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A Note from the Author!

Didn’t you just love it when all dinosaurs eat people? Those are the scenes we remember best. All those other things, even people running and screaming, is just background for a good, old monster CHOMP!

Feminization is like that. The guy is curious, nervous, scared, but when he finally realizes what has happened, when he finally realizes that he has completely entered a whole new world, when he finally buckles at the knees and pledges his love for eternity…man, that’s downright jurassic!

CHOMP!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Shapeshifter Feminization!

Feminized by a shapeshifter

and hunted by a monster!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

It was late when Zack headed for home. Late and cold and the wind cut to the bone. There was a threat of snow in the air, but damned if it didn’t feel too cold to snow.

He huddled in his hoodie and wished he hadn’t stayed late, but he so loved the old movies. He had been to a Dracula revival. Bela Lugosi with his slithery accent…’I vant to drink your blood.’

So hokie, and yet…so cool.

Thinking thoughts of the undead kept Zach warm, and he turned up a side street, more of an alley, and cut behind the teachers’ houses behind the university. The shadows were darker here, and he hoped it was spooky enough to scare away the muggers.

He trudged, thinking of how Dracula merely opened his cloak and the white-skinned virgins entered into his grasp.

Man, if he could only possess a power like that!

To the side of the street the houses rose, their back doors accessible only by long stairways.

Above, the moon slipped behind some clouds and the street became even darker, more ominous.

“No! No!”

A shriek split the night and Zach looked up the hill, up the long stairway he was just passing.

At the top of the steps a window was open and a yellow light was momentarily blocked. Zach stopped and peered, and it looked like two figures fighting, pushing and shoving, then one of the figures came out of the window, fell through the night and into the dark shadows at the top of the steps.

Zach’s mouth was open in surprise and he moved up to grip the iron bars of the gate at the bottom of the stairs.

“No you don’t!” screamed the shadow still in the window, leaning out and holding some weird arrangement of sticks.

Then the shadow that had fallen, the person who had fallen, came sprinting down the stairs. Great leaps covering six steps at a time…and…it was a woman!”

“Stop! Damn you!”

The woman was only yards from Zach when there was a weird twinging sound, and a thud.

The woman lurched forward, was pushed forward, and a short arrow, a bolt, protruded from her high chest.

“No!” she gasped, her hands flung out, reaching for the gate.

She touched Zach. Her flesh, excruciatingly hot, grazed his, and it was like somebody had struck a match on his fingertips.

He jerked back.

The girl, blood coming from her mouth, suddenly smiled, and she said, “You…go.”

She collapsed on her side of the iron bars, her hand reaching through, outstretched, more blood issuing from her lips.

Zach bent, touched her hand again, held it, “I’ll get help.”

But the woman merely smiled a wan smile, and relaxed, and said, “Help yourself. Go now, and…help yourself…”

At the top of the steps a door banged open. Zach looked up and saw the dark shape with the contraption, which he now knew to be a cross bow. The man, if that was what it was, stood there, peered at him, and yelled, “You there! Don’t touch her!”

Zach looked at the girl again. Dead. He ran.

Something clattered on the ground near his feet. And he thought he had heard another ‘twanging’ sound. But he didn’t stop to see. His feet slapped the pavement like a rabid rabbit’s, and he crested the hill, angled across deserted and ghostly yards, and headed for his apartment.

Strangely, he felt warm. The night had been so cold, but now he felt a heat within, warming, and even propelling him.

He came to his apartment, ran up the stairs, entered and closed the door, and stood breathing lightly in the dark.

Breathing lightly. Not gasping, like he normally would have after such a frantic run. Just…breathing.

He felt the heat surging through his body, making him hot, hotter…and he pulled off his hoodie.

His body was like boiling water. If somebody had poured cold water on him he would have sworn that it would turn to steam.

As if from far away, he heard footsteps. Somebody chasing him, overshooting the mark and running past his apartment, down the row of apartments.

The girl…who was she? And was she really dead?

He knew she was. Killed by the mysterious shadow with the crossbow. The crossbow that had been fired at him.

But…but why?

Zach became aware of the silence of his apartment. The tick tick of his clock. Outside the window a street light made fitzing sounds. Under his feet he cold feel the loud snores of old man Fitzsimmons. Old and too fat and his his lungs labored to keep him alive for another day.

He took his his tee shirt. Ripped it off. It was so damned hot in here!

He looked at the thermostat, but it said 55 degrees.

That should be cold.

Why wasn’t he cold?

Footsteps outside again. Coming back up the hill, stopping and looking at every house.

He stood stock still, and he could feel somebody trying to feel him.

Feeling. Not looking or hearing, rather sensing, like a sixth sense.

His skin felt like it was going to burst into flame.

He ignored the person ‘feeling’ for him and pulled off his pants. Then his shoes. Even his feet felt like they were steaming!

His whole body felt like an electric current. And his nipples, they felt like they were electric.

He moved to the sink and ran cold water. He dipped his hands under the faucet, scooped water onto his hot body. The touch of cold water soothed him, brought him down, but it wasn’t enough.

And his nipples were so hot they hurt, and his groin, it hurt…hurt so bad. Hurt like it was being pulled off him, pulled right out of his groin, but…it wasn’t pulling out…it was pulling in.

He ducked his head under the faucet, his hair became dripping, but it wasn’t enough.

Now he was so hot his body was threatening to shut down.

He staggered across the apartment and into his bathroom. He stepped into the shower and turned it full on.

Cold water drenched him. Cooled his steaming groin, relaxed his burning skin. Except for the nipples. Damn! Those hurt!

He touched one, rubbed it with cold water, and it just made it hurt more, and it felt like his chest was changing, morphing, and his nipples felt bigger, larger, and they hurt even worse.

He sagged against the shower wall, slid down the cool tiles. The sound of the water raining on him was like snakes hissing. He huddled under the spray, his flesh now so hot that it felt like the ‘snakes,’ the jets of water, were actually biting him.

Pain encompassed him, absorbed him, and he cried out in a low voice.

His groin hurt so much he bent double, went fetal, and still the pain built.

Then, when he could take no more, when the pain became too much to bear, his mind seemed to slide into another place. An under place.

Hurts, doesn’t it? Came the chuckle.

Oh, God! Zach cried into the depthless crevices of his cranium.

It’s okay. Let it hurt. Let me up, just come here, take my place, and I’ll take yours.

Zach heard the voice. It promised surcease to the pain. It promised relief.

That’s it. Just shift a bit, slide a bit, you can fit…

Zach in his mind, felt himself giving way, and he slid into a narrow space, a vacancy that he had not known existed. His body, which now existed only in his mind, fit perfectly into the space.

That’s it. Now just relax. Go to sleep, and I’ll take care of everything. Sleep. No more pain if you…sleep.

Zach slept, and the voice came out of the crevice. It was a cool, competent voice. It was a slithery promise of a voice, but it would not deliver what it had promised.

It extended its feelers, it explored the control centers of Zach’s mind. It took over the functioning of his body.

And it changed things.

That which had begun with a touch from another in another body was continued by the other in Zach’s body. Taking over, using the heat to shape and reshape.

Zach’s heat continued to rise, and it would have burned Zach out in a fever. But now it was under the control of the other.

Zach’s chest grew. His hair grew. His lips became softer,  plumper, so soft. And his groin…ah, yes, his groin.

His penis shrunk in, was inverted, and became a clitoris.

His balls were sucked into the canal from which they had dropped so long ago.

Zach’s body was still his, and he would wake up, but he wouldn’t be in control as much.

Something ‘other’ than Zach would be in control.

But the touch of that controlling entity would be soft, persuasive, and would guide Zach in ways that Zach had never imagined.

Just as the girl who had died at the bottom of the stairs had never imagined.

Had never imagined a long way back into time.

Had never…

Zach was cold. He was wet. He could hear sounds throughout the apartment house.

Mrs. Kitch was scrubbing a large pot and cursing in a foreign language. Yiddish.

In the basement Otto was working on the boiler. Apartment one wasn’t getting enough heat.

Which made Zach wonder why he wasn’t getting enough heat. He was freezing, on wet tiles, sitting in six inches of water.

He opened his eyes. He was in the shower. His hair was plastered down across his face. A wet slap of strands that felt longer than it should.

He moved his arm and felt his chest.

Except his chest was larger, more protrusive, than it should have been.

Tits. He had tits. He felt his nipples, hard and erect, with the back of his wrist, and he jerked in shock.

Tits?

His eyes scoped down his body, ran over sensations and feelings that were not right.

He struggled upright, shivered, and he had no groin.

Well, he had a groin, but it was a female groin. A slit.

“No!” he whispered, and his voice sounded higher than it should have.

He crawled over the lip of the shower entrance and lay on the cold, tile floor.

He was making a mess. Water was on the floor, spraying out from the shower. It hadn’t overflowed, but it was filled with water.

He pushed up on all fours and his head hung, his hair, so long, hung down like a black sheet in front of his eyes.

He was dazed, feeling like he was drunk, though he had touched not a drop.

He got his feet under him, grabbed the sink, pushed up on two legs.

He stood, swaying, and saw himself in the mirror.

He was slender, but he had always been slender. He had breasts, large breasts that stayed high on his chest. The nipples felt tender, horny, were erect.

He reached into the shower and turned off the water.

He threw a towel on the floor and kicked it around, mopped up most of the water.

He put the towel into the sink and staggered into the living room.

Light was coming through the front window. Had he drawn the drapes? He didn’t know, and he was so confused.

He moved, his legs like stumps, through the apartment and into his bedroom. He was cold. He had to get warm.

He crawled into bed and went to sleep. A deep, dreamless sleep. Dreamless except for the eyes that watched him. Golden eyes, tawny eyes. Eyes like a cat, moving soundlessly through his skull. It’s okay, Zach. Just relax. I’ll do the work…

He awoke about noon. Otto must have fixed the heater for it was warm in his apartment.

Or, maybe, he had a memory of getting up and turning on the thermostat.

But the memory was like a dream.

Zach became aware of his female body while his eyes were still closed.

His eyes were closed but he was listening and he had breasts. Large, cone shaped breasts. Warm breasts. He was laying on his side and one breast was on the other, warmth seeping out from between them.

He opened his eyes.

His hair was a mess. His hair that was too long, that was a massive mess of a tangle. He was going to have to comb his hair.

No. A man combed. A girl brushed.

But he wasn’t a girl.

But the thought that he wasn’t a girl didn’t seem to have much impact, because he had breasts, and his hands, scrabbling between his legs, felt only a puffy slit that was moist between the folds.

“I’m a girl,” he said. His voice was high. He would have been alarmed, but it felt like somebody was telling him not to be alarmed. That it was okay.

He sat up, and the covers fell down, but the sheet was still over his head.

He moved his arms, his slender arms, to pull the sheet off him.

He didn’t feel strong. His muscle mass was gone.

The sheet fell off him and he stared at the room.

Same old room. The drapes were drawn in here, but the front room drapes were still open. Sunlight illumined the front room and part of the bedroom.

He looked down at his boobs. He cupped them, shivered when his hands touched his nipples.

He turned and swung his feet onto the floor.

He sat, feeling his body, visually inspecting his body, feeling the different balance, weight, and loss of mass.

He stood up and walked into the living room. He was off balance. His breasts were too heavy and he placed his hands on the door jamb to stop himself from falling over.

He hung there, by his hands, his breasts hanging, his hair hanging over his face.

He mentally adjusted, felt his feet, the length of his legs…he seemed to be about the same height. Weight was not so much different as redistributed.

He took tentative steps, and mastered the art of walking. Sort of.

He walked into the bathroom and stared at himself.

His face was different, the bulges redistributed, the angles hidden by soft layers of fat.

That which had been male was not distinctly female.

It’s okay!

He heard it like an echo in his mind. And it breathed through him, a reassurance. It’s okay!

He picked up his comb from the counter, looked into the mirror, and started arranging his hair.

It was messy, a bit tangled, but not knotted.

First he combed it straight out, but as he felt the voice inside him, so he felt something in his muscles guiding him. He dipped the comb under the faucet, turned it this way and that, and a hidden force seemed to guide him, to shape his hair, to untangle and define and twist and roll.

His hair became more feminine than he had ever combed it.

In the mirror his face seemed wan, a bit lusterless.

Make up.

But he had no make up. He was a man—no, no, no came the whisper—and had no make up.

Clothes. He needed a dress. But there were no dresses in his manly apartment (he didn’t bother protesting that he wasn’t a woman…it was okay) so he would have to find some.

And underwear.

But he could get by with some of his male clothes until he was able to find the female things he needed.

He returned to his bedroom and opened his dresser. He took out his smallest, most slenderest pair of jeans. He pulled them up tight, giving himself a camel toe.

He wanted soft, silky underwear, he wasn’t about to wear boxers. Those would bunch up and show through his jeans.

He pulled on a tee shirt, then he picked his hoodie from the night before and pulled it over his head.

His boobs protruded, but the slope of material tended to hide them, and wrapped a scarf around his neck and draped it down his front.

Excellent. He was, for the moment, unisex.

He was afraid of being women for the moment, for The Hunter would be looking for him, asking questions, tracking him down.

Have you seen a man who is suddenly a woman?

A confusion shot through Zach’s head. He was compelled to be a woman, but he was compelled to protect himself.

He would have to leave town.

But The Hunter would be watching modes of transportation.

How would he do this?

It’s okay!

Zach pulled on some shoes, athletic shoes which were now too large for him, and went to the kitchenette.

He made a bowl of cereal, Raisin Bran, and peeled a banana.

He was going to have to eat oatmeal and granola and fruit and…

Noo-o-o-o!

But the protest in his mind was snuffed out by It’s okay!

So he ate, and grew accustomed to being told what to eat, and left the apartment.

Zach put himself in the mind of The Hunter.

He would be scouring the streets, looking for a new woman. A woman who wore mans clothes, and in the most feminine way.

Zach moved along the side of the street, actually darting from doorway to doorway, walking with garbage cans in the line of sight of people coming towards him.

The sun was bright, and he looked into shop windows and studied the reflections coming around corners.

No Hunter.

No crossbow. Or knife, or sword or club or anything that could be used to cut him or bludgeon him to death.

The Hunter would not be afraid of killing him.

The Hunter would want to kill him, and in plain sight was merely a convenience.

Zach ducked into a dress shop. He studied the street through the window, keeping himself out of the line of sight.

He wasn’t afraid The Hunter would wait for him in a shop, though that was a logical possibility. There were simply too many shops, and The Hunter would think later to enter the shops and ask if any had seen a young girl in men’s clothes who needed dresses and underwear and all the accouterments of femininity.

“May I help you?”

Zach whirled, his hair flaring out briefly.

The woman was middle-aged, hefty in the bosom, with the plump cheeks of the well fed and merry.

“Oh, yes. I suffered a fire. Just a small one, thank God, but I need to build my wardrobe.”

“Oh, that’s terrible!”

The old woman took Zach through the shop. She held up items and placed them on a counter or not.

Zach somehow knew what he needed. In the back of his mind he marveled at the things he knew. He knew about colors, and the cuts of cloth, and what garments were interchangeable and how colors complimented or clashed.

In fact, the old lady was a bit surprised at how much Zach knew.

Zach didn’t wonder how he knew. He was just riding along in his cranium, a bit removed, and his mouth spoke without him needing to do anything.

“I’ll take those heels, but I need some better running shoes.”

The old lady had what he needed, and the purchases grew and grew.

Finally, Zach had everything he needed. A couple of good dresses, some very sexy underwear, shoes, tights, nylons, a good jacket. He produced a credit card and his identification.

He wasn’t worried about his identification. Don’t worry! It’s okay! because he knew, from the back of his mind, that such things were changed when he was changed. This was the way it had always been, and this was the way it would always be.

It was later afternoon before Zach left the shop. He thanked the old lady and stood at the front door for a minute.

“Is everything okay? You look worried.”

“Oh, yes,” Zach flashed a smile. “It just looks a little cold and I wanted to enjoy the warm for a moment.

The old lady stood with him for a moment, and Zach watched for The Hunter.

But there was no sign of The Hunter. Zach thanked the old lady again, then picked up his two big bags and walked out to the door.

To the right.

Because he had come from the left, and he had to mislead The Hunter.

He walked up the street, cut through an alley, and headed back for his own apartment.

This was the dangerous part, for The Hunter would be lurking now. He would have exhausted avenues, and adjusting his thinking.

He would be laying for Zach in a doorway, an alley, behind a truck.

He might even have taken up a spot on a roof, or in an apartment, and be watching the streets with binoculars.

Such had happened before.

So Zach took his time. He did his own surveillance, not wandering aimlessly, but picking spots with care and moving from position to position.

There was no sign of The Hunter, and Zach finally went up the stairs to his apartment.

He entered, didn’t turn on any lights. Locked the door. Pushed furniture against the front door.

The Hunter would be stronger than him and he couldn’t risk an out and out fight. He rarely won one of those.

He kept low in the apartment. He didn’t draw the drapes; he didn’t want to change any aspect of the apartment, nothing that would tell The Hunter that something was different.

The Hunter would be making a list of people on the streets. He would eliminate old people, young people, women, from the list, and what would be left would be the men of the right age.

Zach knew he was of the right age, so he wanted to make the apartment unchanging, abandoned looking. He wanted The Hunter to think that even if he was there, he had moved on, run, left town.

That wasn’t always the best strategy, but considering how close The Hunter had come to him the previous night, it was the right strategy.

Zach learned by experience.

Zach ate a cold dinner. He sat on the floor and ate beans out of a can and thin slices of lunch meat. Terrible stuff, but it would keep his energy up until he could make a break for it.

After dinner—he just put the cans and plates and fork he had used into the garbage can, he would be gone on the morrow and never need this stuff again—he turned his mind to the thought of weapons.

He needed something short enough to use as a walking stick, but sharp enough to pierce the flesh of The Hunter.

He considered items in the living room. Nothing.

Nor the bathroom.

Nor the bedroom.

But in the closet he took down the pole and began sharpening the end. Not great for a spear, but good for a quick poke, if he could catch The Hunter by surprise.

Oh, how he wished he could make a crossbow. He knew how, but he needed special materials. He needed wood he could carve, and something stretchy for the string. Even rubber from an inner tube would work—it only needed to work once—but he had no tire in the apartment.

He selected a large knife in the kitchen.

He thought about a mace, or nunchucks, but didn’t want to take the time to make them.

He prepared his ‘go bag.’

He packed a bit of food and a thin blanket in his backpack. He put on his underwear, and felt like a real woman, then some sturdy hiking clothes.

Athletic shoes, and he couldn’t resist wearing nylons and a garter under his clothes.

He would be manly on the outside, feminine on the inside, at least until he had made his escape.

He put on his backpack, arranged his weapons for fast retrieval, and went to the back of his apartment and practiced moving quickly for a few minutes.

Okay. He was ready.

He took off all his clothes and tools, used a sponge to clean his body off, then went to bed.

He lay in his bed, listening to the sounds of the encroaching night. He listened to people in the apartment, cooking dinner, discussing the events of the day (did you know a woman was killed a couple of streets over?), doing homework, sighing, reading books, watching TV.

‘Murder in a College Town’

Blared the news bytes. A young woman was found at the bottom of a stairway. She had an arrow through her back.

Zach lay awake, his eyes open. He wasn’t tired, he was scared, and excited, and thinking of the morrow.

He had to escape The Hunter. He had to avoid buses, Ubers, even bicycles. He had to leave town without a camera capturing him, giving evidence of his path.

And he would do it.

He had been through this routine too many times.

Don’t fight, take flight.

Don’t take a chance, just get to the edge of town and disappear into the countryside.

As good as The Hunter was, he wasn’t that good.

He might be strong, and smart, and he could sniff like a dog, but he had to follow the footsteps of a man who was a woman.

For Zach, now changed, was like a cat. Soft footed, wary, aware.

And The Hunter was clumsy in comparison.

The logic of a hunting male wouldn’t win out when the trail went to the emotion of the wilderness.

Zach would escape.

He knew he would.

The night grew in darkness. The sounds of civilization faded. Zach’s eyes closed, and he gloried in his femininity.

He was naked in bed, and his hands were clasped between his thighs.

He couldn’t wait to paint his nails, to return to a life more suited to a woman.

He felt the heat of his slit, and he rubbed the edges of his palm against his slit.

It felt good. It was like spinning a stick between palms, it creasted friction, heat, and…it felt so good.

He was going to escape. He was going to leave The Hunter behind.

Yes, there would be other hunters, but Zach was old, he was accomplished in his survival.

His fingers found the button of his clitoris. He rubbed himself, and felt the heat build.

And the moisture.

This was the part of being a woman that he loved the most.

Creating the heat, sparking, building a fire in his groin, between his thighs, deep in his womanhood.

The night was silent outside, listening, but it couldn’t hear the excitement between his thighs.

It couldn’t feel the vibrations, only he could feel the heat, and he moved his hands faster.

One hand went up to his boobs and touched his nipple.

He groaned as an almost electrical surge coursed through his chest to his groin.

He was going to cum.

He was going to feel his woman-ness explode.

He was going to have that unique orgasm, so overwhelming and pervasive, that was the property of the female.

Then he blew up, crested, gasped, and rode the wave.

And he thought: Fuck The Hunter! Fuck him! I will escape!

And the orgasm slowly resided, and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the warmth of his bed.

He slept.


PART TWO

Morning arrived, and with it a host of fears. To be caught, to be murdered, to become someone else. Yet Zach had to move. Such fears would more likely actualize in town, and were less likely to occur if he could escape the town.

It was still dark when he put on his panties and bra, and covered them with male type clothing. The dawn was barely cracking in the sky when he slunk down the stairs and headed for the edge of town.

He moved from shadow to shadow, from tree to alley, from corner to the outskirts of the small town.

He paused, waited, sniffed the air.

His senses were sharper than a Hunter’s, a woman’s senses are always better than a man’s, and that was a blessing. At one point an early morning walker, who could have been out looking for The Hunter, passed within ten feet of him.

Still, the sun was up and the day was bright by the time Zach reached a park on the outskirts of town. He paused behind a shed and watched a hundred yards of green. He waited fifteen minutes, and when women with children in strollers started showing up he walked along a fence and disappeared into the woods.

And stopped and paused and waited and watched his back trail.

Nothing.

Sighing with relief, Zach began the trek through the wilderness.

As a woman he lived for long limo rides with backseat liaisons. Nothing was more fun than bumping back and forth while a servant traversed mountain roads.

But, as a woman survivor, he knew there were times to pick up the walking stick and brave the wilderness.

He walked for a half hour, figured he was safe, and stopped to change into more fashionable walking apparel.

Ski pants that showed off his legs. A jacket that was more form fitting. A bit of make up. Fluffed up his hair and put on sunglasses.

Now he was fashionable. Now he felt like himself. Herself.

He remembered being a man. He knew he should not change clothes just yet, maybe get a couple of towns over before effecting a more feminine appearance.

But he loved himself as a woman, and the male part of him was succumbing nicely…he just had to change his clothes.

The warmth in his soul, the heat of his breasts and groin, he had to be she, and not just on the inside.

She walked across the leaf scattered earth, found old animal trails, and walked proudly.

I am woman hear me roar went the old Helen Reddy song.

Around a lake and into the depths of the forest.

The day waned, and she found a safe place to camp. She didn’t dare start a fire, The Hunter might have tracked her.

Huddled between two boulders, screened by foliage, she spread her sleeping bag and crawled in.

She ate candy bars and fruit for dinner. Not the healthiest of cuisines, but it would do. She would find a town in the near future, and she would be safe then. Nobody would have known her as a him, and she could be herself.

Safe from the sinister depredations of The Hunter. Able to live a life as a woman. Safe.

She slept.

Three days later she came to a wonderful lake in the hills. On the other side of the lake was a small stop in the road. It was a roadhouse a general store, and a few houses. Perfect.

She could ingratiate herself to the small population, build friendships, and…she had an idea. What if she prepared a trap for The Hunter?

What if she actually went on the offensive? She had never tried that before, so it would be thoroughly unexpected.

She certainly had the knowledge, and maybe if one of the few buildings in town was empty, or just set up for a trap…maybe…

She paused at a stream and stripped down and cleaned the days of marching off her fine flesh. She squatted in the middle of the small flow of water, let her tootsies feel the cold rush of water. She used a small sliver of soap to wash under her arms. She had a small bottle of shampoo and dragged her fingers through her hair until it was soft and shiny.

Done with her ablutions, she put her finest underwear on, her most uplifting bra, and regular clothes. Not hiking clothes, but a culotte and a blouse that showed off her figure.

High heels. Refreshed her make up, and when the sun had dried her hair and she had styled it, she entered the small fork in the road.

The roadhouse was actually not too bad. It was clean inside, and it turned out that there was a hotel a few miles down the road, and people often came to the roadhouse for a polite look at the earthier side of life.

A small combo would play, a little dancing, good liquor, it was a little slice of paradise.

Behind the bar a man named Jimmy, bald and red-faced, stood wiping glasses and stacking them for the coming night.

“Do you need a waitress?”

Jimmy stopped wiping, leaned his head forward slightly squinted.

And smiled.

Zach was a beauty. Full breasts, shapely ankles…and her hair would put a waterfall to shame.

“Well, I don’t know. You have any waitressing experience?” He was already sold, Zach had that effect on people.

“I know my drinks, I play politics with Republicans and Democrats and men with groping hands, and I know when to bend over for the boss.”

Jimmy grinned. “You do, eh?”

“Of course. Would you like a sample?”

Jimmy did, and Zach came behind the counter and hoisted herself up on a corner of the bar.

“You’re going to have to juice me up, first.”

Jimmy went to his knees, a difficult task considering that he had bulk, but he grunted and his knees creaked, and then he was face deep in Zach’s cooch.

Zach threw back his head and gloried in the man’s mouth.

As a man he never did this, at least, he was usually the lickor and not the lickee.

And…he felt a nervous excitement as his mind bent to break long instilled taboos.

He was going to kiss Jimmy, and bend over for him, and maybe let him suck on her large breasts. As a man it frightened him, as a woman it was what he did.

She did.

She pulled Jimmy’s face up and kissed his pussy smelling mouth. He tasted her pussy on Jimmy’s lips, and loved it.

“I can’t reach you up there!” moaned Jimmy, undoing his apron and dropping his shorts.

Zach slid off the counter, turned around and bent over.

Jimmy undid her bra and gropped her tits as he jammed forward.

Oh, God! Jimmy wasn’t all that good, in fact his weenie felt a little small, but Zach had not had a man before, and that entity which was motivating him was so fucking hungry!

Jimmy proved flexible enough as he rammed his hips forward and back.

Zach moaned with the pleasure of feeling his snatch so wonderfully abused.

Then Jimmy, unable to control himself in the face of such wondrous beauty, let loose.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and he filled Zach’s pussy with cream.

Zack thought he would faint from the wonderful feeling.

Zach was a hit at the roadhouse. His reputation got out and more people began showing up.

He teased the men and complimented the women.

He took assignations where he could find them, usually in the back room, and occasionally a sleep over, and he didn’t care if it was male or female…he fucked it.

Each morning she cleaned his crotch of semen. Each afternoon she serviced Jimmy. Each evening she teased and pleased the customers. Each evening she fell in love with a new person, felt their warmth, slept so desperately entwined and in love.

Only to fall in love with her next and next and next.

Often she forgot she was Zach. That part of her was so small now.

But she never forgot he was she, and that she needed always to be fed.

For that which had come into Zach, that which had possessed him virtually out of existence, required the love of people.

Love fed her, and she required endless meals of it.

And the only thing that stopped her from enjoying life completely was the fact that she knew The Hunter was still out there.

The Hunter was still on the prowl. He would canvas the town Zach had come from. He would check bus stations and ways out of town. He would isolate the man who had disappeared right after the woman had been killed.

He might even have himself made into a law enforcement officer of some kind, and use those methods to track Zach.

Zach knew she had only a limited amount of time before The Hunter, in some guise or other, showed up.

So she prepared.

She didn’t run this time, she made plans, she crafted weapons, she considered options and began assembling ways of defeating The Hunter.

The Hunter, who she had never defeated before; who she had always been the victim of.

Months passed. Zach moved in with Jimmy, she rented a room in the back of his house.

Jimmy was thrilled, he got more loving. And Zach was thrilled, she got more loving.

And, the good news, Jimmy spent most of his time, when he was not bending Zach over, at his roadhouse. Zach was free to place a shotgun at the head of her bed. And a trapdoor just inside the room, a trapdoor that would swing down from the ceiling and give an intruder a face full of knives.

Zach added water to a couple of boards, then spent hours aiming a hair drier at them. The result was a wonderful creaking effect. Not so much that Jimmy would worry about his little house collapsing, but enough that she would hear a sneaking tread late at night.

She had a window, and she replaced the glass with bulletproof glass. No entrance there,

And there was the ax hidden in the bed board, the pistols placed at points around the room, and around the house.

She cut a small trapdoor in the closet so she could drop to the basement and run for a coal chute and make her escape that way.

Little things. Wires that tripped, lights and mirrors to confuse, a dozen ways to distract The Hunter, she prepared, and she waited, and she knew the time would come.

And when The Hunter finally  entered the small crossroads that was the town she could feel him.

And he could feel her.

And she knew that tonight was the night.

The roadhouse opened at four in the afternoon. It served a variety of sandwiches. Brisket, Rueben, venison, even moose. It poured dozens of exotic brews, and a few fancy drinks.

Tire Biter, Golden Monkey, Westvleteren 12, 3 Floyds Dark Lord, Unhuman Cannonball, and, of course, Miller’s Lite, were among the beers and ales.

And for fancy drinks: Boulevardier, Pisco Sour, Corpse Reviver, and so on.

A wonderful menu for a back country roadhouse.

And, there were always a few people waiting to get in, ready to start the night’s activities early. Four or six people would crowd in, take places at the bar and order sandwiches and beer.

Ladies might transition to a light liquor, or even a wine, and the men would, after they had lined their stomaches with dinner, begin sampling the fancy drinks.

The juke box might or might not play, and at seven the combo would draggle in. An electric piano and guitar, drums and a bass, and a long haired freak with a whiskey voice and the most lopsided grin.

Zach had fucked all the band members, but she loved the lead singer the most. That man knew how to use his mouth with the best of them!

And so the night would go. A fuck here, a tip there. Coping a feel of the guy with the wife, then goosing the wife. With these types of free thinkers she usually ended up with the wife, but sometimes they would have a ménage à trois.

Every once in a while there would be a table of studs, and she would end up pulling the train. On those nights she would get especially energized, and the mornings after she would have to jill herself off several times before going to work.

Love, when fully expressed, always led to more love.

And her appetite was insatiable. She always needed more.

And she felt it when The Hunter stepped into the roadhouse.

It was seven o’clock and a few minutes. The band was twiddling  with their amp dials and sipping a last beer. The Hunter was six feet tall, a few inches taller than Zach had been before he had been touched by a dying girl. The Hunter had a bushy beard, narrow eyes, and the worn look of a man who had been hunting, and had not been successful.

Until now.

Zach felt him, felt the moment the man’s brogans touched the inside floor of the roadhouse.

She didn’t jerk, or twitch, though her heart suddenly leaped into high gear.

She knew. She…knew.

She was behind the bar, pouring beer for patrons.

She wanted to run out screaming. She could feel the lust in the man.

This was not a human man, but a Hunter. He did not fall in love and marry and raise a family. He committed rape, and stole love from all he touched.

And Zach knew that if The Hunter could touch her, could grab her and squeeze her, then she would be deleted. Erased, and The Hunter would walk away with that spirit that possessed that which was Zach.

Zach was too small now, too much imprisoned in the back roads of his mind. He would not come back as Zach. And that which made him a woman would be gone, killed by The Hunter.

It was a timeless game, an endless game, surviving from the times of the first cavemen.

The Hunter would absorb all the love that Zach, the embodied spirit that possessed Zach, had collected.

This was the purpose of The Hunter, to steal the love that empowered Zach.

But Zach didn’t know why. Why would The Hunter kill her and destroy all her collected love?

Why would The Hunter take the coin of love only to destroy it?

Why did The Hunter wish to dispense with the manufacturers of that coin? It would only make a world in their image.

Loveless.

Barren in spirituality.

An empty existence for the beings known as men.

It might as well be slavery.

Without those special spirits who possessed humankind and showed them the hope of love, there would be no love. Women would be chattel,  men would be brutes, life would be an empty container of no love, which is to say of misery.

Zach finished the glasses. She could see, peripheral vision through the reflection in the bar mirror, The Hunter wander through the roadhouse.

He stopped at tables and smiled at women. But whether they smiled back or not, he moved on.

He was looking for the one woman with the touch, the feel, the spirit.

A woman filled up with so much love it slopped over and made others happy just to be in the ambience of such a person.

Zach wandered towards the far end of the bar. The Hunter was busy looking at patrons. He would not be looking at workers, not yet, for women like Zach liked to live the good life, not be workers.

When The Hunter was at the far end of the roadhouse Zach stepped into the hallway that led to the bathrooms, and the outside world.

She tossed his apron, her apron, into a hamper and stepped outside.

She knew The Hunter would feel her leave, but The Hunter would look to the front doors first, then he would explore the rear door, and then he might smell the apron, use it for a clue, and sniff after her.

Zach was wearing high heels, she so loved high heels, but she shed them and sprinted down the back alley.

Only a few houses, but The Hunter would be fast.

Zach turned up her driveway, Jimmy’s driveway, and entered the house.

First, she locked all the doors. The windows were already locked.

Then she set a few triggers, and hoped they would be sufficient to the task. Finally, she went into her bedroom. She locked the door, set the string to the trapdoor over the door, made sure weapons were within reach, made a bundle like a body on the bed, and stepped into the closet.

The Hunter stepped out the front doors and knew, instantly, that he had been tricked.

He turned back to the roadhouse and stepped through the doors.

His prey was definitely gone, and getting goner. He had no time to waste.

The barmaid. The woman had actually been working!

He walked quickly through the main room and into the hall that led to the bathrooms.

He walked past a hamper with used aprons and shirts in it, and stopped.

He backed up and lifted an apron. He sniffed it, and he smiled.

He continued down the hallway and stepped into the back alley.

Not a smile now, but a grin. He could smell the residue of her passing. He could feel her presence in the air!

Unerringly, he walked down the alley. He didn’t hurry, he was sure on this one.

He detected her in the house just from looking at the house. He strode up the driveway, illuminated by moonlight, his teeth showing feral in his dark beard.

He stepped onto the porch, and held still. He sniffed the air. He touched the wood of the door.

Something was wrong.

Always The Prey ran. They never tried to fight. It was not in their nature.

Yet this one was inside, waiting. Was she planning to fight him?

That made no sense! He was bigger, stronger, and he could subdue her easily.

Frowning, he pushed on the door.

Moonlight illuminated the main room, and he stood to the side and inspected the place.

She wasn’t there, and he could feel that she was in a back bedroom. He was so close he could almost look through her eyes.

He stepped into the small house. He sidled around the edge of the room.

If she intended to fight him…where were the traps? Where were the weapons?

He came to the bedroom door and opened it. And stepped back.

If he had stepped forward he would have gotten a face full of knives, and would likely have ended up in a shallow grave down by the lake.

Instead, the trapdoor with knives in it reached the end of its swing and bits of dirt and splinters came at him. He stepped to the side.

It was dark, but he had excellent vision. He could see strings on the floor, ready to unloose more traps. And on the bed was the figure of the girl.

He was excited now, and his pants were bulging with his excitement. A quick step, a leap, and he would be on top of her. He could throttle her, stab her if needed, and she would be gone. Done with. Dispatched, and the world would be a safer place for The Hunters.

But something was wrong.

The shape on the bed didn’t breath. There was no rhythmic rise and fall of the chest, there was no…life.

So, where was she? She was here, that was obvious, he could smell her, but…the room was so dense with her essence he couldn’t locate a precise spot.

Under the bed?

No. It would take too long for her to get out from under.

In the closet?

Yes. And now he focused his senses and perceived her directly.

He stepped into the room.

He moved quickly towards the closet. He opened the door, and that was when the second trap door swung down, the one with knives that was aimed towards his back!

He felt the wind, squatted, and the trap door whistled overhead. Too late, he realized that was just a distraction. The real trap was coming out of the closet, shoving a sharpened fire place poker into his chest. Behind the poker The Prey was snarling, pushing, and The Hunter tripped and fell back.

He was strong, he was smart, but he was outmaneuvered. He lay on the floor, holding the shaft of the poker, but the tip was touching his flesh, breaking his skin.

Above him the woman dropped her whole weight on him, her face was pulled back and her teeth were showing, sharp and vicious.

He struggled. But his death was so close he was sweating, and the she was sweating, and the poker slid through his hands inexorably.

“No!” He whined gutturally. “No!”

“Yes! You’ve taken enough of my kind!”

“Let me go…let me…”

Then words failed them and they struggled in silence.

The poker pressed against bone now, and bone was tough, but her weight would defeat even bone.

Closer she came, descending on him by millimeters, and his face revealed his terror. Never had a Hunter been bested by one of these shape shifters!

And, as his mortality became evident, a strange thing happened.

He began to accept it. He began to realize that he was going to die. The struggle was over. He would succumb, he would submit…he would…submit…

He would embrace his death, for there was no alternative.

Above him, she felt it, she felt his acceptance. She felt him giving up.

The shock of such revelation, of seeing The Hunter accept mortality, was too much.

She hungered for mortality. She was eternal, except when preyed upon by the one beast who could subdue her.

But now she was subduing him!

She leaned on the poker, felt the tip sinking into bone, threatening to crack his chest, and…and…it excited her. She was now The Hunter.

She was in control. She owned him!

With one hand she reached down and gripped his zipper.

His eyes widened as he divined what she was about to do.

She pulled the zipper down, she pulled his weenie out. It was big, stiff, and dripping.

Death excited The Hunter.

But now Death Excited The Prey, who had become The Hunter.

She pushed the poker to the side and straddled him. She pushed down upon him.

The Prey was weaker. She could be killed, and the spirit driven into nothingness. That was the only way The Prey could be killed.

And she could leave the body she was possessing. She could go with a touch of the fingers, as the woman dying on the steps had proven.

And she could go with a touch of any part of her flesh.

Her pussy engulfed The Hunter’s large cock.

The Hunter gave up! He had been submitting by force with the poker, but now he was being submitted by love.

That strength of The Prey was finally and inexorably being applied to The Hunter.

A touch, and Zach, poor Zach, felt himself dwindling, shrinking, going to wherever spirits go when they die.

Zach left even that basement of the mind to which he had been forced.

He died.

His body died.

But that which possessed it, that which had driven it into womanhood and endless loving, that spirit that existed only on pure love, went down the poker, through the flesh, into The Hunter.

His penis swelled, and he felt himself being pushed into a small corner of his mind. And…It was okay!

It’s okay. It’s just love. Give way. Submit. Give in to the truth of your desires.

The Hunter gurgled helplessly. It was being devoured by that which it would have devoured. That essence of spirit was being forced into a smaller and smaller space.

It’s okay. You’re going to be just fine.

The Hunter stopped fighting. It brought his hips up and felt himself being swallowed, by the penis, by the flesh, by the heart it had never known it had.

Just relax, I’ll take care of you. Everything will be just fine!

The Hunter lay there, and a white hot flash of lust passed out of it, and the essence shrank and the possession swelled.

It was an orgasm, wonderfully beautiful, exquisitely overwhelming.

Fluids were spurted into the body of Zach, which had just a bare remembrance of being Zach, of being possessed.

And that which had been Zach wished, one final wish, that it could experience love again, that it could be possessed.

But, instead, there was the pain of returning penis and testicles. The rupture of a disappearing chest.

As the spirit of Zach departed his body returned to maleness.

As the spirit which had possessed Zach departed, and entered The Hunter, The Hunter felt a terrible heat, and his nipples hurt, they were so swollen and rigid.

And his penis shrank, and his testicles ascended into his body.

And he passed out.

But not for long.

He would awake, and be aware that he was The Hunter, but that he had somehow been relegated to a small, dim corner of mind, to watch, and lust, and be eternally frustrated as The Prey lived his life, and did with him…her…what she wanted.

END
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PART ONE

“Gotcha!” Johnny’s game made a chinging sound and he jumped up and gloated. “One more win for the pro!”

Next to him, Janice frowned. She was close, but he was always just a little better than her.

Tom, their manager came over and patted Johnny’s back. “Well done. Turn in your notes and we’ll do it again.”

Johnny stopped smiling. That was his weak point. He was supposed to play the game, take notes of where the glitches were, make suggestions for different paths, and so on. The problem was that he got excited and lost track. He immersed himself in the game and forgot to make his notes. the result was that though he sailed through the games faster than anybody, he was turning in results half as much as anybody else.

“Oh, no! You forgot to make notes!”

“I’m sorry, Tom. The game is just so good…I couldn’t pull myself out of it.”

Tom shook his head. “Well, it’s okay. Just go through the game again, and try to remember why you’re playing it.”

At that moment Janice finished her game.

CHING!

She sat back.

“Done, Janice?” Tom asked.

“Here’s my notes, Tom.”

Tom looked over her notes. Everything was there, time to glitches, suggestions as to how to fix them, everything.

He grinned. “Far out.” Then, an aside to Johnny, “See? It’s easy, Johnny. Take a lesson from your wife.”

Johnny grunted, and felt the irritation. When Tom had returned to his office to go over Janice’s notes he grumbled. “You didn’t have to do that.”

She blinked and turned to him. “What?”

“Turn in your notes when he’s chewing me out. It makes me look bad.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking of making you look bad. I was done, and I—“

“You’re supposed to have my back.”

“I’m supposed to test games, and so are you!” Now she was feeling a little peeved.

“Okay, okay,” muttered Johnny.

He started up the game again, gripped his pen tightly, and chose a character to play.

Next to him Janice scowled. Once again he was taking it out on her, and it just wasn’t fair.

Suddenly she stood up and headed for the office.

Johnny watched her go, and didn’t care. She had made him look bad, and it just wasn’t fair.

Tom was poring over her notes when she knocked. He looked up and smiled. “Looks good, Janice. Very thorough.”

“Thanks, Tom. I…uh, I have an idea.”

“Sure. Have a seat and tell me.”

Janice sat down, crossed her legs and pursed her lips.

Tom smiled. Janice was a looker, better than that lazy ass hubby of hers deserved.

“Tom, what are the statistics on gamers. Who plays games, age and sex.”

“That’s a no brainer,” Tom grew more serious. “Males from 14 to 40 make up our main audience. They buy most of the games, and they play most of the games.”

He talked for a moment, going over statistics they both knew, what kind of machines the games were played on, hot times of the year, and so on, then he stopped and studied her. “What’s your idea?”

“You’re missing half the audience. Or, to put it in even simpler terms, you could double your audience.”

“We’ve talked about this, upper management is all over it. Did you have something in mind?”

“What if I could design a game that would intrigue females, 14 to 40?”

“Sure. We’ve thought about it. But girls don’t go for games the way guys do. It’s basic wiring.”

“No, it’s not basic wiring. You just haven’t given girls games they could relate to.”

Tom tilted his head. “What do you mean?”

“Guys play games, football, baseball, and it’s easy to put those games to a digital playing field.”

“Yeah?”

“But girls are interested in make up, fashion, and…” she paused long enough to get his attention firmly fixed.

“Yes?”

“Getting the boyfriend.”

Tom blinked. He wasn’t a dope, and he saw the potentials right away.

“So we make a game where girls earn points…”

“…and they buy make up and fashions…”

“…and the goal isn’t seven points, or killing a tank, or sniping some dude from World War 2.”

“No. The goal is to get pretty enough to get the guy.”

Tom sat back, scenarios running through his head.

Janice continued. “And, girls can earn multiple boys, she can even make them do things that make it easier to get more boyfriends. She can assign boys to do the laundry, clean the house, and all that sort of thing, and she gets more time to earn more points, to get more boyfriends…”

“It can go online, competitions between groups of girls…”

“Chatrooms designed for women, instead of just the hard core snipe and shoot ‘em up gamers.”

Her spiel done, Janice sat.

Tom was figuring statistics, thinking algorithms, jumbling numbers and working his way through spin offs and versions.

Suddenly he leaned forward and picked up his phone. He hit a number and waited a couple of seconds. Then, glancing at Janice, he swiveled his chair towards a window and began talking.

“Jerry, can I come up and run something past you? Yes. One of my testers has a brilliant idea, and I think…yes? Okay. Be up in five.”

He hung up and swiveled back to Janice, who was now holding her breath. “Okay. Five minutes we meet with Jerry.”

Janice fanned herself with one hand. Jerry was the president of the company.

“I want you to breath nice and slow, he’s a regular guy…”

Who was worth 50,000,000!

“…so take a moment and think your proposal out logically. I’ll be there and don’t worry…your idea has excellent potential. Are you ready?”

Janice nodded.

In the testing room Johnny noticed that Janice was going somewhere with Tom. He frowned. Damn. That little distraction made him miss something. He backed up the game and squinted at the screen.

Upstairs, Janice pitched her idea, and before she was five minutes into it Jerry was leaning forward and asking some very precise questions.               “How difficult would it be to change one of our platforms over to a girl-friendly version?”

“Not difficult at all. Colors are the easiest, and if we just change tanks to sports cars, have the player arrow in on clothes instead of grenades or types of weapons…”

“Tom, what are the chances for some back door income by selling advertising for upscale products in the girl’s make up kits, fashions, and so on.

Tom answered, “Excellent. Victoria’s Secret, just to name one, would be thrilled to have half the girls in America trying to get into a digital store.”

Janice blurted, “We can hook digital to sales and offer coupons.” She realized she had spoken out of turn and dwindled off. But her idea suddenly excited Jerry.

“A portal to the real world, transactions back and forth, Victoria’s Secret as a game that sucks players in.”

“We could start our own Victoria’s line in conjunction with them. Boost both our businesses. They’d be stupid not to jump on this. Minimal investment, maximum returns.”

Jerry turned to Janice. “How soon could you have a working model. I don’t care how ragged it looks, I just want something to present to the game designers. You’ll work with them closely, if that’s okay.”

OMG! she breathed. She had originally wanted to be a designer, not just a tester!

“Of course, sir.”

Jerry barked a laugh. “Calls me ‘sir,’ after an idea like that.” He swiveled to Tom. “Set her up in an office. Hook her up with Design and marketing.”

“Me?” she blurted, suddenly scared. It was all happening too fast.

Jerry grinned. “You got the idea, and that’s the hard part. You pull this off and we’ll talk shares.”

Shares? Like a vice-president.

Jerry picked up the phone and tapped a number. “Lana, can we get you up here? We’ve got a major idea developing and I want you to listen to it ground floor,’ he paused, then winked, actually winked, at Janice, “and from the genius who thunk it up. Yes. Meet us in software.” Lana was head of marketing, and now Janice was sure they were moving too fast. She had figured she’d get a quick talk, they’d find a lot of holes in her idea, but this…this…

“Okay, kids, let’s meet Lana in Software. Let’s light a fire and make this happen!”

As they exited the office Janice felt faint. It was just an idea she had had…and it was good…but now…OMG!

Johnny finished testing his game, and he had a lot of notes written down. More than usual. Of course it had really bitten him in the ass when he had been shamed, and he had to prove himself.

Oddly, except for the testers, there weren’t any upper management around.

Usually the department heads sauntered through, held little meetings throughout the day, and gave a little relief to the hard working testers.

Where had everybody gone?

Five o’clock came and testers began disappearing. Computers were shut down, games were saved, notes were put on the side, and…lights dimmed.

Where was Janice?

Six o’clock and she still wasn’t around. He finally reached for his cell phone and tapped her number.

At her station, next to his, her cell phone rang.

Fuck!

Where was she?

More time passed.

Johnny walked upstairs. Out of bounds for testers, but he was worried about his wife.

At the end of the hall on the second floor he heard a buzz of voices. The buzz became a grumble as he approached the big glass window fronting the conference room for the Software department.

He leaned forward and peeked.

Just about every manager in the company was there. Some of the fellows and gals were leaning forward, little groups, talking excitedly. A few fellows sat by themselves and were working frantically on their pads and laptops.

At the front of the room Janice was talking with…Jerry and Tom! His direct senior and the president of the company.

Janice was talking animatedly. She was moving her hands down the shape of her body, then gesticulating in the air.

The two men were grinning, then Jerry said something that made them laugh.

Johnny backed up. What the fuck? What the hell was going on?

He walked back down the hall. He went to the lunch room and bought a Coke. Then he sat down and sipped and wondered what had happened.

Two hours later Janice came down the stairs. Skipping. Her face alight with excitement such as Johnny had never seen. She saw Tom at his station and ran to him.

“Johnny! They loved my idea!”

Johnny stood up. He was a little put out by having to wait so long, but he tried to put on a happy face. “What idea?”

“The one about a game for women, make up stations and fashions and women earning points and collecting boys. Or men. Or whatever. Oh! That just gave me another idea!”

“Well, make a note. We need to get home for dinner.”

Janice frowned, “Are you upset?”

“No, no. It’s just late and I’m hungry.”

“Oh, of course. I’m sorry, but the meeting ran late and…and I had to talk to Marty in Software, and Lana in marketing, and…Oh, Johnny, they’re going to put me in charge of the development. They’re even going to give me my own office!

All the way home Janice gushed, and all the way home Johnny kept his peace, listened politely, and was unsettled within.

Heck, he had always dreamed of being a designer, he was the one who had gotten Janice the job in the first place, and now they were choosing her over him? It just didn’t seem fair.

Speed, in the game industry, is paramount.

Drag your heels and the next company over will hear of your idea and go with it.

Take your time too much and a leading game idea comes in second place.

Thus, the next couple of months were frantic ones for Janice. She worked late every night. She built friendships with managers and dealt with a whole new world of problems.

This caused some strain on her marriage, but she wasn’t worried. She loved Johnny, and he loved her. So he made his own meals, and she slid into bed long after he had gone to sleep.

But it was okay. At least, she thought it was.

“I don’t understand why you can’t put in a good word for me?”             

They were having a late dinner after a long day.

Janice spooned a bit of lasagne, smiled wanly, and explained, “I’m not in that department. I can’t just bust into HR and demand that a tester be assigned to me.”

“But I can help with designing! I’ve always had a talent for design, and I know you need help.”

“Johnny, I don’t ask for people, they inspect my work load, figure out what I need, and assign me somebody with a specialty.”

“Still, there’s got to be some way to take advantage of my  talents.”

The talk went long into the night, and Janice was hard put, Johnny was so insistent.”

The fact of the matter was that she had suggested Johnny to one of her team and had been politely shot down.

Johnny was a great game tester, if he could keep his eye on the goal.

And, there were people in the company who were better suited for design.

Still, Johnny was so insistent that Janice finally agreed to put a word in for him the following day.

“I know that Johnny has a lot of talent, and if he just had a chance…”

Martha O’Brien listened patiently, and she knew exactly what was happening.

Janice was outshining her hubby. She had the talent, and Johnny was just by the way.

Considering this, listening to the girl, knowing that Janice had undoubtedly been put on the spot by her husband, she decided that maybe there was something she could do.

In fact, it was a vicious sort of a ‘something,’ but it was appropriate under the circumstances.

It would be a win-win for all parties involved, but one of those parties was not going to be happy with his win.

Johnny was running through the ‘War Spider’ game for the umpteenth time. In the beginning it had been an exciting game. But a few hundred times through, searching for glitches, making the endless notes, Johnny was less than excited.

Fortunately, he was distracted by the phone at his elbow.

He picked it up and gave a “Yo.”

“Martha O’Brien, Johnny. Human Resources. Can you drop by after lunch?”

Instantly Johnny was at attention. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Click.

His head swirled with possibilities. He knew Janice had talked to HR, and maybe they were finally going to notice him.

Or fire him.

He wasn’t that confident in his job that he knew which it would be.

But they couldn't fire the husband of one of the Vice-Presidents, could they?

He wondered about that all through lunch, and all the way down the hall to the HR offices.

“Johnny! Wonderful to see you.”

Johnny put on his best face, shook hands, and crossed his fingers.

“Sit right here, Johnny, and let me get out this file…right here…yes.”

Martha sat down across from him. Opened the folder, it was one of the ones coded red, which meant ‘Virgin Paradise.’

Holy crap! That was the big one that Janice was working on! She had pulled it off! He was in the door!

I’m sure you’ve heard the rumors, maybe even talked with your wife a bit about it…but the new game coming out in two months. If the roads are clear and the Gods are willing.”

She chuckled, and he chuckled right along with her.

“Now, we have a special version we are preparing, hope to have it ready to launch with Janice’s main version.”

Johnny listened, turned his head and tried to read upside down and think all at the same time.

“As you know, the game is aimed at ladies from 14 to 40. That will effectively double our sales and profits. But there is another group which is sadly misrepresented in our statistics. Did you know that 5% of the population identifies as transgender?”

Johnny blinked. Transgender? WTF?

“That translates to 17,000,000 people. Do you know how much extra profit we can garner if we tailor a game for that segment of the population?”

Johnny was stunned. Trans? He didn’t know where this was going.

“Now Janice is a little overworked at the moment, so we are going to assign a person to aid her, and specifically in the trans versions of her game.”

For a moment Johnny exulted. She was talking about promoting him to this position. But her next words dashed that expectation.

“We would like you to work under this person. You would be expected to focus your game testing on the trans version.”

“Oh, well, uh…sure.”

It was a promotion, after all. And it would undoubtedly lead to greater things.

“You realize, of course, that you will be required to learn and adapt your testing to reality.”

“Reality?”

“Yes. As you know, everything is interactive. A girl buys a dress from Victoria’s Secret, for example, she gets real credits at the real store. And vice versa. that sort of thing.”

“I think I understand.”

“Excellent. I don’t mind telling you how valuable Janice has become to us, and you assisting her in this manner will be well received and far reaching.

Nodded, smiled, was shaken hands with, and shortly found himself returning to his station. His ‘promotion’ would take place after the weekend.

“I’m not really sure what my duties are going to be, but they want me to start with some very extensive game testing.”

“Johnny! That’s wonderful!”

“It’s…uh, it has to do with the trans version of the game.”

Janice knew of the trans version, and had done a couple of things on it, but her main thing was the official Virgin’s Paradise game. Version one. Or ‘Virgin one,’ as some people called it.

“So you’ll be game testing.”

“Yes, but they’re not so interested in glitches, that work will be done on Version One, they want to see how fast I can actually go through the game, how well I adapt to the fashions and stuff.”

Now Janice blinked. “Do you know what the fashion stations are?”

“Well, yeah. you buy clothes. Apparently they’re going to send me to places and I’ll have to get outfitted like in the game and…that sort of thing.

Janice saw it then. Johnny hadn’t put it together yet.

Should she tell him?

She thought not. He was so excited and happy, better just let him slide into the game and find out that stuff on his own.

Then, having made up her mind, she stifled a grin.

Johnny was going to have to go to sexy, dress shops, and other stores. And he was going to have to buy outfits. And that meant getting fitted, and touched, and wearing the right underwear, and…and…oh, crap!

“You’ve got a funny look on your face.”

“Oh, nothing, just something one of the girls said today.”

“Oh, okay. Well, you feel like some dessert?”

“Oh, yes. Dessert. Sure.”

He gave her a look, “Are you sure you’re all right?”

“Oh, absolutely. And, Johnny?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m proud of you. And if you do the game testing in the trans version well, it’s going to open a lot of doors for you.”

“I know,” he grinned. “And it’s all because of you.”

She smiled at him.

And it was true. She had created this great opportunity for him. She just hoped he would be so happy once his new job started.

Monday came, and Johnny sat down at his computer and called up the Trans version of Virgin’s Paradise.

He filled in the forms on the screen, and selected a character.

He had six characters to choose from, and he could adapt these characters to some extent.

He chose the name Onyx, and his character started out nude, with no real features.

The head was bald, his feet were bare, he had no swell of waist or bosom. Even his face was plain.

He moved Onyx with his joystick, noted the crispness of the character, and began experimenting with moves.

It was easy. The platform was similar to War Spider, and a jump was a jump, a somersault was a somersault, and so on.

Then he entered the game proper. In the center of the screen Onyx appeared, along with the legend:

Part One

We Are All Born

The first part was easy, a good intro, not daunting, just enough challenge to intrigue the player, and…he found several ‘purses’ and entered several ‘salon’ stations.

He was able to buy purple hair, goth eyes, stiletto heels on combat boots, and a tutu.

The choices of apparel and his look made him laugh. He was a guy, and there wasn’t much of a guy selection, just a token suit, athletic shoes, a buzz cut.

So he chose the outlandish ‘trans’ apparel and suffered a squeamish giggle. Was that really what trans people wore? He didn’t think so. But the game was the game so they must have done some kind of research.

He made a couple of quick notes, then went for part two.

Part Two

We All Suffer

Another easy section, but…getting harder. What made this harder is that he was faced with several situations where his character had to make life decisions.

This forced a certain re-evaluation of what he understood a trans person to be. By the time he was done with the section he was frowning.

Still, he was more intrigued. By presenting real life situations, merging them with digital solutions, he was forced to think, and one of the surprising thoughts he had was that being a trans person was tougher than he had thought.

If the game was accurate.

Problem, he thought it was.

Uncomfortably accurate.

The joy of the game, however, was that he was now able to make definite progress towards a goal.

And what was that goal?

Being…trans. Thinking about converting his sexuality.

Now he was REALLY uncomfortable.

And the odd thing was that he had a boner! WTF?

This is ridiculous, he thought, as he signed off for lunch. I’m a well adjusted male. I can handle this stuff. This is for people who are crazy. I mean…changing sex? Who the fuck would want to do that?

He sat in the lunch room and ate a bologna sandwich with American cheese—a gastronomic tragedy if ever there was one—and contemplated the fact that he had an erection.

A little unsettled by his morning, was he having a trans experience—virtual, it was still real in his mind—was his boner…legitimate?

But how could it be?

He was a guy! Dammit!

So he grumbled and ate his sandwich and kept to himself.

Where was Janice? Oh, yeah, she had a lunch with her team, some brainstorming on a design question.

Damn. He was feeling a little jealous.

Well, when he knocked this current assignment out of the park they would take notice of him.

It turned out they had already taken notice of him.

When he returned to his desk there was a small envelope on his desk. It was from Marnie Schillings, the girl who worked over him, and under Janice.

Well done!

I read over your notes.

Good.

Head over to Jennette’s Bras

and have yourself made into ‘Onyx.’

Marnie

Johnny’s mouth opened.

He had never heard of Jennette’s Bras, and he was supposed to go there. To a bra place!

But what would he want at a bra place? He was a guy, dammit! He didn’t have tits!

He picked up the envelope and stomped off towards Marnie’s office.

“Uh, Marnie?” He stood at the door and tapped on the jamb.

“Hey! Onyx! Come in.” She turned to three other people who were in the office, “I got to go, girls, Onyx is testing the Virgin’s Paradise Trans version.”

The three people collected their bag lunches and filed out, each one grinning at him, and one of them patting his arm. “Way to go, Tiger.”

Johnny gulped.

All three were trans people! They wore brightly colored hair, make up, and an assortment of rainbow colored clothes.

And he recognized some of the clothes from the choices of apparel he had been given in the game!

“Have a seat, Onyx, what can we do for you?”

Johnny sat gingerly. He was suddenly feeling uncomfortable. He had entering in high dudgeon, but now he was unnerved. Seeing the other players, knowing that he might be playing against them, or with them, he was suddenly unsure that he should be making big complaints.

So he started softly.

“I got your envelope with the instructions…”

“Oh, yeah. Have fun. We’ve talked to the vendors, everything is free, of course, and they have active opinions concerning what you should wear. The idea is to duplicate the outfits you have in the game. We’ll run you past marketing, make some decisions, maybe make some adjustments to the game, and you get to do it all again.”

“Uh, yeah, it’s just that…I didn’t think I was going to be physically changing.”

“Oh, it that a problem? It’s just clothes and stuff.”

And stuff? Uh oh!

“Yeah, but I have a life outside of…uh…”

“Oh, I understand, but the company is going to require some level of commitment. We can’t go into a game changer like this with a dilettante attitude. Millions of people are going to be affected by what you do, what you experience. I’m sure you can appreciate that.”

“Well, uh…um…”

“Excellent. When you’re done this afternoon come see me. I’m going to want to take a first hand look at how you’re doing. Say, did you want to take the company Tesla?”

Johnny’s eyes widened. The company had ordered a couple of Tesla’s for company cars. At first it had seemed like a joke, but guys who drove Chevy’s, high tech computer guys, really loved to drive the Teslas. And, there was a lot of status to being allowed to drive the cars.

Maybe Johnny would have stood his ground, but to be offered the company Tesla? Janice had driven it, and she had raved, and now…he was going to get to drive the Tesla?

“Uh, sure.”

A moment later he was out the door. Still conflicted, but mollified. He might have to play a little dress up, but he would be driving the Tesla! Just like one of upper management!

Behind him, Marnie smiled. She had had a long talk about Mr. Johnny with HR. Martha wanted to see what he was made of, check his level of commitment out.

Personally, Marnie thought he acted a little weasly. But, if that’s what Martha wanted, then that’s what Martha got.

She wondered how Johnny would like it when he hit the upper levels of the game.

Johnnie hit Jennette’s Bras first. It was a bland, little store front of Santa Monica. On the inside it was trendy, filled with every type of bra imaginable, and Johnny found himself getting an instant boner as he walked through the place.

All the cups, he wanted to feel.

He let his hands roam over material.

He was supposed to wear this stuff?

“May I help you?”

The girl was sleek, that was the only word for it, yet under her sheen of womanhood was an earthy feel.

“Yeah. I’m Johnny, from Red Rocket Games.”

“Onyx!” The woman blurted and grinned. She immediately stepped forward and linked her arm with his. “I’ve been talking with Marnie all morning. We’ve got all sorts of things for you to try on.”

She walked him into the back room. There was a big table with material and outfits and tools for cutting and measuring on it. Just beyond the table was a small, circular stool.

“Hop up here. Girls! It’s Onyx! From Red Rocket Games!”

Johnny was placed on the stool, and three women crowded around him.

“Oh, goodie, we can get his real measurements. Hold your arms out…”

Johnny held his arms out and the girl held a tape to his armpit and stretched it out to his hands.

Another girl stretched a tape from his ankle up his inseam. Her hand brushed against his groin and he shivered.

He looked down, she looked up…and winked.

Oh, fuck!

“Do you, uh, get many people who are really trans here?”

“Oh, yes—take off your shirt—they are the most wonderful people.”

Johnny didn’t want to take off his shirt, but…as Onyx, he had to.

“I mean, I’m not really trans, and I don’t know…”

The girls all giggled. One was picking out a pair of nylons, from a selection on a nearby table. She held them up and seemed to be comparing them to Johnny’s skin color.

“Take off your pants, Onyx.”

“Well, I’ve got a problem, and…”

“You’ve got a boner! How cute!”

“Off with your pants and let us see! We’re going to have to figure out how to hide that bad boy.”

“But I—“

“Uh oh, we’ve the got the combat high heels, but only with the big spikes. Can you handle walking in spikes?”

“Tammy? Where did you put the breast forms?”

Breast forms?

“Oh, darn. Hold on, girls, let me get him some panties from the storeroom…”

And so it went. Johnny tried to blather, tried to distract, tried to get out of it, but they pulled his pants down, then his underpants, and he turned red with embarrassment.

“Oh, that is nice,” contemplated one of the girls.

“I don’t know. I like them a little bigger. Not that you’re small, Onyx, but…”

“Here, this is called a gaff. Try putting it on.”

Johnny pulled the gaff up his legs quickly, thinking to hide himself. Unfortunately, the gaff was designed to hide his bulge. That meant he had to push his erect peeny back between his legs. Not a veery comfortable action considering his state of excitement.

“I, uh…don’t fit.”

“Oh, nonsense!” One of the girls reached up and grabbed his cock. She was behind him, and she pulled it back between his legs.

“Oh…!” Johnny gasped, and the girls all giggled.

“That’s what you get for being such a horn dog!”

They snugged the gaff up and he was imprisoned. God, if he walked around in a gaff all the time he was going to have a permanently bent dick!

“Okay, here are the proper color leggings. Put these on, I’ll get the tutu.”

One of the girls jumped up next to him, and he was suddenly in uncomfortably close quarters with her.

She didn’t seem to mind, and he was breathing her hair and feeling her breasts and hands on his body.

“This is glue for the breast forms. It’ll wear off after a couple of days, but Marnie said we’re going to be seeing a lot of you, so…that’s cool.

She pressed a pair of big breast forms onto his chest. She held them in place and smiled over them at him.

Five minutes later he was in a bra. It was flimsy, sexy, but sturdy. It needed to be sturdy because his fake boobs were heavy.

“I bet you just can’t wait for the higher levels in your game.”

“Uh…why?”

“Real boobs, silly. You won’t have to glue these honkers on yourself. Now, you’re almost ready to go. Sally, you want to walk Onyx over to the beauty parlor?”

Johnny stepped down from the stool and looked in a mirror.

He was onyx. He didn’t have the goth eyes and the purple hair, but his outfit was exactly as he had chosen it in the game.

And those damned boobs! How was he going to function with a big pair of tits on his chest! He would have trouble reaching around those humpers just to touch his keyboard!

But, his worries aside, the girl who was Sally took his hand and lead him through the front room.

Customers stopped and stared, Johnny turned a super bright shade of red. He was redder than lipstick.

Sally led him outside and down the side walk.

At that moment, maybe it was a traffic thing, but somebody honked their horn.

Johnny spun around and Sally giggled. “Don’t worry, Onyx. You’ll be getting lots of honks before you’re done.”

“But, I don’t…”

“Here we go.” They turned into a beauty salon not two doors down from the bra shop.

A dozen women turned and stared.

Johnny would have run out, at that point, but Sally had him firmly in hand, and she pushed him towards a woman at the end of a bunch of beauty stations.

“Shelly! This is Onyx!”

Shelly was a winsome blonde, sort of a surfer type, but with lots of heavy make up.

“Oh, goodie! Sit right here, Onyx. Ladies! We have a celebrity in our midst! Onyx is from Red Rocket Games, and we have the honor of making her up!

Another girl came over to the chair and looked at Johnny’s hands. She made a tsk tsk sound. No more biting your nails for you, sister.”

Johnny looked at his hands. Yeah. Sometimes he chewed on them while playing games.

The girl sat down next to him and stretched his fingers out. “You’ll have to come back for your toes,” she giggled, “Unless you want to take your nylons off right now.”

“No!” Johnny yelped.

The girl started filing his nails, preparing them.

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you nails. Onyx has pretty nails, right?”

“Yeah, but…I’m a guy!”

“Could have fooled me. You don’t have any bulge at all. A guy would have a big boner if he was surrounded by all us sexy girls, right?”

“Well, but…”

Johnny’s protests were curtailed when the first girl started cleansing his face. She ran little sponges over his pores, and they quickly turned black.

“No more blackheads for you, Onyx.”

“But…”

But Johnny was caught, and he actually felt a tremor of fear.

What were they doing to him?

But, even worse, down inside his gaff he was trying to boner up. His cock pushed and pulled and tried to straighten out. It was painful, but in a horny sort of pleasurable way, and he gave a groan.

One of the girls chirped, “Hey! Mikey! I think she likes it!”


PART TWO

Johnny, as Onyx, stood in front of Marnie. His face was terribly red, but the redness was hidden by make up.

Marnie bit the inside of her cheek and stifled her laughter.

Johnny had always been a bit of an arrogant prick, but now he was in his place. His proper place.

“Wonderful,” she said. “Stand right there.”

To Johnny’s horror, she picked up her phone and called several department heads.

Lana came in and gushed. Marty from software came in and blinked. “Johnny?”

“Uh, hi, Marty.”

“Well, this is a surprise, but you look good! Real good!

Jerry and Tom came in and were quite professional in their evaluations. They asked Johnny questions and put him on the spot, but he mumbled his way through the inquisition.

“Johnny!”

He turned to see Janice.

“Uh, hi.”

“Oh, my God! Johnny, this is perfect! You’re really done it!”

Johnny was red, but he also felt an unaccustomed heat in his chest. Even though it was for being a trans, Johnny welcomed the compliments.

“What do you think, Janice?”

Janice put her elbow in her hand and a hand to her chin. “He really looks the part. But I think we need more makeup.”

There was some discussion, and Johnny stood and took it all in. He felt like a party favor at a Halloween party.

The weird thing was the pleasure from Janices compliment. He hadn’t expected to feel good, not at all, from dressing up.

While everybody discussed Johnny’s transition Janice frowned and stood back and scrutinized Johnny.

As Johnny felt warmth from compliment, Janice felt a sort of warmth, too. But her warmth was focused between her legs.

Seeing Johnny like this, like a weird goth, trans, girly guy…she felt downright moist between the legs. This startled her. Why would she feel good about Johnny looking so…so trans! She knew he thought of himself as a manly man, but…he wasn’t. In fact, he was sort of snarky, and seeing him in this position made her feel like he was getting some sort of just reward.

And, it sort of empowered her.

After all, how could he ever tell her off, or treat her mean in any fashion, when he looked like this?

“Janice?”

Janice spun out of her considerations and face Jerry. “You have a look on your face, what is it?”

Janice was bothered by something, but she had been so into thinking about Johnny, and liking the way he was, that she had ignored it. Now it burst out of her. “His boobs aren’t right.”

Johnny felt about an inch tall.

“They don’t have any kind of natural feel to them.”

Everybody stared at Johnny’s fake tits.

“Okay, how about we focus on the program getting Onyx real tits.”

Somebody blurted, “A hospital voucher?”

This caused another round of discussion, and by the time Johnny got out of the meeting it was getting late, too late for him to go back to work testing.

Feeling like crap, he shuffled back to his station and closed it up. Why was he doing this? Did Janice get off on making him feel so crappy?

He wanted to bring these feelings to the dinner table that night, but Janice was working late, and then got in too late for him to bring it up.

Not that it would have done any good.

The fact was that he could see Janice enjoying all her power and attention.

Fuck! What was he going to do to get out of this mess?

The next morning they had a quick breakfast, barely had time to say hello, then she helped him repair his look for work that day.

He was supposed to test the game completely in his role as Onyx.

“I’m not really liking looking like this,” he murmured as she fixed his lipstick.

“Yes, but you’re so good at it.”

It was hard to complain in the face of compliments, but he tried. “Yeah, but it’s hard typing with these long fingernails!”

She smiled, kissed him lightly, and said, “Why don’t you loosen your gaff a bit. It seems to be making you a little tense.”

So he did, and it did help, but there was a lot of unfinished conversation between Johnny and Janice.

For the next few days Johnny tested the game. He adapted to his long fingernails, and it became easier to walk in his high heeled combat boots.

And, thank God, the people in the company stopped picking on him, making mean, little remarks about his apparel and make up.

So Johnny was starting to survive, and he was even impressing Marnie and other upper management people.

Trying to ignore people who chuckled at him, or spoke of him, he was trying to stay concentrated on his task, and the result was that he was more focused.

Then the changes came down the line.

Part Five

Making It Real

This was a ball buster, no pun intended, and it took all his gamesmanship to reach the end of the section.

And, during the section he became aware that the goals had changed slightly.

Now it wasn’t just to get power points and change your appearance in the virtual world, it was to change your appearance in the real world!

“Johnny,” commented Marnie, calling another meeting with him, “Have you given much thought to what we discussed?”

Johnny had. “I’m a little uncomfortable getting a more permanent body modification. I mean, I can take off clothes and make up, but if you give me actual implants…that’s a permanent change.”

“No, actually, it’s not. Did you read the memo I sent to you about vacation boobs?”

“Uh…I was about to…”

“Vacation boobs are direct injections. They give you boobs so you can see if you like having them. They disappear in a month or so. So they are not permanent. And I think you can see how valuable this data, this viewpoint, would be for us in the game.”

Johnny tried to talk his way out of it. “Yeah, but…don’t you have some real trans people doing some testing? Wouldn’t they make better subjects?”

“Not really. We’re trying to gauge how the game affects real people, beyond the 5% of the population that is trans inclined. The fact that you’re not a trans makes you possibly our most valuable subject.”

“Are you trying to make a straight guy gay?”

She blinked. “This has nothing to do with being gay. This has to do with gender identity. I thought you understood that.”

“Well, I do, but, uh…”

But he had screwed up. Marnie actually seemed a bit upset, so he caved in.

“Uh, well, I guess I could reconsider the vacation boobs, as long as they aren’t really permanent. But I should talk to Janice first. I mean—“

“Johnny, Janice is totally behind this. We just had a long talk about it, and she truly believes you’re going to have to go through this to give us the most accurate data.

That surprised Johnny. Janice wanted him to have tits?

“You want me to have tits?” They were sitting at dinner, a late dinner because Janice had just gotten home.

“It’s scientifically necessary if we are going to have the best feedback, the truest data.”

She smiled at him, reached out and patted his wrist. His wrist with the long, slender fingers topped with beautiful, bright red fingernails. “Don’t you want to be scientifically true?”

“Well, uh…I’ve never…”

“I know. That’s why it’s so important. Nobody has ever done anything like this. We’re opening up a whole new demographic.”

“But it started out being just girls! this is…it’s making me…a trans!”

Janice chuckled, “Oh, Johnny. You won’t believe what we’ve found out.”

“What have you found out?”

“Fifty per cent of the men in this world want to be women. Isn’t that amazing?”

“Fifty…” his mind slowed down. Then sped up, “You don’t think I want to be a girl!”

“Oh, who knows what you want, Johnny, but I’ll tell you this, since you started transitioning I have never had so many people come up and compliment me on your work.”

That made him happy, but this idea of getting tits…

Suddenly Janice was sitting on his lap. He couldn’t feel it too much because of the gaff, but he knew she was grinding on him.

She kissed him and felt his fake boobs. “Johnny, aren’t you curious? Don’t you want to feel what the real thing feels like?”

“Well, I don’t…”

Janice ripped open her blouse, buttons flew threw the air, and she lifted one of her tits free of her brassiere. “Don’t you want to know what it feels like to have one of these big honkers on your chest? Or two big honkers?”

Johnny was horny. He wiggled and tried to get his cock out of the gaff, but it was lodged pretty firmly down there. It felt like it was getting more and more bent.

Then Janice got off his lap.

Quickly, he pulled out his weenie, but Janice was already heading for the bedroom. “Oh, God! I have to get some sleep!”

By the time Johnny reached the bedroom she was laying in bed, breathing deeply, and he knew better than to disturb her.

He walked into the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror.

He was wearing make up, had pretty eyes and sexy, red lips. His body was feminine. He had always been slender, and with the big fake boobs he looked…sexy.

And his hair…the girls at the salon had started fashioning his purple locks into a more feminine look.

He tried to be honest with himself.

It was kinky. And he had boners most of the time, even in his tight gaff.

Did he want to be a girl?

No.

Did he enjoyed wearing girly clothes and make up?

Fuck. That was the thing. He did enjoy it.

He sighed and his gaze went down to his cock.

It was sticking out, but bending down. Being in the gaff all the time was effecting it. He was going to have a downward curving dick.

But did it matter?

He still felt it.

On the rare occasions that he jacked off it felt really good.

He took his cock in hand and started stroking it.

Damn, he had been so busy, and so conflicted these last few weeks…and Janice hadn’t felt like it. Maybe it was time to give himself a little pleasure. Maybe it was time to—

“Johnny?”

He spun towards the bedroom and felt instantly guilty.

“Come to bed, honey. I need a little cuddle.”

So he went into the bedroom, took off his clothes and make up, and slipped into bed.

Unfortunately, by the time he was in bed Janice was snoring softly.

Johnny’s breast augmentation surgery happened on a Friday afternoon. That left him all weekend to deal with any soreness, to adapt to a different bra, and to adjust to feeling the real symbolism of femininity on his chest.

Janice loved it. She gave him back rubs, jacked him a few times (but never to completion), and discussed wardrobes and underwear and everything Onyx.

By Monday morning Johnny was used to having real boobs, and he stood in the conference room and the department heads all made comments and asked questions.

“How do they feel?”

“Is that bra enough support?”

“How did it feel getting the procedure?”

“Would you like them bigger?”

And so on.

And, as the session continued, some of the people asked if they could feel his boobs. Johnny wasn’t comfortable with that, but before he could voice an objection Janice blurted, “Of course you can.”

Hands touched him, touched his nipples, and he tried to control a shiver.

“How does it feel having a man with breasts?” somebody asked Janice.

“I like it. Johnny’s always had a touch of toxic masculinity, but now he seems softer, more amenable to reason.”

More amenable to reason? He simply didn’t want to talk because he was so embarrassed, but…whatever.

“Is he changing his personality in the game?”

There was a silence. Marty, from Software, held up a graph. “His decisions are definitely become more thoughtful. There’s a swing in his. ah, mood. He’s making decisions more like a woman.”

Jerry commented, “Of course he’ll never be a woman. Not a real woman.”

Jerry looked at the big boss. Was there something in Jerry’s words? Some hidden meaning?

“I don’t know,” said Janice. “Maybe we should be gearing our questions to bring around an eventuality. After all, he could be a woman if he…”

She left the statement unfinished, but everybody was now stroking their chins, squinting their eyes, and thinking very deep thoughts.

Johnny: “If I what?”

Then there were chuckles. It seemed like everybody was on the same wavelength but him.

“Wait a minute…I want to know if I what?”

Jerry put his arm around Johnny’s shoulders, making him feel small and effeminate, and walked him out of the office. “Now Johnny, we’re just talking off the top. After all, there isn’t that big a difference between male and female. Is there?”

And Johnny was moved out of the door of the conference room and Jerry went back in.

Closed the door.

Johnny stared with wide eyes.

He had just been kicked out of a discussion that dealt with his life!

And the discussion, as he watched through the window, really seemed to be ramping up.

Janice and Marnie seemed to be on one side, a couple of department head son the other, and Jerry floated back and forth, playing Devil’s Advocate, as it were.

Finally, no way back in, Johnny wandered down the hallway. His breasts jiggled and his ass swayed. Those damned high heeled combat boots were making him look a little taller in the butt, a little stilted, and he was starting to sway just from walking.

He thought back to Jerry’s remarks. What’s the difference between male and female?

A dumb remark. Everybody knew the difference.

Males were aggressive, they took things, they asserted themselves.

Females were more passive.

Was he getting more passive? According to the department heads he was. But…was he?

He retooled his thoughts, considered Jerry’s remarks from different angles.

Men fucked.

Women got fucked.

That was the difference.

But it was a false assertion in his mind, a protest against what was happening to him.

Wasn’t it?

Jerry fell asleep in Janice’s office.

He awoke hours later, and stretched and yawned. That meeting must have gone on a long time.

He got up and wandered down the hallway. No sound from the conference room. Seemed like everybody had gone home.

He peered into the room. Empty.

Hunh?

He went past the conference room and turned into the upper admin area. This was where only a couple of big bosses had their offices.

He heard a voice, it sounded like Janice, but it was strange, sort of…guttural.

He slowed down as he approached Jerry’s office. He listened.

“Unh…unh…unh…”

“Oh, yes!”

“Fuck!”

“You’re so much bigger.”

Johnny froze. The sounds…he knew what they meant.

Fucking.

Janice…his wife…Jerry…

Little tears formed in the corner of his eyes.

He was about to catch his wife being untrue.

He stood and listened to the sounds of their moaning conversation. In his mind’s eye he could see their bodies lurching, humping, as he penetrated her. sucked on her breasts, kissed her passionately.

For a long moment he considered just turning and walking away.

She was a human being, she had thoughts unique to herself. Maybe it wasn’t fair, but…but he realized that he was acting in a passive manner.

He was acting like a woman.

The transition had gotten to him and…could he consider himself a man any longer?

With that thought he peeked around the corner of the open door. The sight that he saw made him jump and gasp.

He had thought…they were…but…no!

They were doing something else, and it shocked him to the core.

So that was why she didn’t want to fuck him any more!

OMG!

Johnny staggered down the hall, out to the car, and drove home.

Janice arrived home at three in the morning. She arrived in the company Tesla, as Johnny had taken their Chevy.

He knew that she would want to buy an expensive car when the project was done, when she had bonuses and promotions all locked up.

Heck, she would have to buy an expensive car for a tax write off.

Johnny lay in bed and listened to her coming through the house.

He was wearing a peignoir and his gaff. His cock was hard, and bent so far double it reminded him of that dirty limerick.

There once was a man from Kent

whose cock was so long it bent

not dreaming of trouble

he bent it double

but instead of cumming he went

His cock was bent, and his balls were full, and he knew what was wrong between him and his wife.

She came down the hallway, stumbled a bit, and he realized she must have had a little champagne.

Of course. There had been a bucket of champagne in Jerry’s office. They must had imbibed before…before…

She entered the room clumsily, kicked off her heels, and sat on the bed. She began taking off clothes.

“Hello,” he murmured.

“Hello, husband of mine,” her words were slurred. “Sorry if I woke you up.”

“How was the meeting?” he asked.

“It was great. Took a long time, but…oh well.”

She had her nylons off, and her dress. Her breasts were magnificent in her bra.

“I saw you and Jerry.”

Janice went silent. She turned slowly and looked at him. In the darkness her eyes were yet bright.

“What did you see us doing?”

“You’ve been untrue to me, and…it’s not fair.”

“No. I suppose it isn’t. What do you want to do about it?”

“What you did with Jerry…I want you to do that with me.”

Janice nodded, seemed to think, and said, “Do you want me to do that to you now?”

“I do.”

Janice stood up, wavered a bit, and went to her dresser drawer. She opened it and pulled out a strap on. She was drunk, but she must have put the fake dildo on so many times because she was smooth and polished in her motions.

She went to the bathroom, the big dick swaying back and forth in front of her. She returned with a tube of lube.

“On your hands and knees.”

Johnny slid out from under the covers. He got on his hands and knees.

Janice slapped his ass, fondled it.

“I cut a hole in the gaff so you could get it in easier.”

She stuck her finger through the hole in the gaff, and it lined up perfectly with the hole in his ass.

“Been thinking about this, eh?” she asked.

“Not until tonight. But tonight, seeing that Jerry was stealing you from me, I knew I had to do something.”

She reamed him with a finger, spread lube inside him and around the edges.

“I didn’t intend to screw Jerry. It just sort of happened.”

“Like a man screws a woman, except it was a woman screwing a man. I understand.”

“All that talk of you being a female, making you trans, it all…just seemed to happen.”

“I said I understand.”

She stepped up, fit her cock through the hole in his gaff. “I will always love you, you know.”

“But you’ll also love other men.”

“Yes.”

“What about men fucking you?”

“Not likely.”

And she moved her hips forward.

Johnny gave a big grunt and fell forward. She rode him down to the mattress, and then humped his rump.

Johnny groaned with the delicious feeling, and he was surprised when he started to leak, and the golden feeling as he was drained was incredible.

Maybe the female orgasm thing was really better than the male orgasm.

No, no maybe about it. It was.


EPILOGUE

Virgin’s Paradise made an easy billion dollars.

Janice bought a Ferrari with her bonus.

When the celebration party was held Johnny wore a silver lame gown with serious décolleté, high hem, and high heeled combat boots.

He received a special award for being Onyx.

And when Janice walked up to the podium to accept the Game Award for Best New Game of the Year, Jerry held Johnny’s leash.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Feminization in Paradise!

He used the women

until they transformed him!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I can’t wait for you to meet my mother!”

Donna pulled Owen by the hand through the fancy resort.

The floors were marble, the walls exotic wood, the servants were all decked out in fancy livery. They wore  red vests, slick, white pants, and white fezzes. They spoke in English accents and were scrupulously polite.

“Well, uh, okay.” Owen wasn’t fond of meeting mothers. Girls loved him, mothers didn’t. Something about seeing through to the heart of a horn dog.

“Don’t worry, she’ll love you!”

Donna was five foot four, tawny, blonde hair that shone in the sun. Red lips that looked redder when they were descending towards his mouth. A body that was stacked, slender, and never ending.

“Was this the real reason we’re down here?”

Donna just giggled.

Owen smiled, but he was groaning inside.

The honest to God truth was that he was a cad. He loved ‘em and left ‘em. And he didn’t want to meet the mother of a girl he was about to dump.

On the surface, he was a catch. He had honest, blue eyes, chestnut hair that that always seemed to stay in place, and he wasn’t too bad to look at.

Of course, it was his sly wit and endless compliments that really won the girls over.

Most guys were a little scared of the really pretty ones, but Owen wasn’t. The prettier the better.

And the fact that Donna had lots of money, be it in a trust fund, really sealed the deal.

It was her money that allowed them to vacation on this little Caribbean island. Not a tourist trap, but an island owned by a family.

Donna’s family had owned the property for hundreds of years,

It was a big island, banana plantations, coconuts and the like, and the natives all worked happily.

Pretty good for an old-blood, white family.

“Right through here, Owen.”

Donna led him through a huge hall, at the end of which a wall of doors opened on a huge patio, a massive pool. and a green sward that led down to sugar sand beaches.

Owen studied the expensive trappings in the hall, noted the pictures of white plantation owners being waited on by dark-skinned natives. All seemed happy in Utopia.

Donna led him through the doors and to the right, and Owen stopped in shock.

Donna stopped as his hand slid out of hers, and she turned back to him.

“You!”

Donna blinked in confusion. “You know my mother?”

Owen nodded, forced himself to speak. “Hi, Missy.”

Missy Sinclair smiled from her lounge chair.

She held a glass of some exotic rum in one hand. She wore a two piece which revealed her sumptuous mounds, her flaring hips, her tight waist.

Owen should have known. The family resemblance…but the personalities…they were different.

Donna loved him, adored him, wanted to dance the night away with him.

Missy wanted to own him. She wanted him to wait on her, to drool at her feet.

She had seemed very squint-eyed when he had chosen to go his own way.

“Owen and I are old friends. It was Miami, wasn’t it?”

“Uh, yes…”

“We met in a decadent, old hotel during a hurricane. People were taking refuge in that old structure, the wind was howling, and we shared a libation of some sort.”

“Oh, my gosh!”

Owen forced a smile to his face, he went to Missy and offered his hand. “How nice to see you.”

She was Donna’s mother? Holy shit! Now the only question was whether she would reveal the torrid affair they had had. And a second question, would he get off this island alive!”

Missy stood, a sultry movement of unfolding sex and body parts, and put her arms around him.

He felt his boner pop up right away. Missy had that effect on men. One touch of missy was an invitation to Stiff City.

Missy laughed, relinquished her hold on him, and sat back down. She eyed him with a laughing smile. She glanced at his pants when Donna couldn’t see.

Owen plunked himself down in a wrought iron chair. He pulled a chair over and Donna plopped her round bottom down next to him. She leaned forward and kissed his cheek.

“This is my big secret, mother. Owen and I have been seeing each other for a while.”

“Lovely, could you fetch a pair of Cuba Libres for Donna and her beau?”

A short, native woman, very dark skin, very plump, went to a wet bar behind Missy. She eyed Owen and mixed the delicate concoctions She presented the drinks on a tray.

“Light rum, with a splash of Coke, m zanmi.” Lovely said. The glasses had three thin lime wedges perched on the rims.

The drink was delicious, and Owen gulped, then controlled himself. Missy had said nothing, so his secret was safe.

Oddly, he could have admitted to the affair and Missy would have chuckled, and Donna wouldn’t have gotten past it.

But Owen was not that kind of a person. He played things close to the vest, what Donna didn’t know couldn’t hurt him.

“M zanmi?”

“My friend,” translated Missy. “Now tell me how you lovebirds met?”

Though he was nervous, afraid of being discovered, Owen told how they had met on a yacht where they had both been invited to party.

“We knew we were right for each other right from the start,” Donna chirped.

“We did feel a distinct draw. We seem to be compatible.”

Donna kissed his mouth quickly, then wiped her lipstick off his lips. “Sorry.”

But she wasn’t sorry, she was in thrall.

“It must be wonderful to be loved so passionately,” murmured Missy.

“Oh, mother, you know. You had father, you know.”

“Yes, Henry Sinclair. He’s been gone for many years now, and I shall never get over him. Sometimes, you know, there is only one person for one person.”

“Mummy loved daddy so much,” Donna whispered to Owen.

But Owen knew otherwise. He had met Missy during that hurricane, and the hurricane in her heart had near threatened to swamp him.

She older than him, but she latched on to his smiles and good manners like a gator latches onto a duck.

It wasn’t just a night of lust and giggles, it was the start of an obsession.

“I don’t give myself lightly,” whispered Missy as Owen plunged into her.

He kissed her mouth shut, screwed her again, and took advantage of her.

“You must not leave me,” Missy had cried, when the storm broke and Owen decided to move on.

“Sorry, Missy, but I’m young, and I have things to do.”

Translated, he meant she was too old for him, and he had many young things to explore before he was ready to settle down.

She had tried to trace him, but he was wily. She tried to have him kidnapped, but he escaped.

Only to be brought into her clutches by her daughter.

He wondered if Donna knew anything of this, whether Missy had deliberately sent her daughter after him.

He thought not.

Donna was innocent. She was too young to entertain such Machiavellian plotting.

She was into him for love, and knew no better.

“What do you do, Owen?” Missy asked politely.

“I’ve done finances, shipping, a few other things.”

His work and wealth were difficult to trace, and he usually lived off the women he met.

“Ah, yes. You understand how wonderful it is to own the world.”

He smiled. Lovely made more drinks. The afternoon waned and dipped into the sunset, the dusk, and full night.

Time, a week of it, passed slowly. The days were spent imbibing, and Missy, for all her hidden passions, was a wonderful and cheerful host.

Of course she should be, for she had at least trapped the prey she most wished to entrap.

During the night Donna and Owen wandered on the beach, waded in the surf, and made love under sloping coconut trees. They could hear the sound of animals in the jungles, the screech of large cats, the rutting of wild boar, but they were safe.

A tall native named Nboko walked just beyond them and he carried a rifle.

Nboko faced the jungle, watching for dangerous wildlife. He undoubtedly saw the coupling of Owen and Donna, but he said nothing of what he saw.

Two weeks passed, and Owen was getting a little antsy.

The nuance laden conversations with Missy, the saccharine loving of Donna, he knew he was going to have to get off the island.

He was only fifty miles off the coast of Florida, but Donna didn’t want to consider the idea of leaving this island paradise.

He mentioned night clubs in Miami, places to visit and continue their romance, but she just smiled and changed the subject.

He couldn’t ask Missy.

And he couldn’t just steal a boat. Could he?

Well, he could, but he wasn’t that desperate, yet.

So the days passed, and Missy laughed with them, drank them cheerfully under the table, and Nboko guarded them, and Owen noticed something odd.

“The natives are always happy,” he observed to Donna and Missy.

Donna got a funny look on her face, but Missy took it in stride.

“And why not? We protect then, feed them, they have meaningful tasks to keep them happy.”

Yet Owen knew the natives weren’t always happy.

Nboko sometimes stared at them like he would like to use his rifle on them.

Lovely, when he wasn’t looking at her, glared at him.

It was subtle, behind his back, but Owen took advantage of the reflection of windows and caught her several times.

One night Owen woke up and couldn’t sleep. He lay, his eyes staring into the darkness for a while, then got up and walked out to the patio.

Owen went to the wet bar and stopped. Lovely stood in place, almost as if she had been waiting for him.

“I fix you drink.”

Owen considered the chubby woman. She had appeared her without being called, as if she had a weird sixth sense that told her when somebody wanted a drink.

She handed him a Planter’s Punch. It was a mysterious concoction of dark rum and tropical fruits, grenadine and bitters.

He sipped, and she retreated to the bar.

He moved closer to her, sat on a high stool and faced the ocean.

“Are you happy, Lovely?”

She said nothing.

“Did you grow up on this island?” he tried.

“No,” she murmured.

“You speak English perfectly. Where are you from?”

“New Jersey.”

Owen blinked. New Jersey?

“I lost my accent…” her voice was low, almost a bass.

“And you stay here. You must love it here.”

Owen spoke to speak, he couldn’t imagine how somebody could stay in one place, even a paradise like this.

Owen heard a sound, somebody was coming, a soft swishing as of legs in a robe.

“Leave,” Lovely whispered, the white in her eyes wide, and she glanced at the doors to the house.

“What?”

“Leave, before…before voodoo.”

“Voodoo?” Owen’s voice rose in surprise.

Voodoo was silly mysticism. An excuse for a belief system by ignorant savages.

If Lovely really was from New Jersey such a statement made no sense.

“Voodoo? What nonsense is Lovely spewing now?”

It was Missy. She was wearing a see through gown, even in the dark of night he could see the subtle reflections of light illuminating  through her gown, outlining her so perfect breasts, the nipples poking out so brazenly.

“Good evening,” Owen gulped, trying to ignore the blatant sexuality of the woman.

“You may retire, Lovely.”

Lovely bowed, more a nod of her head, a feat on her thick neck, and scuttled off the patio.

Missy took a high chair next to Owen and swiveled towards the ocean. Her arms rested on the wet bar and this caused her tits to protrude in a most sexual and even inviting manner.

“Lovely has such quaint beliefs.”

“She told me she was from New Jersey.”

Missy chuckled. “My husband was from New Jersey. It is doubtless the only geographical feature she knows of, outside of this island, of course.”

“Of course,” Owen agreed politically.

“I love you so much,” Missy whispered into the night.

“I’m sorry,” he said, simply.

She glanced at him, reached for his glass and sipped and smiled. “Delicious.” Then: “You know I had you followed.”

“I know.”

“I entertained the idea of having you kidnapped, brought to this island, teaching you lessons you could never learn elsewhere.”

He was silent.

She sighed. “Do you love my daughter?”

“Yes,” he lied.

She watched him in the dark then. Watched him closely. Measured him, measured his words and his sincerity. Or, rather, insincerity. Then she simply laughed.

“Now I understand you.”

He said nothing. In a way, he felt outnumbered, that she understood him in spite of his ways of prevaricating, dissembling, misrepresenting.

She stood up, went behind the wet bar and made herself a drink.

“This is called a Hurricane.”

She mixed light and dark rum. She added fruity juices, mixed the mess in a shaker and added wedges of orange and pineapple. She had made enough for two people, and she poured them each a glass. “You’ll find this more to your liking.”

It was, and Owen sipped liberally.

“Do you love this island?” she asked.

“I do.” In this he was honest, but he had omitted something.

She picked up his omission, “But you want to leave.”

He said nothing. The best lie is never stated.

“Well, I’ve spoken to Donna, and you know how I feel, so you won’t be leaving.”

He murmured, “False imprisonment. Kidnapping.”

“You came here of your own free will. You are free to leave whenever you want.”

“You’ll take me back to Miami tomorrow?”

“Oh, I have no interest in leaving the island. You’ll have to see to yourself.”

He frowned. He knew nothing of sailing.

Of course, there was a motorboat, perhaps he could just take that.

Suddenly Missy was closer to him.

“I pine for you. I want you. I need you to please me.”

She placed a hand in his lap.

He was hard. He had been hard nearly the whole time he had been on the island. He was hard not just for Donna, but Missy. Not even his lies could protect him from that sure knowledge.

“Kiss me,” she whispered in the night.

He couldn’t stop himself. There were things moving inside him. He was tired of Donna and her overly sweet nature. She was a fuck and a half, but a man like Owen needed more.

He needed to bend women to his will, use them, and discard them.

Like he had discarded Missy.

Except now she was with him again, and there was a pull emanating from her. He leaned forward, his hand caught a boob, and he mashed his mouth on hers.

They kissed for a long minute in the darkness.

He felt the hunger of her body.

She stroked his cock with both hands. Her tongue explored his mouth feverishly.

Then she was standing, crawling onto his lap.

He was sitting on the high stool, but she managed to impale herself on him. She rode him, and he found himself gasping.

He was tired of Donna because he was remembering her mother.

The nights of the hurricane loving. The days of flight in escaping her clutching grasp…it was exciting, and fucking her had been exciting. And it was especially exciting to be inside her, while her daughter was inside the house, sleeping sweet dreams while Owen pumped into her loins, bit her tits with his mouth, and finally squirted his white essence into her.

And when he was done, when Missy had cum, too, she held to him, gasped for breath as she clung to him. And she whispered, “I knew it. I knew it.”

Owen awoke early. The sun was shining through a tall window, the drapes deliberately drawn back to allow the harsh light to dash him in the face.

“Wha…wha…” he covered his eyes and sat up.

“You bastard!”

“What? Donna? What are you—“

“You use me to get to the island, you fuck my mother—my own mother—while I sleep just yards away.” She stood next to the drapes, one hand still on them, and her eyes were filled with virulence.

“Wait! You don’t understand! It was your mother! She came onto me and—“

“You bastard!” Her voice was as screechy as a parrot, and amplified to a painful level. “Well, you can have your wish! You can leave this island! Go back to the States and I’ll never see you again.”

He was out of bed now, his cock, though he had used it on Missy so recently, hard and stiff.

She stared down at it. She sniffed, “And to think that I loved you!”

“And I love you! Your mother…she won’t get to me again!”

“You bastard!” she screamed for the third time. “I talked to my mother, she was sobbing, crying over how you raped her!”

“I didn’t rape her! Look, I met her before I ever met you, and we had an affair!”

“That’s not what she says! She says you raped her then, and she was terrified to say anything about it when she saw you were on the island!”

“Lies!”

But to tell a girl her mother is a liar is not a good strategy. Not that Owen had a strategy. He was just fighting back without any clear plan at all.

“Well, it’s all over. Get off this island!”

“But…but…”

“NBOKO!”

Nboko must have been waiting in the hallway. He stepped into the room, and he was holding his rifle. As if being bigger and stronger than Owen wasn’t enough.

“Nboko, throw this bastard off the island.”

Nboko, who had shown little emotion before, suddenly flashed a big, white, evil grin.

“You come,” and he motioned with the rifle barrel towards the door.

“Donna!”

Nboko raised the rifle as if to shoot and Owen found himself scampering across the room.

“How do you like it now! You bastard! You raper!”

“But I didn’t do anything!”

Nboko moved aside and Owen was forced out of the room.

Nboko followed him, and Donna followed Nboko.

“I can’t believe you would rape a mother, and her daughter!”

“I never raped you!”

“You fucked me under false pretenses, telling me you loved me!”

“But I do love you!”

They entered the big, main room. Owen tried to stop and beg, but Nboko again raised the rifle.

“Missy! Missy!” Owen yelled. “Come tell her the truth?”

“The truth, Owen?” Missy was standing just inside the big wall of doors. “You wouldn’t know the truth if it bit you in the ass!”

“Missy! Tell her that I loved you in Miami, that…” he realized he was digging his grave deeper, but he didn’t know what else to say. “Tell her how you came onto me last night!” No, that wasn’t much better.

“Bastard!” snarled Donna. “Raper!” shouted Missy, be it with an evil smile.

Nboko cocked the rifle.

“Okay!” Owen finally yelled. “Have it your way.” He drew himself up and began the march to the front door. Having failed in all arguments he could at least act out his outrage. “I’ll leave here and never come back!”

Nboko followed him out the front door.

Owen marched down the steps and stopped. He blinked, and realized he didn’t know where he was going.

He turned to Nboko. “Where am I supposed to go.”

Missy and Donna stood in the doorway, holding hands and watching him with their angry eyes.

Nboko motioned with the rifle barrel again. Towards the water.

But…there was no boat down there! The boats were a 100 yards up the beach, sheltered by a little finger of land. All that was below the house was a stretch of lawn, a stretch of white sand, and…blue water. Little waves curling and slapping and receding into the Gulf of Mexico.

Owen, no choice, walked down the expanse of lawn and stepped onto the sand.

Nboko was still behind him, keeping his distance…and his finger on the trigger.

“Where do I go?” Owen beseeched the big native.

Nboko motioned with the gun.

Owen stepped into the warm water. It lapped at his ankles, washed over his knees, and he stopped.

There was simply no place left to go!

He had gone as far as he could go.

Nboko sat on the edge of grass, his feet in the sand, and watched Owen.

Owen started back onto the sand and Nboko lifted his rifle.

Owen back into the waves, and Nboko lowered the weapons.

So that was it. He was off the island. He couldn’t set foot on it, and yet, he couldn’t go anywhere.

Swim fifty miles to Miami?

Maybe he could swim for a ways, and maybe, if exhaustion and dehydration didn’t get to him, he could gain the attention of a passing boat.

Small bets on a big wheel.

And that didn’t even include the odds of one of the large sharks that populated the waters just off the island.

Frustrated, he sat down in the water, facing Nboko, watching the women of the house watch him.

Bitches.

The day was beautiful. A lazy saunter of clouds across deep, blue skies. Birds singing in the nearby jungle, fish occasionally breaching in the ocean.

Nboko sat, his head on his knees, but his eyes never leaving Owen. The rifle cradled and ready for use.

Missy and Donna sat on the patio and imbibed. He could hear wisps of their voices every once in a while, the high tinkle of their laughter.

A hundred yards up the beach was a small dock at which, on one side was a sail boat, and the other side a motorboat.

Both boats were capable of making the journey back to the States.

Owen would have tried for them, but he was afraid Nboko would stop him. But he intended to make an attempt when darkness fell.

But, for the moment, he sat in the water and waited.

He wasn’t uncomfortable, except for a gnawing in his belly. He hadn’t had anything to eat since dinner, and then he had mostly drunk his dinner.

The sun rose to overhead, and now he was hot. He kept ducking his head under the water to cool it off. Nboko would raise his head and watch him, then go back to that half slumber but always awake attitude of readiness.

The afternoon stretched, each minute an hour, and Owen shaded his eyes and inspected the terrain and made his plans.

The jungle was a couple of hundred yards to the right. The boats a hundred yards to the left. When light began to fade he would stand up and head for the jungle. But when the night had fallen he would reverse his path and make for the boats.

Nboko might suspect something, but…with luck, he could board one of the boats and make his way to the outer waters.

Late in the afternoon now. The sun was bouncing beams off the slant of little waves. A million sparkles blinded the eye.

Still, Owen waited.

Dusk.

He waded out a little bit, not far enough to lure the sharks, but enough so that even Nboko’s eagle eyes would have a difficult time picking his body out of the night.

Full night, and he reversed course.

It was difficult, for with night came currents. The little waves pushed at him, under currents attacked his legs, but he managed to put his weight into the walk and headed for the boats.

As he passed the big house he couldn’t see Nboko. He should have been visible against the bright lights of the house, but there was no sign of him.

Exulting, thinking he had fooled the big native, Owen closed in on the dock. He could hear rigging shifting, waves slapping against hulls.

The boats loomed over him.

Moving stealthily, he pulled himself up on the dock, Keeping a low profile, he crawled to a place between the boats.

He knew nothing about sailing. He felt he could figure it out, one just had to turn the sails to catch the wind, and he had a knowledge of what tacking was, but…he wanted the motorboat.

He slithered over the side of the big motorboat. It was not just a motorboat, but a power boat. It was a cruiser and it was just over 30 feet in length. It had a huge inboard car engine and it could go all day and night, and up to 80 MPH.

Not that he needed to go 80 MPH. He could just dawdle along, even go fishing, and make Miami in a couple of hours.

Of course they would probably report the boat as stolen, and then things could get sticky. He would have to counter charge them with kidnapping, and…better to just run the boat onto a beach and walk away.

He explored the boat by touch. He found a stash of candy bars in the cabin and ate them voraciously.

He put on a life vest. His safety was paramount.

Glory of glories! The key was in the ignition!

He checked the gas, the tank was full.

It was almost as if those bitches had outfitted the boat for him.

Hunh. Maybe they had! Maybe it was all an act. Maybe they still loved him.

He wondered which of the girls cared for him the most. Missy? With the slightly bigger breasts and the hunger for his cock? Or Donna, a bit more slender, but still, boobs to rival her mother’s?

Done with the pre-check, putting his musings aside, Owen picked up a paddle and pushed away from the dock. The boat drifted sideways a few feet, then he went to the bow and stirred the water on one side, then the other. Back and forth, and the boat moved slowly out towards the sea.

After a half hour he decided to give the motor a try.

He hadn’t made much progress, but he was tired, and the ocean was so close.

He turned the key and the engine turned over and caught.

It was a loud engine, and he kept it at a low idle. No need to wake up the suckers in the mansion before morning, right?

As the boat moved very slowly forward he turned the wheel and angled the cruiser towards the open seas. He pushed the throttle forward and the boat growled a little louder.

Odd, he didn’t seem to be going anywhere. The lights on the point, the fires in the native village, they held their position, and the boat just sort of wallowed.

He turned and looked back towards the house.

Lights were turning on, and he could see what looked like Nboko standing on the lawn, the rifle hanging from his long arms.

Then he saw the girls come out of the front door.

They were in no hurry. They sashayed down to where Nboko was standing, and it appeared that they were just talking with him.

But why wasn’t the boat moving?

He looked down at the stern, thinking perhaps there was a problem with the propellors, and realized: Oh shit! He hadn’t untied the boat from the dock. He had gone barely fifty feet, and there he hung, eternally moored, until he cut the line or somehow managed to officially cast off.

He throttled down, ran to the back of the boat.

He could hear the girls talking to Nboko now. They seemed to be laughing. Probably laughing at him and his stupid mooring.

He unhooked the line, let it sink into the brine, and scampered back to the wheel.

He sat in the pilot’s chair and reached for the throttle, then he stopped.

He turned back towards where Nboko and the girls were chatting.

“See ya later, bitches!” He yelled. then he shook his fist and laughed.

His insult didn’t seem to bother them, however. If anything they laughed louder.

Fuck ‘em.

He turned towards the open sea and pushed the throttle full open.

The boat tilted up and the propellor blades bit into the ocean water.

He sat there for a minute, enjoying the feeling of the boat bouncing, thinking about how he had won, how he had made those bitches look stupid.

Then he turned and looked back.

The boat was tilted up, the bow high in the water, the blades were throwing up a froth, but the boat wasn’t moving!

WTF?

He stood up and watched the figures on the shore. The girls were…it looked like…they were laughing!

But how could this be?

The props were working, he could see the stream of white water shooting back from the boat, but the boat wasn’t moving.

He jerked the throttle a few times, tried to get some kind of traction.

The boat just wallowed a bit.

He throttled down and looked over the sides. In the faint bit of moonlight he could see that the boat wasn’t hung up, hadn’t gone aground on some hidden sand bar.

It was just stopped.

He turned the key off and listened, and the only sound he heard was the girls shouting, “How you like that, bitch!”

And their howls of laughter.


PART TWO

Owen sat in the boat all night long. Every once in a while he would try the motor, he would try to paddle with the big oar, but the power boat refused to go further than fifty yards from the dock.

Dawn, a purpling of the skies, offset with orange streaks, then the sun rose.

Owen was hurting. He had eaten a few candy bars, and that was his only meal for two days.

His belly hurt and he could swear he could feel his backbone through it.

On the lawn Nboko stood, a grim smile on his face.

The girls came out for breakfast. One of them waved a waffle at him and yelled, “You should taste this! It’s delicious!”

Slowly, so slowly, the power boat began to drift backwards.

Owen was laying under the canopy when he felt it bump against the dock. It was in exactly the same position it had been before he had tried to use it to escape the island.

He raised his head, saw Nboko striding towards the dock, and he slipped over the side.

He swam for fifty feet, and wondered if he would make it, then his feet touched the sands under the water in front of the big house.

Exhausted, he turned and looked back at the dock.

Nboko knelt on the planks and watched him. He didn’t seem upset that Owen had escaped him, nor particularly vindictive, or even happy.

He just was. A force of nature.

A bully with a gun. And Owen wondered if there was a racist component in the big man’s make up.

Whatever.

Owen thought about sitting in front of the beach again, but there seemed to be no point to that.

He went waist deep and float walked along the beach. It was easier to motor along like this, and he made his way towards the jungle side of the island.

Maybe in the jungle he could find some food. He knew that natives lived there, and maybe he could sneak ashore and throw himself on their mercy. Maybe they even had a canoe or something he could use to brave the ocean and head for Miami.

Nboko followed along on the shore, but he was dropping back. He seemed more concerned with keeping Owen off the big property than he did with following him into the jungle. Shortly after he reached the jungle Owen found out why.

Cutting right through the mass of the island was a canal.

In some places it was natural, and in some places it seemed to have been widened, dug deeper.

Of course. The girls wouldn’t want the natives to visit their part of the island, so they had separated it.

And this meant that Owen could come ashore.

Owen struggled out of the surf and into the thick undergrowth. He could hear animals, but that didn’t bother him. He was more concerned with food.

He looked up and saw the evenness of the trees, and…bananas!

That’s right! This place had a banana plantation, and coconut trees!

A leopard screeched, and sounded like it was mere feet from him.

And, in the heavy undergrowth, it might be.

He picked up a stout branch and made his way deeper into the jungle.

He found a coconut, fresh fallen, and he bashed it on a rock and drank its milk.

Gah! He wasn’t fond of coconuts, but he drank anyway, and he could feel the strength leeching back into him.

He managed to climb a banana tree and pry a couple of the things loose from the clump. He sat on the ground and ate, and thought.

He was trapped on an island. It was virtually caveman here. Though he hadn’t seen the native village he felt sure he was right.

He was not allowed to cross the canal to the more modern settings. If he tried he knew that Nboko would be waiting.

Nboko, guardian of the passage, protector of the women, a bully with a rifle. A bully who outweighed him and had more muscles than a big time wrestler.

And how would Nboko know if he tried to get to the house? To a phone? To some form of protection? Even to take hostage the women who held him hostage?

The same way a motorboat couldn’t go more than fifty yards away from the dock.

Owen was sure that if the girls manned the helm that boat would roar into the ocean without a problem.

After all, it had carried him here.

But if he tried to take the motorboat he would be held by some invisible leash.

Lovely had said to leave before…before voodoo.

Was that what it was? Voodoo?

Sure, he had heard the tales, men possessed, ancient rituals in the night where old women drank blood from skulls and spat rum into the flames.

But…voodoo? In this modern day and age?

No matter how he tried to deny such a concept he couldn’t help but wonder at the boat that wouldn’t float into the ocean, the native with the rifle who knew when he tried to gain a foothold on modern land.

He sat on the earth and looked at himself.

His clothes were filthy. He showed the ravages of crawling into a greasy boat, clawing his way up a muddy beach.

He looked more savage, in spite of his western clothes, than the savages that he so detested.

Well, whatever, he was going to have to get off this island.

Getting off the island proved to be impossible.

He discovered the native village, and found that they had no modern tools of communication, no boats, not even pencil and paper.

There were only a score of the savages, and they went to work in the plantation every day. Men, women and children, they walked to the fields and were issued machetes, and they harvested big bundles. The bundles were taken across a rickety bridge to the modern side of the island, the girl’s side of the island. There they were loaded on a boat, but there was no way Owen could get to the boat. It was surrounded by natives armed as Nboko was.

It came close to shore and the natives took the bundles of bananas out to the end of a shabby pier and loaded them onto the boat.

Nobody was allowed on the pier except for a couple of natives who did the loading. They were watched closely, and even the water was inspected for a stray swimmer. Then the pier was gated and the guards went to the boat, got on, and sailed away.

Even as the boat trudged through the waters guards looked over the sides.

No hitchhikers allowed.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, when the boat set sail either Missy or Donna would stand on the shore and watch it.

What the guards wouldn’t see they would, with this…this…voodoo crap they possessed.

Well, it had to be! The boat, the control they had over Nboko and Lovely…they were the ones using voodoo. Or whatever it was.

A month passed, and Owen’s clothes were falling off him.

He ate bananas and coconuts, and his western chub melted off him.

Sometimes he stood on the edge of the canal, looked across the island to the pier.

Sometimes Missy, or Donna, saw him.

Once, one of them, he wasn’t sure who it was, waved to him.

And laughed?

He couldn’t be sure from the distance he was at, but it looked like whoever it was was chuckling.

Whoever they were.

Sometimes the natives saw him.

At first they fled from him, maybe considering him some kind of white devil.

But as the days passed, and his clothes fell off him and his skin turned brown under the Caribbean sun, they natives showed less and less fear.

He watched as they supplemented their diet with fishing. They would wade into the shallow waters, cast a net, and drag a bunch of wiggling fish onto the sand.

They would take the fish into the village where they would cook them.

Owen would watch from the outskirts of the village as they cut them up and fried them. The smell was devastating. Owen’s mouth watered and his stomach growled.

Then, one day, a native took pity on him.

He was standing on the edge of the beach and several brawnies were preparing to drag the net through the surf, and a black-skinned native saw him, motioned to him, bid him to help.

Owen moved into the water as if in a daze. He had watched enough, and he knew what to do. He took his place, pulled on the net, and, for the first time in. months, enjoyed community.

He sat at their fire that night, and he ate little strips of fish. The fish had been rubbed in some kind of oil, rolled in some kind of crumbs, and was the most delicious meal Owen had ever tasted.

Truth, he didn’t remember western cooking so much these days. He had vague memories of McDonalds, and Burger King, but…those were just hazy, paper thin memories.

His desire and need for the native cooking outweighed his ability to remember.

Still, he wasn’t hopeless; he wasn’t reduced to a Paleolithic existence. He remembered speech, and had a vague desire for clothes, and it was this that prompted him to learn the language.

He fished, he ate, he talked to the natives, learning their phrases and hand motions…and he watched the banana boat load up and trudge off to…a land of dreams. A land of memories that seemed to be fading.

It was months, nearly a year, before Owen found out what he needed to know. The truth about the island.

He sat in the circle around the campfire.

The rare cigarette made its appearance, and Owen was given a puff on the exotic favor.

He was naked. His clothes had worn off in the tropical weather.

But the natives had clothes. They had shorts, tee shirts, and some of them even had shoes!

Owen had left the mansion without shoes, and he wanted that reminder of civilization badly.

He had tried to trade with the other natives for a pair of shoes, but he had nothing to offer, and they seemed particularly attached to their shoes, anyway.

Then Samuel, one of his ‘friends’ in the village, suggested: “Why don’t you go big house?”

“I not allowed,’ responded Owen.

Samuel laughed.

“You not allowed then, now you allowed. You buy the magic…you allowed.”

This was an odd thing to say. ‘You buy the magic?’

“What you mean?”

Samuel smiled, showed his even, white teeth. “Once a month we allowed to cross bridge to Missy side of island. They give us pants, shirts, shoes. Sometimes a new machete if we wear one out.”

“How they know when you wear machete out?”

“They know…they know.”

The natives all nodded, ate their fish fillets, and glanced knowingly at each other.

“How they know?”

Samuel rocked back and forth and thought about his words. Or, perhaps he just needed to remember the words that went with the concepts he had in his mind.

“Once,” Samuel muttered, struggling to put it together, “We have voodoo. We fight the white man. But white man steal. White man more powerful than Mambo. White man voodoo stronger. Now…we work, we play, and the white man…the white man…”

His words failed at that point, but Owen got the concepts.

These savages (of which he was starting to recognize himself as one) believed in magic, ancient voodoo, and Missy and Donna had western weapons, so they were in charge. They defeated the voodoo culture and enslaved it.

That didn’t explain why boats couldn’t sail without the white man’s blessing, or how Nboko knew where he was, or when he tried to cross to the modern side of the island, but…he didn’t think about that.

There were certain memories that Owen was allowed, and certain memories that he wasn’t.

On a day Owen awoke, and knew that he could cross the bridge to get clothes. He didn’t know how he knew, he just knew.

He rose, exited his hut, as did others, and the village as a whole walked towards the canal.

They crossed the bridge between the old and the new and ascended the slight slope to the mansion.

Missy and Donna, and Nboko, were waiting for them.

As was a pallet loaded with shorts and shoes, tee shirts and the occasional pan, or machete, or other trinket that the village needed to survive.

Owen held back a little, but not for long. The glitter of goods, the idea of wearing pants after all this time, he couldn’t resist.

He stepped onto the patio and looked longingly at the pallet. Other natives were already picking through the material.

“Come, Owen, find yourself a pair of pants. And make sure you get a belt.”

Missy stood next to him, held his arm.

His arm which had once been puny and white, but now was muscular and dark.

He smiled at Missy, showing his strong, white teeth.

No Coca Cola on his side of the island, no way of drowning his teeth in unhealthy acids. No way of harming his organs with processed foods.

“Me?” He touched his chest with a strong finger.

“Of course. You need to hide that big schlong, don’t you?”

Owen looked down. His penis had been fair limp these last months, but now, in the presence of white women, it was big, huge, stood out like a shovel handle.

Missy touched it, smiled, “Still works, doesn’t it?”

Owen nodded, then shook his head. He was confused by this white woman who seemed to know him so well.

Better than he knew himself.

She helped him picked out shorts, and a shirt with a bright pattern of tropical trees on it. She helped him tie his shoes. That seemed like something he should know, but he couldn't quite recall, and he was grateful for her help.

In the end, he walked back across the bridge. He was dressed now, and his clothes would last until the next market. And he even held a new machete to help him with the harvesting.

He waved happily to the kind white ladies, the Donna and the Missy, and they smiled and waved to him.

And all was right with Owen.

Except he didn’t notice the chubby black woman standing on the patio, by the wet bar. He didn’t see Missy as she called to Lovely and pointed after him.

Life was play.

Owen fished and harvested. He wore nice, new clothes and he had the sharpest machete in the jungle.

He sat around the fire and ate baked banana and fried fillet.

He sat in a hut and watched the hurricanes blow by, and they barely touched his island, which was a blessed island.

He played with the men of the island, and the women, and he didn’t know the difference between.

His penis, though big, hung slack. It no longer worked, except when he went to market and was blessed by the presence of the white ladies.

Instead, it just hung to his knees and got in his way when he wanted to climb a banana tree.

One night he entered his hut. It was late and he was tired from his long day in paradise. He lay down on the sheaf of fronds that served as a mattress.

Innocent, none of the big spiders of the island bit him.

He, as property of the white Mambos, the high priestesses of the white voodoo, was untouchable.

He lay down, closed his eyes, and slept the sleep of the innocent.

An hour passed. The moon fell. Darkness was over all, and he awoke.

“Hello, Owen.”

He sat up. Owen. That was his name. But he never used it anymore. Now he had no name, and that was as it should be.

Wasn’t it?

“No.”

A shadow sat in the corner of his hut. A squat, chubby shadow.

Lovely.

Memories tumbled through his mind. He was Owen. Missy and Donna had done this to him. They had stolen his memories and made him…a native.

He wondered if he could even scrub his skin back to white.

“Maybe. Maybe if you fight back.”

He sat up, faced Lovely. Her round cheeks shone in the darkness. The whites of her eyes seemed to give off an illumination. “What do you mean?”

“Many years ago we had voodoo. We, the people of the island. We were strong, happy, and the island belonged to us. Then the white people came. We kill them, they have no voodoo, but they still come. Then they steal our Mambo. They find our secrets. they find our voodoo, and they take it. Now white man voodoo stronger than native voodoo. They use white man voodoo against you.”

Owen sat up straighter. Things made sense, and his cock even seemed to grow in strength. At least it was standing straight out as Lovely made her points.

Hours later, in the wee hours of the morning, Owen was recovered to himself. He understood what had been done to him. He even understood something of how a boat could be stilled in the water.

Most of all, he understood what had been done to him.

And he understood what he had to do.

As the sky purpled and lightened Owen made his way across the bridge.

He was a shadow in the vestiges of night, creeping from plant to plant, slithering through slight depressions in the sward.

He held his sharp machete, and he crawled towards the big house.

Towards Donna and Missy.

They had enslaved him, changed him, and he needed to end them, then the boat could go into the deep waters. Then he could return to civilization. He might even be able to be a white man again.

He crawled onto the porch, and Lovely smiled from the wet bar.

He slithered over the threshold, and Nboko was nowhere to be seen.

In Nboko’s mind he was still just an ignorant savage. A native who picked bananas for the powers that be.

He bellied across the big room, moving under sofa and into corner and finally into the hallway that led to the sleeping quarters.

No sign of Nboko.

He pushed the door open to Donna’s room.

She slumbered in a big, canopied bed. There were nets around her bed to protect her from insects. She lay, arms akimbo, breasts sighing in the night.

Owen came closer. The lip of the bed rose above him.

Then, in a swift motion he stood up and raised his machete.

He began to swing the weapon down, slicing through the air, aimed at her pale throat.

And stopped.

Like a boat in the surf.

Frozen.

The sound of feet behind him.

Donna stirring, then opening her eyes.

“Hello, Owen,” Missy said, coming into his frozen view.

Donna stretched, showing her wonderful bosom, and said, “Good morning, mother. Good morning, Owen.”

Owen was trembling. His muscles tried to move, but the voodoo kept him paralyzed.

Missy sat on the edge of the bed and kissed Donna on the lips. “Good morning, daughter.”

Donna grinned. “Mama? Is it time for us to…?”

“Absolutely. He has been a wonderful slave, but we have more need of him. And, vile though he may be, he is strong and can be used.”

“Then let us be about it.”

The two women stood up and looked at Owen.

“Lay down, Owen.” Missy pushed him, and he fell, a tall oak into a swamp of white sheets.

“Lovely! Nboko! Come! Attend!”

Lovely and Nboko entered the room. They shuffled to the side and watched as Owen tried to move, looked at them, tried to speak.

“Attend, my faithful servants, and let the villagers know the power of the white voodoo.”

The two servants said nothing, just watched with glittering eyes. They were about to observe a lesson, and they needed to absorb it so as to best relay it to the slaves of the island.

This would further cement Donna and Missy’s hold over the natives, over the island, over the ocean currents themselves that swaddled the island and stopped even mechanical things like boats from functioning.

Donna went to one side of the bed, and Missy to the other.

Again, they kissed, their mouths coming together right over Owen.

Then Donna reached down and spread Owen’s legs.

“Pity, such a wonderful dingus.”

“Yes, he has grown.”

“And he is ready.”

Missy took the head of his penis. His cock was erect, and she pulled the head of his peeny down.

It hurt. His cock was stuff, filled with blood so strong it felt like his boner was really constructed of bones.

Owen managed to verbalize his pain. He groaned, and then yelped, as Missy bent his penis further and further.

“Shush up now, Owen. Let the pain feel good.”

Sissy bent his penis even further, pointed it between his legs, then she began stroking it, shaping it, bending it further and further.

Owen tried to scream, but the pain, as Donna had commanded, was being transmuted into pleasure.

Sissy pulled harder, stroked and shaped. His penis lay flat against his scrotum and his balls were pushed to the sides.

Donna reached in then and pushed his balls under the flat of his cock.

He could feel them ascending into the little canal from which they had dropped when he had developed as a child. They fit perfectly, and held.

Sissy shaped his dick further, and it became longer and longer.

Donna licked her fingers and rubbed his asshole.

Oh, the pain/pleasure. His mouth opened in protest and delight.

Sissy pushed the head of his cock into his anus.

“No!” he burbled, trying to contort his body, but his body was not answering to his commands. It was following the directions of the white voodoo Mambos.

Sissy pushed his cock deeper, deeper, and he felt something change inside him. Something…’clicked.’ His cock began crawling, like a big snake, deeper and deeper inside of him.

His skin at his groin became a smooth front, and Sissy licked a finger and began stroking the front of his mons.

She stroked and stroked, and her finger went deeper, and her fingernail split the skin.

She folded and rolled, and the sides of his slit became puffier, became labia.

The tip of his dick, so deeply embedded, forced its way through the skin and the head, now shrunken and shriveled, poke through the skin at the top of the labia.

Owen was gasping now, lost in a swirling of pain and pleasure that was unendurable.

Yet…he was frozen, forced to endure.

Sissy moved up to his chest. On the other side of his chest Donna took a place.

They brought their hands together, shaping mountains out of his pectorals. They took their time, and enjoyed his inner struggles. His pain and pleasure fed their voodoo, and they became more powerful.

Finally, Owen passed out.

He slept for a day and a half, awakening late in the afternoon of the second day.

He knew what had happened, for the knowledge had been written on his bones.

His dick was gone, and now he had a vagina.

A deep vagina, and he knew it was deep because one of the things he had dreamed of, under the voodoo spell of Missy, was of her pushing something big and round into his vaginal canal, shaping so it could accommodate a penis.

A big penis.

He lay, stunned, thinking with a clarity he could not recall.

He was a woman. He had the breasts of a woman, and he felt them with his hands.

And he had a canal for love making. He cupped his mons, then inserted a finger. He groaned as he experienced the pleasure that a woman could experience.

The sounds of the house were faint.

But he was comfortable in bed.

He rose, and held to the poster of the bed. Swayed. Kept his footing.

His breasts were heavy, and when he walked his hips seemed to sway unnaturally. But they weren’t unnatural, not now.

He exited the bedroom and made his way to the patio.

Missy and Donna looked up as he stepped onto the patio.

“Hello, Owen,” said Donna.

Missy just smiled.

“What have you done to me?”

“Made you a fit vessel.”

He looked uncertain. He didn’t understand.

“A vessel for what?”

“For our pleasure.”

Owen looked down at his body. The fullness of his breasts, the invitation of his hole. He looked back up. “I don’t understand.”

“Nboko!”

Nboko stepped onto the patio.

Now, Owen’s body shrunken into femininity, Nboko towered over him.

And now, for the first time, the shape of Nboko’s tool pointed at him.

It was massive. Bigger than even Owen had been as a native.

And Nboko grinned.

But it wasn’t Nboko who was going to steal his virginity. It wasn’t Nboko who was going to sink his cock to the root in his virgin hole.

At least, not yet.

“What are you—“ Owen turned, and saw that Missy and Donna had stood up. They were both wearing robes, and they started untying the sashes.

“What are you…”

“Oh, Owen, I do so love this part,” said Missy.

Donna smiled, “If you had even a bit of honor, then this wouldn’t be happening. We would simply love you, and return you, eventually, to your kind.”

“My…what…what the fuck!”

They dropped their robes. From their groins hung large penises. Down to their knees. Fat and engorged with blood.

They smiled as one.

“You see, it wasn’t white Mambos that stole the voodoo, it was white Oungans. It was us.”

“But we stole Mambo voodoo, high priestess voodoo, and that transformed us.”

“We were men once, but now…” Donna shrugged and took a step towards Owen.

“Now we pick people like ourselves, people like you, and we transform them, and that is the only time we can manifest our cocks and do what we do best.”

“And what we do best,” explained Missy.

“Is fuck virgins,” finished Donna.

Behind him, stopping him from fleeing, Nboko laughed.

“By the way, meet my husband, Henry.”

At the wet bar, Lovely chuckled and polished her glasses.

“And my mother…” Nboko bowed slightly at the waist and grinned.

Owen’s eyes  went wide with each revelation. In front of him, two gorgeous creatures, creatures with large-boobed bodies and giant cocks moved forward.

“Throw him down, Nboko.”

“Spread his legs!”

“Face down! that’s it!”

“Hello, Owen!”

And Owen screamed as he was split open.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four!

His insults resulted in feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Come on, honey! Lose that weight!”

Rita looked up at Rick. Her face revealed her frustration.

“What do you think I’m doing!” She pushed the bar, her face contorted with effort, and slowly, the bar rose.

It was well over a hundred pounds, too much for her, but Rick was such a bully when it came to weight lifting.

Rick stood over her. He was at the head of the bench spotting for her, and not doing a very good job.

He thought it was funny when Rita struggled.

And, in his little heart of hearts, he thought that women should probably stay home when it came to getting muscles.

Heck, he had tried to convince her otherwise, but she was stubborn.

Of course it didn’t help that he called her ‘Fatty, Fatty,’ from the old school yard chant of  ‘Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four’ a couple of times.

Fatty, Fatty, two by four

couldn’t get through the bathroom door.

when the door began to break

Fatty had a tummy ache!

She was twenty pounds overweight, getting wide in the hips, and he hated a slovenly woman. And he didn’t understand that so did she.

Finally, she got the bar up. Her arms were shaking, she was crying in frustration, and he finally took pity on her and lifted the bar up and slid it over on the hooks.

Rita was shaking when she stood up. “You son of a bitch! You are a fuck louse as a spotter! You knew I couldn’t lift that much weight, and yet you made me do it.”

“Ah,” he grunted, spinning plates off and putting heavier plates on the barbell. “You did it, so what are you complaining about?”

“I’m complaining that I have an asshole for a husband.”

Around them in the gym guys and gals were listening.

One of the trainers came over and tried to throw water on the fire.

“It’s okay, guys. We’re all here to get in shape.”

Rick, however, wouldn’t let go. “Yeah, get in shape. Not be fatty two by four.”

Rita said a word that wasn’t very polite. At that moment Shirley came over and put an arm around her shoulder.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let it alone.”

“Yeah, let it alone.” Rick was under the bar now, and he started to lift.

Shirley took Rita out to the juice bar and they sat at a little table and Shirley ordered a couple of smoothies.

“Hey, men can be idiots. You know it and I know it. Don’t let him get to you.”

“Easy for you to say. Tom supports you, he watches out for you. Rick is…” she left the statement unfinished and looked away.

“Hey, it’s okay. You realize that you’re doing okay? You lost ten pounds in the last two months, your ass is no longer bigger than the horse’s, and—“

Rita snickered. “I don’t ride a horse.”

“Yeah, but if you did, your ass would be smaller.”

Now the girls were smothering laughter. Then Rita sobered up.

Seriously. I love him, but he’s a bully, and his sense of humor leaves something to be desired.

“Sure it does. You know, I had the same problem with Tom.”

“What? You’re kidding! Tom is always so polite, and he helps you!”

“He didn’t always.”

“What did you do to change things around?” Translated as…’how did you train him to be a better person.’

“Well, that is a super secret of the sissy society.”

“What does that mean?”

“I simply made him be a sissy for awhile. Once he realized that he was the weaker one, he shaped up. See guys don’t always realize how cruel they can be. They’re around other guys, they bump chests and smoke cigars and act like assholes.”

“Hunh.”

“So I made him a bet.”

“What kind of a bet?”

“I bet him that I could lift more weight than he could.”

Rita frowned. “What kind of a bet is that? Rick can lift more weight than me any day of the week.”

Shirley smiled. She was a good looking woman with hefty breasts and strong face. Her golden hair swirled down around her shoulders, and her grin was infectious. “You have not been doing your homework. In fact, hardly any woman understands what I’m about to tell you.”

“Okay, give. Tell me.”

“Let’s say you weigh 100 pounds, and Rick weighs 200 pounds. I mean, that’s not your weight, but that will give you an idea of what I’m talking about, and you can do the real math later.”

“All right.”

“So let’s say that Rick can lift two hundred pounds right now, and you can only lift 100 pounds.”

“Sounds like he can lift more than me.”

“Yeah, but here’s where it gets sneaky. You guys are in different weight groups, not to mention different gender groups.”

Rita frowned.

“Rick has been lifting for a couple of years, how much more can he improve?” Shirley didn’t wait for an answer. “He might improve ten per cent. Okay?”

Rita nodded.

“Now you’ve been lifting for a couple of months. So you can improve maybe fifty per cent. So he goes to 220 pounds, and you go to 150 pounds.”

“Wait…” Rita was starting to get it.

“So Rick lifts twenty more pounds, and you lift fifty more pounds, who is lifting more?”

“But that’s…that’s…”

“That is the facts. Men may complain, and there is a certain amount of wiggle here, but what you have to do is frame the bet so that he ends up measured by your standard. Tell him that you have a weight disadvantage and you need a handicap, that a handicap is required for the contest to be fair.”

“Wow.”

“But, here’s what I did, I didn’t just do it for one lift. I did it for a whole bunch of lifts, and I figured every one out. In the beginning, he looked at the lifts and thought he could beat me. And he could, for three of the eight lifts we agreed upon. But I knew I could beat him on five of the eight lifts.”

“You cheated.”

“Is a handicap cheating in golf? No. It just makes the playing field even.”

Now Rita was silent. She was relatively new to the weight lifting game, but what Shirley said made total sense, and it would be Rick’s fault if he didn’t figure out the numbers.

Shirley leaned forward, made sure nobody was listening, and said, “And there’s one other thing I did. It’s pretty sneaky, but I managed to pull it off, and it’s what made the real difference.”

“What did you do?”

“I put estrogen in his energy drink.”

Rita actually jerked back and stared at her friend. “You didn’t!”

Shirley nodded. “And he eventually found out, but by then my plan was working and he couldn’t reverse the program in time to beat me.”

Rita stared at her friend, and she said the only thing she could. “Oh. My. God!”

Shirley nodded and smiled.

That night Shirley was thinking. She was thinking about what a butt Rick could be, and she was thinking about what Shirley had told her.

In her mind she could see Rick slenderizing, slimming down, little by little.

He wasn’t one of the big, bulky types, but he was solid. A little estrogen and he might not be so solid.

She lay in bed and giggled and visualized him with boobs.

Her Rick, her big, manly man, with tits.

“What are you laughing about?” Rick asked from the other side of the bed.             

“Oh, nothing.”

“Come on,” he said, going up on one elbow and reaching for her boob.

Rita sighed. He insults her, then wants sex. What was wrong with that picture?

“You’re not still mad, are you?”

Thoughtfully, speaking on two levels, Rita mused, “I go to the gym and work out so we can be together, and so I can lose a little weight, and you called me Fatty Two By Four again.”

“Aw, I was just talking. I was talking of everybody, I wasn’t speaking of you, specifically. We’re all there not to be Fatty Two by Fours.”

That was the moment Rita blinked.

He was prevaricating, manipulating, trying to schmooze her down so he could get a little sex.

She turned towards him and reached for his cock. It wasn’t a big one, but it fit nicely into her hand. She stroked him, and he sighed, and with her other hand she grabbed his balls. She squeezed and he gasped.

“Is this what you want?” she whispered sweetly.

“Uh, yeah, but maybe not so hard.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. By the way, is this the ‘Fatty Two by Four’ you were speaking of?”

Like all men, Rick was inordinately proud of his meat. He didn’t think of it as undersized, he just enjoyed it and thought the world should be jealous of him.

“Oh, yeah.”

He leaned forward to kiss her, but she put her hand on his chest. “Just enjoy, Fatty.”

“He grunted, and moaned, and tried to increase the friction.

“You are fatty Two by Four, aren’t you?”

“No…no!” he hissed, bending his hips to thrust harder.

He was on the edge now, ready to go, if he could…just…get…a…little…

She let go and turned her back on him.

“Hey!”

Rita smiled.

“Finish me off!”

Rita whispered, just loud enough for him to hear. “Fatty, fatty, two by four, couldn’t get through the bathroom door.”

Rick was silent now. He was frustrated and his cock was throbbing and he wanted to finish himself off.

“Going to jack off?” she quipped.

“I should…”

“Fatty, fatty, two by four, jacked his load onto the floor.”

Her ridiculing him brought his boner down, and he rolled onto his back and said a dirty word.

“How do you like it?”

“I like it fine,” he groused petulantly.

“I’ll bet.”

“Okay, be a bitch.”

She rolled over and grabbed him again. “Maybe I should finish you off.”

He grinned.

“If you wear my panties to work.”

“What?”

She stroked him slowly, she cuddled against him, letting him feel her large boobs on his chest. “God, that would be so sexy. You wearing panties. Your big fatty falling out the door.”

He was blinking. He wanted to cum, he was still close, but this talk of panties was getting to him.

“I’m a guy. I can’t wear panties!”

“Then you can’t cum.” She rolled away.

Now Rick was getting pissed. Guys will get that way if you don’t let their little ding dongs spit.

“You should stop being a bitch!” he snapped.

“Oh, sweet talking me, eh?”

They lay there, facing up. Him pissed, her pleased.

Women were the more vicious of the species, after all, and if Rick wanted to play the insult game…

“I’ll tell you what,” said Rita. “Let’s play a game.”

Rick turned his head and stared at here in the dark. “What kind of game.

Boys were always up for games, and Rita held in a snicker. She was working off things that Shirley had told her, and they were working.

“I’ll bet I can lift more weight than you by the first of the month.”

It was the fifteenth, which gave her two weeks.

“What?”

“Of course you have to give me a handicap.”

“What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously.

“I weigh less than you, so we figure out improvement by percentage.”

Rick thought about that. It was hard thinking, because Rita was once again stroking him, and men, when they have two heads, only think half as well.

He tried to figure out his weight, and her weight.

“What kind of lifts?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she knew very well, “just the standard eight, I suppose. Squats, presses, that sort of thing.”

Rick fell right into her trap. He grinned. He knew those exercises well, and he was good at them. He didn’t bother to think the percentages through, just agreed because, well, because he was good at them.

“Deal.”

“And if I win then you have to wear panties.”

He had already made the deal, he was breathing hard and couldn’t think, and he acceded easily. “Okay.”

Then he had a thought. “And if I win…” he was thinking ‘when’ and not ‘if,’ “Then you don’t wear panties at all.”

She actually halfway expected that. Shirley had warned her of some of the things her man had brought up, and men were men, after all.

“What’s the matter, chicken?”

No. She wasn’t chicken, she was just thinking it out. After all, she wasn’t trying to think with two heads, and she could figure things out.

“Okay.”

“And the two weeks after that you go without a bra!”

Again, she was already figuring that out, and her ability to actually think, opposed to his boner trying to think…she knew she could beat him.

“Okay.”

Rick chuckled. He loved it when Rita walked around and let it all hang out.

“But if I win the second contest then you have to wear a bra.”

His mind jumped the tracks. “What for? I don’t have boobs!”

“Hey, sauce for the goose and all that. You’ll wear a bra, and I’ll get you some breast forms so you’ll feel good about it.”

“Feel good about having tits?” He was incredulous.

But he was also hard. Real hard. Her stroking him, him being on the edge.

She stopped.

“Okay! Okay!”

In the dark she smiled, and she stroked him again, and she backed off. She could go further later, but right now she had gotten him started. That was the real point of her quick hands on this fine evening.

“Now get me off!”

So, having won, knowing that she could build him up, edge him to the moon over the next couple of weeks…she let him squirt.

“New protein powder additive,” she stated the next morning.

His normal can of the stuff was half empty, so she had poured in a half a can of estrogen powder. She mixed the new mixture into their morning smoothies and poured him a glass.

Protein powder was designed to be tasty, so he gulped it down, rubbed one biceps and said, “I can feel it already!”

He was gloating, thinking of their bet.

She just smiled and snuck a testosterone blocker capsule into his morning  pills.

For two days Rick didn’t feel anything, but the powder was strong, and she was giving him a killer dose, and on the third day he showed it.

He was on the bench, doing bench presses, hoisting a couple of hundred pounds over his chest.

“Damn!” he muttered. “I’m feeling weak!”

Rita was on a fly machine next to him, working on lower reps and heavier weights. She was taking her time, squeezing her grip at the end, like Arnold, and she said, “You aren’t coming down with anything, are you?”

“God, no!”

“Good. Because I’d hate to win just because you got wimpy or something.”

He frowned. That was pretty close to an insult, and he didn’t want to get into the ‘fatty’ thing again.

“No…no. I’m fine.”

But he wasn’t fine. He was hurting. And the next couple of days it didn’t get any better.

Rick got up and shuffled into breakfast. He yawned. He watched as Rita mixed his protein powder and prepared his pills.

“Man, I don’t feel great.”

She kissed him and patted his cheek. Then she grabbed his groin.

He came alive, and that helped.

But he didn’t realize—there was no way he could realize—that the mixture of protein powder and estrogen supplements was confusing his system.

That day he worked late, just made it to the gym, and didn’t have the energy to do his full work out.

Still, he worked out, but he was rationalizing the whole time.

Just a day or two of being off the mark. I’ll be back tomorrow.

But the days kept getting worse.

Rita, unbeknownst to him, was coming down during the day and working out with Shirley. She was losing fat, and gaining muscle by the pound. Then she would go home, rest a bit, and when Rick got home she would feed him something weak, yogurt and oatmeal kind of stuff, and take him to the gym.

The oatmeal gave him an enduring kind of energy, but not an explosive energy. And the yogurt was filled with estrogen.

Then she would put out a measly work out, and he would chuckle and think he was pulling ahead…as he did his own measly work out.

And, to top it off, Rita was giving him sex every night.

She’d suck him, and fuck him, use her hands, get him super excited, and squirt him.

She didn’t worry about her own desires, because an odd thing was happening.

The weaker he got, the more powerful she felt, and power is the ultimate sex.

And the first testing day approached.

Word had gotten out at the gym, mostly courtesy of Shirley, and there was a small group of men and women waiting to see how the big male to female contest went.

Rick received a few high fives, but he was feeling punk, and it showed.

When Rita exited the locker room she got a cheer. Her body was looking fit with a capital F.

“Okay, guys and gals,” Shirley held up her hands. “My man Tom is going to keep the scores. Jerry over there will call the exercises and weights and count reps. We’ll do a handicap at the end to find out the real winner.

“What handicap?” asked one of the fellows.

Rick, full of himself and proud of his new knowledge of handicaps, explained, “She’s got a smaller body, so we’re taking that into account. If I weigh two hundred and she weighs one hundred, then she only has to improve her weight by half as much as I do.”

That was the moment he blinked. But he still didn’t get it. But…it sounded funky.

“Okay! Ready to go?” Shirley called.

Both contestants were, so the contest began.

For an hour they worked the machines, rested when appropriate, and lifted the iron.

Rick went first, and by the end of the contest he did show an improvement. But not much. The weird thing was that his body didn’t look as fit as normal. He had love handles, his butt was flabby, and… “Seven per cent improvement!”

The guys cheered.

“Okay, now my bestie Rita…” Everybody was silent while Tom worked the figures.

“Eleven per cent improvement!”

The girls cheered, and the guys sort of snickered.

And Rick about died when one of his friends quipped, “Well, I guess we know who the fatty is.”

He glared at his friend, who shrugged good naturedly, but…Rita had won.

And, to make it worse, Rick had no idea that Shirley had actually been slowing Rita down. She knew the curve could peak, and she was adjusting Rita’s work outs so her graph would stay just ahead of his.

“Okay, Rick,” Shirley turned to the unhappy hubby. “You know what this means!” She held up a pair of pink panties.

Rick looked at the floor. He took them, but he muttered, “I’ll put them on tomorrow morning.”

But that wasn’t good enough for the guys and gals in the gym.

“Panties! Panties! Panties!” Everybody chanted.

Rick was caught.

Shirley yelled, “If you don’t go put them on right now we’ll put them on for you!”

Rick’s head snapped up. His eyes opened. He looked around and realized that he was caught.

He stood up and went to the locker room, and when he came out a. minute later everybody started laughed.

Rick usually wore a jock strap. It made his bulge look bigger. But now the panties let his cock slide out the leg hole, and it showed in his tight shorts.

Rick’s face turned as red as a spanked tomato as everyone pointed and giggled.

And, to make matters worse, he heard somebody say—he wasn’t sure who it was except that it was a girl—it’s not that big, is it.”

And: “Poor Rita.”

Rick drove home, and he was in a mix of high dudgeon and embarrassment.

He had lost. The honor of the guys was broken. The only good thing was that Rita was kind.

She had to be. She knew he was going to be feeling emotional because of the estrogen, and down because of his defeat, and she didn’t want him trying to get out of the next contest.

“Seven per cent is amazing. I really got lucky, I guess.”

Rick glanced at her and sniffed.

“Next week you’re going to wipe me out, maybe we better cut down on your protein powder.”

“No,” he blurted. He figured he needed more.

Rita concealed her smile. She leaned against him and reached for his cock.

“I’ll bet this is seven per cent better, too.”

He smiled as she stroked.

“And, what do you think? Am I going to be eleven per cent better?”

“Oh, baby,” he muttered, and he licked his lips.

And so was disaster averted, and the contest was continued.

Rick worked out harder, which exhausted him more.

Rita did him daily, which exhausted him more.

Rick asked for more protein powder, and he got it, and didn’t know that it was more estrogen.

Rita found her afternoon work outs going through the roof.

“Now listen, you did good,” said Shirley, “But you’ve got to be careful.”

“How so?”

“You’ve got to pace yourself. You’ve got to beat Rick by a little, save  a little for when the contest gets a little hairy. Don’t beat him by a lot and make him feel so bad he quits.”

So Rita pumped that iron, and memorized weights so that she could beat Rick by tiny amounts.

During the third week Rick finally took notice of his decreasing weight. “That’s funny,” he said, stepping off the scales. “I should be gaining weight at this point.”

“You look fine,” Rita said.

But he didn’t. Not only was he showing a bit of flab as muscle turned to fat, but his penis looked a wee bit smaller.

In fact, it stopped falling through the leg holes in his panties. He could pull his panties up, they were a bit stretchy, making them snug, and his cock actually fit!

Not that he noticed. Typical male, he thought as long as he had a dick everything was fine.

By the middle of the third week Rick was so tired he almost didn’t want to work out.”

He wasn’t making much improvement, but on some of the exercises he was actually lifting lesser weight.

“What the fuck,” he mumbled, shaking his hair, which was starting to look a little long, and he tried to lift more. Which tired him out more. Which made him lift less.

Rita, of course, kept complimenting him. Especially his dick.

His penis was staying hard. That is what happens when a guy takes estrogen. The penis might shrink a bit, but it gets hard and stays hard, and even feels harder. Until it doesn’t. That’s just the effect of the hormones.

Some authorities say the penis is making a last ditch effort, that the possessor of the penis is trying to stay a man.

But…who knows?

But what Rick did know was that he was getting harder, and it felt. good, so something must be working! Right?

And Rita made sure she worked him every night. Laying in bed, him tired and trying to sleep, she would do everything in her power to get him off.

“Come on, honey. Where’s my big, fatty man!”

He tried not to think of his love handles, of his reduced weight, and to think of his cock. And he could because her hands were doing the deed.

“Unh…unh…” he groaned and thrust his penis into her pussy. And was embarrassed when it fell out.

Damn! Was he really getting that small?

But Rita appeared not to notice. She just grabbed him, stroked him back up, and guided him into her.

Until he shot his load.

Which, like his shrinking cock, seemed a bit pitiful.

In fact, the only bright side to this journey was the fact that he liked the panties.

He would wake up, exhausted, and put them on, and they never failed to get a rise out of him.

Rita smiled.

The third week wound down, and the contest was just ahead. Everybody in the gym was talking about it. Everybody in the gym was checking out Rick’s package.

His tiny weeny was poking the material of his shorts, and it was obvious that he was getting smaller.

The girls giggled, and made jokes.

“He ain’t no fatty no more!”

“Fatty, fatty, one by two, nothing to show, ooh ooh oooh!”

The guys, of course, were embarrassed for him.

While girls can chit chat about everything, guys can only talk about cars, or sports, never about their personal problems.

So nobody said anything, and the day of the contest came.

Shirley had bought a pair of breast forms, big honkers, and she placed them on a table between the locker room doors where everybody could see them.

Guys snickered, girls giggled, and Rick’s face was flaming red.

And he was now pumped up. In spite of being tired, and his muscles wasting away, he was angry, and ready to lift!

When the gym cleared out a bit, but only a bit because everybody in the place now knew about the battle of the weight lifting sexes, Shirley raised her hands and tooted on a whistle.

“Okay, iron heads! Are you ready!” She sounded like a ring announcer, and she loved the way everybody looked up at her and waited.

“Yes!” a hundred weight lifters roared.

And the contest was begun.

Rick did well on the squats, the deadlift, and the power clean. His legs still had some male muscle, and he was able to translate that when motion was required.

The rest of the drills he didn’t do so well. In fact, he was lifting less, and it required more effort.

On the bench press, reverse bent over row, pull-ups, military press, and dips he had some gain, and some loss.

Shirley glanced at Rita, who was frowning.

Rita knew she was going to have to really blow it to win by a little.

She let Rick have the exercises that he had improved at, but gave away a lot of strength on the others.

Honestly, she could have improved by fifty, maybe sixty per cent.

Instead, struggling to make it look like she was barely making it, she posted a three per cent. To Rick’s one per cent.

The gym was strangely silent at that point. Everybody was embarrassed for Rick, and curious.

What the heck had happened? Rick not only lifted less, it looked like he was losing bulk! And his fanny…his fanny was getting…wider.

And his arms seemed skinnier. And…and his neck was thinner and…and even his dick was smaller!

When the contest was over Shirley merely said, “You can take the breast forms with you. Put ‘em on tomorrow.”

Rick walked out of the locker room and across the gym. His hair was wet, and now everybody could see that it was getting longer. He hadn’t had a haircut for a month, but…it seemed to be growing longer faster than it should have.

Rick walked out of the gym like a broken man. He had never done this poorly in a contest. And weight lifting was his passion! His forte! How could this be happening?

“Oh, man. I barely beat you. I can’t believe how poorly I’m doing.”

He looked at her. Her face was solemn, and she called her help and understanding. Maybe even pity.

Rick, being the manly man, sort of, put his arm around her waist. “We both sucked,” he said. “But we’ll do better.”

“Tell me again how no pain means no gain.”

Rick’s favorite subject, and he launched into a lecture. He was unaware that Rita had realigned him, re-enforced his way of thinking.

He had to lift harder! Lift more! That was the only way to achieve success!

So they went home, Rick programming himself down the same path that had been used to minimize him, and when they got home Rita pulled him into the bedroom and rewarded him for being such a positive inspiration.

“Oh, honey, you are so good!”

She couldn’t say big anymore, because he wasn’t.

She pulled his panties off and pushed him back on the bed, then she got a sly look on her face. “Let’s try on your new boobies!”

On one hand, Rick didn’t want to. He didn’t want to have boobs. He didn’t want to be girly. He didn’t want to suffer any more of that subtle emasculation that Rita was preaching.

On the other hand, the only real pleasure he had been getting for the last two weeks was his panties.’              Rita fondled his package and complimented him, and just putting his panties on caused him to have an erection.

Rita held up the bra. It was pink, matching to his panties. “Oh, my God! Have you ever seen anything so sexy in your life?”

Rick sat on the bed and watched as she glued the breast forms onto his chest. Damn. His dick was reacting.

“Glad I shave all over,” he muttered, watching the glue dry as Rita pressed the mounds against him.

Rita just smiled, and kissed him.

This was making her so fucking hot!

She let go, and Rick felt the weight sagging on his skin.

“Woops, you’re going to need a bra. We don’t want your skin all stretched out.”

Rita helped him into the bra and he stood up and faced the mirror.

He had lost weight. His mass had reduced, and in all the wrong places.

His arms were skinny and his butt was big, and wearing the bra and panties he was…excited.

What the fuck? he thought. What the fuck?

But Rita stood next to him, and she cupped his tits. Even though he couldn’t feel through the breast forms he could imagine the sensation, and his little cock grew harder.

Rita notice and cupped his mons, let the little penis poke the panty material through her fingers.

“Oh, baby,” she breathed. “Rick the prick.”

Rick grinned.

He felt weird inside, but the excitement of seeing himself en femme, even for a little, and the way his cock felt in his panties as Rita stroked him…

Rita bent to her knees and sucked him right through the panty material.

“Oh! fuck!”

Little droplets squirted through the front of the panties and Rick sagged. Rita actually had to hold him up.

And that was the night that Rita perceived the real problem.


PART TWO

“I need a dildo,” murmured Rita.

“What’s that? A little louder?” Shirley snickered. They were at the smoothie stand and Rita was waiting for Rick to finish his work out.

His more weight, higher reps, all he could stand work out.

“I’m serious. Rick has shrunk.”

“I know. All the girls are talking about it.” Shirley grew more serious. “Do you really think a dildo is the answer?”

Rita sighed and looked into the distance. “I don’t know. Sex—and I know Rick’s got a smaller dick—just isn’t as much fun as it was.”

Shirley sipped her smoothie and listened.

“I mean, this last week he doesn’t even get hard, and when he does he barely fits in, and he goes limp pretty fast.

Shirley gave a wan smile. “Poor boy.”

“So what do I do? What did you do?”

“Oh, what I did was finish the program.”

Rita studied her friend.

“Is Tom still a sissy?”

“In some ways. But he’s also a better man. He does what he’s told, he doesn’t give me shit. He leaves the toilet ring down.”

Shirley shrugged. Then: “Be honest. If you backed off now, how long before Rick started lording it over you, chanting that stupid ‘Fatty, fatty rhyme?”

Shirley nodded. “One win and it’s over. One win and I’m back to being property, a second class citizen.”

“You take it all the way, and control him, and he’ll never go back to that. He’ll know who’s boss. He’ll be a good husband.”

“If I take it all the way.”

“If.”

“If only men didn’t need this to be intelligent.”

“But they do.”

The sound of weights clanging in the big room washed over their conversation.

Rick wore tits. No way around it, no way to sugarcoat it, he had boobs.

He wore them to work, and that was okay because he was the boss and his workers didn’t mind if he stayed in his office all day.

He wore them around the house, and Rita love it. Seeing him all feminine, with his long hair and his swaying butt gave her a sense of incredible power.

Sometimes she would sit and watch him walk past. And she dreamed of him in high heels. If you got the booty then you should work it.

He especially wore his tits at the gym.

A few of the fellows looked at him strangely, most of them stayed a little back from him, and he grew used to a certain sense of isolation.

But the isolation wasn’t bad, because the girls were finding excuses to talk to him. They admired his chest. They asked him how the bra felt.

“If your nipples itch put a little vaseline on them.”

“Loosen the back strap and they won’t weigh so much.”

“When you going to go for the heels, Rick?”

Rick was lost in his own world. He was silent, adjusting to his circumstance.

He was quiet when Rita played with him.

Rita played, and it felt good, but his dingus just wasn’t rising to the occasion.

“I’m not satisfying you, am I?” he asked one night.

She smiled and stroked his limpness. “That’s okay. I’ve got a dildo on order.”

“You do?”

“Sure. Would you like to see me get off on it?”

Rick did. And his prick temporarily rose. But then it fell and the only real pleasure he got was in anticipating seeing his wife do herself.

The fifth week Rick worked out lackadaisically. After all, nothing was working, so just lift the iron and see what happens.

He was getting skinnier.

He had run through the big can of protein powder and Rita was giving him pure estrogen now. His body was no longer confused, and it was reacting to the estrogen quickly and efficiently.

“I’ve lost twenty pounds,” he said sadly. “I should see a doctor.”

Rita didn’t object. Seeing him drop in weight so fast had worried her.

So they went into the doctor’s office and Rick got an exam.

The doctor, a liberal thinking woman, noted his fake chest and knew what was happening.

Rick was transitioning.

She smiled, didn’t mention that he had high estrogen counts and low testosterone, and prescribed a few extra vitamins. A more efficient testosterone blocker. Stuff to protect the calcium in his bones. that sort of thing.

And she said: “Healthy as a horse, Rick.”

And she thought: A horse on Hormone Replacement Therapy.

And the night of the third contest arrived.

The gym was packed. People had even come in from other gyms to see the show. A woman was kicking the ass of a man. How glorious!

Shirley raised an air horn and tooted it. She spoke through a bullhorn.

“Friends and Fiends! Welcome to the battle of the weightlifting sexes! in this corner is Rick the Prick!”

Lots of laughter, and Rick smiled wanly. His chest, now that his body was shrinking, was enormous. His hair was so long Shirley had styled it before the contest. His butt was large and round and even his face looked a little softer.

“And in the other corner we have “Rita, who is sweeta!”

Cheers, and the woman were noticeably louder than the men.

Shirley took the time to explain the contest, pointing out the handicap and that the final results would be tallied at the end of the contest

At the other end of the gym management watched proudly. They had never had so many sign ups, and there was even an article in the daily newspaper!

And, the proprieties observed, Shirley tooted the horn again, and the contest was begun.

It was even worse than the last time.

Rick was in the negative points. Badly.

And his balance seemed a bit off as he compensated for his large chest.

The guys cheered a little, but he was looking pretty lackluster.

The girls cheered a lot, and it was only the fact that Shirley had talked to a lot of them that kept the catcalls and insults down.

And it helped that some of them knew what Shirley and Rita were doing.

Heck, many of them were planning to do the same to their men.

And many of the men, it could be seen, were wearing panties.

You could tell which men were wearing panties because they were the ones usually erect.

Rick lifted first, and Rita had to control herself. She could have lifted twenty per cent more than Rick, but Shirley counseled her to control herself.

Besides, she was actually feeling a bit guilty. Rick had fallen for everything, he didn’t have a chance.

Still, she knew she had to take this game to the end, or Rick would just revert.

In the end, Rick lost nine percent, and Rita gained one per cent.

It was becoming a blow out, but Rick didn’t care. He was lonely, his dick wasn’t working too well, and he was tired, and…and the crowd cheered.

Rick raised a hand, and let it flop. He was a loser. He felt like crying.

The girls lifted Rita on their shoulders and marched her around the gym.

It was in this conflux of emotions, Ricks lows and Rita’s highs, that the big misunderstanding occurred.

Rita was lowered to the ground in front of Rick, and Shirley said, “Okay, nylons and heels for you. And if you lose again you have to wear a dress and make up!”

Rick waved a hand. He was already defeated.

Rita was pushed back by the admiring throng, and Rick turned to his friends, and he said, “And to think…I used to call her Fatty, fatty.”

Silence. What everybody heard was Rick’s sour grapes. They heard ‘Fatty, Fatty!’ And it sounded like he was calling Rita names!

The gym went silent. The girls rumbled like an angry volcano. Rita turned around.

Her eyes were flashing. “What did you say?”

“Nothing,” Rick said. Too tired to fight, not understanding that he had been misheard.

“No! You said something! You called me Fatty!”

Rick flashed. He was so tired, and so worn down, but he had hormones working in him, and he was starting to feel the emotion of the loss. “I did not!”

“You son of a bitch!”

“Fuck you!”

Guys and gals were egging them on. Everybody loves a good fight, right?

“Fuck me? Fuck me? You couldn’t fuck anybody with that little dick of yours!”

Rick tried to hold on, but he wanted to burst into tears. This whole thing was getting out of hand.

Then Shirley threw in the wrench. “Why don’t you do it for real?”

“Do what for real?” snapped Rita.

“Yeah, what?” Rick was close to blubbering.

“Play for real tits. If Rick loses next time…he has to get implants. Big ones. Chyna 2000s.”

“And what do I get when I win?” He said it, but it was mostly residue, false hope, not the fight of a real man.

“If I win I’ll be your servant for a year! I’ll wear what you want, do what you want. I’ll be your sex slave!”

And, the hormones raging, the emotions bursting, Rick said, “You’re on!”

The seventh week passed slowly. Rick and Rita spoke to each other, but in mostly subdued tones.

In truth, they both wanted to call off the contest.

But Shirley pushed Rita to hold to the course, and there was just enough machismo male in Rick to make him stubborn.

Rita loaded him with hormones, some of them doctor prescribed, and  worked out during the day.

Rick drank his ‘vitamins,’ worked all day, then tried to keep up at the gym.

But he was now falling like a rocket turned around and blasting for earth.

Hormones, in the beginning, work slowly. There is a gently dropping off, a slight downward curve.

As they begin to take effect they start having more effect. Until, by the end, the body does a terrible nose dive.

Rick lost more weight. his ass flared out. His chest, now getting thinner, made his boobs look bigger.

He didn’t comb his hair, he brushed it, and he explored twisting the handle to make curls, and things like that.

And he lifted less, appearing to even give up.

Rita watched him, and though she felt a certain degree of sadness, she also felt an exultation.

She was winning. She was in control. She had the power.

And power was every bit as exciting as sex.

“Hey, honey, my dildo is here!” She pranced around the bedroom and held the tool up high.

Rick felt a quiver of excitement. He couldn’t cum, but he could watch her cum. He was laying on the bed and he put his magazine down.

Stupid magazine, aimed towards weight lifters. He thought that maybe he should be reading fashion magazines.

“Well,” his dick shivered, “Let’s see.”

Rita threw herself on the bed, rolled over and kissed him deeply, the first real kiss in weeks.

She lay on her back, arranged pillows, and aimed the missile at her groin.

Rick stared, was actually a bit shocked at how wanton she was.

She touched it to her hole and shivered.

Rick’s mouth opened.

Rita went to town. She drove that shaft into her and tickled her insides. She leaned over and kissed Rick, as if he was the real lover shoving into her.

Rick got into it. He played with her breasts, sucked her tits, and before long she was gasping, her eyes were open and staring, and she began grunting.

“Oh, fuck! Unh…unh! Oh…Heysoos! Ohhhh!”

She pulled the toy out, turned her face to him and grinned. “Now that’s how a big dick does it.”

She didn’t mean it as an insult. Well, not too much. She was just teasing, and forgot that women are the more vicious of the species.

But Rick was…not shattered.

He was changed.

He had never seen anything so exciting in his life. His limpness was actually hard, and he stroked it with a couple of fingers. He even got close to cumming.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined.

“Can’t get there?” asked Rita. And she actually cared.

“Nu…nu…no…I—AHHH!

Rita-she didn’t know what possessed her—touched the vibrator to his back hole. It was fully lubed up from her, and it only went in a little.

But a little was a lot.

“AHHHHH!” Rick came. He came hard. He came harder than he ever had as a male with a working dick. The force of the orgasm washed over him, blotted him out, wouldn’t seem to end.

Then he was back. Stunned, shocked, changed.

“Wow!” said Rita, giggling. She cleaned off the vibrator and put it away. “Remind me to do that to you again!”

And though it would take a while, he would.

They only had a week left. One week and somebody would be getting big, old honkers, or they would be a slave for a year.

The night arrived, and Shirley, once again, was in her element. She blew the airhorn, called for attention and began speaking.

“This started out as a lark, but it has become more! For the honor of the men…Rick the Prick!”

A few cheers, and a few boos.

“For the honor of the ladies I present…Sweeta Rita!”

The ladies lifted the roof with their bellowing cheers. Girls pounded on tables and screamed. A couple of the girls actually pulled out strands of their hair.

To the side a local television station had set up a camera, and the hair heads could be heard saying the stupidest things.

“This will decide the fate of humanity!”

“Can a small town girl David open a can of whoop ass on a big town Goliath!”

Shirley pulled Rita aside and whispered. “Okay, girlfriend. This is it. No more. Do your best.”

And the contest began.

Rick started to go first, but the crowd wouldn’t have it.

“He always goes first!”

“We want Sweeta Rita!”

Shirley stood up and asked for a vote. Everybody wanted Rita to go first.

It was obvious from the first that Rita had been holding back. She lifted enormous amounts of weights, did tons of reps, and her totals went through the roof.

Rick was done for. He watched his wife out lift him, and he knew he had been taken for a ride. She had been holding back, but now she wasn’t.

He hardly tried. His muscles were like noodles. The crowd grew silent as he gave way, and as he failed it became obvious what was happening.

He was submitting.

He was like a beaten dog that had to turn up his belly.

He had nothing left, and Rita had it all.

Rick wound up down twenty-five per cent.

Rita was up almost fifty per cent.

It was the blow out of all blow outs.

And Rick knew it.

Everybody congratulated Rita. People came up to her and treated her like a rock star. People asked for autographs, the TV station asked for an interview, the gym offered her a lifetime membership, for her and Rick, if they could use her likeness in promotions.

Hours later she finally managed to leave the gym.

She walked across the parking lot, carrying her gym bag, and people called to her.

She waved, and reached the truck.

Rick was sitting in the passenger seat, head down, his hair over his face.

Rita hesitated, then, seeing the look on his face, perceiving his attitude, she walked around to the driver’s side.

Rick always drove, he was the king. But now he was the king no longer.

“Hi, honey.”

Rick was silent.

“Are you okay?”

And he finally broke down. The tears gushed from his eyes. His body shook, and he leaned into her.

Rita had known this might happen, Shirley had told her it might happen, but it was a shock when it did.

And she realized, as she held his quivering shoulders and soothed him with words and murmurs, that Rick had been broken.

But that was not bad.

Because now Rick could be remade, better, a better husband.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said, brushing his hair. “Everything will be all right.”

After a half hour Rick was composed enough to sit quietly and Rita drove home. Still, he sniffled a bit, and gave out the occasional sob.

They arrived home and Rick went to bed.

Rita, however, was feeling great.

She had won. And Rick was changed.

She spent some time reading about herself on the computer, answering a ton of emails, and making plans.

She was the golden girl of a new age. The Age of Truly Emancipated Women.

Rick went in for surgery two weeks later. He stayed home a week after that, and finally showed his face at the gym.

He was a female now.

He was even skinnier, and his boobs were huge, and he wore panties and bra, nylons and heels, and a dress.

His hair was perfectly coiffed and he had a trace of make up on. Eyes and lips, a bit of mascara, and his eyebrows were sculpted.

The guys said hi to him, but they were just being polite. They knew that he was no longer one of them.

The girls all clustered around him, and that saved his bacon.

A man needs community.

A woman is community.

Rick had graduated from needs to is.

And he changed his weight lifting regimen. Instead of power lifting, he worked on lesser weights and more reps. His boobs were big and heavy, and he focused on female weightlifting modes and yoga.

Now that he was female he had to become more genteel, cultivate a different look, and act the part.

His penis stopped working almost completely. That made it easier to conceal in his tight panties and dresses and things.

All in all, Rick was making the transition surprisingly well.


EPILOGUE

A couple of months after the big contest, the Battle of the Weight Lifting Sexes,  Rick and Rita came home.

Rita drove the big truck, and Rick was content to sit in the passenger seat and stare out the window and make small talk.

They pulled into the driveway and Rick suddenly said, “Rita?”

Rita had flourished since her big win. All sorts of opportunities had opened up for her, she was making deals that were making them rich, and she still worked out for hours every day.

“Yes, honey?”

“Would you like to make love?”

She turned to him, tilted her head. “And how would you like to do that?”

“Oh, I don’t know, I thought maybe you could use your vibrator on me.”

She smiled. “Well, actually, I bought something you might like.”

They entered the house and retired to the bedroom.

“Why don’t you hop up on the bed and make yourself comfortable,” she said.

She opened the bottom dresser drawer and took out a mess of straps and a dildo.

“Oh my gosh!” Burbled Rick happily. He jumped up on the bed and assumed the all fours position.

Rita put the strap on on. She screwed in the big dildo and it jutted out from her groin.

“Wow! Do you think I can take all that?”

“I’m sure you can, honey. Now pull down your panties and let me lube you up.”

Rick followed her directions, moaned as she greased his man pussy. A minute later he was moaning and writhing as she plumbed his depths.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


More Woman Than Man

Sometimes feminization isn’t a choice!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“OW! OUCH! SON OF A…”

I watched my husband jump out of the lounge chair and begin running around the pool area. We were doing a little sunbathing, the weather was great, the drinks were super, and now…what the heck had set Rick off?

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” He moved back and forth along the side of the pool, cupping his groin.

I sat up and stared. “Rick?”

He jumped into the pool.

What the…?

I leaned forward. He was frantically wiggling around on the bottom, bubbles were rising, and it looked like he was still saying ‘Ow, ow, ow.’ At least I heard a wail that might have been ‘ow.’

He was starting to come to the surface, so I stood up and walked around to where he would surface. I watched as he broke the surface.

“Ow! Oh…ow!”

“Rick? Are you all right?”

“Ow! No. Oh, my God…that hurt!”

Whatever it was that hurt him must have really hurt because I could see he was crying. His face was dripping with water, but he was actually sobbing.

I reached down to grab his arm, but he was already moving towards the shallow end.

“Oh, God. Heysoos Xristo. Ow!”

I walked alongside him, now pretty concerned, and he reached the steps. Slowly, he emerged from the pool.

I reached down and managed to get his arm and helped him.

His hands were now back to cupping his groin, and he was bent like somebody had kicked him in the male parts.

“Rick? What on earth…”

“It stung me! A bee stung me!”

I blinked, and then got the whole picture. Him grabbing his groin, him walking hunched over, how intense the pain was. And, I admit it, I had to smother a grin.

Rick is a man’s man, and to see him reduced to rubble by a simple bee sting. I mean…a little, bitty bee!

I giggled.

He looked at me, and I was immediately sorry. “I’m sorry. It just struck me as…funny. I know it must have hurt.”

“You have no idea.”

“No. I don’t.” I was under control now.

“It felt like…if somebody grabbed every hair on your pussy and ripped them out at the same time…that was what it was like.”

What made that analogy funny was that I keep my snatch shaved. Still, I kept a straight face. “Well, let’s see what it looks like.”

He sighed, and he pulled his hands back.

I knelt down and looked.

Rick is a studly guy, but he’s average in the ding dong department. Which is okay because I’m not a size queen. I figure that if big penises were important God would have made more of them. Or, if you don’t believe in God, then evolution would have made more men develop bigger cocks.

But, my opinions on size aside, his cock was swollen. Like…bad!

A normal cock is a little over 3 inches long when flacid and a little over 3 and 1/2 inches in diameter. When hard the averages are a little over 5 inches long and a little over 4 1/2 inches in diameter. As I said, Rick is average. Now he definitely wasn’t average.

“Holy crap! “ I whispered.

“Oh, Heysoos!” he actually reeled a bit and I had to steady him.

His cock was probably 9 inches long and 7 inches in diameter. About an inch above the base, right on top of it, was a big, black dot. The sting mark.

“We have to put some medicine on that.” I was thinking we might have to go to the hospital, but I knew Rick didn’t like doctors. What he said next backed up what I thought.

“Yeah, I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“Sit down. I’ll go get some stuff.”

He sat and I ran, and I was back a minute later with a couple of bottles.

I soaked the end of a towel with peroxide and touched it to the sting mark.

“Oh!” He began shaking with pain.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.”

“Just do it.”

“I’ve got to make sure the stinger is out.”

“Oh…oh, fuck!”

I bent down and examined the sting mark. His cock was flaccid in my hand, but I could feel blood pulsing. Oh, crap. I didn’t want him getting a hard on right now. All he needed was more blood coming into his sausage.

“Okay, I can get it.”

I used tweezers and very gently pushed into the black mark. It was a little mushy, and I knew blood was pooling. Still,I could see the end of the stinger, and I managed to get a hold of it, and I pulled.

“OW!”

“Okay, I got it.” I held it up. It was a little thing, but, man, had it caused pain. I hoped the damned bee had died.

The black mark was oozing and I went ahead and poured peroxide over the wound, then I held it with a towel for a minute. Then I poured some more.

I could feel his bone trying to erect.

“Don’t get hard,” I murmured.

He just whimpered.

Finally, I had some ‘sting kill’ medicine and I swabbed the wound with that. “Okay, we need to ice you up and compress.”

He looked at me. “I’m starting to get hot and you want to ice me?”

I smiled. He was getting his sense of humor back. “And you’re starting to get hard so I need to strangle it.”

“Har de har.”

We went back into the house and I filled a towel with ice cubes, wrapped it around his cock, and told him, “Hold that.”

“For how long.”

“Until I’m horny, idiot.”

We both grinned.

Then he sobered. “Man, that hurt.”

I nodded. We then just sat there for a time. Every once in a while Rick would sigh. I just held the towel around his manhood.

Finally, he nodded off. Excellent. Sleep is always a cure. I managed to stand up and disentangle my hands without waking him. I then went about my business. Cleaned the house, did some dishes, and felt sorry for poor Rick.

“Marsha?”

“Right here,” I hurried into the living room. His voice sounded funny.

He was sitting on the couch, staring at his cock, and it was bad. It was even more swollen, and turning colors. Bruising, yellow and purple colors.

“We’re going to the doctor.”

He was still naked from earlier, and I threw a robe at him and got the car keys. Shortly I was helping him out to the garage.

“Fuck,” he kept saying. “Fuck…fuck…”

I put him in the passenger seat and ran around to the driver’s seat. In a sec we were on the road, and I was not using the brakes.

We zipped through town. Through red lights, around slow drivers. Fortunately, no cop saw us. Not that I would have slowed down, not even for a cop.

We pulled into the hospital emergency area and I slid to a stop in front of the ambulance entrance.

A security guard came out, looking like he was going to tell us to park elsewhere. He didn’t say a word when he saw me helping Rick out of the car. I think he might have gotten a glimpse of Rick’s extended penis, it was more purple and even black now.

Doctors and nurses rushed out and put Rick on a gurney. Rick looked at me, his face contorted in fear and desperation.

“I’ll be right in!”

I went to the car, moved it fifty yards to a real parking space, then hurried into the hospital.

Rick was already in the back, and I stopped at admitting and began giving the male nurse information.

Age, sex, insurance. Five minutes later I was past admitting and searching for Rick. I found him on a bed in a small room. Two doctors and a nurse were huddled around him. They glanced at me as I entered, but said nothing to me. I circled and came to a stop next to Rick’s bed.

“Mr. Moore, it’s not just a sting. This is rare, but it looks like the bee found a dead rattlesnake. Rattlesnake venom has a long life span, maybe 25 years, and the bee probably fed off it. The result was that you didn’t just get stung by a bee, you got bit by a rattlesnake.”

“So I got bit…what a place to get. What…what…?”

He was acting loopy, not so frantic, and I realized they must have given him a shot. The nurse was reading the computer to the side of the bed, adjusting knobs and getting his readings.

“Mr. Moore, I’ve never seen anything like this. Your tissue is already necrotic, and we have to excise the necrotic tissue.”

I had watched enough Grey’s Anatomy to understand what they were saying. His penis was dying and they had to cut it off. I felt faint, the room spun, but I held it together.

“What are you saying?”

“Mr. Moore,” here it comes, plain English now. “We have to amputate your penis.”

Man, if ever there was a silence, that was it. Everything else in the hospital, the far away hustle and bustle, the clang of bedpans, everything disappeared.

Rick was drugged, but he understood. “Fuck.”

I blurted, “What happens if you don’t?”

“The infection is already at his groin, his whole body will start to die.”

We sat there, Rick and I, and just stared at the doctors.

“We’re going to the OR now, and a nurse will bring some papers for your wife to sign. But we have to do this now. It might already be too late.”

“From a fucking bee sting.”

“But if you…if you cut it off…what will…”

The doctor talked fast. I realized he was serious. There was not a second to waste. “he will lose his penis. He will still have his testicles. That is good. The testicles provide needed hormones, he will…Mrs. Moore, we have to do this now.”

“Okay.”

Rick: “Don’t cut my dick off!”

I turned to him, the man that I loved, I was starting to cry and I grabbed his robe. “You say ‘yes.’ Now.”

“But…”

“Say yes! I won’t lose you!”

I was shaking him, crying, and he finally muttered, “Okay.”

Within ten seconds Rick was lifted onto a gurney and being shoved down the hall. The doctors were with him, talking to him. The nurse was pushing the computer behind him, getting his vitals.

Somebody, I couldn’t see by now, my eyes were too filled with tears, took my arm and guided me down the hallway. “Come with me, Mrs. Moore. I’ll get you situated. We’re going to have to sign papers. Mrs. Moore?”

I nodded, and let myself be walked through the hospital. I  eventually found myself in a small waiting room. There was nobody else there, and I just sat and cried.

After a while I stopped. I sat there and just stared into space. Nurses came and checked on me every once in a while, but they mostly left me alone.

Fuck. Rick had no more penis. We would never again make love.  He would no longer put that average-sized penis in my vagina and give me king-sized orgasms. He was…not a man.

Or was he?

I didn’t know. I was too dazed and confused to think my way through that one.

Finally, I leaned to the side and lay on the small couch. It was green and uncomfortable, but somebody came and put a pillow under my head.

And I dozed off. Or, to be more precise…I passed out.

“Mrs. Moore.” Somebody was shaking me and I sat up. It was the doctor who had talked to Rick.

I sat, was huddled in on myself. He had pulled up a chair and was sitting in front of me.

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry, we didn’t get properly introduced. I’m Dr. Roberts. We finished operating on your husband.”

I was coming awake real fast now. “And?”

“The operation went well. We were able to save your husband’s testicles.”

“But he doesn’t have a penis now.”

“No.”

I stifled a sob, my whole body gave a quake. I asked, “What now?”

“He’s sleeping. When he wakes up we will take you in. Also, I’ve arranged for a psychiatric consult. He’ll also be called when your husband wakes up.”

I nodded.

“Mrs. Moore. I know how you feel, but he’s alive, and there is a lot more to life than…there’s a lot more to life. So what I need you to do is be brave, stay calm, and be there for your husband when he wakes up.”

I nodded.

He patted my arm, then left.

I sat back on the couch and closed my eyes. But I didn’t sleep.

I entered his room, saw him, and rushed to his side. “Rick…Rick…” I hugged him, and he put an arm around me, but…he was listless.

After a minute I let go and moved back a little.

Oh, the look in his eyes. He was hurt. It was like the look a soldier has, what they call the ‘thousand yard stare.’ A deep bleakness that reveals a soul in despair.

I sat down and held his hand. “It’s okay.”

He just looked at me.

“Please, Rick, it’ll be okay.” Tears were starting to come out of my eyes.

“I have no penis,” he whispered.

“You’re alive. That’s all I care about.”

“I might as well be dead.”

“Don’t say that!”

“I won’t…we’ll never make love again.”

“We will!” But I didn’t know what I was talking about. I was just desperate to help my man through this terrible tragedy.

At that moment somebody came into the room. Rick and I looked.

He was a rotund fellow wearing a white smock. The smock was open to show his street clothes: a tee shirt and shorts. My first thought was, unprofessional.

“Hello, Rick. Marsha.” He nodded at me, but his eyes were on Rick. “I’m Doctor Braxton. I’ve been called up to consult. How are you doing?”

The doctor’s eyes were shiny, and he was talking fast, but he exuded a calm.

“I’m okay.”

“”Okay for what?”

I blinked.

“I know you were thinking something there, about to say something there, and you’re going to have to learn that the only way we’ll get through this is open communication. What were you about to say.”

For a second I didn’t think Rick was going to say anything, but he did. “For a guy who’s not a man.”

Braxton gave a snort, and I realized something about him. He had the quality of being able to say anything, because his underlying motivations were kind.

“There’s more to being a man than a penis and balls.”

“Says the man who still has his.”

“Touche,” Braxton quipped wryly. He took a place across the bed from me. He took Rick’s wrist and held it, looked at his watch. Ten seconds later he nodded. “So, you’re still alive, but you’re questioning what that life is going to be like.”

Rick didn’t say anything.

“I don’t want to preach here, Rick, but the quality of your life is what you make it.”

He looked at me, and his eyes had a very penetrating quality. “Marsha, how are you holding up?”

“I’m okay.” But it came out like a squeak.

“Excellent.” He paused, kept looking at me, and I thought he was going to say something else, then he ignored me and turned back to Rick.

“Okay. Let’s talk about your transition to a new way of looking at life.”

And so began our therapy.

A week later Rick was ready to be discharged.

We had talked to Dr Braxton several times, Bob was what he had us call him, but Rick wasn’t happy.

Of course he wasn’t. He was pissing through a tube until the base of his cock healed enough to project a stream. He was depressed, and had even talked about suicide. And he complained of his dick itching.

I had heard of people complaining of being able to feel their amputated limbs, but an amputated dick? A phantom dick?

Still, stitches were holding, his body was working to adjust, and it was time to go home and…live.

I drove the car to the entrance to the hospital and they brought him out in a wheel chair. I had brought him pants and a shirt and socks and shoes, so he looked normal.

But he had no package.

And his eyes looked like they were dead.

The nurse helped him into the car, and he settled back and stared at nothing. I said thank you to the nurse and we drove off.

He was silent as we drove through town. He didn’t even look out the window. He just stared.

So I talked. “I haven’t had much time to clean. I’ll have to mow the lawn this weekend,” and I cursed myself. He usually did the lawn. I was taking his jobs away from him.

“I called your boss, he’s fine with you working from home. He said to take your time.”

Rick said nothing.

“I’ve got the insurance straightened out.”

He said nothing.

I pulled into the driveway and stopped. I clicked the remote and the garage door slid upwards. We drove into the garage and I turned the car off.

I got out and ran around to his side to help him. He was already half out and he looked at me. In the look was a warning…let me alone.

I followed him into the house. He moved slowly, but didn’t have any trouble with the steps or anything.

He stopped in the kitchen and looked around. It was the same old kitchen, but he was a new Rick, and he just looked around. Then he headed for the liquor cabinet.

“What are you doing?” I asked as he brought down a bottle of bourbon.

“Having a drink,” he mumbled.

“No,” I put a hand on his wrist. “Doctor’s orders. No drinking until you’re off medicine.”

“Fuck the doctors.” He ripped his hand away and poured himself half a glass. No mixer. No Coke. He wasn’t drinking to feel good, he was drinking to numb the pain.

“Rick…” I began.

He just glared at me, then tilted his glass. I watched the amber liquid disappear, and I felt so powerless.

He went into the next room and I took the bourbon and emptied it down the drain. Then I emptied the vodka and the beer.

In the living room he was sitting and watching TV. The TV wasn’t on.

“Rick?”

“What?” He glared at me, sipped some more whiskey.

“I’m going to fix dinner. What would you like?” I was going to say something else, but I had to let a little time defuse his mood.

He turned away.

I turned on the TV, put the remote next to him, and went back to the kitchen.

The next few days were the worst. Rick was right in the middle of his depression, and he was having some dangerous thoughts. It didn’t help that he didn’t want to talk. He had been close-mouthed with Dr. Braxton, but now he was positively clammed up. The only time he communicated was to sneer, or make a cutting remark.

In short, he was taking his personal pain out on the world.

Dr. Braxton had said he might be this way, and I thought I was prepared, but…I wasn’t.

What do you do when the man you love treats you like shit?             

In my case I smiled and kept going. Even though he was cutting the legs out from underneath me, I smiled, and I tried.

I fixed him dinner and he ate it glumly, not a word of thanks. Just a silent, withdrawn…hate.

Hate for the world, for the life that had stolen his manhood. And it seemed like that even translated into a hate for me.

I mowed the lawn, washed the cars, cleaned the pool. Things that he normally did, but now showed no interest in.

And I cleaned the house, did the dishes, did the wash…all the things that I normally did.

But I was getting overworked. Simple overwork I could handle. But overwork with a helping of hate? I was breaking down fast.

In the beginning he spent his time staring at nothing. Then, a couple of days in, he started surfing the internet. He stayed up late and went to strange sites.

At first I woke up early, and while he slept late I went through his history, but what he was looking at was predictable.

Penectomy. Everything to do with penises being amputated. This led him to castration, which didn’t make sense because he still had his testicles. Then he started looking at all sorts of stuff. Mostly, he was just following threads. Penectomy led to castration led to hormones led to drugs led to…women.

I couldn’t figure that out, but he was visiting porno sites.

What for? He couldn’t fuck me, and he couldn't jack off, so…why?

But he visited porn sites, and watched women fuck, and suck, and then…beat men. That’s when I sort of figured it out.

He watched porn in a desperate attempt to feel lust.

Then he watched women beat men because he felt…worthless.

I wondered if what he was thinking about women was how he felt about me.

Did he feel I was abusing him? Or was there some other weird dynamic at work?

Regardless, he watched porn for a month, and he started to get out of the deep depression. Or so I thought.

“Can I see it?”

We were in the bedroom. I was getting the laundry and he was getting dressed. He faced me, wearing underwear, but without the bulge.

“Why?”

“I want to see it.”

“See it? There’s no ‘it’ there.”

His stitches had been removed, and he was recovered. But his problems weren’t medical, they were mental.

“Humor me.”

He stared at me for a bleak moment, then faced me and lowered his drawers.

His balls hung, fat and bloated, and he had a little bump for a cock.

I came closer. I actually wanted to touch it. But then I was craving any kind of contact.

“Satisfied?” he sneered.

“No.”

He waited.

“I want you to hold me.”

He grunted and started to turn away.

I grabbed his biceps and pulled him back. I was starting to sniffle. “I love you more than life…and I just want to be held.”

“So you can feel a man who isn’t a man?”

“So I can feel the flesh of the man I love.”

I moved against him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and clung to him. For a long moment he didn’t do anything, then he moved his arms up, slowly, and put them around him.

I cried into his chest then. Just sat there and cried. And I said, “A penis doesn’t matter. It’s you who matters.”

I held on to him for a long time. He didn’t push me away, but his return hug was very half hearted.

But that scene didn’t really help.

After that he was more receptive to being hugged, but, still, he didn’t really hug back. He just put up with it, waited for it to go away.

I stopped following him on the internet, and that was a mistake. For while he put up with hugs, he was going darker in his own mind.

Another month passed. A month of torment, of torture, of feeling lost and inadequate, and then it all broke apart.

Special delivery, and I hefted the box. It was heavy.

“Honey? Rick? Package for you.”

He came out of his office, took the package, and walked back into his office. And closed the door.

Closed the door?

And I knew, automatically, that he was doing something he didn’t want me to see.

I went to his door and listened. I heard wrapping paper being torn. Then I heard a sigh, and a clunk.

Clunk?

Fortunately he had just closed the door, not locked it, and I opened it up.

He stared at me, on the desk was a gun.

It was a big gun. One of those guns they have in the movies. There were six bullets on the desk next to it. The box it had come in was in the trash.

I stared at him.

I stared at the gun.

I stared at him.

He knew that I knew what he was going to do.

“You’re going to shoot yourself.”

He said nothing.

I stepped closer.

He didn’t move.

Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I looked at the gun.

“Load it,” I said.

He turned to the gun and pushed bullets into the cylinder. He closed it. He looked at me.

“Give it to me.”

He blinked. His carefully ordered universe, the one in which he dies and everybody cries, started to come apart.

“What?”

“Give me the gun.” I held my hand out.

“Why?”

“I can’t live without you. I’m going first.”

I could hardly talk. I couldn’t see for the tears. But you don’t need to see to put a gun to your head and pull the trigger.

He didn’t move, I couldn’t tell what he was doing for my tears. I couldn’t even see the expression on his face.

“Give me the gun!” My voice was rising, becoming shrill.

He did nothing.

“GIVE ME THE FUCKING GUN!”

He did nothing.

Through the warped world of tears I moved forward. I fell on him, my hands struggling to find the gun.

He was stronger than me, and he held the gun away. Marsha.” His voice was calm, but there was a break threatening.

“GIVE ME THE GUN YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

I was almost lying on his body, scrabbling forward, trying to reach the gun in his hand. He was contorted stretched out, keeping it out of my grasp.

“Give me the gun!”

“Marsha,” he croaked, then he threw the gun through the window. We could hear the shattering of glass and the big clunk as the gun hit the side fence.

Then he was holding me, actually holding me, and he was crying. And I was crying. And we were holding on to each other.

“I thought I could,” he burbled. “But I can’t lose you.”

I didn’t say anything, just tried to strangle his body with my arms. I couldn’t stop crying, but the tears were changing now..now that he was actually holding me, being himself again.

“God help me,” he whimpered into my neck. “I can’t treat you like a  man treats a woman, but I can’t let you go. Please forgive me.”

I snuffled and cried and hung on, and he snuffled and cried and hung on, and slowly, slowly, we went through the turning point. The curing had finally started.

What I didn’t know was what was going to happen next, and how weird our journey was going to get.


PART TWO

“We had been getting counseling all along. A couple of times in the beginning Braxton came over to our house. The last few weeks we had been seeing him in his office.

He knew, immediately, that something was different. He began to smile. Just a little curve of a grin. “How’s things, Hobbins couple?”

So we told him what had happened. And all the time we held hands. And even sneaked glances at each other.

“Excellent, he said, when we were done. So let’s talk about phase two.”

“Which is?” I asked.

He looked at Rick. “You.”

“What about me?”

“You are accepting, but now you have to push forward. You have to rebuild yourself as a man.”

Rick went silent. Yes, we had broken through, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have a truckload of baggage.

“So I need you to pick an activity.” He pushed a fold of paper across his desk. I leaned forward and opened it, then picked it up and sat back. Rick looked in from the side.

It was a list of activities. It was divided into sections. There was a music section, a fitness section, sections on basket weaving, pottery, painting, various types of dancing, and so on.

“These are very therapeutic activities. They will give you a peace of mind, help you create a space in your mind. As time progresses I will help you fill that space with your new self image.

Rick took the paper and I raised my eyes. “I’m not sure where you’re going with this? I mean, some of these activities…pottery making, weaving, how do they help Rick rebuild his self image?”

Dr. Braxton leaned back in his swivel. He folded his hands over his paunch of a belly. “Let me be plain. Rick has suffered an attack on his manhood. I don’t try to lessen that, but to help him deal with that. How he deals with it is up to him. You’re right, some of these activities are definitely not right. But he must have choice.”

“What if he chooses the wrong activity?”

“There are no wrong activities. Even if he chooses one that you might think is wrong, it is a step, and if it is a step in the wrong direction he will eventually self correct.”

I was about to say something, but Rick suddenly blurted, “I want to do this.”

I looked at where his finger was pointing.

Aikido?

I had my doubts. I’m a woman, I’m not a big believe in fighting. And though the Aikido fliers said Aikido was ‘harmony-spirit-way,’ there was fighting involved. It was based on some kind of jujitsu, and there were swords involved, and you can’t tell me that isn’t fighting.

What I didn’t understand was that I was totally wrong.

Rick went to his first lesson, and I went and sat in a corner and watched.

He went into the backroom and learned how to put on a white uniform they called a ‘gi.’ While he got dressed I watched the people on the mat.

There were a lot of guys wearing dresses. I was to learn the dresses were called Hakama, and only black belts wore them. How weird. Men wearing dresses.

Rick came out and joined the group on the mat. He looked a little awkward, self conscious, in his pajamas clothes, but he shook hands and became part of the group quickly.

He learned how to bow. He did the exercises at the beginning of class. He flopped all over the place when they started doing shoulder rolls. And he didn’t look like he was having fun. Shows how much I know about men.

He was all grim-faced, concentrating on new ways of sitting, walking, conducting himself…and when he came out of the class he said, “Wow. That was so cool.”

I blinked, but said nothing. Mine was not to reason why…mine was to shut up and be supportive.

We went to class after class. And I watched as he became more graceful, less awkward. Within a month he understood wrist twists and certain joint locks, and he was even starting to move through certain techniques like he knew what he was doing.

I think, underneath it all, he was desperate. He wanted to rebuild his self image, so he worked harder than others.

And he started going to more classes. And I got up early and went with him to every class. which led to a confrontation.

I was sitting in my usual place, watching the ‘Aikidokas,’ that’s what they are called, doing their exercises and techniques, and the head of the school came up and sat down next to me.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.”

“Good morning, sensei.” That’s what you call your teacher. Sensei. It means ‘he who points the way.’ Talk about weird, eh?

He sighed.

“Yes?”

“I am in a quandary.”

“Oh, what is it?”

“I have a student who comes to every class and yet does nothing but waste my time. This student refuses to work. this student is wasting my time, yet I don’t know what to do.”

“Kick him in the butt. Tell him to straighten up and fly right.”

I honestly didn’t have a clue who he was talking about, but he sighed and stood up and faced me. “Mrs. Hobbins. Straighten up. Fly right.” Then he turned and walked away.

My mouth was open. It was so open a herd of flies could have taken up residence on my tongue.

A while later Rick came out of the changing room with a grin and a new gi. The gi was for me. “Sensei told me you wanted to start classes.”

So…I became an Aikidoka.

I was not driven like Rick, but I found it fresh and invigorating. And I started thinking about life differently. When somebody gave me a rough time, I would usually get in their face. Now I started standing back a little, and I searched for a middle ground. A way to reconcile upsets without all the fireworks.

But, as I have disclosed, Rick was driven. He stayed late when he could, even driving his own truck so I could take the car home.

He arranged extra work outs with other students. He even invited students, now friends, over for barbecues and pool parties, all of which eventually ended up with them discussing techniques and rolling around on the ground.

Thus, it wasn’t a big surprise to me when he was scheduled for testing. End of the month. Him and six other students. He began going to special classes, and I wasn’t allowed to watch. He came home tired, exhausted, and even with bruises.

“Got to do the technique right,” was all he said when I was rubbing lineament on the bruises.

I was allowed to watch the test, however, and it was really something.

He performed techniques, and showed a grace and polish that was amazing. Even though he had been studying the least amount of time, it looked like he had been there the longest.

Finally, he performed randori. That is when you have several attackers come at you at the same time and you have to use Aikido to redirect them, guide them away, and express your harmony with nature under pressure.

Rick positively glowed. He told me later that it felt like he was having an out of body experience. It made me proud, and I thought I was going to bust when he was called forward and presented with a black belt.

Dr. Braxton had been right. Aikido was good for self image, for character building, and, in Rick’s case, character rebuilding.

“So, I heard you made it to black belt.”

Rick grinned fit to kill a cat.

Braxton turned to me. “And you will be following him soon.” He nodded in pleasure.

So we talked about that, and, finally, I said the thing that bothered me.

“Doc?”

“Yes?”

“You told us once that we could still have children.”

He tilted his head. “Are you feeling like a family?”

“We’ve talked about it. We want to talk to you about it, and find out more about this procedure.”

He sat back. “Well, the procedure is simple. We get a semen sample and implant it in you, and nine months later…” he grinned and shrugged.

“But…how do we…” Rick stumbled. Just because he had rebuilt his self-image didn’t mean he was comfortable talking about his condition.

“There are various methods, one of the main ones is electrostimulation of the prostate.

“You mean…electrocute my…up there?”

“Yes. Up the anus. Apply electrical charge to the prostate, and semen dribbles out. Quite a lot, usually.”

“So what do we do to make this happen?”

“Let’s set up an appointment with a doctor who specializes in such procedures, and…”

We were going to see about getting me pregnant.

“Just lay over the table, Mr. Hobbins.”

We were in a fertility clinic and Rick was going to give a semen sample. I was allowed to watch because I was the wife. In fact, we had sort of demanded it.

Rick stood at a weird table, mostly bars with a small area to lay on. I had a full view of him as the area he was laying on was glass.

“Glass is cold,” he muttered.

“Sorry about that. Since you don’t have any penile tissue I’m going to have to catch your semen as it exits your body. “

“Okay.”

The doctor took a tube of lubricant and applied it to Rick’s ass. I watched as the doctor made sure the asshole was quite…lubey. I giggled at the look on Rick’s face.

“Not funny,” he mumbled.

“Okay,” I made a show of holding my laughter in.

“Okay, I’m going to insert the probe now.

It was a thin rod with wires coming from it. The doctor had on gloves and he gently inserted the ‘wand’ into Rick’s rectum.

Rick blinked, and then I was startled. I could feel pleasure coming from him. Pleasure? From having somebody shove lube up your ass, rim it with a finger, then stick a metal probe up it?

“Oh,” blurted Rick.

“It does feel good, doesn’t it Mr. Hobbins?”

“I’ll say.” His voice was soft with wonder.

“Okay, I’m touching your prostate now. I’m going to apply an electrical charge. This will feel strange, so try to relax. No sudden movements.

Click.

Almost immediately semen started to come out of the little stub that was all that remained of his cock. I stared in wonder as a large stream of drool squirted out and fell into a dish. Then I looked up at Rock’s face. His face was slack, stunned, and he moaned softly.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

“I know, Mr. Hobbins. Go ahead and enjoy, but don’t move. We’re almost done.”

For about 30 seconds the semen drooled out, then it tapered off, and the doctor removed the probe from Rick’s ass.

Rick was blown away.

“You can stand up now.”

Rick just stayed there and moaned. His eyes looked far away.

“Mrs. Hobbins? Could you help him?”

I went to Rick and helped him stand up. He was weak, assailed by lassitude, and happy. The smile on his face was as if he had just been admitted to heaven.

“What’s wrong with him?”

“Nothing is wrong. The procedure effects some people this way. Give him ten minutes and he’ll be right as rain.”

I walked out of the clinic, Rick stumbled along under my arm, and we got into the car.

“You drive,” he yawned.

Stunned, I got into the driver’s seat. by the time I started the car he was already asleep.

“What the heck happened?”

I asked Rick that night.

He smiled. “I had an orgasm.”

“What?”

“Yes. It wasn’t like a regular orgasm, it was soft and gooey, it was like being immersed in an ocean of heat and love. But it was an orgasm.”

“It sounds more like a female orgasm.”

“Really?”

“We don’t cum hard like a man. But I understand it’s bigger and better. But not having been a man…” I shrugged.

“Wow. I should have been born a woman.”

And, under that: then I wouldn’t have all this penis crap going on.

I thought that was the end of it, but Rick took to the internet again.

Well, he had never really been off it, but he had focused on Aikido for the past year, and his porn surfing had waned.

Now he was back. And I knew what was driving him. He wanted more orgasms.

Well, who would’t?

So he started looking through penectomy support groups, cancer survivors, because they are the ones who suffer penectomies the most, and just plain, old, in your face porn.

He chuckled when he was looking at people who wear chastity devices. “They only think they want to not squirt. Let ‘em lose their peckers and see what they want.”

I had given up spying on him and was just watching over his shoulder.

Finally, we got into it: anal sex. We both leaned forward and started reading and making mental notes.

“Wow,” I blurted a couple of times.

By the end of the night we had a LOT to think about.

There’s lots of nerves in the asshole. These nerves can be stimulated and have a wonderful feeling to them. A sexual feeling.

And Rick still had his balls. He had a heaping helping of hormones running around inside him. In fact, we surmised, that was probably why he got so much out of being electro-stimulated. He had testosterone, and drive, and he wanted.

Yet we had totally ignored his condition, sexually speaking, for more than a year. We thought, no more peeny, no more fun.

Bad us.

There was a world of fun to be had.

And not just for him. I had an anus, and then there were dildos, and butt plugs, and prostate massagers and…wow!

While we were thinking about this next step, and talking about it, and discussing everything about it, one more thing happened. It was small, but, in a way, it was important. In a way it was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

Rick went to Aikido. Normally he wore a rubber band around his hair, a pony tale. He likes his hair long, and I think it’s sort of cute, and…and the rubber band broke.

So his hair is all over the place, actually getting in the way, and Sensei’s wife took his hand and led him back to the office. She did a Japanese type of hair arrangement. It was sort of like a French arrangement, but with a couple of chopsticks stuck in the mess.

He finished working out, and he came home, and I blinked and stared.

“What did you do?”

He explained about the rubber band breaking. Then he reached up to grab a chop stick. “I’ll take this out and—“

“Hold it.”

“What?” He froze. My command had been pretty strong.

“That’s you.”

“What?”

“It’s perfectly you. Go look in the bathroom mirror.”

Puzzled, Rick did, and he came out with a stunned look on his face.

“But it’s feminine!”

“But it looks so good on you.”

That was the moment I began looking at his face, assessing it, thinking about it.

His face was feminine. With regular long hair it was masculine, but it took almost nothing to make it feminine. And it looked so…so…so good.

Now I mention this because what happened, eventually, was not just a bolt out of the blue.

Rick had been changing. Aikido had made him softer. He had experienced anal…stimulation. Heck, he was even wearing a dress in Aikido.

So all the pieces were in place, and he was ready, though neither of us knew it.

That weekend, a Saturday night, he wasn’t going to Aikido the next morning, we had a drink.

He had bourbon and Coke. I had Vodka and Seven.

Heck, we had a couple of drinks. We sat in his office and surfed the net and explored men and anal sex.

And prostate massages.

And trans people.

And…and…everything.

We drank, and we giggled, and laughed, and got horny.

I hadn’t let myself be horny since Rick’s accident.

He hadn’t let himself be horny because he thought he wasn’t supposed to be able to.

And we had been denying our natural joys.

Man is meant to have sex. Not just reproduction, though I had had an egg implanted in me and we were waiting to see what was happening, but…fun. Relief. Human contact and the deepest of intimacy.

We had been denying, and it was time to ‘un-deny’ ourselves.

Finally, we turned the music up a little and adjourned to the bedroom.

I held his balls and massaged them, and he sighed in relief.

Then he nuzzled my breasts, and I was almost in nirvana. After doing without for so long, to at last have my desires rubbed. God. It was heavenly.

But there was something wrong.

“What?”

I frowned and sat up. “I don’t know.”

“We don’t have to…” he started.

“Yes…yes, we do. But…there’s something more.”

I went into the kitchen and poured us another drink. He came in and sat down at the table. He was wearing his robe, a black kimono thing he had bought after he started Aikido. It had a tree in a circle on the back, very oriental, and elegant.

We sat and sipped, and we talked, and he was waving his hand, and it was…elegant.

His robe was elegant, and his movements were graceful. And…what was wrong?

I looked down through the glass top of the table and saw his legs. Ugly. Hairy.

I looked up. He was elegant, soft spoken and gentle.

I looked at his legs.

Ugly.

I looked up at his face. It could be so feminine…and…and… “Rick,” I breathed in surprise.

“What?” He cocked his head.

I didn’t say anything, I went to the bedroom and brought back the two chopsticks sensei’s wife had used. I wrapped his hair around French style, then stuck the two chopsticks in it.

Fuck! That was it! But his hair came undone. I wrapped it up again, and put in a couple of baby pins to help the thing stay in place.

All the while Rick stared at me, was puzzled.

“Go look in the mirror.”

He walked into the bedroom and I followed him. He stood and looked, and started to understand. It was a slow dawning, and he finally said…you want me to…”

“Can we?”

He stared at himself. The robe, delicate and clinging to his body. His hair, up feminine style, so sexy. His face was feminine.

He moved his hands, and saw that he was graceful.

“What do you want to do?” he asked, looking for reassurance.

“Let me make you over.”

“I’m not gay,” he wondered.

“No. Not a chance.”

“I’ve never had any desire to transition.”

“I don’t want you to do something you don’t want to.”

He turned this way and that, and he finally faced me. “Do what you want.”

First, I had him take a shower…with Nair. He came back out of the bathroom looking fresh. His legs were no longer ugly.

“Heysoos,” I breathed, seeing the final product in my mind. “Sit down here.”

He sat and I got out the nail polish. He sipped as I painted his nails a bright red.

“Wow,” he said. “We’re really going to do this.”

“Is it all right?” I was nervous. Horny, but nervous. In fact, horny as I had ever been.

“Sure.”

‘Sure.’ Something he wouldn’t have said before this whole thing started. But he had come a long way. He had accepted his lack of a penis, and he had grown through martial arts, and now he was seeing his potential.

“Do you want a woman?” He was really asking if I was a lesbian.

I stopped and considered. “No,” I finally said. “It’s you that’s making me horny.”

I finished painting his toes and went to his fingers.

He watched as I put on fake nails and made his hands even more gentle, more delicate, more feminine.

“Blow on them. I’m going to do your face.”

“My face,” he murmured, as if he was talking to some ghost in the corner of the room, his eyes far away. Then he blew on his nails.

I moistened and cleansed his face, then primed it. I went through the procedure carefully, making sure that I adjusted shadows so that his lines would become even softer. Finally, after foundation and blush and all that, I began to work on his eyelids. He sat there, feeling the soft brushes, his eyes closed, and I have never felt such a glow of intimacy in my life.

Yes. This was right.

I painted his eyelids a smokey grey, very mysterious and alluring, and I realized something: he looks better than me with make up on.

Then I applied lipstick.

He smacked, and puckered, and smiled at me, and I almost had my own orgasm right then.

“Okay. Earrings.”

“Really?”

I nodded, and set about piercing his ears. Then I hung some danglies from his lobes, a simple string of silver with a lavender stone on the end. God, he was gorgeous.

I stood him up and had him look in the mirror.

He was gorgeous. The robe hugged him, and his body was outlined.

“You need boobs.”

He grinned. “I do, don’t I.”

“And…nylons. Come on.”

I had him sit on the bed and I took a garter belt out of my dresser and put it on him. Then I unrolled a pair of nylons up his legs. When I was done his legs shone with sexiness.

In front of the mirror again. and we were stunned.

“Boobs, maybe a corset.”

“Ouch.”

“You’ll love it. It’s like being hugged all the time.”

“When you can breath.”

“Who needs to breath. Come on.”

We went back into the closet and I found an old pair of high heels. They weren’t the highest, which I wanted, but I knew he would have difficulty walking in them, anyway. I slipped them on his feet, and he was seven shades of gorgeous. And, the joy, when he walked his Aikido grace came out. He hardly staggered at all, and we sashayed through the house and out onto the patio. In the moonlight we looked at each other.

He was a man…but certainly didn’t look like it. And we were aware, now, that a penis didn’t make a man. It is inner character that makes a man. The ability to be soft, yet able to make the big decisions in life.

It’s in the way you treat people, and how you conduct yourself.

“Well, lady,” he finally said, “would you like to de-flower me?”

“A virgin a day,” I quipped, “keeps the hornies away.”

He grinned. “I am a virgin. Aren’t I?”

“Not for long. Come along.”

I led him by the hand back to the bedroom.

He kicked off his high heels and we were nearly the same height again, and we kissed.

Our lips meshed, and I felt what it feels like for a man when he kisses a woman with lipstick. I felt the waxiness, the taste, and under it all, the softness of beautiful lips.

He bent me back for a few seconds, held me in his arms, then I pushed and bent him back and held him in my ams, and we giggled. All the rigid ideas of what is man, what is woman, what is sex…all that stuff was shifting and sliding in our psyches.

“Come on, slick,” I whispered, “Up on the bed.”

He climbed up and waited in the all fours position. We had agreed that I should take him, this first time, in the all fours position. I don’t know why, but…maybe I do know why. He wanted to experience submissiveness. He wanted to truly understand what it was to be fucked, instead of being the one who fucked.

“Put some lube in and I’ll put on my harness.”

Harness. The tangle of straps that made up my strap on.

And the dick, a soft plastic thing that was dick like, complete with veins and balls.

I giggled.

“What?”

“There’s going to be one cock and four balls down there.”

He thought about it, and finally said, “Yeah, I guess there is.”

I slipped the cock we had chosen onto the harness. Suddenly I was the proud possessor of seven inches. Zowie!

“Okay, baby, turn around for a second.”

He did, and he came to his knees, and we held each other and kissed. Our hands roamed. He felt my tits and I felt his balls.

Man, we were getting hot. Steamy hot. It had been over a year, closer to two years now, and we were starved for the glory of sex. I broke our kiss and squeezed one of his buns.

“Bend over, bitch, I’m going to plow you like a field.”

We laughed. I had been playing at being a controlling bitch for the last few days, and it was a good game.

He whirled around, back to the all fours position, and spread his legs.

I put my fingers to his hole. I pushed the lube in further. I reamed him gently, lovingly.

He groaned and arched his back. He was really ready.

Two fingers, and I held his balls as I rimmed him.  I could feel his anal muscles quivering, starting to spasm.

He had had an orgasm from a dry, old, electro-stimulating wand. What was his orgasm going to be like with a loving prick?

Three fingers, and I pushed them in and pulled them out. I could feel my knuckles pressing against his anal ring.

“Make sure you relax,” I whispered. “It only hurts if you resist. That’s what the internet said.”

“Doing my best,” his voice was husky, raw, frightened, but wanting.

I put my dick to his hole and moved the tip around, pushed it in slightly.

“Oh…oh my God!” He shivered.

“All right?”

“I’ll say.”

So I began sliding it in. Inch after inch. His hands closed on folds of sheet and I knew his eyes were closed. He was feeling every single millimeter of that dong sliding into his ass.

I bottomed out, and he was shivering so much he was shaking.

“All right?”

“Oh, God,” he blurted. For a second I was frightened. His exclamation had been so forceful, then he said, “Come on. Fuck me. Fuck me good!”

I smiled and began gently sawing into him. In and out, back and forth. Angling up and down and trying to rub on the prostate.

On the internet it had said that not all men experienced orgasms, but we both knew that he was one that did. And we both had the feeling that this was going to be big.

“Fu…oh..yeah…” moans erupted out of him, his back shook.

I reached under and squeezed his balls. They felt so fat and bloated. Except for the one semen sample he had given the doctor, he was ripe. I could feel it…and he could feel it.

He began to surge against me, to move his ass in circles, to fuck me back.

I kept pumping in and out.

He relaxed his grip on the sheets and tried to wiggle back further. I could feel his nuts swinging back and forth, touching the top of my thighs. I knew he could feel my plastic balls smushing up against his thighs, his nuts.

“Oh…yes…please…dear God…oh…oh…”

I grabbed his waist and held on for better traction. I pushed into him again and again, and suddenly he started to arch his back.

“Fuck…fuck…”

Then he lurched forward, and I almost lost him, but he actually pulled me off balance and I fell on him, driving my cock hard into his ass.

Then he was quaking and spasming, his hips jerking back and forth, all the time crying out in pleasure.

I lay on him, felt him exhaust himself. I still had his nuts in my hand and I felt squirtem leak all over.

“Heysoos,” I whispered. “You did it!”

He nodded, his head against the mattress. “Fuck,” he whispered.

Finally, I rolled off him, and he rolled over. His eyes were opened and he stared at the ceiling in wonder. “If I had only known,” he whispered. “If I had only known…”

I smiled and sighed. “My turn next.”

He leaned up on an elbow and kissed me, groped my breasts, then lowered a hand to my snatch. Sticking a finger in me he said, “Just say when.”

“When.”

He moved to his knees and began taking the strap on off me.


EPILOGUE

The next few months were interesting.

Rick dressed like a woman half the time, and the other half of the time he was a man.

We even tried some ‘vacation boobs’ on him, and we agree that he needs his own set. We haven’t decided whether he should do hormones, or just get a boob job. We’re leaning towards breast implants, for the most part. Hormones are a tricky thing, and we want to make sure there are no ‘accidents.’

After all, one ‘bee sting accident’ is enough.

And, I’m going to the hospital next week. We’re going to have a girl. Can’t get much better than that, eh?

And our lovely daughter is going to have two mothers. Or maybe I should just say ‘a mother and a half.’

Right?

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

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.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3BY.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C6.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc3BX.jpg
Five

Sizzling 4

Stories!

Jurassic Feminization!
Men who submit and

the women who love them!

v

-






OEBPS/image_rsrc3BZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3C2.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc3C5.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc3C1.jpg





