hungry, wanting him.

He crossed the little area and entered the cave.

Her bed was a stone slab. The slab was worn smooth by…what? The motions of her body over an eternity of sleep and rest? Motions of hips wiggling, buttocks pressing down as an eternity of men wiggled their dicks into her.

She sat on the slab and motioned to him to come to her, to sit next to her.

He pulled off his threads, ripping worn material in his anxiety. His penis was as hard as the slab she was sitting on, and he wanted to put it in her.

Yet it was a fight to fuck her. He took her in his arms and she wiggled free. Her arms were like oiled snakes and her legs were vines thick as elephant trunks that tripped and twined at him.

He held her face and tried to kiss her, but she laughed and pulled his arms aside and snuggled in against him.

He grabbed her hair and pulled it back. She yelped and laughed and pulled his hands from her hair.

It was like fucking a Tai Chi master, her eternally giving way, never presenting a target for his lustful attacks.

“Please…please,” he begged.

Then she had her hands on his face and her lips to his. She kissed him, chewed on his mouth until he had no words. She pushed his arms out to the side and mounted him.

He felt like a cloud of swirling juices had engulfed his manhood. He struggled, felt like he was on a raft that was sinking into the ocean.

Yet he kept begging. “Please…please…”

His voice died out, muted, and his arms became thin and spindly.

He came, but it wasn’t like it was supposed to be. He was supposed to give up his essence, spit in her, and instead, she lifted him by the arms, his spindly, little arms. She walked out of the cave, to the edge of the clearing. She turned and whipped him into the air.

Flying…drowning…circling through the air, his penis flinging off little dribbles of squirtem.

Then he hit the jungle, the trees, and gripped a branch.

He screamed at her, his chattering, little voice echoing up the sides of the mountain. But she no longer stood at the edge. She had gone back to her stone slab. To sleep, to masturbate, to dream of flying, little monkeys that did her bidding.

Bob Johnson, who was once a shipwrecked sailor, was now something else.

There were three men fishing for lobsters and clams and what not.

“I heard you can eat seaweed.”

Johnny looked at Jerry and snickered. “Well, knock yourself out. Eat hearty.”

Danny said nothing. He was standing on a rock that was a yard from the shore. Beyond the rock the lagoon was calm. Sharks would occasionally swim through the little space in front of the rock.

They had caught a couple of sharks, but almost by accident. They didn’t have a way of netted them, or hooking them.

Jerry had been standing in the shallows and a shark had swum past and he had just bent over, grabbed it, and thrown it to the beach.

It had wriggled for a long time, gasped, and died.

Shark shish ka bob that night, and it wasn’t bad. They chewed on the tough pieces of meat and renamed the dish ‘shark ka bob.’

Now Danny stared at the sharks swimming below him. A simple jump and he could grab one, but he didn’t dare. He would have to carry a wiggling bag of snapping teeth, teeth that could sever an arm, back up on the rock, or around the rock, and every shark in the lagoon would be after him.

He thought about a spear, and made up his mind. He would spear the little darlings. Yes. Spear them and flip them onto the beach.

So thinking, he went to the jungle, broke a straight limb off a tree, and sharpened it by scraping it on a rock.

Shark ka bob. Yes. When his weapon was properly sharpened he made his way back to the rock and waited.

“Where’s Bob?”

The others didn’t know. They focused on tearing pieces of meat off the little shark.

“Why the monkeys?” asked Jerry. “Why not the sharks?”

Danny and Johnny knew what he was asking: why were the monkeys sacred.

Suddenly a mango hit Johnny in the head.

“Fuck!” He leaped up, picked up the fruit, and looked into the trees.

It wasn’t quite dusk, and one monkey was scampering in the trees above. It was chittering and screaming at them.

“Eeee. Eeee.”

It was almost like it was trying to talk.

“Hey! That’s part of Bob’s shirt!”

The scampering monkey had a ring of collar around his neck. The collar looked like Bob’s It was the same blue color that a sailor’s shirt was, and it was worn, like Bob’s had been.

The three men stood and stared at the monkey.

For long minutes the monkey swung through the trees above them. It screamed it’s little shrieks. It shook its tiny fists. It acted like it wanted to tell them something, but was forbidden.

The men chuckled.

“Hey, Bob. What you doing there?”

The monkey stared at Johnny. Then it shook its head and disappeared into the treetops.

The men sat down and resumed their meal.

The subject of Bob would come up again, over time, and the men discussed the disappearance of their mate, but there was no conclusion to be had.

Bob had disappeared. He had swum into the sea and been swept away. He had tempted the lagoon and met the sharks. Or perhaps that screaming leopard had caught him alone.

Whatever. Aside from a point to obsess on, the disappearance of Bob held not much significance for them.

They had their own survival to think about.

“I don’t think we’re on the shipping lanes,” Johnny put forth.

“Probably not,” said Johnny.

They stared at the fire on the beach. The weather was mostly pleasant. Every once in a while it turned cold for a couple of days, and once there had been a hurricane. They had climbed the mountain and hid behind rocks to avoid being blown away.

When the hurricane was over there was almost no damage to the forest. Just a little trimming of trees, a little sweeping away of debris.

“I’m going to hunt the woman,” Jerry announced.

Johnny and Danny studied him.

“She’s got those leopards,” observed Danny.

“Don’t care.”

“What if she’s got other animals? Maybe a gorilla, or some other other kind of monster?”

Jerry scoffed. “Monsters. If there was monsters on this island they would have eaten us by now.

The other two weren’t convinced.

“You can do it alone.”

Jerry nodded. He had expected that.

Jerry left camp with three spears. The wood was good, the spears were sharpened, and he thought he was prepared. He could penetrate shark’s hide with the spears, so why not a leopard’s skin?

The ship wreck victims stayed mostly on the beach. That was where the fishing was, and the trees and fresh water just inside the jungle. That left a lot of island unexplored, and that was where the leopards were.

Jerry pushed through the brush. Being on the hunt relaxed him, reassured him. Now he was doing something about the situation on the island. Find the leopard. Eat the leopard. Wear his skin for a coat. Ooga booga.

He wasn’t in the deeper jungle for more than a minute before the monkey with the blue collar passed overhead.

He looked up, studied the little beast.

“Hey, buddy.”

The monkey ran down a tree and sat down in front of him. It chattered. It shook its head. It made wild gesticulations.

Jerry wasn’t interested in hunting the monkey. Something about that woman…let the monkeys be.

But what was this little character carrying on about?

“Nice talking to you, buddy, but I’ve got to be going.”

Jerry advanced, and the monkey danced out of the way. It climbed a tree and screamed at him. Then it threw a bit of fruit at him.

Jerry turned and drew his arm back. He didn’t intend to kill the monkey, just frighten him, and frighten him he did. The monkey ran screaming through the jungle.

Jerry continued through the jungle. He came to the foot of the mountain and began circling it. He heard shrieks, screams, as of leopards, and a couple of times he heard the deep, throaty grumbling of what he thought were gorillas.

He held to his spears and worried, but kept going.

He made his way through a thick bit of brush, came out on a stream that was coming down from the heights of the mountain, and stopped.

On the other side of the stream was the woman. Naked. Large breasts and deep, deep brown eyes. Eyes almost black. Peering at him. As if they were looking right through him.

“Hey, baby,” he whispered.

She shook her head. “No hunt cat.”

He showed her his teeth. “Why not, honey? Big cat would be good eating. Want to go to dinner with me?”

He stepped into the stream. It was shallow. He crossed, stepped onto her side of the stream.

He was taller than her, yet there was a confidence exuding from her that was…powerful.

“Monkey mine. Leopard mine. Everything mine. You eat fish…you eat berry off tree. Monkey and Leopard mine.”

Jerry reached forward and gripped her arm.

She glanced down at it, then smiled. She had clean, white teeth, and he felt a wonderful desire rise up in him.

His dick had been hard from his first sight of her, and now, touching her, seeing her smile, his penis felt gigantic.

“We…you and me?” she asked, her eyebrows arching up.

“Yeah, baby. Now we’re talking.”

“You come me.”

She peeled his hand off her upper arm, held it in her own, and turned and walked through the jungle.

He heard monkeys and leopards screaming, he even heard what he thought was a gorilla, but he didn’t care about all that now. He followed her up the base of the mountain, and there was a cave behind a large boulder. They entered the cave and it grew dark.

Whispers. Dull murmurs, forgotten voices. Ancient languages that no one knew. Guttural promises. Warnings that curled his gut.

Yet she held his hand, and he thought that maybe he couldn’t get loose, and he followed her through the darkness.

“Watch head,” she said at one point, and he kept his head low.

They traveled through underground grottos where giant leopards lay on shelves. The leopard’s eyes glittered as he, a real meal, walked under them.

Yet they bothered him not. Perhaps they merely looked to envy the woman. Jerry didn’t know, but he was frightened in a way that mere sharks and leopards couldn’t scare him.

They came out on a ledge, and behind the ledge was a clearing.

From the ledge, so close to the top of the mountain, he could see the endless waves rippling unto the horizon.

“Come. You and me.” She showed her very sharp teeth.

Yet he saw a darkness in that smile, a promise of torments.

But he couldn’t not go with her. He was enthralled. He could not turn back.

Besides, even if he traveled back down through the tunnels and caverns, he had a feeling the leopards wouldn’t be so friendly now.

So this was it.

She walked into a cave and inside the cave was a slab of stone. The stone was worn shiny. He could imagine her writhing on the stone, screwing hapless sailors endlessly.

Yet, he smiled.

She sat down on the slab and beckoned to him. “Take off clothes.”

His clothes were mere threads and tatters, and he stripped them off easily.

For a brief second he thought of the monkey with the blue collar, then he shrugged the thought off.

He came to her, and she opened her arms. She kissed him, felt his penis and stroked him.

“Oh, yeah,” he mumbled, losing himself in her brown skin, her black hair, her endless eyes.

He felt her arms around him, squeezing like an octopus, squeezing the life out of him. He breathed in her hair, winsome tornadoes of strands that encircled him like a black fog.

She held his balls and chewed on his lips. She leaned down and kissed the tip of his penis, then engulfed it with her mouth.

“Oh…oh…”

It had been long, and she was so  beautiful, so he came fast.

An urgent spitting of seed, then she was pressing him back, bending him over. His legs folded back, reshaped, and he felt fur growing out of his flesh. He looked at his fingers and they turned into talons.

He curled on the slab of stone, he screamed a scream of anguish and didn’t understand.

Then she picked him up by the scruff of the neck. She danced out of the cave, holding him, spinning him in a circle, and she approached the edge of the clearing.

He screamed, and the air came up to meet him. He plummeted, automatically twisting his tail, his spine, trying to land on this feet.

A fall from that height should have killed him, but it didn’t.

She didn’t want him to die. He was hers. He landed, scrabbling frantically, on the scree, and slid all the way down into the jungle. He screamed yet again, then he was bounding through the jungle.

He was terrified.

His name was Jerry Slater, and he had never been owned like that.


PART TWO

“Something’s wrong,” Danny said.

The two sailors sat across the campfire and nibbled on lobster and munched on mangos.

Jerry hadn’t come back from the big leopard hunt.

“He tried to eat something that ate him,” observed Johnny.

There wasn’t much Danny could say to that. He wasn’t about to let up, however. “First Jimmy, then Bob, now Jerry. Something is wrong on Lesbian Island.”

“This island is dangerous,” Johnny agreed. He picked apart the lobster with his fingers and ate it. “Still, as long as we stay out here, maybe a ship…” He shrugged.

“I don’t think a ship is coming.”

Johnny frowned. He couldn’t disagree.

“I’m going to take a look see tomorrow.”

“Look for what?”

“I’m going to find out what happened to the others.”

Johnny thought about it. He didn’t like the idea that the others were disappearing. He also didn’t like the idea of exploring. If only there was a way to find out what was happening without…having whatever happened happen to him.

“There’s got to be something out there.” He jerked a thumb towards the jungle. Signs of a struggle, abandoned spears. Something.

After dinner the two men lazed around, watched the sun set, and talked about exploring the island, hopefully without getting killed.

Danny held a sharp stone in one hand and a sharpened stick in the other. The stick was for protection. The stone was for marking.

He walked through the jungle, and to any observer he looked like he was touching tree trunks for balance. He was actually making a quick scrape on the trunk. Very unobvious, but plain to see if the person following knew what they were looking for.

He made his way through the thick growth, picked some berries at one point, and fed himself.

A hundred yards behind him, walking much softer, and carrying a couple of spears, Johnny followed.

He skulked, tree to tree, trying to stay hidden and yet still see the little marks on the trees.

Monkeys chattered. And, at one point the blue collar flew down from a tree and struck Danny on the shoulder.

He looked up. Monkeys. He thought he saw the one that had been wearing the blue collar, but he wasn’t sure. Monkeys looked all the same.

Still, that one monkey seemed intent on yakking at him and gesticulating wildly.

Two minutes later Johnny came across the discarded bit of cloth. He toed it aside, frowned, and kept going. Every once in a while he could hear Danny making noises, shaking bushes, and the foot prints were easy to follow.

For an hour they made their way through the jungle, then Johnny caught up to Danny.

Danny was in a clearing, and on the other side of the clearing a leopard crouched.

The leopard shifted its head and Johnny knew he had been spotted. He stepped out of the foliage and took a place next to Danny.

“What’s happening?”

“This bugger is stopping me. Watch.”

Danny took a step. The leopard gathered muscles under its hide, its tail twitched nervously, and it growled.

Then, amazingly, it shook its head. A very human motion, a warning motion.

Don’t come forward! Stay back!

What the fuck?” whispered Johnny.

“Move to the other side of him. Let’s double team him.

Johnny stepped sideways.

The leopard shifted, squirmed, was suddenly unsure.

And it kept waggling its head as if in the negative.

Danny lifted his spear, and the leopard darted into the undergrowth. Like that, he was gone.

Then, a moment later, a scream.

The two men looked at each other. Danny shook his head. “Weird.” Then: “I’m going to keep going.”

Again, the two slunk through the jungle. Danny led the way and Johnny trailed along, following the signs and making no noise.

Danny came to a stream. He could hear birds in the trees. The monkeys had receded, and it was suddenly silent.

On the other side of the stream was Amphitrite. She was naked, her breasts high and her nipples erect. Her flesh was lush, and she stood in a spread legged stance which exposed her vagina.

Danny licked his lips and felt his boner rise up. Too loudly, warning Johnny, he said, “Hey, baby. What are you doing here?”

“You go back.”

“Go back where? It’s an island. Don’t see too many super highways around here, or grocery stores.”

“You eat fish. Eat berry. Leave monkey alone. Leave leopard alone.”

“Sorry, sister, but I want to know what’s going on here.”

She frowned, was silent, and Danny crossed the stream. When he walked he dug his feet in and made sure he left foot prints. He stopped in front of Amphitrite.

She stared up at him, her flesh so flawless, her eyes so deep they were downright magical. As in a daze he reached out and touched her hair.

She smiled, reached down and touched him, stroked him, felt his testicles. “You want me?”

Danny couldn’t help himself. He wanted to find out what was happening on this island, but he couldn’t refuse the request. No matter how much he wanted to keep exploring, to solve the mystery, the heat of this girl in front of him was toasting him.

She turned and led him by the penis through the foliage.

Not ten seconds later Johnny appeared. He had heard part of the conversation, and he read the footprints. Fucking Danny was going to go get himself laid!

Still, he had a duty to his friend. Something bad might happen, even with the native girl, so he followed the footprints.

Danny was exalted. His cock was roaring with blood. His heart was pounding out of control. Still, he dug his feet into the sand, and every once in a while he scraped the rock against a tree.

Amphitrite didn’t notice. Or perhaps she didn’t care. She held to him, pulled him, and Danny found himself on the edge of orgasm.

Yet, he couldn’t get over the edge. Something in her grip stopped him. A subtle tightening when he got too close. Something.

She led him up a slope of rocks and behind a boulder. He was swallowed by the darkness of the tunnel, yet he couldn’t loose her hand. He had to follow her.

She led him through the tunnels, and said, “Watch head.”

He ducked, and the roof of the tunnel scraped his hair. She could walk upright, but he had to walk bent over. Like a caveman, or some lesser creature.

He heard a sound. He knew that Johnny was following him, yet that was the last thing in his mind. All he could think about was the firm grip on his handle, the way he could hardly breath. Taking step after step behind this siren.

They passed through caves with ledges and leopards glared down at him, licked their paws, and he wondered, in his sexual delirium, whether he was just being set up to be lunch.

Then, out onto a ledge, and behind the ledge, up a slight slope, was a clearing.

From here he could see the vastness of the ocean. The eternity of the sky. That he was a lone figure in a never ending cosmos.

She led him across the clearing and into a cave. In the cave was slab of stone, well worn from fucking. Actual indent marks from buttocks sliding back and forth and humping.

The woman sat down, pulled him to her, and swallowed his penis.

He stared at how his root disappeared into her throat, and his legs shook so he could hardly stand.

Just when he was about to loose his load she whispered, “Off clothes.”

Trembling, he took off his rags. He was a scrawny man, ribs showing, yet in good health. His hair was grown long, as was his beard. But the most remarkable thing was the way his penis bounced and throbbed.

“Come,” she said, patting the slab, and he went to her.

Johnny followed the path through the jungle. They were moving faster than him, but that was okay. As long as he could read the trail….

The trail led up to an expanse of stones that had gathered at the base of the mountain. Here the trail ended. The path led up through the tumble of stones where no tree could be marked, and the slide of foot was no longer visible.

But some twenty yards up the slope was a large boulder. Johnny decided to go that far.

He crept up the incline of stones, felt them shift under foot, and rounded the boulder.

His eyes opened. A cave!

He entered, the light faded, and the cave became a tunnel.

He could hear them now, walking through the maze of mountain, and he followed them by sound.

He bumped his head, felt it, and realized he had cut himself. He pressed where he thought the wound was and tried to make sure he wouldn’t bleed.

Then he came out in a large cavern. The cavern had slabs of stone, niches big enough to stand in, yet there was no sound.

Except the sound of Danny talking, and the whisper, as of the woman answering. But it all sounded like it was in his mind.

Johnny crossed the big cavern, then turned and looked behind him.

Green eyes in the dark. Glowing as if incandescent, slanted, hungry.

He hurried on.

He came out on a ledge and saw the waves forever. The sun high above. The march of clouds through forever.

Behind the ledge was a clearing, and at the far end of the clearing was a cave.

Johnny tip toed across a short swath of green. He crept up to the side of the cave and looked in.

Against the back of the cave he saw Johny bending a knee and crawling onto a slab of smooth stone. The slab was big enough, and it resembled a bed.

Amphitrite took Danny in her arms. She kissed him.

Danny made hoarse, guttural sounds. He was the man, he was supposed to be in charge, but as Johnny watched that did not happen.

The woman wasn’t tall, but she circled her arms all the way around him. She kissed his mouth. She stroked his penis, and Johnny gasped.

She wasn’t making love…she was sculpting!

She sucked on his mouth and the front of his face, the jaw area, was pulled out. She gripped his arms and ran them up his limbs, and where she touched grew larger, and grew hairy!

She gave him muscles, even as he delved into her and gave himself up. She made him taller, more massive.

She ‘gorilla-ized’ him.

Danny groaned, was captured by the intense sexuality of the moment.

At one point he spurted, and she gathered his goop in her hands and fed it back to him.

And he grew larger, more massive. His brow lowered and his nose flattened.

And…he was a gorilla.

The woman stood up and led Danny out of the cave.

Danny grunted, staggered as if he was dizzy.

Johnny stepped back quickly. Stepped out of sight behind a bush.

Amphitrite pulled the gorilla that had once been Danny out of the cave.

He had trouble walking, or maybe it was just trouble walking on only two feet.

Then he bent over, and his arms became longer, his hands curled into paws, mighty knuckles which could serve as feet.

She took him to the edge of the clearing, to the sheer cliff which fronted the cave and the clearing.

Aghast, terrified, Johnny watched as the woman grabbed one of Danny’s feet, then, holding by one front leg and one back, she sailed him, like an airplane, off the edge of the cliff.

Johnny covered his eyes and stifled a sob.

What was happening? What had happened?

He thought of the monkey, and of the leopard. And now the gorilla.

Was this what was happening? Was this going to happen to him?

Then sunlight struck his face as Amphitrite pulled the bush back.

Johnny backed away from her, falling on his butt, and still pushing away.

“No! No!”

Amphitrite smiled. A beautiful smile. Her hair gleamed in the sunlight and her breasts moved in harmony with her motions.

“Please, no! I don’t want to be a monkey.”

She tilted her head in question, but whatever the question was, it was silent.

“I don’t want to be a leopard or a gorilla. Don’t! For God’s sake! Don’t!”

Then she smiled and reached down for his manhood.

He was ensnared. His terror turned to lust. His penis dripped in her hand.

This was the monster who called to sailors across the sea, and he was no longer afraid. He just…wanted her.

“Come,” she said, pulling him, rousing him, into the cave.

She led him to the stone slab that was her bed. An ancient creature, she had no need of mattress or other comforts. Hard rock was cushion enough.

All she needed was an occasional meal. But her meals were not fish and berries, mangos and shark.

She took her nourishment in a different way.

He bent to her, and her lips met his mouth.

He felt himself dwindling unto her, his awareness shrinking.

For a moment terror grew, but she touched his cheek and said, “Shhh.”

“But…what are you doing to me?”

She smiled and nodded, then she pushed him back and sat on him, on his penis.

He felt himself swelling to an unimaginable degree. He felt himself contained. He felt not the dwindling of awareness, but the expansion of it.

She rode him, gloried in her meal, and she said, “Men like monkeys. They talk, talk, talk.”

He listened, rapt, ensorcelled by her magic pussy.

“Some people like leopard. Think they are king.”

He groaned and thrust his penis up into her.

“Some men like gorilla. The are king. They rule. But there is one creature they no rule.”

That was when Johnny started to cum. His mind turned white hot, his seed went into Amphitrite, his essence was absorbed.

She bent her head and kissed his nipple, and sucked.

He groaned. The pain felt good. And she sucked and pulled and shaped a breast out of his chest.

She took the other nipple in her mouth and pulled, and another breast appeared.

He was in a delirium, feeling his sex erupt, even as it shrunk.

Inside her his penis grew smaller, as if with every spurt some part of his flesh was delivered to her.

She smoothed her hands over his face, and where she touched his beard evaporated, and he was left with soft skin. She shaped his features, moved the angles of his face, made them smooth and rounder.

“Oh, God!” he cried. It hurt so much…but in HER presence pain was transmuted to pleasure.

She rose up off him, and his penis was no more.

She bent and put her hands into his groin, fashioned him a vagina.

“What are you doing?” he asked as his bones shrunk and cracked into new places.

“You no monkey. You no monster. But you be the most dangerous of all animals in jungle.”

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

She kissed his lips, and when she pulled her face away his lips were soft and curvy.

She squeezed his waist, made it smaller. She pushed down and the mass that had been his male waist became round buns.

Then she moved away from him.

She held out her hand and took…hers.

Johnny was now a woman. Her face was reshaped so her once male honker was now a pert button. Her lips were plump and kissable. Her body was an hourglass, and her nipples were erect on her large breasts.

Amphitrite led Johnny from the cave by the hand.

She smiled reassuringly back at Johnny.

Johnny stumbled, was unsure of her suddenly sexy body. She felt so horny. Her pussy wanted to be filled. Lust was now part of her nature, more than it had ever been when she was male.

Amphitrite paused at the edge of the cliff.

“I make you in my image. Go forth and feed.”

Amphitrite leaned down and grabbed Johnny’s ankle. She turned, and Johnny arced about her like an airplane. Then Amphitrite let go and Johnny sailed into air.

Unlike the monkey, the leopard or the gorilla before her, Johnny didn’t scream. For in making Johnny into a woman Amphitrite had imbued her with eternal knowledge.

Johnny knew she would walk the jungle, and the animals would bow at her feet, bring her food, and worship her.

They would want her, even though they knew that, as animals, they could never couple with her.

But then that is the eternal cursing/blessing of a God.

Man shall desire, but never attain.

Man shall lust, but never come to conclusion.

And so shall woman reign, perfect in God’s image.


EPILOGUE

They paddled across the calm waters inside the coral reef. Somehow they managed to avoid the nibbling sharks, and they staggered ashore.

Seven men, no women, dehydrated, starved, wasted away to skin and bones. There they grew fat on shark and lobster, mongo and berry.

The captain, a robust man, a man of education named the island Amphitrite.

“Why that for a name, Captain?” asked the first mate.

The captain smiled and said, “Amphitrite was the goddess-queen of the sea, wife of Poseidon, and eldest of the fifty Nereides.”

The mate nodded.  He said, “Then we should be in good hands.”

END
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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


Transformed into a Woman!

Teased, denied and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Aha! I caught you!”

Larry spun in surprise. His hand was still on his dick and he was almost ready to cum.

“Laura…what are you…hey, uh…”

Laura stepped into the shower. Larry stepped back so they could both catch the spray.

“Did you really think you were going to jack off before the party?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“I’ve told you before that you are not allowed to masturbate. Save it for me.”

“How did you you know I was uh, going to be…uh…”

“Come on, after all that begging wheedling?” She mimicked his voice. “Please, honey, my balls are really full! I need to get off. You don’t want my balls to be hurting, do you?”

She laughed and he looked chagrined.

She reached down and pushed his hand away. She placed her hand around his shaft and began stroking. She leaned against him, pressing her large breasts against his chest. Her green eyes looking directly into his browns.

“If you ever try to jack off again I’ll divorce you. And when we separate community property I’m going to take one of your nuts.”

He could hardly breath for the pleasure she was giving him. Suddenly he was on edge again, the sharp, sweet urge of orgasm exploding in his balls, and…she let go.

“No, no. No cummie for you.” She began soaping her body, soaping her buns, her breasts.

He stared in awe. His wife was one stacked creature. She was 36 by 24 by 38, and the cups were Fs, or Gs, or whatever gigantic letters described her awesome bosom.

“Let me help,” he breathed.

She smiled and he took over the soaping. He lathered suds all over her. He placed his hands on her breasts and used up a lot of soap. He soaped her mons, her pussy, and she gasped with the sudden pleasure.

She kissed him then, holding his head and chewing on his lips like they were candy. She whispered, “Get me off, honey.”

He was so excited, there was no way he could refuse. He redoubled his efforts, working his arm until his muscles were aching.

“Rinse your fingers.”

He did, and now he could put them inside her. Multiple fingers. She arched her back, pressing her mammoth mammaries into him. He bent his head and sucked, and she began to hump his hand.

“Yes…yes…yes…” She shivered and quaked and the orgasm swept over her. Through her. Exploded her  and she held to him. Then she couldn’t even hold on to him, and he was forced to hold her up.

Sighing, moaning, her eyes closed, she let the earthquake consume  her body.

A minute later she smiled, opened her eyes, and kissed his check. “Thank you, honey.”

She ignored him and re-soaped her body, then began rinsing it.

“But…wait…can you return the favor? A little help?”

She chuckled. “No why on earth would I do that?”

“Uh, ‘cause you just made me super horny? I did you so you do me? That sort of thing?”

She shook her head, then ran her hand under his chin. “Oh, honey, you haven’t figured it out, yet. Have you?”

“Figure what out?”

She opened the door and stepped out. He followed her, still soapy and needing a rinse. She began toweling herself off and said, “If I get you off then you’ll ignore me at the party. You’ll go off and talk football with all your macho male friends and leave me alone.”

“But…it’s a party, and I should be allowed to go socialize!”

“Fine. Go. But you’ll be thinking of me.”

She pushed the towel into his face and went into the bedroom.

Larry looked at the towel, started to follow her, then realized what a dripping mess he was. Especially in the penis.

He stepped back into the shower.

“And don’t you even think about finishing yourself off!” she called.

Larry rinsed, stepped out and dried, and inspected his weener with sadness.

It was a nice dick. Not too big, not too small, always ready for a little  attention. Right now it was ready to squirt. He had almost done himself, then she had almost done him, then she had had him get her off, and his peeny was feeling the heat.

“Oh, fuck,” he mumbled.

In the bedroom Laura was in bra and panties and was working on her make up. He watched as her eyes became magical. Her lips turned red and moist. She kept glancing at him in the mirror, chuckling at his state of excitement.

“Poor baby,” she commented.

He put on his under pants, and they wouldn’t fit over his turgid cock. He pressed and pushed, but it didn’t work.

“Hey, I’ve got something that will help with that?”

She leaned over to her dresser and opened the top drawer, she took out a pair of panties and tossed them to him.

He held them up. They were pink, and stretchy, and would be tight.

“I can’t wear these?”

“Why not? Afraid?”

That was the ultimate insult for a guy, and she knew it. She watched him turn blustery.

“I can wear these. I just choose not to.”

“Oh, you do, eh?”

Her tones were carefully designed to mock him.

“Besides, there’s no pouch for the pooch. And the string going up my asshole all night, I don’t want that.”

She turned to him and looked honestly puzzled. “Why not?”

“Because…because…” and the truth burst out of him, “they’re for girls!”

“Oh, nonsense. Men wear panties all the time. Look it up on the net.”

She reached forward and grabbed his erect penis. She pulled it to her. She took the panties and bent over held them for him to step into. “Come on.”

He wasn’t sure what was compelling him, maybe her tones, maybe the kink, maybe just because he was now so horny he wouldn’t have said no to anything she said.

She pulled the panties up his leg. The string snugged onto his asshole and she giggled as she moved the panties so the string rubbed on his asshole. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t want to admit it, but he couldn't help making an ‘urk’ of a sound.

His penis poked the material out, made a rather sizable mountain.

She looked up at him. “You want it up or down?”

“I want it in you.”

“Down it is.”

She pushed his weenie down, then she picked up a ribbon from her vanity table and tied it around his cock, and then around his thigh.

“There!” she patted his downward pointing penis. “Prefect!”

He groaned.

“You’re even leaking a little. Would you like a tampon?”

“No!” He was shocked that she would say such a thing.

She laughed and turned back to her mirror and continued with her make up.

Larry looked down. He had to bend slightly at the waist to take the pressure off his cock. It made his butt poke back a bit, and he wondered how he was going to pull this off. The guys at the party would surely notice if he was pooched over and walking like an old lady with hemorrhoids.

Laura stood up, wrapped a dress around herself. She rolled nylons up her legs, then stepped into a pair of strappy sandals. Her red tipped toes looked quite sexy poking out at the bottom of the slope of her heels.

She looked at him. “Come on, honey, get a move on.”

Larry, totally distracted by the arrangement of his manhood, put on shorts and a polo shirt.

Laura watched him. “I’ve got to say,” she said as he tied his athletic shoes, “The way you’re standing is turning me on. I mean, I know I have a gigantic cock waiting for me what I get home. Oh, the little shower finger bangs are good for hors d’oeuvres, but I crave the real thing. I need a man with a big cock.”

“Well, it’s big all right, but it’s a bit tied up at the moment.”

Hardy har,” she grinned, then she placed her hands under her breasts and hefted them. “You play your cards right and you might get some of these.”

He shivered with desire. He was so excited his flesh was running hot and cold and his boner dripped in his panties.

She laughed, then took his hand and they exited the room and the house.

The party was a blast. A score of couples drowning themselves in liquor. Women dressed to show off their figures. Men dancing to the sweaty music, pressing themselves up against the women.

And the women pressed their hips forward to gauge the degree of the men’s excitement.

The music was a lot of eighties. Hard rocking glamour bands, and when Poison started preaching ‘Talk Dirty to Me’ everybody hugged their partners and told them how badly they wanted to be fucked.

Larry stayed by Laura’s side, he was too horny not to, but when the party got raucous men frequently came up and asked her to dance.

Frustrated, a little pissed, he watched as men pressed their groins against his wife’s, let her feel their engorged dicks, and then whispered how much they wanted to fuck her.

This caused him to drink a bit more, and he felt his good sense leaving.

Still, he didn’t get out of control, and when the party was over he put his arm around Laura possessively and walked her down the sidewalk to their car.

“Ooh. somebody still loves me.”

“You’re driving me crazy,” he said.

She stopped, turned him, and grinned at him. “So you like being horny.”

“I like fucking. And you promised me a fuck.”

“I didn’t promise, and…you’re giving me an idea.”

“What idea?”

“A sly look ran across her face. “Why don’t we make you hornier?”

“What?”

She hugged him, and he shivered as he felt her large breasts push on his chest. She whispered into his ear. “Do you know how horny the guys were tonight?”

He went silent. He didn’t want to think about his wife dancing with other men.

They held me, tight, and I held them back, pressing my breasts into them. A couple of them actually reached up and squeezed me, felt me up right on the dance floor. You didn’t see that, did you?”

He shook his head. He was enraged, and yet, it made him hornier.

“I could feel penises pressed right against my groin. I could feel them thrusting, pressing, trying to get through my material and into my snatch. One man…I could feel his head. I mean, right through the sheer material of my dress, I could feel his cock. The head was actually pressed between my labia. I mean….he was in me. Not all the way, but enough. God, it felt good, and I humped him. People were between you and I and you couldn’t see that, could you? You couldn’t see the way I was actually fucking, getting an inch of peeny into my velvet hole. And I wondered what it would be like if I could take his whole dong into my gina. I think he was a little bigger than you, and that might mean he’d actually feel better than you.”

Larry couldn’t breath, and then Laura pushed away.

“Would he, Larry? Would he feel better than you?”

“Stop that,” Larry whispered.

She took his hand and continued the walk to their car.

“I don’t want you to cum, honey.”

“I’ve got to get off.”

“No, you don’t. I want you hornier than all those men that tried to hump me. I want you so horny that when I say fuck you lean your gism all over the place. We could be in the supermarket and I could look at you and say, ‘squirt, baby,’ and you would. Would you like that?”

The thought was incredibly exciting, but his cock wanted to cum now. He managed to summon up a bit of logic to refute her proposal. “Laura, I’m so horny now I couldn’t not cum. I mean, I’ve got to have you.”

They arrived at the car and he held the door open for her.

She slid into the passenger seat, her nylons rubbing and her hole moist with juices. She thought about what he said. He couldn’t not cum.

But she was thinking about this now, and she wanted him not to cum. All those men pressing against her. All the gism stored up ready to shoot, but unable to. It was heady, exciting, and made her even hotter.

By the time they reached home she was officially wet.  She could actually feel moisture between the rubbing of her thighs.

Larry stopped the car, turned it off, and she reached to him, turned him to her.

“You’re going to do what I say, baby. And I am going to make you hornier than any man has ever been in the history of the world. And when you cum, it will be the biggest cum in…in…the history of the universe.

“I don’t think—“

“Shhh. I have spoken. Now get your ass into the house and I will work my magic on you.

They undressed. Him fast, and he sat on the edge of the bed, his cock throbbing and dripping. Her slow, tantalizing, teasing, edging him without even touching him.

“Honey, I need to squirt.”

She slipped off her shoes, smiled, and said, “Where’s the fun in that? You shoot your juice, and then go to sleep. I think you’ll find what we’re about to do a lot more fun.”

“Yeah, but…my balls are full! They were full before the party, and now they’re really full.”

“Ha! If you think they’re full now…you ain’t seen nothing.”

She walked into the bathroom and opened up the medicine cabinet. On the top shelf was a box of condoms. She took out three, then picked up the numbing spray on the bottom shelf.

“What’s that for?” he asked.

They rarely used the condoms, only when she was liable to get pregnant. And the numbing spray he had bought when he had a sore in his armpit and wanted to relieve the pain.

“Lay back, honey, and I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

She pushed his chest, and though. his arms reached for her, he fell back.

She sprayed his cock with numbing spray.

“Hey!”

“Go with it, baby. This is going to be fun.”

Kinky was fun, and he found himself staring as she prepared him for love making.

When he was properly numb, couldn’t feel a thing with his dick, she rolled a rubber onto him.

“Fuck!” he whined.

She just showed her teeth and rolled another rubber over the first. And then a third.

He was squeezed tight, but couldn’t feel a blessed thing.

“Laura!” he was actually begging, “This might hurt me!”

“No pain, no gain,” she said, and she pulled her panties off and mounted him.

The rubbers didn’t provide the greatest sensation, it was like wearing raincoats, but they did stop sensation for him.

She managed to slide down over his super encased dick, and then the rubbers proved their value.

He was rigid, more rigid than she had ever felt him. And the rubbers provided a rare traction. It felt like he was pulling her inside out, then pushing her back outside in.

He stared up at her, a hurt expression on his face. “I can’t feel anything!”

“That’s the idea, honey.”

She leaned forward, pinioned his wrists with her hands, and kissed him.

She lay on him for a second then, breathing heavily. She said, “I can feel everything. It feels like you’re bigger than ever, and it’s like the pedal has finally touched the metal.

Larry moved his hips. He wanted to feel something, but there was nothing. It was like he had no dick at all, it was so numb and absent of feeling.

But Laura felt it all. She groaned and tilted her hips. Her pussy gripped every inch of his cock and grated up it.

And down it.

“Oh, God! Why haven’t we done this before.”

He made a mewling sound, like a kitten crying for milk.

“We’re going to do it like this all the time!”

“No!” he wheezed, closing his eyes. He knew he was fucking, he knew she was fucking him, but he was denied the feeling and the pleasure.

“Please. Take them off!”

“Not on your life,” she grunted, rising and falling. She placed her hands on her big breasts and squeezed. She leaned her head back, and her eyeballs actually felt loose in the sockets.

“But, honey…”

“Shut up and fuck me.”

And, having no other choice…he did.

Larry woke with the most tremendous boner, and it wasn’t just the morning wood. It was stiff and sore because Laura had screwed him into literal insensibility the night previous.

She had been insatiable, and as he tried to keep up with her he became aware that she was having orgasm after orgasm.

He rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Behind him Laura slept peacefully and happily.

Satisfaction is its own reward.

He placed one hand on the wall behind the toilet, leaned, and drained. He could feel his penis now, and it was amazing. He truly was as horny as he had ever been in the life.

He listened to the sound of his stream, it drizzled off, and he flicked it, then returned to the bedroom. He tried to be silent so as not to wake his wife, but when he opened his dresser drawer she said, “Wear the panties again.”

“Oh, no,” he groaned, but his cock was not unhappy at the command.

She rolled out of bed, sat on the edge and called him to her. “Wait. Let me work on you a while.”

He stood, and gasped as she took his dong in her mouth.

“Pew,” she muttered. I can taste chemicals on you.”

“Whose fault is that?”

“Yours. Go wash, then come back.”

He went into the bathroom, but instead of just washing he got into the shower. She was awake now and he didn’t have to worry about disturbing her.

He leaned against the tiles and let the hot water sluice over him. Heysoos, what a night.

The door opened and she stepped in. She grabbed him and soaped him and said, “You don’t follow directions very well.”

“Sorry,” he yawned. He was awake, in fact he was wired, but he was also tired.

She held him up and slapped his nuts.

“OW!”

She giggled, “That didn’t hurt. Admit it, it felt good.”

He made a whining sound and she laughed harder.

“Do you like this?” she squeezed and lifted until he was on his tip toes.

“Or this?” she pulled down until he had to bend his knees.

Then she went to her knees and brought him to the edge. Which was easy considering how horny he was.

Finally, when he was boiling down there, she stood up and kissed him.

It was so wonderful, the hot water raining on him, her lips sucking the soul out of him.

Then she was gone with a flippant, “Your bra and panties will be on the bed.”

He blinked. He knew he wasn’t thinking entirely straight. Did she say ‘bra?’

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off. He was awake, he wouldn’t be going back to sleep, but…the world felt like it was going sideways.

He pulled on the panties. Stuffed his cock down and tied it to his thigh. He would be pooched over for a while, then his cock would relax enough that he could walk normal.

He looked at the bra.

It was pink, like the panties. It was thin, and it had big cups. It wasn’t meant for support, but for sexy looks.

He put it down, pulled on his pants and tied his shoes, and the bra was like a snake laying on the bed right next to him. It demanded his attention.

Did he dare?

The thought made him throb. He was dripping again, and if it got much worse he was going to have to wear a pad.

He picked up the bra and looked at it. He held it to his chest, and knew he couldn’t do it.

But he didn’t have to. Laura walked into the room, saw him holding the bra up, saw the look on his face, and laughed. She came to him, slipped the bra over his arms, the straps over his shoulders. She fastened it in the rear.

“Damn, this is tight. I’ve either got to get you an extender, or just a bigger bra.”

“Honey, what are we doing?”

When he looked at her his eyes were haunted. Haunted by sleep deprivation, excess horniness, and confusion.

“Hell if I know,” her teeth showed white and wide. Then she pulled the back of his bra and let it snap against his skin.

“Ouch.”

“Baby.”

“It’s not comfortable.”

“We’ll get you one that is. Now put on your jacket, we’re going out to breakfast.”

“Breakfast?” Was that his voice? It sounded so squeaky!

“Yep. And be glad I don’t stuff your bra and give you a pair.” She pursed her lips then, put one hand to her chin and held that arm with her cupped hand. “Hmm. That is an idea.”

“What’s an idea?” He looked at her with a worried expression. This was getting out of hand.

“Giving you a pair. I mean, getting you all kinky dressed is such a turn on. What if we get you a pair of boobs. Falsies. You could strut around and…oooh!” She bent her knees, twisted slightly, and grabbed her groin. “That’s making me hot!”

They went to a Denny’s, and he had never felt so conspicuous in his life. His face was eternally blushing, and Laura’s lips trembled with laughter.

She was holding the menu and she leaned forward and whispered, “Everybody knows. They can all see you. Everybody just acquired Clark Kent’s X-ray vision and they are wondering how such a manly man can be such a sissy.”

“Stop that,” he lifted his own menu, opened it.

The serving girl arrived then, and Laura, biting her lip, said, “I’ll take a pair of eggs, over hard, a mound of home fries, and bacon, could you have the cook make sure the strips are long and hard?”

The girl was new, she didn’t pick up on the way Laura was emphasizing, ‘pair,’ and ‘hard,’ ‘mound’ and ‘hard and stiff.’

Larry did, though, and Laura caught a subtle gasp from him.

“And you, sir?”

Larry was almost choking, but he managed, “Number one.”

The girl left and Larry was now even more red. He looked like a sun burned tomato.

“Why did you do that?”

“What?”

Larry tried to explain, but realized she was just drawing him out, teasing him, looking for more ways to embarrass him.

Laura sat back. “How’s that bra?”

She spoke just loud enough to embarrass, but not really loud enough to be heard.

“Shh!”

She leaned forward again. “Are you dripping?”

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

“Good. Now, the question I have is this…how long can we do this? How long can you go without cumming?”

“Not long. I need to squirt right now.”

“Go ahead. Play with yourself. If you can get yourself off right here, right now, then I’ll screw you.”

“If I masturbate then I won’t feel like screwing.”

“Aha! The point I was making last night! then you ignore me and go on about your business and I am left neglected and ignored.

Behind Larry, her back to them, an older lady was sitting. She was done dining, and she stood up, came around to their table and sat down.

Both Larry and Laura sat back and stared.

She was older, but still looked amazing. Her face was smooth and her eyes gleaming. She had large breasts, and she said, “I can tell you two are just starting out, so let me help you.” She focused on Laura. “Don’t let him cum. Once a month, if he has been a good boy, you can milk him. Look it up on the internet. He should always wear female underwear. The whole thing, nylons, garters, everything. And he should grow his hair longer. He should have a feminine look to him, and he should obey you explicitly. And you might consider getting a chastity device. Most men don’t have the discipline to not masturbate, and a chastity tube will make your lives very much easier. If you want extra instruction just give me a call.”

She slid a business card across the table to Laura, smiled, stood up, and marched out of the restaurant.

Larry and Laura sat with open mouths, gazing after her.

“What the fuck?” Larry breathed. He was shocked, so shocked that his face was no longer so red.

Laura picked up the card.

Samantha Gearings

Sexologist

Counseling for the young at heart

There was a phone number on the card.

“What the hell just happened?”

Laura smiled. “I think I’ll keep this.” She put the card into her purse.

At that moment the serving girl placed their dishes on the table.

Larry forked and chewed, and didn’t taste anything. His mind was on his pants, and the woman who had just given them her ‘advice.’

Laura just smiled like a Cheshire cat.

They left the restaurant, not having much conversation, still thinking about the ‘sexologist,’ and got into the car.

“Take me home, honey.”

“Where else would I go?” he asked, a bit snidely.

Laura gazed at him indulgently. “Samantha said you should obey me explicitly.”

“Well Samantha can go take a flying—“

Laura leaned over the console and grabbed him. “Still hard, I see. Good,” she grinned evilly. “Now, take me home.”

He groaned, started the car and left the parking lot. All the while Laura rubbed him, twiddled her fingers over the lip of his head, squeezed him, and enjoyed the look of submission on his face.

It was horrible, terrible, the way she was manipulating him, but he loved it.

At home she told him to get her a bourbon and Coke and leave her alone.

“But it’s only ten in the morning!”

“And I’ve got a lot of research to do. Now, hurry up. Or else.” She slapped his groin and he moaned and bent over.

“Baby,” she laughed, then she went into the computer room.

Larry went into the kitchen, got out a glass and filled it three quarters with ice cubes. He then poured half and half with bourbon and Coke.

And made himself one. Well, heck. He wasn’t going to be left behind!

He entered the computer room and froze.

On the screen was a schematic of a chastity tube. Lines indicated measurements, and the thing looked huge on the screen, but Larry knew they weren’t that big. He had never worn one, but he had seen them on the net, and they scared him.

Imagine never being able to touch yourself? What a horror!

“Thanks, honey.” She took her glass, sipped, and set it down next to the mouse. She began typing and he watched as she pulled up a page on ‘milking.’

He read over her shoulder, and his mouth dropped open. “You can’t expect me to agree to that!”

Laura turned to him. “Obey me explicitly,” she said.

“Yeah, but that’s…that’s sodomy!”

“Oh, God! You are so silly. It’s more like an enema. Unless you feel like me strapping on a horse sized dong.”

“What?”

“Look, it’s just a finger. We’ve actually done that before. And you liked it.”

“Yeah, but…but we were drunk! And this is more! This is tickling my prostate until…until…”

“Until you are emptied out. Just think, no more gooey mess for me. I wouldn’t have to sleep in the wet spot. And according to this you’ll be horny all the time.”

“But I don’t want to be horny all the time!”

“Well, I want you to be, and what I say goes. After all, Samantha said—“

He cut her off, “I know, obey explicitly.”

“I know. “

“Look, lady,” he tried to take a tougher approach, “This is my dick we’re talking about. And we’re not going to waste it. Furthermore, this is my asshole we’re talking about, and—“

She reached up and put a hand over his mouth. Her eyes were getting a very direct look about them and she said, “First off, it’s not your dick, or your asshole. Your dick and butt are community property, and if I decide I want my half of your sexual apparatus to be properly milked, then that’s the way it goes.”

Larry pulled her hand off his mouth, but before he could say anything, she continued.

“I know you masturbate, and I know you lust after other women.”

“Says the woman who was dry humping every man at the party last night!”

“Furthermore,” she spoke warningly, “If I decide to lock you up, to give you a bit of discipline…”

“Yeah?” he challenged.

“Then you will obey me implicitly!”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yes.”

“And what if I don’t?”

“Then,” she smiled and reached down for his penis. He had untied it and she stretched it out and made him groan. “Then you won’t get any of this. And you won’t get to put your dingus in my pussy. You won’t feel my mouth, or feel like you do right now.”

And, feeling like he did right then, unbelievably horny and desperate, he knew she had won the argument.

He wanted to cum in the worst way, but he also knew that he was loving this game.


PART TWO

Laura sat in the computer room for hours and surfed the net. She looked up milking and prostate massage, and she searched for exactly the right chastity tube. She didn’t think she would need a tube for the next couple of days, but she would need one. She knew that Larry could only last so long before he made himself squirt.

She knew this because she was the same way.

Many people think women have reduced sexual desires, but women get just as horny as men, and they are just as apt to jerk off, or find a big dildo, or whatever, as men are to stroke their little weenies for a short lived moment of gratification.

“Okay, honey, time to go shopping.”

“What?”

“Get in the car.” She walked past him.

He really had no choice. His dick was leading him. His dick was making him ‘obey her explicitly.’

They drove to the mall and she led him through shop after shop.

“Okay, what do you think of these?” She held up a package of panties and demanded an answer.

“Well, I don’t know…uh…I don’t…”

“Are they too colorful? Do they look too tight?”

And finally he blurted out, I need enough stretch to make a pouch.”

“All right. That wasn’t so hard, was it?

A couple of pairs of panties later she walked through the section that contained brassieres.

“What do you think, honey, would you like one of these?”

He looked around in a panic. “Not so loud?”

“What? You don’t want people to know that you wear a bra?”

Nobody was close for that one, but a lady in the next area over from them was giving them side glances. Larry just knew that she knew.

“Don’t worry about the cup size. I’ll be getting you big knockers. Worry about comfort and fit.”

“But I don’t know anything about that!” he whined.

“Okay, the one you’re wearing now fits me. Is it too tight around the chest?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay. Then we need a bigger size. Now, do the straps cut into your shoulders?”

He nodded. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing around.

“Pay attention now. Don’t worry about other people. As to color, what…”

After he had a half dozen bras they picked out nylons and a couple of garter belts.

“Having snap on nylons is so much sexier than just rolling up some tight ones, or panty hose,” she lectured him.

He was looking at the floor, he wanted to be anywhere else but here.

“Now, once we know more about your fit, and comfort, and such things, I’ll order you a corset. They are built to be uncomfortable, we just put them on and tighten them up until you have trouble breathing. Sound like fun?”

“No!”

“Oh, goody!” She suddenly blurted. “Shoes!”

She led him into a shoe store and sat him down. A young man came out to help them.

“We’d like a pair of high heels for my husband.”

Larry thought he was going to die. The world was fading and there was only this terrible pounding in his chest. The blood vessels in his face were so engorged with blood he thought they might pop.

The fellow waiting on them didn’t blink, however, and from afar Larry heard him say, “Any particular style?”

“Classic patent leather? Open toed? I don’t know if his big feet will adapt to sling backs, but I like those.”

“I’ll be back in a moment.”

When he reappeared he was holding a half a dozen shoe boxes and smiling happily.

“I brought different heel heights, he’ll probably have a difficult time adapting to the tall ones. Men do, you know. And I suggest a slightly larger heel than your normal spike. For training purposes.”

Shortly the man was handling Larry’s feet, and Larry was dying of even more mortification.

But he was frozen, petrified, and he sat there as his wife and the shoe clerk fitted him.

“We’re going to have to get you a bit of make up, you know.”

“What?”

They were walking across the mall parking lot, Larry carrying the dozen bags of merchandise they had bought.

“Make up. You know. Maybe a bit of eyeliner, light colored lipstick. That sort of thing.”

“Hold on, now,” he stopped and stared at her. “This is going too far.”

“Oh, okay.” She accepted his protests equably and walked on.

Larry stared after her for a moment, then hurried to catch up.

She didn’t say anything more about it, but Larry had a sinking feeling in his belly.

At home they put the bags in the bedroom and Laura said, “Well, let’s get a look at some of this stuff.”

Larry had a bubbling in his stomach. A nervousness that was literally shaking him inside out.

Could he really wear all this female underwear?

He could. Laura had him take off his clothes, then she smeared Nair all over him. She especially scrubbed his groin with the stuff.

Fifteen minutes later the heat started up, and Larry hopped into the shower and rinsed his manly hairs off.

“Oh, God. Oh, God,” he muttered when he stepped out of the shower. His body felt totally electric. His skin felt…shimmery.

“Wonderful,” Laura complimented him, then she handed him panties.

They were cut high on the hip, but they stretched to accommodate his package. A little.

“These don’t fit!” he whined, but she just snickered and handed him a bra.

The bra fit, and it was a lot more comfortable than the one she had been making him wear. And it had huge cups.

“Don’t worry, dear. Your falsies are on overnight. They should get here this afternoon.”

That afternoon? Now he was worried!

She had to show him how to roll nylons up his legs and snap them to the garter belt.

“And this is different than…than garterless nylons?”

“Oh, yes. These are the real things.

He wasn’t reassured.

He was allowed to wear regular clothes over his kinky female underthings. He pulled on shorts, thought about it, and changed them for pants. He had to cover up his shiny legs.

He wore a flannel shirt to hide his bra, but knew if he went outside he was going to have to wear a jacket.

Finally, she helped him slip into his high heels.

He wore two inch heels with thick spikes. He stood up and felt like he was going to slide down the inner slope of the shoe. Laura immediately launched into a training program.

She had him walk back and forth, practicing putting one foot in front of the other so his ass swayed.

She had him go up and down stairs until he didn’t have to hold on to the bannister.

She had him practice sitting and crossing his legs.

And, she had him practice making a click, click when he was walking.

“The sound you hear is the power of a woman. You rule the world, everybody turns to see what sexy creature is passing by.”

“Well, I feel like a doofus.”

“And you’ll look like a doofus as long as you hold to that thought. Have confidence. Be assured. The world is your oyster.”

At this point Laura was speaking off the top. Dressing him like a woman was making her think about what it was like to be a woman, and she was having realizations that empowered herself.

DING DONG!

“Go answer the door.”

Larry froze.

“Come on! It’s your falsies!” She pushed him, and he stumbled across the room. He opened the front door and a delivery man stood there with a box.

He was dressed like a man, with a bit of a lift in his shoes.

The delivery man noticed nothing, just held out a pen and clipboard.

Larry signed, took the box, and retreated. He was almost crying for the humiliation, even though the driver hadn’t noticed anything.

“Come on, honey. Relax. You’re safe.”

She took him in her arms then. He was slightly taller, but it was obvious that she was holding him, and not the other way around.

“There, there,” she patted him on the back. It was like she was burping a baby.

“Okay, honey,” she said at last, “Take off your bra and let’s put your boobies on.”

Sniffling, he took off his shirt and bra and stood before her.

Laura slathered glue on his pectorals, then put glue on the backs of the falsies. One by one she pressed them onto his chest, holding them until the glue dried.

“You’ll have to wear a bra now, or your skin will stretch.” She held the bra up and helped him wiggle into it.

It was a perfect fit, and he suddenly had huge boobs.

He stared down at his chest in shock.

Laura laughed and pulled him in front of the mirror at her vanity table.

This was actually a make or break point for Larry. Up to this point he was a man playing make believe, and he didn’t believe. But staring at himself, his chest thrusting forward…it was…feminine.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

She brought a blouse out of her closet and put it on him. It made his breasts stand out even more. No buttons to destroy the lines. He stared at himself.

And his dick grew harder and harder and harder.

He was having trouble breathing, and Laura giggled and let him stand there and just look at himself.

“Pretty, eh?”

He had to nod in the affirmative.

He hated it, and he loved it, and…his mind was hot and fevered.

“Good Lord! Look at your boner!”

He looked down, and realized he was going to have to lean forward to look over his boobs.

His cock was pressing against his underwear and pants. It was pressing so hard he was making a mountain.

He looked back up at himself.

Laura took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. “You’ve been so good, and you’ve followed instructions explicitly…you need a reward.”

His reward was actually the realization that he looked good with tits, and that realization was bouncing back and forth in his skull so hard he could hardly think.

She led him into the bedroom and helped him take off his pants, then his panties. His cock stuck out like a bowsprit. She pushed him back on the bed. She lifted his legs and spread them.

Larry lifted his head so he could watch as Laura took him in her mouth. Her red lips surrounded his shaft and her green eyes glittered as she watched him.

Slowly, she moved her mouth back and forth. He was already horny, and his cock was close.

She moved slow enough that he couldn’t quite make it, and he grunted desperately and reached for her head. The male in him was out of control and he wanted to just fuck her mouth.

She backed off, waited for him to give up and lay back down, then she continued her ministrations.

For long minutes Larry moaned. His balls felt like they were going to explode. His cock actually hurt from how hard he was trying to cum.

Then she stopped. Simply stopped. And stood up.

“Did you enjoy that?”

He couldn’t speak. All he could do was nod his head.

“Then make sure you do everything I say and you’ll get more of that.”

“I need to…I need to…”

“Cum? Oh, no. Not for a while. And then…” she smiled, and he knew what she meant.

He was going to get drained. Milked. Artificially squirted.

He stood up, his legs shaking.

“Now put your panties back on and let’s get ready for dinner.”

They ate. Him silently, shocked by the changes he was going through.

She was bubbling. “You know, dear, we should really look into getting you implants. Oh, they don’t have to be big, but it would be so nice to be able to suck on your nipples. You’ve got very nice nipples, you know. They are so stiff and hard when you get excited.”

He ate his salad and listened. It was hard to listen. But he had to listen…if he was going to obey explicitly.

“You know, if I put numbing spray and condoms on other men and let them into my pussy, would it be fucking?”

His eyes fluttered as he tried to keep up with what she was talking about.

“I mean, there’s no flesh on flesh, and there would be no danger of them cumming in me even if they managed to squirt. So would it be fucking if they were just dildos to me?”

“What?”

“Not that I would ever do such a thing…”

But he knew that if she was thinking about it, thinking hard enough to vocalize it, then…then…

“Maybe we should find out.”

He managed to speak: “I don’t think—“

“Wouldn’t that make you hornier? After all, you get super horny from fucking me and not cumming, wouldn’t it be even better if it was somebody else that was…not fucking, just inside me—but not cumming?”

“No!”

She stared at him. “Are you raising your voice to me?”

“No,” he whispered. “But…what you’re saying…you can’t! We’re married, and—“

“But that’s the point! Marriage is flesh on flesh. This other thing, other men, if they are properly gift wrapped then they would just be pleasing my pussy. There wouldn’t be love, or anything else.”

He lowered his head, shook it back and forth slowly, and kept murmuring, “No…no.”

She tilted her head slightly as she watched him. Hmmm.

By Monday he was beside himself. He was literally walking into walls, having to think extra long before he did anything. And it was only getting worse.

But he had to go to work.

She watched him, made sure he was wearing the proper underwear. She tied his penis down against his leg to make sure it didn’t start poking out rudely.

He grunted as she tightened the knot.

“Now,” she said. “Let me dab this on your lips…”

She was holding a tube of pink lipstick, but he grabbed her wrist and held her hand back. “I…can’t…I…”

And she knew he couldn’t. She sighed and turned the base of the tube, retracting the pillar of pale pink. “Well, okay, but you’re making me unhappy.”

“I’m sorry.” He looked about to cry again.

She shook the tube at him then and warned, “But when you get home I expect you to put this on, and without any prompting from me. I’ll put it in the key bowl next to the kitchen door.

He nodded, and it was all so surreal.

What was also surreal was his entire day at work.

At first, the first hour, he couldn’t do anything. He just sat there and throbbed and dripped and his mind was frozen.

Then he started to notice where he was. And remember that he had work to do.

Even then it was difficult. He called up spreadsheets and tried to look at them, but was dazed.

But by first break he had realized something: he had to focus, to concentrate. He had to overcome the distraction of his penis. He had to be disciplined if he was going to get through the day.

Heck, he had to be disciplined if he was going keep his job.

So he worked, using the sexual impulses bursting through him. If he felt a throb, he had to look at the next thing he had to do.

He began to translate sex into work, and it was working! In fact, it was working better than anything he had ever tried!

He began to burn with a fervor for work. The overpowering stimulus of desiring sex began an overriding stimulus to doing work.

By lunch he had caught up, made up for his slackard beginning.

By the end of day he was far ahead of his normal daily progress.

He walked out of work inspired. Driven. Excited. It was like he had a bolt of lightening in his chest making him do things, causing super awareness.

He arrived home, his eyes literally glowing with excitement and a zest for life.

He had never experienced this state of being. Never.

He had worked hard. He had exhausted himself doing tasks.

But now he was energized beyond anything he had ever imagined.

It was like he was out of his body and seeing the universe for the first time.

He entered through the garage and put his keys in the bowl…and saw the lipstick.

For a minute he was motionless. His mind was anticipating, making him even more horny.

He reached into the bowl and picked up the lipstick. He turned the base and stared as the shiny pink arose.

Pink. Pinker than his lips, but not red, or so bright that…that…he could do this.

He now had to do this.

He had to experience the next step in horniness.

He stepped into the foyer and painted his lips. They were pinker. They were shiny, glistening.

His penis dripped juices.

Oh, my God!

“Honey?” he yelled.

There was no answer as Laura wasn’t home.

He walked through the house, shivering with energy. He looked everywhere, but she was gone. Then he thought back to the garage. Her car was gone. Of course she wasn’t home. And he realized that he wasn’t thinking.

He could do spreadsheets because that was the same old same old ho hum. But anything needing actual thought…that was beyond him.

He looked down at his weenie. He hadn’t worn his falsies to work, but he was home now, and he had to put them on.

He almost ran to the bedroom, took off his male clothes and his bra and got out the glue and coated his chest and the falsies with it. He held the boobs on, and five minutes later he put on his bra.

He stood, was stacked, and stared at the mirror.

He didn’t want to hide his chest with flannel shirts now. He went into his wife’s closet and searched for the blouse he had worn the other day. He found it, put it on, and stared at himself in the mirror.

She had a skirt on a hanger, and he put that on.

He rolled up the nylons, slipped into the three inch heels with the narrow spike.

And he shivered with the excitement coursing through him.

He looked at her vanity table. He didn’t know about all the make up, but…he saw a redder lipstick.

He sat, rolled the red on his lips, then started brushing his hair.

His hair was longish, but not long enough. But by curling under the hair and twisting the brush he made a cute bob.

He was in heaven.

An hour later Laura arrived home.

She walked into the living room and saw her husband sitting on the chair, embarrassed, defiant, wearing a bright lipstick.

Well, well, well. What do we have here?

“I…I…”

“No need to explain. I’m a woman. I know how much fun being a woman can be.”

“But I didn’t—“

“Shhh. Pour us a drink and let’s talk about what we’re going to do tonight.”

Nodding, Larry headed for the kitchen. Laura watched him as he passed her. He was doing a wonderful job of figuring out the heels. And his breasts looked so real. She was going to have to convince him to get implants.

Of course, seeing how he was breaking through, that wasn’t going to be difficult.

They sat and sipped, and she unpacked the purchases she had made.

“This is a prostate massager,” she stated, holding up what looked like a bent and stunted dildo. It is designed to press on your prostate. This is what is going to milk you.”

He was going to be milked. He was going to be artificially made to cum, but without the big bang. He wondered what that was going to be like.

“This, of course, is a strap on.” She held up a mess of straps and a very large fake penis. “When I feel like it I’m going to fuck you.”

He stared through puppy dog eyes. He was giving up manhood to get fucked, to take it like a woman. It was totally exciting and he had to make sure he kept breathing regularly or he might faint.

“When are you going to fuck me?”

“When I feel like it.” She was emphatic, and he realized that he hadn’t listened to her initial statement closely enough.

“Sorry. Okay.”

She smiled. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll learn. Now, as for the prostate massager, I was figuring we should start that tonight.”

“Tonight?” he gulped.

“It might take a while to figure it out, so we might just as well start. Besides, it won’t be as intrusive as my plastic peter, so the prostate massager will get you used to bending over.

Bending over, he thought. Oh, my God!

“Okay, shall we have a little dinner and do it?”

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“Could we just do it? I don’t think I’ll be able to eat with this…this looming.”

“Sure. Come on. Head for bed.”

Larry stood up and walked down the hall.

Laura appreciated how his ass swayed and his heels clicked. She slapped the prostate massager into her palm thoughtfully.

In the bedroom Larry started to get undressed, but Laura said, “Just pulled down your panties and get on the bed.”

Nervous, glancing at her, he did as she directed. Shortly his ass was raised and ready for penetration.

Laura took her time. She massaged his back and his ass. She rubbed a lot of lube into him, smushed it around, and swirled a finger inside his ass.

“Oh, God!” Larry whimpered. He kept twitching uncontrollably.

“Easy, honey. This is just a little prostate massager. It’s not the big dick.”

“Okay,” he mumbled.

He arranged pillows so he was comfortable, and she lubed up the little weenie substitute.

Larry tried to relax. Head down and butt up, and Laura slowly pushed the prostate massager into him.

There was a little pain, but whenever he jerked she pulled back, rubbed his buns, talked softly, and waited for him to relax.

It took a half hour for her to get the thing into him. When she did he was astonished.

He was full. And his penis dripped. He could look under his body, between his legs, and pre-cum was actually pouring from him.

“That’s a good sign,” Laura murmured as she began to jack the little tool into him.

He felt it move inside him. He felt it as she brushed over his prostate, then she was pressing and moving her hand in a circle. He felt the pressure, then he felt like pissing.

“I’ve got to go.”

“Okay.”

“Didn’t you hear me? I’m going to piss!”

“That’s okay. I put a towel under you. Piss all you want.”

He hesitated, then relaxed and the pee started to pour out of him.

It felt good. Peeing always feels good, but this was special good.

This was relief in a manner more intense than regular peeing, and he sighed and let it all go.

Laura kept moving the massager, working on his prostate, and Larry wiggled a little to increase the feeling.

Then he stopped pissing.

Laura worked him for a few seconds, then slowly extricated the thing from his ass.

“That’s all, eh? When do I get to cum? I mean, I’m not going to cum if that’s all you do.”

Laura laughed. “Honey, you came.”

“No, seriously.”

“Seriously.

He looked back at her. She was wiping off the prostate massager, getting ready to put it away.

“Look at the towel between your legs.”

He moved around and saw the big wet spot.

“Jeez. I really peed.”

“That’s cum, honey. It was your first time and you did it. You should be proud.”

He moved his face closer, sniffed, touched with a finger, and jerked in astonishment. “I really did cum!”

“Of course you did.”

He sat, and his butthole felt really good. It felt like an itch that had finally been scratched.

“Of course we didn’t catch it in a bowl, so you could eat it—“

“What?”

“That’s part of it, honey. You’re supposed to be able to eat your own seed.”

“Well, I…I can’t…”

“You keep saying that, and then you show me that you can.”

He was silent at that.

“Okay, your next milking will be next week. If you prove amenable, we’ll start screwing you. Okay by you?”

He thought about it. He was feeling so good, so loosy goosy. It was like an orgasm, but without the big bang.

And…it actually felt better.

“Your weenie is going to be soft for a day, then it’ll stiffen up. I might let you screw me then, because you won’t be able to cum. But the real joy is going to be when I put on the old strap on and show you a good time.”

Larry sat on the bed and thought about it.

He had been converted. He was wearing women’s underwear. They were talking about him having implants. He even wore trace make up. And he had no doubt Laura was going to make him wear more and more of.

And he would probably have to tell his company that he was transitioning. He couldn’t just tell them he was a crossdresser, he had to say the word ‘transition.’ Then they would accept it. Then they would be eligible for government tax breaks or grants or whatever the government did to encourage the people to transition.

But, that aside, the next step was for Laura to own him. To fuck him. To make him her own.

Slowly, very slowly, he smiled.

END
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PART ONE

“Oh, no!” She frowned and brushed his chest.

He looked down and saw two damp spots just below his pectoral muscles. He blinked. They were just below his nipples, and it almost looked like his nipples had leaked.

“This is so—“

She turned and scooted towards the ladies’ room.

Jeremy was in Scooter’s, a raucous cowboy type bar. He was a slender fellow with expressive eyes and a soft face. “What the…”

He stared after the girl and touched one of the two wet spots. He tasted it, and…it tasted like milk!

The girl’s name was Addison. She had more curves than a mountain roadmap, and a face that warmed the heart. He watched as her curvaceous butt disappeared into the ladies’ room.

Jeremy had come for a couple of beers and some fun, and had been delighted when he had met Addison. She was more fun than a monkey with a dildo, and pretty darn smart, too.

Jeremy made his way through the dancers and ordered a beer at the bar. He sat facing the ladies’ room and waited.

Two minutes passed, then she appeared.

She stood in the end of the hallway and looked over the bar. She saw Jeremy and smiled a 1000 watt smile.

She moved across the floor towards him. Jeremy quickly ordered another beer for her, and offered it to her when she sat down next to him.

“Whew! I’m glad you didn’t leave,” she said, taking a deep gulp that left a little foam on her sexy upper lip. “I wanted to apologize.”

“No apologies necessary. I just, ah…that was milk?”

She blushed a little and took another gulp. “Yes, I’m lactating. I had pads to absorb the milk, but we were having so much fun I didn’t realize it was time to change them.”

He nodded, grinned disarmingly, and said, “So you have a child?”

She searched his face, didn’t see any judgment or disappointment, and answered. “Nope.”

“Oh, okay.”

He said nothing, it was awkward for a moment, then she giggled.

“I’m part of a research project. We’re trying to induce milk in women who have difficulty lactating, or producing enough milk. I’ve been taking pills to see if we could improve such a situation.”

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly in surprise. “So you just… what? Take pills?”

“We have different methods for different groups. I initially had a shot. Then I take a pill a day.”

“So how long does it take to produce milk for you.” He spoke a bit haltingly. This wasn’t the normal conversation one had with a beautiful woman.

Interestingly, his cock was really bonered up. The idea of her giving milk while he…made love to her…it was intoxicating.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, I’m fine.”

“You had such a funny look on your face. You looked, I don’t know, dazed?”

“Well, I am surprised.”

“I know, it’s a shock, and I know a lot of men get upset at the idea of a woman lactating. I’m sorry, I’ll leave if—“

“No! No.” He took a deep breath. “I find the idea of a woman lactating very sexy.”

“You do?” She had been getting up, but now she settled back on the stool. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah.” He tried to control his breathing., He gave up on controlling his cock. That guy was gone to the races. “I…well, I think a woman that is making milk is sexy. Is it okay to talk about it? I don’t want to be inappropriate.”

“Are you kidding? It seems all I do is talk about tits with milk in them. I certainly don’t mind talking shop with such a handsome fellow.”

She smiled.

He grinned. And ordered two more beers.

“So, how much milk do you produce in a day?”

She giggled. “It is weird to talk about it, but…about 30 Ounces a day.”

“Wow. That’s almost a quart!”

“And I’ve only been lactating for eight days,” she said proudly. “They figure that my breasts are going to get bigger; they’re hoping I’ll get up to a quart and a half.”

“That’s amazing.” He looked around, almost guiltily, and mumbled, “Look, I know this is weird, and I know you probably think I’m a freak, but do you, uh…think that…”

She cut right through his bumbling. “Would you like to see my breasts.”

He gulped and nodded. “I know…I’m sorry…”

“How about you ply me with liquor, take me home and…” her turn to take a deep breath, “Taste my milk?”

“Are you serious?” he breathed.

“Oh, yes.” She looked around, now it was her looking a bit guilty, or at least a bit shy. “Look, the truth is that I have to be home every three hours to pump my milk. That cuts into my social life. And I get tired of just sitting there watching milk drip. So if you can put up with me being the freak.”

“Oh,” he felt fevered as he reassured her, “You aren’t the weird one.”

“Then get me a little drunk, dance me around a little, and then we’ll go home, and you can milk me.” She hurriedly added. “I’m not feeling like fucking right now, and I apologize, but…God, I want a man’s company.”

“Addison, you’ve got a date.”

For the next hour they chugged beer, danced, and joked shamelessly. Addison being part of a research team, a rather jaded and happy team, knew every milk joke in the world.

“What did the customer say to the cashier who asked if he wanted his milk in a bag?” she asked, then gave the punch line. “Just leave it in the carton, please.”

“Oh,” laughed Jeremy. “That’s udderly hilarious.”

“What should you tell a cow that says she gives almond milk?”

“What?”

“You must be nuts.”

Jeremy laughed so hard he was almost sick. But it wasn’t that the jokes were so funny. It was that he was holding his dream girl. She had large breasts, and they would get larger, and…she gave milk.

Feeling her big boobs pressed against his chest he almost swooned.

Finally, they staggered out to his truck.

“Where’s your car?”

“I Ubered.”

At his truck, he opened the door for her and she placed one foot on the running bar, half turned and inspected him, then leaned forward.

Their lips touched, and it was wonderful. He was heady, and he wanted more, and when she drew back and said, “Whew! He almost yelled ‘yahoo!’ to the stars.

He circled to his side and got in.

They kissed again, and he felt her tit.

“Don’t squeeze honey. Not till we get home.

He could feel her nipple with his palm, and he had never felt anything so special in his life.

He drove up the highway, moving at just the speed limit for cops, making sure he stayed in his lane.

She held his arm. His truck was older and had a bench seat and she scooted right up against him.

He could feel the press of her breasts on his upper arm.

“Have you always been so kinky about titties?”

“Oh, yes,” and he was so sincere she giggled. Then she reached over and felt his cock.

“Whoa. If cocks were boats you’d be a battleship.’

He laughed, and felt proud.

He parked in front of his little house. It was two room, two bath, but the rooms were big, and it had all the amenities. A big kitchen, a modern bathroom, a stereo system that kicked ass.

“Nice,” she murmured, as she walked across the living room and into the bedroom.

He stopped to put on a little Sade, then followed her.

She had her blouse off and was taking the pads out of her milking bra.

He stared, his cock throbbing in his pants, pressing against the denim material, and he knew he was probably doing a little leaking himself.

She sighed and lifted one breast up, then looked at him. “Come here, honey. Give me a little relief.”

He found himself on his knees, his lips pressed against her breast.

The milk was sweet, sticky, and there was so much of it.

She held her breast, then she was holding his head with the other hand. She whispered, “You are such a little baby.”

His eyes flickered up at her and he sucked harder. Her words had caused a surge of heat in him.

He did well, but there is only so much milk a man can drink. She shifted him from side to side, and when he had finally had enough she simply stood up and went to the sink in the kitchen and squirted her milk into the sink.

He stood next to her. “What a waste.” He shook his head. Though he had drunk his fill he was so damned horny.

She picked up on his state. Heck, there was no hiding the bump in his pants.

“Do you want to fuck?”

They were suddenly face to face, him squeezing in so that some of her squirting milk got on him. “Oh, God.”

“I guess that means yes. Well, you’ve made me so horny, it always feels so good to get relief…I guess we should screw. Just let me empty my boobs here.”

Ten minutes passed, and finally her boobs were empty. They didn’t feel so plump now, in fact they were rather slack, but that was fine with Jeremy.

They walked into his bedroom and she pushed him back on the bed. She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down.

He fumbled with his belt and his zipper, then he was standing straight up.

“Do me good, honey,” she said. “It’s been a long time.”

She settled down over him, sighing as his shaft widened her pussy.

He sighed, feeling her give way, and his penis was suddenly engulfed in her soft, moistness.

“Oh,” she said. “You are special.”

He held her hips and looked up at her, and she was like a Goddess to him.

Back and forth she rocked, occasionally squirming to get better traction.

He was in heaven. Her boobs, no bra, swung above him, and he reached for them.

She laughed, then groaned, as he squeezed them.

She already had a bit of milk built up, and he squirted it over his face, lapped at it, and his antics made her laugh.

Then he began to cum, and she felt his penis erupt deep within. It had been a long time, and she moaned as she felt his man splatter on her insides.

Finally, they slept. They were slightly drunk, immensely satisfied, and quite content.

In the early morning she arose early, collected her things, and snuck out of the apartment.

She thought it was just a one time thing, and when he awoke he was afraid that he wouldn’t see her again.

But he would.

Jeremy worked at an auto parts store. He was the second manager, assigned shifts, and had a lot of leeway when it came to taking time off.

That day he went to work and was as happy as he had ever been. Sexually, he was sated. He had found his dream girl.

Of course he didn’t know her phone number, or where she lived, but…he would find out. Somehow he would find out.

But he didn’t care right then. He ordered batteries, helped customers put in windshield wipers, and worked the morning away.

Interestingly, though he had just screwed his heart out, he had an erection. And every time it waned he would remember the night previous and boner up again.

And so the day passed.

And another day.

And Jeremy dreamed of his perfect girl, and couldn’t wait for the weekend. He was sure she would be at the bar again, and he just had to see her.

He just had to.

The weekend came and went. He drank at the bar and waited, but she never showed.

Other girls talked to him, but he wasn’t interested. He only wanted Addison.

And another weekend, and now he was getting desperate. Surely she couldn’t just forget about him. Could she?

The weeks passed, and the months. Always, his dream girl stoked his fantasies, but there was no sign of her.

Then, one day in November, he saw her. He was at the mall, walking and gawking and looking for a present for his nephew. His birthday was coming up and—there she was!

She was standing outside the MAC store, her beautiful lips pursed and her head slightly tilted. Her hair was longer, and when she turned slightly he could see that her boobs were even bigger!

He fast walked through the crowd, almost bumping people over in his hurry to get to here.

“Sorry, excuse me, pardon me…” then he was behind her.

“Addison?”

She turned, and his heart leaped. She was as he remembered, full lips, pale, blue eyes, her blonde hair halfway down her back, and her breasts, her breasts were truly stupendous.

Her face lit up in delight and she hugged him. “Jeremy, I—“ then she drew back and her face had little expression on it. “You never called.”

He bubbled desperately, “But I didn’t have your number! I don’t know where you live! I don’t even know your last name.”

An expression of relief crossed her face and she hugged him again. And he could swear she was rubbing her tits against him.

She leaned back, still in his arms, and giggled. “I see you still have a fetish.” She lightly ground her groin against him.

“Oh, God!” he whispered.

She didn’t talk then, she just led him through the mall, and he stumped along behind her, totally captivated. They crossed the parking lot to her car, a small SUV, then she drove to the roof and to an isolated corner.

She watched him, studied the rapt expression of lust on his face as she undid her blouse and revealed her cleavage.

Now he couldn’t even look at her face, he could only stare as her mounds came into view. He watched as she reached behind herself—which made her boobs thrust forward even more—and undid her bra.

They were gigantic.

“How much milk do you give?”

“Quart and a half.”

He shuddered and his penis dripped inside his pants.

She loved the look on his face. He was so enraptured, so out of control, and it was all for her.

Well, for her boobs.

But that was okay with her.

He reached forward and placed his hands under her mountains. He hefted them, studied them, and his face moved closer and closer.

She watched his throat go up and down as he gulped, and the look in his eyes, it was like he was truly mesmerized.

“Go ahead, honey, drink.”

He placed his mouth over her nipple and sucked, and once again she held him. She sighed as he gave her relief.

“I haven’t made love to anyone since you,” she whispered. “I haven’t wanted to.”

His eyes were closed and he made a sound that could have been anything, but was really a choked up resignation as he gave himself up to her.

The sweet liquid trickled down his throat. She had been milking herself every couple of hours, trying to increase the flow of her milk, and it worked. It seemed like she was always full, and now she finally appreciated that fact.

He made love to her breasts with his mouth, and she felt a warmth flush through her.

The only real attention she got these days, it seemed, was the endless poking and prodding of scientific types as they examined her. She needed his love. She needed to be treated like more than a piece of meat. She needed that human touch.

They stayed in the car for an hour, him snuggling up and feeding, her getting her relief.

She teased him about his boob fetish, and he could only chuckle and admit that she was right.

Then she said, “It’s good that only women have breasts. If you have boobs you’d spend all your time playing with yourself.

He protested: “But I have a dick and I only play with myself a little!”

“Yes, but you and boobs, that would be different.”

He thought about it, and he thought she was right. “I can see myself, hiding in my apartment, just suckling. I would feed myself endlessly, and never see another human.

“They laughed at this odd vision, then she grew sober.

“Jeremy?”

“Yes?”

“What if you could have boobs? Would you really want to?”

He smiled, thinking she was just carrying on the joking.

“I’m serious. If you could have boobs, boobs as big as mine, would you want to?”

He fumbled his words a bit, but he didn’t have to say anything.

“Your cock has been hard this whole time. That’s answer enough.”

“So, what? You’re going to give me some of your magic pills?”

She shook her head, her hair waving back and forth. “Nope. Better. I’m going to sign you up for the program.”

“What? They aren’t going to want to make a male have bobs and…and…give milk!”

“Actually, we’ve been discussing it for months, and it’s on the schedule. They’ve even discussed volunteers, questionnaires, whether they should be paid or not…”

“They would pay me to have boobs?” The thought was sparking in his mind.

“They don’t pay much. You’d still have to work, but…” she lifted her shoulders in a shrug.

“But why would they want me to have boobs?”

“It’s not the boobs they want, but the milk. Are you aware of how serious the world’s food shortage is? And do you know how many people are out of work?”

“But—“

“If we can harness males to provide milk, we can end world hunger. No baby would ever suffer a shortage of breast milk. Milk could be packaged, the way almond milk or oatmeal milk is. And it would be ten times safer! People don’t develop allergies for people.”

“Your company is really…” he trailed off, his imagination running amuck.

He could see a shelf of bottles labeled, ‘Real, live, organic, cage free, human milk!’

And people lining up to buy the tasty stuff.

Then he had a thought, “You’re not into this hucow thing, are you?”

She laughed it off.

But he could see a long barn, men shackled on benches, their boobs hanging down and suction tubes sucking the milk from their breasts.

“That’s science fiction!”

He grinned. “For many it is a fantasy.”

She leaned forward a little, a small grin on her face. “And would you like that?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so. Lactation is fun. Corporate greed is not. There’s no human touch in human greed.”

“You’re right.”

They sat in the car and contemplated their conversation.

She thinking of whether her company would like to experiment on Jeremy. He thinking of how wonderful it would be to experience what Addison was going through.

Pumping milk every day. They could feed each other.

“I’d do it,” he stated in a soft voice.

Another few minutes of contemplation, then: “I’ll ask my bosses. Of course you might not meet their requirements, but it you do…are you sure you’d be happy lugging around a pair of milk sacs like these?” She held her breasts up.

“I’m sure.”

They called him on a Monday morning. Early. Which spoke of their interest in him.

He went down to the company offices that very afternoon.

The company was located on a circular lane that butted up against some deep woods. It was a large building, and behind the building, half in the forest, were several squat buildings.

Jeremy was welcomed in the big building, and interviewed. Addison had told him to speak freely, and he openly discussed his fetish with the two people interviewing him.

He admitted that he had had a boob fetish all his life.

He talked about feeding from Addison—she had told him to talk about that, too—and he rambled on, his eyes taking on a far away look, about what it was like to taste milk. To feel it trickle down his throat.

He tried to hide the big hard on he had all morning. Addison had jacked him the night before, twice, but it did no good. His cock was standing up for what it believed in.

He knew they must have noticed his excitement.

Yet, they seemed receptive. In the end they took him back to the labs, showed him the test tubes and beakers, explained how they tested the nutritional value of the milk, and he watched as several women sat on machines and had their milk pumped.

Addison was one of the women, and she giggled and gave him a thumbs up. The people interviewing him noticed his avid attention and his bursting smile.

And how his pants bulged.

All that week Jeremy worried.

“What if they don’t accept me?”

“Honey, it’s all right. They might not, but…I think they will.”

“And they won’t tell you?”

“I doubt it. But if they did I would call you right on the spot. In fact, I’d call you before they told me.

They laughed at her quip, and he worried some more.

They called him on a Monday morning two weeks later. Would you come in for some tests?

Of course he would, and he showed up promptly on time.

“I’m Terrance Fischer.” The fellow in the lab coat was taller than Jeremy, and had a few muscles under his coat. He smiled and shook Jeremy’s hand.

“So what kind of tests?”

“Just the usual battery of tests. Blood pressure, blood sample. We just have to make sure you’re in grade A health.”

“Triple grade A,” grinned Jeremy.

So Terrance poked him and prodded him, took his samples, and said, “I see no reason to wait. If you sign a few papers we can give you an injection today. After that you simply have to take a pill a day.”

“How long would I have to take the pills?”

“Until you reach optimum size and output, based on your weight, height, and that sort of thing.”

“Okay.”

Jeremy signed a sheaf of papers in the front office. By the time he was done Terrance had his first injection waiting.

“Okay,” Terrance explained. “It’s actually two injections. We inject into the mammary tissue, one for each gland.” He gave a wan smile, “The proposed mammary tissue, I suppose we should say.”

Terrance held up a needle and tapped the syringe with a finger.

Jeremy sat down on a stool and waited.

The needles did hurt a little, more than a normal shot, but it wasn’t bad. Then Terrance patted the injection site with a solution, noted that there was no blood so, unless Jeremy wanted them, there was no need for bandages.

“All righty,” Terrance sounded a bit like the Simpson’s neighbor as he showed his teeth. “Now, growth should start immediately. By this time next week you’ll probably have little golf ball sized boobs. They will get bigger, and you might want to think about different clothes.”

“Different clothes?”

“Yes. It is apparently a drag, according to the females in our program, to undress every couple of hours. Find a shirt that will open easily and provide access.”

“A shirt.”

“Now, you can bind your breasts, but past a certain point that will restrict milk production.”

“Oh.”

“And, I should mention, initial tests on lab animals showed a distinct leakage from the penis.”

Jeremy blinked and opened his mouth, but before he could go on Terrance said, “It turned out to be pre-cum, and there was a distinct upsurge in sexual interest. Taking the different amounts of the formula into consideration, between your body weight and the lab animals body weights, this should not be a problem. But if you do experience some leakage we can always provide you with pads.”

“Pads?”

“Like Depends.”

“Oh.”

Now that the ‘male lactation trial’ had started Jeremy was experiencing some nervousness.

Yes, it was his fantasy fulfilled, but it was also experimenting with his body. No matter how many algorithms were run, no matter how many test animals were experimented on, this was his body.

By this time in their relationship Jeremy was spending much time at Addison’s apartment. He had a lot of clothes there, a toothbrush, and even an Xbox.

“So how’d the first day go?” Addison asked him when he walked in the door.

He grinned, kissed her deeply, and they retired to a couch where he could give her some relief.

“It went good. I signed the papers and they gave me my first shots.”

“Really?” she pressed his head against her boob and grinned.

“Hey,” he laughed. “Don’t drown me!”

She chuckled, her eyes showed she was in deep thought.

“Okay, you’re going to have to get a bra tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Honey, this stuff works fast. You might not lactate for a few days, but you’d better be prepared.”

“But…I’m really going to need a bra?” But he wasn’t really asking, just speaking rhetorically. They hadn’t told him he would need one, but…of course he would.

But, within a couple of days?

The next morning he had bruising around the injection sites. And his flesh was tender around his pectorals. He wasn’t swollen, not at all, but Addison smiled, kissed his nipple gently, and reassured him. “That’s the way it starts honey. By this weekend you’ll be sprouting your wings.”

He nodded. He felt a nervous energy, and he couldn’t wait.

The morning after he felt…puffy. He had to look twice, but it did seem a bit swollen. He stared at himself in the mirror for an hour. He felt his pectorals, and wondered when they would turn into mammaries.

Would his muscle turn into fat?

What was he going to look like?

The next morning he was definitely swollen. Bruising had disappeared, and he groaned when Addison touched him and suckled him. She was very gentle because she knew the slightest touch could turn painful at this stage.

That day she brought home a selection of bras and he tried them on.

Talk about feeling weird! He kept looking at her, and she finally slapped his cheek softly and said, “Don’t worry so much. You’re still a man.”

“But will I be when my boobs are monsters?”

“Monster boobs, monster cock. Monster fuck. That’s what I say. And she went down on him to prove it.

But, she didn’t let him cum.

“Oh, baby. Get me off!” he begged.

The doctors say that being sexually excited helps the growth, that if you cum it stunts the growth. So how big do you want to get?”

“Oh, man,” he muttered. “Talk about being between a rock and a hard place!”

Addison just laughed and edged him some more.

The next morning there was no mistaking it. Swelling had become a definite shape. And his nipples were always hard. As was his penis.

Which pleased Addison no end.

They were laying in bed and she was stroking him, laughing when he got close and she backed off.

“You are evil,” he whined.

“Yup. And you’ve got to start wearing your bra.”

“Oh, no…”

“Oh, yes. This morning, when you go to work, you need to wear that pink one I bought you. It’s more of a training bra. It’ll get you used to bras, and it’s easy to hide under your work shirt.”

She got up and handed him the bra. She helped him put it on.

In the mirror it didn’t alter his shape. It didn’t squash his little lemons, but when he put on his work shirt you couldn’t even tell.

“I’m going to have to tell the people at work,” he mumbled. His face was red and he was experiencing the downside of a man having boobs.

“So tell them.”

“Tell them what?”

She stared at him.

“The company doesn’t want it known what they are doing,” he said.

“Tell them you’re transitioning.”

“But I’m not!”

“You sort of are.”

That shut him up.

He went to work, and he worried, and the day went slowly. finally, his boss called him into the office.

“Jeremy, what’s going on? You look like you lost your best friend.”

“Well, uh…I don’t…uh…” he hemmed and hawed until Reggie, his boss, sighed in exasperation.

“Dude. Just tell me. Whatever it is it can’t be that bad.”

“Well, uh….I don’t…uh…”

Reggie’s eyes narrowed. “Do I have to send you home?”

“No! No! Don’t…I’ll…I’ll tell you.”

Reggie settled back in his worn swivel and waited.

“Well, uh…I’m…uh…”

“JEREMY!”

“I’M TRANSITIONING!”

Jeremy felt like he was outside his body. His hair was standing up, he was blushing, and worst of all, his cock was erect!

“What?”

Jeremy looked down at the floor.

“You’re…like…becoming a dudette?”

Jeremy nodded frantically. Tears were welling in his eyes. The doctors had told him he might experience mood swings, but this was just mortification of the soul.

“Well, wow.”

Jeremy was mute.

“That puts you in a whole new category.”

Jeremy looked up.

“The company has very strict guidelines as to how to deal with people who are…who are…you know?”

Jeremy blinked a bit and shook his head. He didn’t know.

“We don’t have a third bathroom for you to use. I guess you can take your choice. When everybody understands they’ll make sure they don’t bust in on you.”

“What?” Jeremy was confused.

“And we’ll have to talk to our insurance people. Do you need help with your medical bills?”

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly. This was not going as he had imagined it.

“And corporate is going to want to know. The government might give us a tax break or something. We need to—“

“Reggie?”

“Yeah?”

“That’s it? Bathrooms and…and tax breaks and…and that’s all?”

“What else is there?”

“Don’t you care that I’m not going to be a dude any more?”

“Well, I can’t really discuss things like that.”

“About whether you care?”

“I care, but if I say the wrong thing we open ourselves up for a lawsuit.”

“But…look!” He unbuttoned his shirt and showed his pink training bra.

Reggie looked away quickly. “Please, dude, uh, Jeremy. I don’t want to be accused of sexual harassment.

There was a long space of silence while Reggie considered what steps he was going to have to take to be in compliance with the laws.

Jeremy finally said, “I’m going to have boobs. It shouldn’t stop me from working.

“No problem. Wear whatever you need to wear.”

“Is that all?”

“Sure, unless…unless…is there…I don’t know.”

“Okay. I’ll go back to work.”

Buttoning up his work shirt, Jeremy left the office.


PART TWO

Jeremy wasn’t actually transitioning, of course. He was just growing boobs. But how do you explain something like that to people? Especially if you have signed a non-disclosure agreement?

So, regardless of the actual situation, he was considered by his coworkers, and his friends, as transitioning.

Addison thought it was sort of funny. “You know, you’re a bit of a homophobe, a straight arrow, and now you’re one of…them!

“I am not!” he protested.

“Sissy pants.”

“What!?”

She laughed, came to him, hugged him, and whispered, “I’m just kidding.”

The fact that she was holding his member when she said this went a long way

A week later he was sporting a proud pair of boobs. Not super big, but definitely undergoing a growth spurt.

A bra was a necessity now. And not just any bra. It had to have insertable pads because he was leaking.

He wasn’t really lactating, just dribbling a bit of pre-milk. It was like pre-cum to cum. Thin and watery and a little slimy.

One night he was sitting on the toilet, and took advantage of the moment to change his pads. Addison sauntered by, stopped and leaned against the door frame to watch.

“What?” he asked, slipping the pad into the pocket and adjusting his bra.

“God, are you sexy.”

He actually blushed.

“You’re embarrassed by being sexy?”

“Well, it’s different for guys.”

“How so?”

“Girls are naturally extroverts. Everybody encourages them, right from the start, to dance around and be pretty. Guys are taught to knuckle down, and if anybody calls them pretty it’s…embarrassing.”

“Pretty, pretty, pretty,” she teased. “Jeremy’s a pretty, little girl.”

Jeremy’s face turned a brighter shade of red. “Please, stop that.”

“Even your speech has changed and become more pretty. When you were a manly man you’d just tell me to shut up, now you’re whining like a little bitch.”

He stared at her with an open mouth, and she started guffawing. She could hardly standup she was laughing so hard. “You should have seen your face!”

He looked down, mumbled a grumble, then finished his business and stood up.

He started to rush out of the bathroom but she stepped in his way and stopped him.

“Come on, honey. Get used to it.”

“I don’t want to.” He looked like he was about to cry.

She took his hand and led him into the kitchen. She sat him down and made him a drink. She placed it in front of him and sat down opposite him.

He took a glug, then asked, “What?”

“I think we’re going to have to adjust your thinking.”

“Why?”

“To help you get through this.”

He was silent, took another glug.

“Like it or not, you have some very feminine attributes.”

“Tits.”

“Yes, titties.”

He blushed at her cavalier speech.

“You’re already experiencing looks from people, and I have noticed that you don’t want to go out as much as you did before.”

“I do, too!”

“Prove it. Let’s go out and hop a few bars.”

The look on his face proved her point.

“Sometime in the next couple of weeks we’re going to have to dress you up as a girl. We can style your long hair, put make up on your face, and you will find it very easy to pass as a girl.”

He was aghast. “I can’t do that!”

“So, what? You’ll spend the rest of your days hiding? Do you spend much time on the counter at work? Or do you spend your time in the warehouse?”

He mumbled, “Warehouse.”

“So you don’t go out, you hide in the warehouse, and you don’t think you have a problem.”

“I’ll get over it.” But he wasn’t looking at her.

She leaned forward and pulled his chin so he had to look at her. “No, you won’t. You’ll just hide, but it will be like you’re trying to hide from the boobs on your own chest. The only way you’re getting through this is to face the tiger and move forward.”

He trembled, and he wasn’t convinced, but as the days passed he came to realize that she was right.

Days passed, and he grew bigger. At one point he thought about stopping taking the pills, but he didn’t. But he was getting enormous. He had to wear a super big bra at work, and there was no hiding his condition. Not from workers, not from customers.

He knew people were talking about him, and he walked around in a constant state of mortification. The natural color of his face seemed to be red.

Yet, beyond his inability to handle public scrutiny, he liked it.

Even though wearing a bra was sometimes irritating, he loved it. The feel of being in harness, the growing weight of his mammaries…it turned him on, made him feel, in some odd way, complete.

Like he wasn’t a man, nor a woman, but some superior concoction of both.

Addison loved it. She couldn’t keep her hands off him. Not his boobs, nor his manly package. Which manly package seemed to be in a state of high excitement all the time.

One night, after riding him and playing with his chest, she made the remark, “God, I love you like this.”

Like him, she appreciated that he was the best of both worlds.

“Sometimes I can pretend you’re a lesbian,” she said. “And sometimes you’re just a studly man.

Which statement made him smile, even as it embarrassed him.

Then his milk came in.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted as he squeezed a now large nipple. “It never ends!”

It was the first week of his milk, and a dozen bottles stood on the counter, and there were 24 bottles in the fridge. This first couple of weeks he was supposed to keep exact track of how much milk he produced.

Addison put an arm over his shoulder while he pumped his milk. She watched him fill a bottle, then said, “Maybe you are my little hucow.”

“That’s not funny,” he whined.

She smiled. “It’s okay, honey. I went through the same thing. Heck, I’m still going through it. Hand me that breast pump. I’m going to milk a little early today.”

He handed it to her, and she attached the suction cup and began filling the bottle.

She giggled.

“What?”

“Look at us. Is this the way we’re going to grow old together?”

He opened his mouth to say something, to refute her, but…he couldn’t. He finally just heaved a sigh and said, “Looks like.”

“We’re going to go out next weekend.”

“No!”

“Don’t panic. I’ll fix you up so nobody will re cognize you as a man. It’s going to be fun, and you’ll learn all sorts of things.”

“Like what?” he asked suspiciously.

“Like how to fend off boys. How to get free drinks without putting out. That sort of thing.”

Now he was silent. Fending off boys? That was the scariest thing he had ever heard in his life.

She laughed at the look on his face. “Every girl goes through this, honey. Every girl has to learn these things.”

“But I’m not a girl!”

“Have you looked at your chest lately.”

He had, and he was bigger than Addison. He had a male chest,42 inches, and his boobs had grown enough so that they looked normal for that size chest. His cup size was larger than triple F, and the company had had to order him specially built bras.

“I don’t want to go to a bar,” he whispered.

“Sorry, honey. But we’re going.”

He looked at her. “Or what?”

“Or I’ll hide your breast pumps.”

He blinked. They had talked about that, laughed about it. If they had no breast pumps would their boobs explode?

And here that bit of silliness was rearing its head in real life.

“I’ll think about it.”

He might not have gone to the bar if something hadn’t happened that week at work.

He walked in, punched his card, and went into the warehouse, and found some bigwigs there.

“Here he is,” Reggie said, showing a bit of relief at Jeremy’s presence. “Jere, this is Ms Standish and Mr. Grearson.”

The duo shook hands with Jeremy, who was suddenly in the spotlight and bursting out in red shades.

“We’re from corporate, Jeremy, we came to see how you’re doing.”

“I’m, ah…fine.”

“We notice that you do most of your work in the warehouse. Is there any reason for that?”

“Uh, no. I just, with my transitioning, it’s—“

“None of the customers are bothering you?”

“Oh, no!”

And not any of the workers.”

“No, no. Everybody’s fine.”

They continued grilling him, being very circumspect, and the Ms Standish dropped the bomb. “We, the company, would like to see you balance your time in the warehouse with time at the counter.”

Jeremy’s breath stopped. At the counter? Where everybody could see him?

Jeremy went home that night and was totally flamboozled.

“What’s wrong,” Addison asked, perceiving his emotional state.

“They want me to work on the counter.”

“So?”

“Okay,” he finally admitted. “I’m scared. I’ve been avoiding everybody. You’re right.”

“Okay, two things. First, tell them that you will start working the counter after next weekend.”

He whispered, “After I go out drinking with you.”

“Yep.”

“And the second thing?”

“Tell them that you’ll be wearing a dress.”

She stared at him, challenged him, and he found himself breaking down.

Wear a dress. He was a guy. How could he…but he had to…

He couldn’t talk, not even to whisper, but he did nod his head.

Friday night came, the weekend, and he came home from work to find Addison in the bedroom. She had bought him a dress, some sexy lingerie, and was prepared to make him walk on the wild side.

He was about to saunter down the pink path!

“Okay, honey, first…Nair.”

She handed him a bottle of Nair and he looked at it. Just a simple, little bottle, but it was going to start his transformation.

Well, his transformation had started with his boobs, but this would certainly make it official.

He lathered up, waited the prerequisite time, then hopped into the shower. He watched in fascination as his curlies circled the drain and disappeared.

Addison toweled him off, making extra sure that his peeny was dry, then sat him down at the vanity table.

“First things first, we have to make sure you have a proper set of claws.”

She painted his toenails, then glued on semi-long fingernails and painted them.

He stared at the shiny, red talons, and his cock was harder than ever.

When his nails were dry she handed him his lingerie for the night.

“Here go, honey.”

Jeremy found that working with nails was quite a bit different than just using his fingers. They were longer, and they tended to snag, and he had to figure out the whole ‘using the pad’ thing.

She smiled as she watched him struggle to put on the underthings.

The bra had padding, but it held him up higher. His chest really thrust forward.

He put on a garter belt, then rolled nylons, and she had to help him.

Finally, he pulled up the panties, and, of course, had a huge problem.

“I’m…I’ve got an erection.”

“Yes, you do,” she eyed it lasciviously. She pulled his panties over his dong and laughed at the look on his face.

“You don’t expect me to go out with a boner in my dress?”

She patted his cheek. “Let mama worry about everything.”

The dress was a summer dress, a nice pattern of multicolors, and it tended to hide his boobs. A little. Not much. But…okay, he was enormous.

She went to work on his face then. She cleaned and primed, put on a foundation, bronze and blush, and he watched as his face changed.

She was working on his eyes, shading them, curling his lashes. The little eyeliner pencil scared him, it was so sharp and right next to his eyeballs.

“You’re such a baby,” she said.

“Yeah,” he agreed. His heart was pounding like he had just run a marathon. He was having to concentrate to breath normally.

She painted his lips, and it was like the Rubicon was being crossed. He stared at the mirror. His lips were plump—she had used a plumping agent—and they were shiny and moist looking.

Kissable. Whenever Addison’s lips looked like this he wanted to kiss her. And she always pushed him off, telling him not to muss up her lipstick.

Now he knew.

She brushed his hair, used hairspray.

She put him in high heels, and he was suddenly taller.

She put him in front of the wall mirror and they inspected him.

He turned in front of the mirror.

“Uh…” he murmured. His cock poked the dress out.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that. Let me get dressed first.”

She was dressed in five minutes. It had taken her an hour to get him ready, but only five minutes for herself.

Sheesh!

Dabbing her lipstick on, she lifted his dress. “Hold this,” she handed him the hem.

He held the hem and she pulled down his panties.

He watched in the mirror as she knelt and took him in her mouth.

He was so excited it only took a minute. In that minute he experienced a whole new world.

A woman with a cock being sucked off. Himself experiencing orgasm in a whole new light. And Addison’s red lips moving back and forth while she palpated his balls.

She stood up, smacked her lips and licked the residue of him from around her mouth, then repaired her lipstick.

“Ready to go, honey?”

He nodded and tucked his now limp cock back into his panties.

It was the same bar they had met at. It was filled with people, music, and the smell of beer.

Jeremy was, of course, paralyzed.

Addison had to drag him by the hand through the pack of people. She ordered him a beer, and when they were served she led him to a high table in a corner.

“Drink,” she commanded. “I should have given you a couple of shots before we came, but…drink.”

He was compelled to drink. He was so red-faced and humiliated that he had to drink.

He stared at the lipstick mark he left on the lip of the mug.

Addison giggled. “You are so messed.”

He nodded.

She turned, glanced over the crowd, then waved to a cowboy just leaving the bar.

“Hey! Tommy!”

Tommy was a handsome stud, wide shouldered, wide grinned, and ready to party.

“Hey, girls!” He stood next to the high table. He ogled Addison’s boobs freely, without embarrassment, then turned to Jeremy. “And who is this sweet, young thing?”

“That’s my bestie, Jerry.”

“Well, hey, miss Jerry, how come I haven’t seen you around here before?” And he took Jeremy’s hand and lifted it and pressed his lips to the back.

Jeremy was freaked. He wasn’t recognized, but all the male in him screamed out that this wrong.

Addison waited a moment, hoped that Jeremy would say something, but when he didn’t she filled in the space. “They just released her from the monastery.”

Tommy blinked a slow blink. “A monastery?”

“Oh, yes. She was a wild thing, couldn’t keep her legs closed, so her parents shipped her off to a monastery.”

“A monastery?” repeated Tommy, as if struck dumb.

“Yes. And now she’s trying to remember how to spread her legs again.”

Tommy jerked his head towards Addison. “Wha…” then he snapped his head back to Jeremy. “Really?”

Addison was deliberately putting Jeremy on the spot. He was going to lighten up or else!

“Well, Jerry? Did you learn your lesson at the monastery? Or are you still a bad girl?”

Tommy’s head was swiveling back and forth between the two girls.

Jeremy gulped his beer and said nothing.

“Well?”

Jeremy looked at Addison, pleading.

“Are you going to be a bad girl?”

He shook his head.

“You mean you don’t want Tommy to put his dick in you?”

Tommy’s mind was screeching with all this banter, and he hung on Jeremy’s answer.

“Uh,” Jeremy managed a pitiful squeak: “No.”

“Aw, too bad. No pussy for you, Tommy.”

Tommy was caught between sputtering and laughing. He finally settled on laughter.

They talked then, about this and that, and Jeremy actually managed to add a word or two to the conversation.

When Tommy had left, presumably to find a girl who was more willing to open her legs, Addison leaned over to Jeremy and whispered, “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“I can’t believe you did that.”

Addison placed a hand on his forearm and whispered back. “Honey, that’s boys. They’re going to cluster around us, and you can say just about anything you want and they’ll think you’re a genius…but don’t ever say yes.” She chuckled. “Especially in your condition. I’m about out of beer. You want to go get some more?”

Jeremy shook his head.

“You sure? As soon as I get up some stud is going to come over and want to talk. Among other things.”

“Ah…”

Addison shrugged, stood up and headed for the bar, and, sure enough, within thirty seconds a fellow sashayed up to him. Her. And… “Hey, good looking. I ain’t seed you around here before. How’s a come?”

Utterly panicked inside, Jeremy managed a sickly smile, then murmured, “I don’t know.”

The fellow sat on the high chair that Addison had been sitting on.

“That’s my friend’s.”

“And who is your friend?”

Jeremy realized the fellow was being a bit banty. He would look at Jeremy’s partner and decide if push should come to shove.

“He’s a professional fighter in the MMA and he’ll be right back.”

The fellow didn’t exactly run, but he did retreat in a timely fashion.

And was replaced by a slick talking fellow wearing jeans, a tight tee shirt that showed al-l-l his muscles, and cowboy boots.

“Hey, honey, I’m Ron. What’s your name?”

Jeremy tried to say nothing, and that was probably for the best. The men came and went, and wondered who the beauty at the table really was.

“How you doing?” asked Addison, plopping two more mugs down on the table.

“I’m scared.”

Addison laughed, and they talked for a while, and Addison chased off the boys. She did it with humor, and never hurt a feeling, and Jeremy was amazed at how adroit she was at handling the rabid beasts.

“Is every man this horny?” he asked at one point.

“Yep. Or they aren’t a man.”

“Was I this horny?”

“Honey, you still are. In fact, you’re worse than all these guys. Putting on boobs was like giving a rabbit viagra.”

“Hey, is that you, Jeremy?”

They turned to the newcomer, and Jeremy groaned. “Addison, this is my boss, Reggie.”

“Hey, Reggie, grab that chair over there and join us.”

Jeremy tried to signal that he didn’t want Reggie to join them, but Addison ignored him.

“I wasn’t sure it was you at first,” said Reggie, settling into place and sipping at his own beer. “I heard you were going to wear a dress, is this, like, the first time?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy didn’t try to disguise his voice or speak in a whispery fashion.

“Hell. You look good. You should of done this before. Those idiots from corporation wouldn’t have shown up.”

Addison queried Reggie on that remark, and Reggie explained how the ‘idiots from corporation’ had shown up, ostensibly to make sure that Jeremy was happy. In actuality, they wanted to see if having a girl at the front counter, a girl with big tits, would improve sales.

They talked that over for a while, then Reggie remarked, “You look ill at ease, buddy. Anything wrong?”

They were all a couple of beers to the wind, and the question wasn’t spurred by corporate considerations, but rather the concern of one fellow for another.

“He’s having a rough time adapting.”

“To what? Wearing a dress? If only all girls looked that good.”

“To being considered a woman.”

“What?” He laughed and glugged. He put his mug down and said, “Why don’t he just go all the way?”

Addison and Jeremy blinked.

“What do you mean?”

“Hell, if you’re going to be a girl, be a girl. Go all the way. I mean, I don’t swing that way, but I’m sure there’s lots of studs that do. Get one of them to give you a poke and you’ll be fine. It won’t be so scary then.

Addison looked at Jeremy and started to smile.

“No,” whispered Jeremy.

“Yes,” said Addison.

“I’m not going to let some guy fuck me!”

“Doesn’t have to be a guy,” offered Reggie. “Have your girlfriend here do it.” He turned to Addison. “Get yourself a dildo. Show him a good time. Guaranteed, he won’t be embarrassed by being a girl. Heck, you’ll love it, Jeremy. Once you do the choo choo in the poo poo you’re hooked for life. Uh, so I understand.”

Addison laughed. “You’ve done it.”

Reggie looked a little embarrassed, and he held his hand up. “Hold on here. Not so loud.”

Between the two red-faced men Addison laughed hysterically.

Addison drove Jeremy’s truck because he didn’t want to risk driving in high heels. It was hard enough walking in the suckers.

“You know, Reggie is right.”

Red-faced all over again, Jeremy denied it.

“No, he is. And we’re going to have to do it.”

“But I’m a guy! I’m not gay!”

Addison glanced at him. “Is that all that’s worrying you?”

“Well, it does bother me.”

“Look, gay guys don’t wear dresses. They make out with other guys. You’re, if we wanted to label it, a transvestite or something. A crossdresser with real boobs. And we know that you getting boobs is a fetish and a medical experiment, but so what? And I’ll tell you, Reggie is spot on, and when we get home we’re going to make love. And I’m going to take charge and do something that I’ve wanted to do for a long time.”

“You have?”

“Oh, yes, and that doesn’t make me a man. It just means there are alternative ways of making love, and I want to experience one.

Jeremy thought about that all the way home.

“Sit there,” Addison said, pointing at the bed.

Jeremy, his mind going a million miles an hour, complied. He sat, demure, and watched as she reached into a dresser drawer and took out a dildo.

“You’ve got one?”

“Every girl has one,” she chuckled.

“But why not just go out and fuck?”

She looked at him wryly, “Did you meet any boys tonight that you wanted to fuck?”

He shook his head so fast it became a blur.

I rest my case. Now, I want you to take your panties down and lift up your dress.

It took a moment, Jeremy was having serous second thoughts, and third thoughts and fourth thoughts, but he did it. He lay on his back, his legs up and to the sides.

Addison smeared lubricant on the dildo, then placed it on its base on the side table. She then scooped up a large glob and grabbed his weenie with one hand and applied the glob.

Jeremy twisted and writhed. It didn’t hurt, but he was scared. His homophobia was in full swing.

Addison took her time, reamed him and teased him. She was jacking him with her other hand.

Jeremy found himself moaning within less than a minute. He had never felt such a delicious sensation in his butt in his life.

“Mikey, I think he likes it!” Addison grinned as she went to two fingers.

Jeremy was now jerking his hips, tilting them into the penetration, trying to get more, trying to feel more. It was like an itch he had never known he had had, and it was finally being scratched.

“You ready, honey?”

He found himself nodding, and Addison held the dildo to his brown hole.

It was actually a vibrator, black and sleek with fluted sides. It went in smoothly and he gasped and clutched the sheets with his hands.

It took him a moment to realize that it didn’t hurt, that it was like fingers, but only better.

“Here you go, honey.” She began to move the thing in and out, and he began to whimper and shiver as pleasure coursed through him.

She stroked him as she plumbed him, and he felt himself building rapidly.

“Okay, honey, here comes the big treat.” She turned the knob at the base of the thing

RRRRRRRRR!

Jeremy levitated, crashed, and he felt his prostate singing praises to the Lord, and he squirted.

“Oh…oh…fuck!”

Squirt after squirt. Long strands that went into the air then crashed on his belly and thighs.

Finally, empty, Addison took the thing out of him. She went into the bathroom and cleaned it off, then put it back in her drawer.

She went to the bed and looked down at Jeremy.

He was laying, dazed, unable to think, to speak, or even to move.

Addison climbed on to the bed, moved him around so she could cuddle with him.

“Well, honey? Are you going to have any more trouble being a girl?

Jeremy gulped, twice, cleared his throat, and said, “No.”

Addison smiled and kissed him.

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


Subliminal Feminization

Brainwashed men are the only way to go!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Hey, Leslie, I brought home a copy of Sex and the City.”

I smiled. Jim wasn’t big on gifts, he probably got the DVDs out of the trash bin, but…what the heck. I’m a big Sex and the City fan. I just loved to watch Carrie strut her stuff. I mean, is that a quintessential woman, or what! Eh?

“I already have several seasons.”

“Not like this! These are expanded versions, macrosound, three D, even smell-o-vision.”

I laughed and raised an eyebrow. “Smell-o-vision?”

“Okay, but it’s the whole series, and it is HD and all that. But if you don’t want it…”

“Gimme, gimme!” I grabbed the bag out of his hands. Then I frowned, “But you’re always carrying on about me wasting my time watching soap operas?”

“Well, maybe I’ve been too harsh.”

I stared at him disbelievingly. My man actually said that? Jim is the most manly macho stud around…in his eyes. And behavior. Heck, if I didn’t love him I’d call him a misogynist.

“And, I’ll tell you what. Since I’ve been so mean I’ll buy you a box of chocolates and you can spend all day tomorrow in bed, just lazing around, watching Sex and the City and eating chocolates.”

I shook my head, and exulted within. Look, I hate to admit it, but he had just described my favorite sport.

“Okay. What’s the gimmick?” I asked suspiciously.

“No gimmick. Just call it a birthday present.”

“My birthday isn’t for 9 months.”

He chuckled. “Do you want me to forget about your birthday, like I seem to do every year? Or would you like me to think it’s your birthday when it’s not?”

I grinned. “I’ll take the latter.”

“I thought so. And I’ve got a meeting tonight, so if you want to get started early…”

“Oh, how did you ever talk me into it…” I drawled sarcastically.

He just laughed, and went and got ready for his meeting.

Jim was gone for the night. I put on my sexiest night gown, popped the DVD into the slot, and plomped myself down on the bed. A Sex in the City Marathon. Could anything be better?

I grabbed the remote, got ready to watch my brains out, and…DING DING DING!

Fuck! Who would be calling me at this precious moment in time? I picked up my phone and prepared to say hello and Jim’s voice said, ‘Hold on, Charlie, it’s done. I’ll tell you all about it.”

I blinked. What the…I opened my mouth to say something but…

“You gave it to your wife? Did she buy it?

I frowned. What? What was this?

“Let’s get the drinks, first.”

“What would you fellas like?” A girl’s voice. Sounded like a waitress.

I listened as Jim and Charlie gave their orders, and in that brief space of time I figured things out.

First, Jim must have butt dialed me. He sat on his phone, or put it down and hit the dial button without knowing it, and I got the call. He didn’t even know that he had made a call.

Second, what had he given me? I mean, the Sex and the City DVDs, but…why would that make Charlie sound so…so anxious?

Third, he wasn’t at a business meeting. Charlie worked with him. They took care of business at work. They were just out having a drink.

Hmmm. What the hell was going on? I held the phone and stilled my breathing and listened.

Not only that…I hit record.

And:

Charlie: “So you gave your wife that disk, the one with all the subliminals on it.”

Jim: “I did. She took it, she bought, oh man…” and he laughed.

Charlie: “When those subliminals get done with her she’s going to be a raving sex maniac.”

Jim: “And I am going to take full advantage. Did you know that bitch sometimes makes me wait for a day or two before putting out?”

Charlie: “That’s the way women are. My bitch is the same way.” He whined, “Oh, honey, not tonight, I’ve got a headache.”

Jim: “The one I hate is ‘It’s my time of month!’”

Their voices were sneering, and laughing.

Jim: “Well, when I get done with Leslie she’s going to be the horniest goat in the pen. Heck, maybe I’ll have to pimp her out to satisfy her hot, little box. Make her a prize at the next golf tournament. Did you give the DVDs to Tammy?”

“I sure did. That bitch is going to be putting out big time by the time I get home.”

Charlie laughed, then said, “This idea of putting subliminal commands on the disks is fucking great. You’re a damned genius.”

“I sure am. And it was so simple.”

I stared at the phone in shock. I blinked…compulsively, and couldn’t stop, then the tears started to come. I hung up the phone and tried to control myself. but what my husband had done…and that one remark, making me the prize at a golf tournament…fuck!

Then I started to get angry. I’ve never been the shrinking violent type…so I got angry and I did some fast and furious thought and I figured things out.

Jim and Charlie worked for Netflix in editing. They must have gotten a hold of some weird ‘subliminal program’ and put it to the Sex and the City DVDs.

Subliminal advertising is when they tell you to buy popcorn on the movies. In between the frames, faster than the eye can see, but not so fast that the mind doesn’t perceive it, ‘eat popcorn!’ And a picture of a sexy girl, or hunky man, chowing down on the buttered kernels.

Or ‘drink Coke.’

Or ‘vote for Biden,’

Or whatever.

And I know Jim had done work with subliminals like that. He had told me that he had.

But this was a whole different level. He was trying to alter human behavior. Not just sell somebody a Pepsi, but to…alter my sexual appetites.

If I watched those DVDs I wouldn’t see anything, but my mind would be receiving constant images of people begging for sex, and getting it, and being so happy.

Studly men, satisfying beautiful women. Saying things like ‘You have an uncontrollable urge to fuck your husband.’

And, there was no way to tell where this was going to go. I mean, what was next?

‘You have an uncontrollable urge to have anal sex.’

Or, and this image really got me, ‘you have an uncontrollable urge to be a golf trophy.’

Where would it end?

Then I had a thought. Oh, my God, Tammy! Tammy had a disk. I hit the buttons on my cell and called her.

“Tammy!”

“Hey, girlfriend, I was going to sit down and watch—“

“Sex and the Ci—“

“How did you—“

“Don’t do it!”

“What?”

“Look. We have to get together.”

“What? But Charlie’s away and he got me this DVD collection and—“

“Tammy. If you watch that DVD you’re dead meat.”

“What the hell are you talking about.”

“Look. I’m coming over right now. Don’t watch that DVD and I’ll explain everything. Okay?”

“Well, okay, but—“

“I’m on my way.”

Ten minutes later I pulled into Tammy’s driveway. She was so curious she was waiting for me. I motioned for her to get in the car and explained the nefarious plot Jim and Charlie had cooked up. I proved it by playing the recording I had made earlier.

Tammy sat there in shock.

“He was going to…he wanted me to…”

“And I was going to be a golf trophy.”

“I can’t believe it.”

“I can. The real question now is…what are we going to do about it?”

We sat there in that car for long minutes, then we burst into tears and hugged each other. And, finally, we got an idea.

“Why don’t we turn the tables?”

“What?” I asked.

She explained, “Who does Jim and Charlie hate the most?”

“Chuck Bevins, over at ABC.” I was frowning. “But—“

“Do you think Chuck would do us a favor?”

“But…”

“We know him, Jim and Charlie treat him like shit…do you think he might help us out?”

“But…you mean…make them sex maniacs? What would we do then…deny them? Frustrate them? Make them horny?”

“Yes, yes and yes. But I had something more insidious in mind.”

“Like what?”

She smiled. And, it was the most insidious smile I have ever seen. “They wanted us to be sex- crazed bimbos. So…”

Her meaning was clear and my jaw dropped. I asked, “But can we get a program that will do that?”

“If we can’t, Chuck can. Maybe he could take the program off our disks, change it a little and put it on…what do the boys like?”

“Scary movies.”

“Oh, I like that. We could show them scary movies. We don’t watch because we don’t like all the blood and guts, but they would be becoming frustrated sex fiends while watching Freddie Kruger chop off somebody’s head!”

I laughed, “Or when Jason wants to skewer somebody they might think about taking it up the butt.”

“Or Michael Meyers takes a power saw to somebody the boys will come away with the desire to…to…”

“They’ll be limp!” I shouted.

Tammy and I began to laugh and laugh. We truly felt like a couple of evil geniuses chortling over their new invention.

Heck, was this what Jim and Charlie felt like when they planned to make us so horny we’d fuck everybody at the Golf Club?

HAH!

“Hey, honey, sorry to wake you up.”

The clod had slammed the car door, then the kitchen door, then the bathroom door. Sure, he was sorry.

“That’s okay,” I said, honestly. “I was just laying here. I can’t seem to sleep. How was your meeting?”

“It was good. But they insisted on going to a bar afterwards, sorry if I have a bit of whiskey on my breath.”

A bit? He smelled like he had taken a bath in the stuff.

“Mmm, that’s sort of a sexy smell.”

“Really?” Boy, was his interest perked. I could see all sorts of shades of curiosity in that one word.

“Yeah, must be those DVDs. Watching Sex and the City for a couple of hours…lot of sex in that.”

“Did you want to…”

“Maybe I could just give you a blow job?” I sure didn’t want to kiss that whiskey mouth. Especially after he tried to brainwash me.

“Well, I guess…” He almost flew out of his pants.

I grabbed his cock, thought about chopping it off, then lovingly took it between my lips.

“Oh, baby,” he muttered, moving his hips a little, face fucking me.

“Hold still,” I mumbled as I massaged his balls.

He didn’t, but that was okay, he was so horny for thinking about his evil sex plan that he shot within a minute.

Feeling him start to cum I took my mouth off him and angled his pecker downward.

“Oh…fuck…yeah…” he shot his mess all over my tits.

When he was done I smiled at him and began massaging his juice into my boobs.

He stared at me in surprise.

“I need some vitamins on my chest,” I whispered.

“Don’t you want to cum?”

“Maybe later. Tell the truth, I sort of like feeling all horny and frustrated. The girls on the Sex and the City episode were talking about that. So maybe I’ll just get horny. Would you like that? Me being horny for you all the time? Maybe I can give you another blow job in the morning?”

“Well, yeah!” He had a grin like the kid who opened a Christmas present and a pony jumped out.

“Now, come to bed and let’s cuddle. Maybe I can press my semen tits all over you.”

He gulped. He was a fastidious man. “Well, uh…”

“I know. You don’t like that messy sort of semen stuff. That’s okay. Come to bed and I’ll just lay on my side and play with myself. You would’t mind if I fingered myself off, would you?”

“Oh…no.”

A minute later he was in bed, and a minute later he was snoring like a drunk. Which he was. A drunken bastard who had totally betrayed me. Well, we would see. We would see.

“Hey, honey. I’ve got to head for Tammy’s. She’s planning a big party and she needs help?”

“I thought you were going to watch Sex in the City all day?”

Ha! That bastard!

“Oh, I want to. But…but I can watch it all week. Maybe it will get me all horned up. Would you like that?”

He grinned on the outside. I grinned on the inside.

“So that’s the story, Chuck. Can you help us out?”

Chuck was a scrawny fellow with glasses and pimples. He was a nerd, and that’s probably why Jim and Charlie made fun of him and treated him so poorly.

“Did you bring the disks?”

I handed him my copy.

He looked at it, then picked up his phone. “Hey, Janice? Could you send a couple of copies of the Sex and the City DVDs up here? The super expanded pack….yeah, that’s the one.”

While he was talking he took out one of the disks and slipped it into his computer.

Whir…click, click, and the show was on his monitor.

He played with his keyboard and the thing broke apart into frames, then more frames, and then…

“Yup, there it is.”

Tammy and I stared at a beautiful woman down on her knees. She began sucking cock, she looked up lovingly, and the man said, ‘I will love you forever, but you must suck me off every day.’

Chuck leaned back on his swivel and frowned. He said,“Wow.” He played the keyboard some more and the next image was of a beautiful woman bent over, the handsome, studly man plowing her from behind said, “I’ll love you forever if you let me do this.”

He shook his head again.

“Can you help us?”

“What would you like me to do?”

“So we explained, and he frowned, then he chuckled, then he started laughing. He picked up the phone again. “Hey, Janice? I’ll need copies of

Nightmare on Elm Street, Friday the 13th, and…what are some of the other popular slasher flicks everybody is watching these days?”

Tammy and I grinned at each other over his head.

“Aren’t you ever going to watch the Sex and the City DVDs?”

He looked like a desperate and horny little boy. Or a whiny bastard. Same thing.

“Oh, honey, I’ve really been meaning to, but this charity Tammy got me involved in…it’s taking all our time.” Then I looked wistful. “Gosh, I was so horny last Friday night, but I haven’t had time to do anything. And you, poor boy. I promised to give you another blow job, and I haven’t even had time for that.”

“Yeah,” he put on the sad face. Poor, little boy.

“But, to make up for it…”

“Yes?” his face brightened.

“I got you some scary movies to watch.”

“Oh,” not so brightened now.

“Tammy and I have to go out and meet some girls, and she’s going to bring Charlie by. You guys can watch scary movies all night. I even bought you some extra buttery popcorn. won’t that be great?”

“Yeah, great,” he said, trying to look happy.

Heh. Poor, frustrated, little boy. If he thought he was horny now, wait until I was through with him. And wait until Freddie and Jason and Michael and all the others were through with him.

Tammy and Charlie came over, I set up the movies and started them playing, Tammy brought in popcorn and drinks (Coke and whiskey, that’s what the boys liked), and Tammy and I headed out.

“Don’t wait up for us, boys,” called Tammy.

We were no sooner in the car than I had my cell phone out and was calling up the baby cam. We suddenly had a view of the room, wonderful sound, and the red light on the baby cam didn’t work.

Heh. Talk about devious.

“Man, talk about frustrating. Those bitches have done nothing but work on this stupid charity thing.”

“What a time to get involved in that crap. I’ve never seen them so…hard at work,” said Charlie. “I was looking forward to some blow jobs and anal and…”

“And they have to go play with their stupid charity.”

Somebody screamed and Tammy and I started and stared at each other. Then we giggled. They were watching the scary movies and some actress had just been disemboweled.

“I’m so fucking horny I could pop.”

“You said it. Well, shall we watch the movie?”

Tammy and I laughed, turned off the baby cam, and headed for the nearest bar.

A couple of days later Chuck, thoughtful fellow, sent us a couple of cleaned up copies of Sex and the City. This was great, because now we could watch the show all we wanted with no ill effects.

It took two weeks before we saw the first results of the boys watching slasher movies with embedded subliminals. That’s two weeks of putting off our horny husbands, two weeks of setting up several movie nights and heading off for the bars.

And, bless my sneaky, little heart, two weeks of actually watching Sex and the City as much as I wanted to. In fact, I watched it so much I was getting tired of it.

And, tell the truth, I was getting discouraged. Until I saw my semen stained panties in the hamper.

I grinned as I picked them up. “Jim?”

“What, honey?”

I took the panties out to the bedroom. He was laying in bed reading something and he looked at me.

“Have you been wearing my panties?”

Oh, he turned red. He just flamed up like a house fire.

“Oh, no. No. Not me. Why would I do that?”

“I mean, it’s okay if you do. It’s just that…could you get your own pair?

“Well, uh…but…”

“Oh, stop protesting. I understand that men want to wear women’s clothes some time.”

Then he ignored it. But here is where the program gets interesting. Not only was he being programmed to be a sexy bimbo, there were little snippets that Chuck had added that made him want to confess.

Chuck, it turns out, had a minor interest in psychology, and getting Jim to speak openly of his new desires would make the program work even faster.

The next morning I awoke, stretched, felt like the cat that had caught the mouse, and handed him a pair of panties.

“Here, wear these. I’ll go get you some of your own. Did you want me to pick you up a bra? Or anything else?”

“What? No! No! I can’t wear these…”

“Oh, nonsense,” I sat down and held them for him to step into. “Come on, it will feel good. It will make me feel like sucking you off.”

“It will?”

“Oh, yeah. There’s nothing like a good cock in panties to turn a girl on.”

And here’s the funny thing, I was ad libbing, but as soon as I said that I started to get horny. I mean, real horny. Wet horny.

And when those panties slid into place, and his balls and cock were all squooshed up with no where to go…man, I thought I was going to squirt.

Jim looked at himself in the mirror. On one hand, he looked ludicrous. On the other hand, he looked delicious. What the fuck!

“Well, I guess I could. But…”

“I’ll get you a bra, too.”

“No! No! I can’t!”

I grinned on the inside. Yes. He could.

I didn’t get Jim into a bra that night, but I had him wearing panties, all week long, and by the weekend I had even gotten him to wear a negligee to bed. Oh, God, the feeling of running my hands over his slithery skin, feeling the material slide over his nipples, hearing him groan. I almost wanted to ride him.

And then I thought of something. He had tried to do something evil, and failed. I had done something evil. Yet, was it evil? What if I really liked the new Jim?

And, here’s something, would I, when everything had run its course, still love the original ‘woman abusing’ Jim?

Wow. That was a brainful of cogitations, and I knew Tammy and I would be talking at the bar that night.

Speaking of which, we had a movie night that night, and Tammy and I headed out for our discussions, and when we got back Jim and Charlie were in the bedroom, in my closet, handling fabrics and talking intently.

Wow.

Okay, the game was on.

“Hey, honey, it’s time you wore that bra I bought you. And I want you to put on a garter and nylons, too.”

“But I can’t go to work wearing all that stuff?”

“But you want to look pretty, don’t you?”
“Yeah, but…no…yes…but…” God, he was confused.

But, a side benefit of the subliminal disks, he was liking it when I took command.

So Jim went to work wearing panties and bra, and feeling horny, and I tried to watch Sex and the City…and couldn’t.

Oh, I had it on, and I was sitting in front of it, but I couldn’t get the image of Jim all dressed up out of my mind.

What was happening to me? He was the one getting brainwashed, but…I was sort of getting brainwashed, too. A man in a dress. Hmmm.

“Tammy?”

“Yes?”

We were at Charlie Coyote, a local watering hole downtown. We had started with a couple of wine spritzers and were just sitting back on the patio, watching the men pass by.

“Does the idea of Charlie in a dress turn you on?”

She looked at me, “Honestly?”

“No other way.”

“Yes.”

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Furthermore, I’ve been reading up on FLR.”

“What’s that?”

“Female Led Relationships. Where the woman takes charge of everything and the man does what he’s told.”

Bam. Instant wet. There was going to be an official wet spot on my  panties when I got up. Hell, on my chair when I got up.

“Yeah.”

“So the women act like men, and the men act like women. How do we justify that?”

“With the fact that men have been in charge for eons, and look how messed up everything is.”

Then she sighed.

“No, I guess that’s not totally true. But it is true for 50% of the people.”

“Isn’t 50% a little…high?”

“I would say it is exact.”

“How so?” I asked.

“A spirit comes to earth, decides to occupy a body. The body is female, but the spirit wanted a male body. Voila, we now have a Lesbian. Or a dyke, or whatever else you want to label.”

I blinked. I had never had such thoughts before. But then I never had a husband who was…changing, before.

“So you’re saying that half the people in the world are the wrong sex?”

“Yes.”

She was so definite I blinked again.

She said, “There’s two genders, The odds are going to be fifty fifty that the spirit in that body wanted a different sex.”

I mused, “Or at the least, wants to experience the…the sensations of having a different sex body. I mean, what a mystery one sex is to the other.”

Tammy nodded and waved to Jose. Jose is the waiter and he appeared quicksnap.

“Jose, could we have a couple of bourbon and Cokes?”

He grinned and ran for the bar. Good man.

“Are we…why bourbon?”

“Because that’s what the men like to drink.” She giggled. “But I’m going to make Charlie drink wine spritzers from now on.”

I laughed. “I’d like to see that.”

“You will,” she nodded confidently.

We finished our spritzers and waited for the bourbon and I had a thought. “Tam?”

“Yep?”

“You realize what you just said?”

She tilted her head in askance.

“There’s a 50% chance that we’re in the wrong bodies.”

She grunted, very male like, and then observed, “There’s a 100% chance that I want to experience the sensations that a male experiences.”

Jose arrived with the drinks then. We thanked him and sipped.

BAHWOOSH! the good stuff ran down our throats and kicked us in the bellies.

“Whoa,” blurted Tammy.

“I think we’d better be careful. This shit could take the paint off my belly.”

We giggled at that remark.

“Funny,” Tammy said. “We’ve both had bourbon before, but not like this.”

“We’re in charge.”

“We’re men.”

We looked at each other in wonder. Then we grinned and took another sip.

“Okay, tell me all about this FLR thing.”

Tammy started to talk.

We rolled up to the house at midnight. It was a little late for us, and we were both pleasantly smashed.

Like to pieces.

And belligerent.

This Female Led Relashuns…Relationship. Thing. It was good. it was empowering. We liked it. In fact, we had plotted out scenarios all night of how we were going to treat our men.

I staggered as I got out of the car. Jim and Charlie opened the front door and came down the walk.

“Where have you girls been?” asked Jim.

“Shut up, you slut bitch,” I snapped cheerfully.

Jim stopped in his tracks, blinked, gawped.

Even Charlie slowed down a bit. Maybe he would have stopped, but Tammy yelled, “Get your ass in here!”

And, here is the good part. He did! Charlie blinked, and gulped, and then got into the passenger seat.

I came around to the driver’s side, and I had a full ear for their conversation.

“Honey? Don’t you think I should drive?”

“Why?”

“It looks like you’ve been drinking a bit much and—“

“I’m in charge now.”

Charlie shut up like a bear trap clamps. I mean his lips slapped together so hard it made his eyes wide.

“I’m in charge of driving, and I’m in charge of you, and I’m in charge of your dick and your wallet and…and everything. So shut up and take it like the bitch you are.”

I was bent down so my face was on a level with Tammy’s, I wanted to say good bye, and I could see Jim through the windshield. I could see he was listening, and his face was an open book of shock.

I snickered.

Tammy looked at me. She grinned. “Come here, girlfriend,” she put a hand around the back of my neck and pulled me to her. She planted a kiss on me that was harsh, intense, and caused a fire to light in my pussy. I mean, our lips ground together and our lipsticks meshed and or mouths were as if married. Then she pushed me back and laughed. “Talk to you tomorrow, girlfriend.”

Then she backed up, into the street, put it in drive and hit the gas. Our last look was of Charlie saying something, and looking totally ineffectual.

Jim stared after them for a moment, then he turned to me. “What the fuck was that about?” His eyes were round.

Now, maybe it was the drink, maybe it was the disks, maybe it was just seeing how easily Tammy did it, but I snapped, “Shut the fuck up and get in the house.”

And…HE DID!

He turned around and scuttled, little steps, frightened steps into the house.

Wow! What power! I had always been diffident around Jim, but this…this rocked!


PART TWO

I followed Jim into the house. As I entered I could see he was trying to figure things out. His face was a study of roiling emotions. He said, “Leslie, what is going—“

I walked into him, grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him down to me. I smashed my lips into his. I stuck my tongue into his mouth. I reached down with my other hand and grabbed his package.

And squeezed.

His knees buckled and he tried to jerk back.

I eased up on my grip, but still held him. “Where you think you’re going, bitch?”

“Oh…ow…please…let go of—“

I kissed him again. I had a tiger by the tail and I was whipping him around like I was cracking the whip.

Finally, I pushed him away and strode into the bedroom. He followed, confused and meek, almost the way I had used to follow him.

In the bedroom I stripped off my clothes and laid on the bed. I spread my legs. “Get going, bitch boy.”

He did. Moving tentatively, he knelt between my legs and began eating me. Oh, God, I love a good tongue. And here’s the weird thing, normally I don’t like certain words. I don’t like the ‘c’ word, cunt. But now I was thinking of my pussy as a cunt.

“Use your tongue on my cunt, bitch.” I had handfuls of his hair and I ground his face into my…cunt. God, it felt good.

I could feel his tongue sliding up and down my labia.

“Suck my female penis!”

He took my clitoris in mouth and began to suck.

I groaned, I was already close. There is just something so powerful about taking charge. And, the fact was, I was so wet I was sloshing. This new thing was making me so horny the juices were flowing like a garden hose.

“Get your tongue in there!” I actually slapped the back of his head.

He did, and he has a particular talented and long tongue. I could feel it scouring me, rimming my cunt.

“Use your fingers, now!”

Dutifully, he began slipping a couple of fingers into my cunt. He moved them, wiggled them, and hooked them so he was touching my g-spot.

“AHHHH!” I came like a volcano erupting. It was totally different than that sweet, ocean of gentle that reaches up and engulfs you, it was more like something inside me just blew up.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Get off me.”

And he did. Looking confused, like a sad, little boy.

I stared at him, and exulted in my new feelings, my power.

“Uh, honey?” he asked timidly.

“What? I’m tired. Go to sleep.”

“Uh…”

I turned over and stared at him. “What? What the fuck do you want?”

God, I was so forceful, and powerful, and I think it took a major effort for him to mutter, “I’d like to cum.”

Call it the disk, call it the drink, I suddenly sat up and pushed him.

“On all fours,” I snapped.

Confused, he went on his hands and knees.

I don’t know where I came up with this. Maybe I saw it on a porno in college and forgot about it, and it finally came to the surface. Or maybe there was just some inspired, little kinky part of me that figured it out.

Whatever, I grabbed his dick with one hand and placed my left thumb to his brown star.

That’s right, his asshole.

He bucked up at the touch and gasped.

“Don’t move,” I warned.

He didn’t, and I began wiggling my thumb, pushing it in, and suddenly Jim was caught between a thumb up his butt and a hand job.

“Fuck,” he yelped. His hands went to my wrists, but I had his cock firmly, and I wasn’t about to let go.

“Oh…oh…” he sputtered as I worked my hands back and forth.

Into his butt and out on the shaft. Back on his shaft and out of the butt. I slammed my hands back and forth like i was shaking a cocktail.

He tried to move, but he couldn’t figure out the rhythm. Whenever he tried to move his hips in time I changed up, slapping his pubes or butt with the side of my fist.

Back and forth, stroking and inserting, inserting and stroking.

Soon he was grunting and groaning, and I could actually see drool come out of his mouth.

“Fu…plea…I don…AHH—hey!”

When he started cuming I let go of his cock and pulled my thumb out of his butt.

“Don’t…keep going…”

He had only had half a squirt…and I had ruined his orgasm.

He stared down as the contractions stopped and the semen oozed out  of him with no great sensation.

I pushed him over and sat on his belly. Behind me I knew the sperm was just rushing out like a dribbling stream of…nothing.

I leaned down and grabbed his ears. My breasts were brushing his chest. I said, “You’ve cum too much, and now we’re going to handle that. You got me?”

He was fucking helpless, his manhood seeping uncontrolled out of his cock, and he managed to nod. He was gulping and his eyes looked wild.

And he was all mine. 50% be damned. This was a 100% full deal.

I pushed him away and said, “Go clean yourself up. And don’t wake me up when you come to bed.”

I could hear him washing the baby batter off his belly in the bathroom, and then I was asleep. Snoring like a drunken man. And smiling in my heart of hearts.

I woke up and the sun was shining, the birds were singing and my husband was awake.

Funny, his eyes were shadowed, like he had not slept. Poor boy. And he was staring at me.

“Morning, lover,” I turned and quick kissed him, before he could say anything, then I was out of bed.

“Hey…”

“Later, bitch,” I quipped cheerfully. “I’ve got to wash your stink off.”

That last statement was actually a line from an old movie. Peter Proud, and it always cracked us up. Now it was the start of a whole new relationship.

I went into the shower and luxuriated in the hot spray. Truth, I had a bit of a hang over, but it wasn’t bad because I had this glorious sense of self-empowerment invading me.

Suddenly the door opened and Jim stepped in.

“Oh, goodie. Wash my back.”

He just stood there, looking hang dog, but determined. “We’ve got to talk about last night.”

“Maybe you do, but I need to get clean.” I turned around and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

“Oh!” he yelped, his knees shaking.

“Now wash my back, and my breasts, and my whole body. Then I want my hair shampooed and conditioned. You got that?”

He nodded, his eyes wide and almost fearful.

What a rush!

And he began to tend to my body. Ot felt so good as he ran the soapy loofah over my flesh. Mmm.

After the shower I had him dry me off. I just stood there and dripped and had him run a big, fluffy towel over my frame. “Don’t forget to dry my pussy.”

He was blinking and gulping and had no idea what the number of that truck that hit him was.

“But…honey…I…”

I grabbed his cock and led him into the bedroom. I said, “Get a chair and watch.” I sat down at my make up table.

Stumbling, he found a chair and brought it in and sat down next to me.

“Now, the trick is to make sue your skin is thoroughly clean. See how I’m doing this?”

He watched and nodded.

“Good, now you do it.”

“Uh…”

I turned to him and glared.

“Okay.” He turned a bright red as he cleaned his pores. I watched him carefully and made sure he did a good job.

“Lots of nooks and crannies on a face. Get closer to your ear there.”

Finally, he was clean.

“Okay, now we’re going to…”

I led him through primer and foundation and blush, and he actually did pretty good. I guess his heart was in it. The bronzer and blush, however, was hard. We were getting into colors, and it takes a careful eye to see what is right for what face. The colors and hues can be pretty defeating until you know your way around.

Finally, I took control. I knew he wasn’t going to have the control to do his eyes. I brushed them carefully. A charcoal hue made his eyes shiny, and it was very sexy. I suddenly noticed that he was breathing hard.

“Like this, do you?” I asked.

He didn’t say anything.

I reached into his crotch and felt his cock. He had just cum, even though I had ruined it all his semen had seeped out, but he was hard as a steel rock. “Mr. Happy says you like it, so you might just as well admit it.”

Looking thoroughly ashamed he gave a small nod.

I smiled. I touched my lips to his gently. “That’s a good boy. Do you like it when I call you a bitch? Or a little boy?”

“I…don’t…little boy.” then he stumbled through an apology. “But I don’t mind bitch. I really don’t!”

I grinned, “Maybe I should just call you my little bitch boy. How about that?”

His face was redder than a fire truck with hemorrhoids.

“Okay, let’s put a little kissy on you and see how you look.”

I picked out my reddest lipstick, to match his deep blushing, and colored his lips.

I sat back and stared. Not bad. Of course, he needed a dress, and a pair of serious boobs, and some… “All right!” I jumped up and ran into my closet.

“Where are you…”

I was out, holding my favorite brunette wig. It was long and wavy, and I fit it on Jim’s head. The hair curled over his bare shoulders and looked so pretty.

I smiled. “Look at the mirror.”

He turned, and gasped. His was a woman’s face. Of course the jaw was a trifle wide, and I needed to add some shadows here and there to accentuate, but he was a done deal. He was a woman.

I grabbed his hand and pulled him. “Up, lazy slug.”

He stood.

I ran for the dresser and pulled out the bra I had bought him. I slipped it on him. The look in his eyes was precious. He had been thoroughly overwhelmed, and now was trusting me. It was a look of innocent trust.

“You go fill up a couple of condoms with water. And make them full. I want you to have big boobs.”

I pushed him towards the bathroom, and I ran out to the garage. In a box on a high shelf I found what I wanted, an old corset. Under bust. Short. I ran back into the house and waited for Jim to finish with the condoms.              I would have to get him breast forms, maybe even hormones, but first we had to see how he would look, size him up.

He finished, inserted the condoms into his bra, and came back into the bedroom.

God, he was beautiful. Long hair, big boobs, and I could detect the start of a smile on his pretty face.

“Okay, step into this.”

I pulled the corset up, it fit perfectly, and I began to tighten it.

“Oof…ooo…unhh!” He kept grunting and I kept pulling.

“I can’t breath!” He gasped.

“Take light breaths. Breath high in your chest. It’ll make your boobs bigger.”

He did so, and I had him lie down on the bed and tightened the corset some more. I could get my knee on his back and it was easier. Finally, satisfied, I helped him stand up.

On one hand, I had to laugh, he had the skinniest waist and I knew he wasn’t going to be bending over. Maybe not even sitting.

On the other hand, he was gorgeous.The corset pushed his boobs up, made them stand out. Double Ds that were excessively proud. The corset also sucked in his gut so that his hips flared out. Perfect hourglass. Beautiful.

“Okay, my beautiful, little bitch boy. Pick a dress.”

He walked to my closet, stiffly, and looked at the materials. I moved in beside him, held up fabrics, took an occasional dress down and held it so he could see it.

He finally picked a shiny, blue dress with a criss cross front. “Will it show my….front? Too much?”

“Nope.”

I pulled it over his head. It was stretch material, and it stretched to fit him perfectly. I took a pin and made sure the front wouldn’t suddenly gape and show that he was wearing false tits.

“Shit,” I said.

“What?”

“I got so excited I forgot…you need to shave your legs. And you need garters.”

“But…oh.” He looked down at his hairy legs.

“Not to worry. Come with me.”

I took him into the bathroom, I coated his legs with Nair and we waited. “I’ll have to do this with your whole body. But for now…”

After 15 minutes he told me there was a slight burning sensation, so I wiped his legs, and all the hair, off. Then I used a sponge to thoroughly rinse his stems, and put skin conditioner on him.

“Wow, that’s weird.”

“Isn’t it fun doing all the things a woman does?”

“Yeah.” He didn’t hesitate. He was still red, but not as much.

“Okay, garter. Here we go…” I had him step into one. “Now pull up your dress.” He did and I pulled the garter up. I was going to have to get him corsets with nylon fasteners.

“Now, balance yourself with a hand on my shoulder, give me your foot, and…yes.” I rolled the nylons up his legs. Oh, man, did he look sweet. His legs were shimmy and sleek and so very, very feminine.

“What am I going to do for shoes?”

I had been thinking about that. I picked up a pair of three inch heels. Sling back, open toe, very sexy. “Here we go, lover, uh…little, bitch boy.

He blushed slightly, but not much, and I helped him into the high heels.

He stood, tottering a bit, and looked at the full length mirror on the back of the door to my closet.

I stood next to him.

OMG.

Two sexy babes.

Of course he was fully dressed, and I wasn’t. so I was going to have to do something about that.

“Go wait in the kitchen. I’m going to get dressed.”

“Can’t I watch?”

“Nope.” I pushed him out the door and closed it.

Ten minutes later I opened the door and walked out. I entered the kitchen and his eyes opened.

I was wearing loose jeans and a tee shirt. I had used Ace bandage to wrap my rather sizable chest, and the result was that I only had a thick chest, not tits. Further, I had put my hair back, wrapped it up tight behind my head, and I was wearing no jewelry and only the barest of make up. My lips were a natural color. My eyes weren’t shadowed. Only the barest trace of eyeliner.

He stared at me.

I smiled. “What do you think, bitch boy?”

“Oh, my God.” He walked around me. He was already getting better at walking in the heels. I would have him in five inchers within the week.

I was wearing athletic shoes and he towered over me. But that was okay. I was bigger in spirit. And he knew it.

“That’s not the best part,” I grinned at him and slapped my crotch.

He looked down, and his sexy eyes opened. I had a package. I had the outline of a big dick inside my jeans.

“How did you…”

“I’m wearing that dildo, the one we never used. Like it?”

He stared at the cock in my pants and found himself nodding. He had the most inscrutable look on his face. Or, rather in’screw’table. ‘Heh.

I took a picture of us in the mirror and texted it to Tammy. Within minutes I received a return text, with a picture of..Tammy and Charlie! Him fully dressed and made up. Her…like me. Downright masculine.

I texted, ‘Lunch?’

She texted ‘Charlie Coyote, one o’clock.’

Jim started blithering. “I’m not going to lunch. I can’t go out like this. You can’t expect me to…”

“Go get me a hair brush.”

“What?”

I put my foot down and glared. “Get me the fucking hair brush. NOW!”

He actually scampered down the hallway. He returned with my hair brush. “I can’t do this. I don’t care how much you…you beat me. I can’t!”

He handed me the brush, and I marveled at the contradiction. He was protesting, even as he handed me the instrument of his punishment.

I sat down. “Lean over my lap.”

“I won’t.”

I grabbed a fist of his dress and pulled. He had no balance on the heels and he actually squealed as he fell across my lap.

“No! No!”

I lifted his dress and began spanking him.

Is a hair brush a spanking? I thought maybe only the hand was designated for spanking. Oh, well. I was spanking him with a hair brush.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

I wailed away on that butt of his. I pulled his panties down to observe the skin. Good, it was red. I spanked some more.

Finally, he started crying, then he finally gave in. “Okay! I’ll go!”

I pushed him off my lap and he fell on the floor. “Damned right you’ll go. And I don’t ever want to hear such nonsense from you again. I’m in charge, you got that?”

He tried to stand up, but couldn’t. The corset was too stiff, so he laid there and sniffled.

“And stop crying. You’re ruining your make up.”

“I’m…I’m sorry.”

“Then stop.”

Easier said than done. Oh, well. It was ruined now, I was going to have to repair it. Fortunately, we had plenty of time.

I stood up and took his hands and helped him up. It was a struggle, but he made it. Finally, he was standing in front of me, still snuffling. Staring at me reproachfully, but I didn’t care. Little. bitch boy better learn his place.

A couple of hours later we walked into Charlie Coyote’s. I walked in front, and Jim followed me, a bit timidly.

I saw Tammy and Charlie, already at our table, and I waved. Tammy waved back, then made a hand lifting motion to get Charlie up.

Charlie was wearing a red dress, up to the neck, but lots of arm skin showing. His make up was bright, to go with the red wig he was wearing, and his boobs looked entirely natural.

I shook hands with Tammy and gave a chest bump/half hug. Then we sat down.

The boys silently sat down. It was obvious that they were scared of even talking.

“Where did you get his boobs? They look so big and natural!”

“My Aunt Hildy had breast cancer. Double mastectomy. She passed last year, and I still had her breast forms.”

“Well, wow. Those are show stoppers.”

“Aren’t they? I can’t wait until Charlene has her own.”

“Really? Are you going to put her on hormones?”

“Absolutely. She wants to be a girl, and so she shall.”

We giggled.

“What are you putting in Jim’s bra?”

“Condoms filled with water.”

She nodded. “Clever. Well, are you ready for lunch?”

“Absol-fucking-lutely.”

She waved to Jose, who was on us quicker than scat on a lawn.

“Jose, I’ll take a rib eye, medium. Lots of onions, and could you start the bourbon and Coke rolling?” She looked at me and I nodded. “Bourbons and Cokes for Leslie and I. Wine spritzers for the bitches.”

I snorted a laugh.

Charlie started to speak. “I want a—“

“Salads for the bitches,” she glanced at me and I nodded. She turned to Charlie, “You want a Ceasar’s? Or a club?”

“Uh, I don’t….know…I—“

“She’ll have a Ceasar’s silly bimbo can’t make up her mind.”

“The same,” I waggled a thumb at Jim, who had just about shrunk through the cushion on the wrought iron chair he was sitting on.

Jose left and Tammy and I started talking. “Do you think I should put Jim, Jamie, on hormones?”

“Certainly would help.”

Jim, now Jamie, stuttered, “but…I’ve got a…a penis!”

Tammy and I glared at him. “Not for long, if you don’t stop interrupting your betters,” I snapped.

Tammy turned to Charlie. “That goes double for you, bitch face.” Then she included Jim in her speeching. “The adults are going to be talking, and it would be polite to listen carefully. In the event that you do wish to have a conversation it better be about make up, or fashion, or something else that’s important to you.”

Both bitches stared down at the table.

So we sat, and we ate, and drank, and had a great time. Even Jamie and Charlene, after a couple of wine spritzers, loosened up. By the end of the lunch they were discussing shades of lipstick.

“Well, girlfriend,” I said, as Tammy paid the bill. “What now?”

“I was gong to take Charlene home and consummate. Would you like to come along?”

Now there was something interesting. I looked at Jamie contemplatively. I said, “You know, I’m wearing a dildo as we speak.”

“Right now?”

“I wouldn’t be caught dead without my trusty, old dick.”

She laughed. “Well, come along. We can christen both girls, and we can even trade off if you want.

I looked at Charlene. “She is a tasty dish. I’d love to be balls to the wall and fondling those big, old titties.”

“Say no more.”

We sauntered out of the restaurant, the girls following us.

Tammy and Charlene lived in a house in the hills, and we wound through the streets and pulled into their driveway. All the way up Janie tried to talk, but I just told her to keep her pretty, little mouth shut and behave.

We went out to the patio and Tammy poured us a couple of more drinks. She let the bitches have bourbon because they both looked a little scared. They needed a little liquid courage.

Finally, after an hour of listening to music, chatting, and drinking, we decided to adjourn to the bedroom.

“Charlene, up on the bed,” Tammy snapped. “On all fours. You know what I expect.”

Sheepishly, her face bright red, Charlene climbed onto the bed.

I pushed Jamie. “Right next to her, bitch.”

Charlene took a strap on out of a dresser drawer, took her pants down and began strapping it on.

I just undid my pants and let them drop.

The girls’ asses stared at us, beautiful moons, ripe for fucking.

“I guess we better use a bit of lube,” I sighed.

“Got some right here.” Tammy opened a side table drawer and took out a big jar. She slapped some on her dick and swirled it around, then placed a big glob on Charlene’s butthole. Charlene jumped, but Tammy slapped her on the ass cheek. Hard. “Be still, you cunt!” She handed me the lube.

I slathered the goop on my plastic peter. Jamie was shivering. I scooped out a big glob and planted it on his asshole. Like Charlene, he jumped.

“You ever fucked a bitch before?”

“I’m a virgin,” I admitted.

“Not for long,” she grinned, giving me a light elbow. She stepped up to Charlene and simply stuck a finger in his hole.

I stepped up to Jamie and put my finger to his bunghole. I pressed it in. It went smoothly, and he gasped.

Jamie was swirling her finger around, rimming Charlene, who was twisting and jerking. “They like this.”

I began rimming Jamie, and, like Charlene, he began twisting and writhing. Man, she was liking this.

“Two fingers, girlfriend, stretch her out.” She showed me.

I followed along, two fingers, and Jamie began moaning and giving little jerks.

“Wow. You’ve got a hot one,” Tammy said. “Try three fingers.”

“I did, and Jamie was hot. He was bouncing around, almost coming apart at the seams. That girl really liked it!

“Okay, they’re warmed up. Let’s pork.”

We slowly slid our dicks into their anuses. We moved as one, giggling a bit, and our bitches both went down on their elbows and gasped.

“The old in and out,” Tammy said, sawing into Charlene.

“In and out, up and down, nothing like a good, old fuck, eh?”

“You said it.”

We pounded them for a while. Listening to their groans, smiling as we took our pleasure.

“You know, I was thinking.”

“Yes?”

“Charlie is Charlene, and Jim is Jamie, you and I really need new names.”

“Well, Leslie can be male or female, so I’m okay.”

Jamey started to sob. Big tears, and I liked it because it made his ass shake.

“But what about you? Tom for Tammy?”

“That’s pretty good.” She slapped Charlene’s ass. Hard. “What do you think, bitch, am I a Tom?”

Charlene nodded. He was starting to cry a bit.

“I don’t like all the tears, bitch. Stop crying or I’ll really do you.”

Charlene tried, but it wasn’t enough. Charlene started crying harder.

“Damn it, I really hate it when the bitches cry.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” I responded. “I sort of like it.”

Suddenly, Charlie began to lurch and moan. Tom extracted his cock quickly. “Damn it! I told you not to cum!” He pulled the belt out of his pants and began to smack Charlene.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

I pulled my dick out of Jamie. “Turn around, bitch. Time to get me off.”

Dutifully, Jamie turned around. She was moving gingerly, and her ass hole must have felt quite stretched.

She looked up at me and I sighed. “Listen, numb nuts, lay on your back. I want to sit on your face.”

He did so, and I sat, and he began licking, and licking, and licking. Then I began to cum. Big, drawn out heaves and sighs as I culminated. God, it felt good. Sex was getting better and better.

Next to me Tom started cumming. I glanced at her.

“I get off on just beating his ass with a belt,” she explained between spasms.

For a long minute we came our brains out, then we were done. We slapped the bitches on their asses and pulled our pants back up.

An hour later all four of us were sitting in Tom’s living room. The bitches had mixed us all drinks, and Tom and I compared notes and talked about better ways to get off.

The bitches sat quietly and listened.

KNOCK KNOCK!

“Who the heck…well, answer the door, stupid!”

Charlene ran for the door. Her high heels clicking on the floor, and opened the front door.

“Chuck?”

“Charlie? Is that you? Oh, my God!” And then the sound of laughter.

Chuck entered the living room. Tom and I straightened up. We were suddenly confused. It was like we had forgotten the whole subliminal problem. We had just been, doing what we were supposed to do. I mean, didn’t we always fuck our bitches?

Charlene followed Chuck, looking sheepish and unsure. Next to me, Jamie had the most exquisite look of confusion on her pretty face.

Chuck inspected us all. He kept breaking out in chuckles. “Man,” he finally blurted. “I had no idea.” He shook his head.

“What are you doing here?” Tom asked.

I was trying to figure things out.

Chuck turned around and said to Charlene. “Sit down, bimbo. I’ve got something to tell you guys.”

Charlene came around and sat down. We were all looking back and forth at each other, trying to figure something out.

Chuck said, “When I found out you guys were trying to subliminally brainwash your wives, I couldn’t believe it. I mean, what kind of people are you?

“But then, when your wives decided they wanted to brainwash you back, I knew what kind of people you are.”

He grinned. “But I’m not that kind of person. So let me tell you what happened. Chuck and Jim, you’ve been watching scary movies with lots of heavy duty subliminals. You’ve become convinced that you need to be women. And here you are.

“Tammy and Leslie, you’ve been watching my copy of Sex and the City, and that, too, has some heavy duty subliminals on it. You’ve become convinced that you have to be men.

“All four of you are so fucked up I can’t believe it, but since I’m not like you people, I thought I should undo the damage I’ve done, and hopefully…you’ve learned your lesson. Okay?”

We were all in shock. We were having thoughts we hadn’t had in a while, we were realizing this profound gender shift thing, and…and…

“So here are a couple of disks for you. Girls, you watch Sex in the City off this disk and your programming, your subliminals, will be erased. Guys, you watch Freddy and Jason hack each other to death one more time, and your programming will be erased. Do you guys all understand?”

Well, we did. We all shook our heads and glanced at each other.

“Good. Because I’m done with you.” He tossed a copy of Sex and the City on the coffee table, along with a copy of Freddy vs Jason, then he turned around and walked out.

For a long minute we were all stunned. We stared at the disks on the table. We looked at each other.

Charlie and Jim, dressed up, looking like bitches.

Me and Tammy, looking butch and manly.

The disks on the coffee table. Sex in the City, Freddy vs Jason. They would erase these programs in our heads. We would return to normal.

Charlie…Charlene…reached down and picked up Freddy vs Jason. He looked confused, uncertain, and Tom snapped, “Put that down!”

Charlene dropped the disk like she had burned her fingers.

Charlene picked it up, along with Sex in the City. She glared at the bitches. “I’ll take care of these.” Then she turned to me. “Now then, we were talking about hormones…”

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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