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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

One of the top fantasies for males, I kid you not, is to be kidnapped and made into a woman.

The panic and the struggle, fighting against sexy females as they take over your wil and change your body.

The acceptance, bitter, reluctant, whatever.

The awe and wonder as you are transformed, become beautiful.

The self-realization as you come to understand why God not only put women on the planet, but made them the superior beings!

Oh, you don’t believe women are superior beings?

Then read on, mofo, and let the joy unfold!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


His Punishment was

Forced Feminization!

Emasculated and feminized because of love!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

John was sitting in a bar, waiting for his girlfriend. He was sitting at the back of the booth, feet up on the bench, listening to the music and sipping a bourbon and Coke.

The band was good, the crowd was alive, and he let the good feelings wash over him.

A shadow moved to the right in front of him and slid into the other bench.

He straightened up, squinted against the light and saw a narrow woman. Not much in the way of boobs. Strict make up and haircut. A business suit. She wouldn’t be bad looking if she smiled.

“Hello, John.”

John sat up. “And you are?”

“Emmie’s mother.”

He was silent. She looked around. She was arrogant. She lit a cigarette and looked over the burning end at him. Her eyes were predatory.

“Emmie won’t be coming.”

“Okay.”

Emmie had told him about her mother. Nobody pleased her. She ripped up every boyfriend Emmie had had and discarded them.

Mrs. Schofield smoked her cigarette and they studied each other.

He tried…he had to try… “I love your daughter.”

If anything, she raised here head and looked further down her nose at him.

“I’ll give you ten thousand dollars to walk out. Right now. Go away. Never be seen again.”

He met her gaze levelly. “Don’t you care about your daughter’s happiness?”

“My daughter will inherit everything, and I don’t expect her to waste it on a peasant.”

She was the kind of woman who thought everybody was a peasant.

“So…what? You’re going to choose her husband for her?”

“If necessary.”

“An arranged marriage. Without regard for feelings, happiness…love?”

She gave a delicate snort, picked a piece of tobacco off her tongue. “Whatever I choose…it will not include you.”

“I think that will be up to her.”

“No, Mr. Hunter. It is up to me.”

“I told Emmie I would do everything I could to get along with you.”

She curled her lip.

“But at this point it looks like you’re not willing to get along with me.”

She said nothing. Merely looked at him like he was a mound of shit she had stepped in.

“It was nice meeting you, Mrs. Schofield.” Not. “Maybe some day we’ll see each other again.”

“I would like you to come with me.”

He tilted his head. “And why?”

“Because I wish to talk with you and Emmie together. I would like to settle this once and for all.”

John had severe misgivings at this point. There was just something about Mrs. Emily Schofield that screamed ‘don’t trust me!’

The problem was that he loved Emmie, and he really had to do everything in his power to get along with his future mother-in-law.

“And where would we be going?” he enquired politely.

“To Schofield Mansion. Emmie is already there. She agreed to this meeting.”

John was caught now. If she was there and he didn’t show up, then she would know that he wasn’t really trying.

“You may ride with me. I’ll have my man bring you back when we’re done.”

“And if Emmie decides to stay with me?”

“She won’t.” Not when I’m done with you.

“But what if she does. Will you stand out of our way?”

The older lady leaned forward slightly. She stubbed her cigarette out and lifted one arched eyebrow.

“If Emmie decides you are worth wasting her life on then I will not stand in her way.”

Against all his instincts John gave a nod.

Mrs. Emily Schofield stood up and marched towards the exit.

John put some bills on the table and followed her.

The night was cool. The parking lot was full, but her limousine was idling in front of the bar. Her chauffeur opened the door for her. She slithered into the back seat and slid across the bench to make room for him.

John glanced at the chauffeur, he was a tough looking fellow, lots of muscles under the monkey suit, but he didn’t even glance at John.

John entered the limo and sat across from her.

The chauffeur closed the door, got in the front seat, and the car started moving.

“When did you first meet my daughter, Mr. Hunter?”

No reason not to talk. “A friend introduced us.”

She waited.

“There was an instant attraction. We ended up talking all night. We were so into each other we were surprised when the sun came up. We saw each other the next night, and the next, and…” he shrugged.

“You moved into her apartment.”

“It was better than mine,” he admitted.

“And you fucked her.”

He blinked. Her crude manner was a slap in the face, but Emmie had told him how she could be.

“We made love,” he corrected her.

She studied him, no emotion. After a minute she turned to the bar on the side of the limo. She reached forward and picked up a bottle. Bourbon. She put ice in a glass, poured the bourbon into the glass, then popped a Coke and filled the glass the rest of the way.

She held it out to him.

He took it, held it, and watched her.

She hesitated, then made herself a drink. Except the bottle of bourbon was now empty. She lifted it up and a single drop came out. She put the bottle aside and reached to the cabinet under the bar. She brought out a fresh bottle and peeled the seal, then wiggled the cork out.

It was WhistlePig Boss Hog Bourbon VII: Magellan's Atlantic. $850 a bottle. Not your normal swill.

She poured a shot into a glass and sipped it straight.

She knew he liked bourbon and Coke. She probably looked down on him for ruining bourbon with Coke.

He sipped, and the cold liquid turned to fire in his throat, slid down his gullet and splashed into his belly. Fuck. That was good. He took another sip.

She sipped.

They watched each other, playing cat and mouse, but who was the cat and who was the mouse still remained to be answered.

“What are your prospects?”

Such a question indicated he might actually be making headway. “My family makes bathroom fixtures. I intend to expand when I take over the business.”

“And your family is fine with this?”

“My father is all in favor of this. I’ve worked the business since I was a kid. I told Pop my plans before I went to college.”

“So you are going to marry my daughter and she will live with you as you expand bathroom fixtures.”

The way she stated it, cold, impersonal, arrogant, snooty…man, she really thought he was the scum of the earth.

“We’ve discussed this a bit. We both recognize that she may have duties, but…we’re pretty liquid. We both want each other to be happy.”

“I’ll give you a million dollars over what your business is worth.”

He blinked. His price was going up.

“First, it is a family business, and I like it, and I discuss all business decisions with my Mom and Pop. Second, I would discuss such a proposition with Emmie. Third, I’m not interested.”

“You’re not interested because…?”

“Because you can’t put a price on love. Because there is betrayal in such a situation, and I would never betray Emmie. Third…” he hesitated.

“Yes?”

“To be honest, the way you treat me, look down on me…I don’t like you. And maybe you do business with people you don’t like, but I don’t.”

She nodded. She sipped.

Later he would realize that sipping was like yawning. One person yawns and the person watching him yawns. She was taking a drink, and he was unconsciously following along. He sipped.

Outside the limo the night was passing like a breeze. Shapes slid by. The road rolled underneath them.

They sipped.

When the car rolled onto the Schofield mansion grounds John was unconscious. The empty glass fell from his hand as he slumped to the side and laid on the bench seat.

Mrs; Schofield smiled. She placed her own glass on the sidebar and flicked the intercom.

“Take him to the basement, Henry.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the chauffeur answered.

The car stopped, her door was opened and she strode up the shallow stairs and into the house. Behind her Henry pulled John’s body out of the limo, threw it over his shoulder, and followed.

When one regains consciousness, after being drugged, he first stares at the world, then realizes he is staring at the world, then realizes it is him staring at the world.

Then John realized he was lying on a cold, hard cement floor.

And, though there was little light, just a gloom, he was in a basement.

He moved, and his head hurt. Another side effect of being drugged.

He lay, felt the cold on his bare flesh—realized he was naked—and slowly the headache waned. Or perhaps he just grew strong enough to put it aside and endure.

 He sat up. He leaned against a wall and looked at his ankles. Metal bands around his ankles with a chain leading back to the wall.

He looked at his wrists. Metal bands and chains. This time the chains led upward to a the junction of the ceiling and the wall.

It was cool in the basement, but not cold.

There was a slight feel of moving air brushing over him. Must be air conditioning somewhere.

He inspected his body. He was unmarked. Just naked. Nobody had stolen a kidney, nor castrated him. He was okay. Except for being chained in a basement in a mad woman’s house.

At least, he assumed he was in Emily Schofield’s basement. That was where they had been going. Of course, she might have turned around when he passed out, but he doubted it. She was too arrogant, and she could modify her mansion as she wished without anybody knowing.

He wondered how many other people had been in this basement. How many competitors? How many suitors for her daughter’s hand? How many people she just plain didn’t like?

“Hello?” he tried. His voice was cracked, but it worked. He didn’t bother saying anything more.

His headache lessening, he pushed himself up against the wall and regained his feet. He wavered. His head pounded a couple of times, then the throbbing receded.

He could barely make out the dimensions of the room. Eight feet wide, by twelve feet long, eight feet to the ceiling.

Now closer to where the chains were connected to the ceiling, he peered in the darkness and inspected them.

The chains went into little holes. There was no eyebolt he could try digging at, if he could reach that high.

He looked at the chains where they went into the juncture of the floor and the wall. Same thing. No way to pick at or chip at the chains.

Of course, how long would it take a fingernail to pick at cement before he could pull out a twelve inch eyebolt?

He stood, and breathed, and the air wasn’t bad. It wasn’t moldy or stinky like an old basement might be.

Finally, nothing to do, he sat down. His buns felt the cold floor again, but that was okay. He could stand it for a while, shift position, stand it for a while more, shift position…the only question was how long were they going to leave him down here.

The answer was a long time.

How do you tell time when there are no clocks? No windows to see the sun or moon? How do you tell time when there is nothing but the ticking of your own heart?

Hours passed. It was an existence bolstered only by the fact that he had a body. If there had been no light he wouldn’t even have had that.

But, at last, he heard a noise.

“Hello?”

He couldn’t help himself. He was starved, and starved for human contact. He needed to re-establish that there was a world outside this cool room.

Footsteps. Taking their time. And a squeak. Squeak. Squeak.

Light came on in the room outside the basement. His eyes were so used to no light that he had to cover them with a hand and blink his way to seeing anything.

A wall across from the open doorway. A wall like the one he was chained to.

“Hello?” he tried again. Swallowing. Trying to get his voice back to normal.

A cart appeared in the doorway. Rolling past. Then hands, wrists, arms, and…a person.

It was the chauffeur.

John stopped saying hello.

On the cart was a tray. On the tray was food, and it smelled delicious. The chauffeur…Henry, that was his name…picked up the tray and brought it into the cell. He placed it just out of John’s reach, then pushed it forward.

He returned to the cart, picked up a bucket and brought it in. He placed it just out of reach and pushed it forward.

A six pack of bottled water, Kirkland. Somebody went shopping at Costco. He tossed the six pack to John’s feet.

“Hey,” John said.

Henry didn’t even look at him. He returned to the cart and wheeled it away.

The meal was spinach stuffed salmon in garlic butter. A delicacy. It was still warm and it tasted incredible. No prisoner ever had a meal like this. Of course he only had his fingers, no utensils, but that was okay. He was hungry and thirsty.

He ate, savoring every last bite, then washed his hands with a bit of bottled water. Washed them over the bucket. Drank a whole bottle of water. And five minutes later had to pee.

He pushed the tray away and lay down. He felt okay. He felt the lassitude that a good, rich meal brings, but that was okay.

He slept.

Awoke to gloom.

Counted seconds. Counted his heartbeat. Seconds were an imagination, a made up invention of time. Heartbeats, now there was a reality.

He slept.

Awoke to a bit of hall light and the sound of wheels turning.

“Hello?” Was that desperation in his voice?

Henry brought in Beef Wellington. Gordon Ramsey’s signature dish. He replaced the bucket. He took out empty bottles and plastic wrapper and tossed in another six pack of bottled water.

He left.

The light went out.

John ate, using his fingers, in the dark. He washed his hands. He slept.

He awoke.

And so on.

John estimated a week had passed. Seven exotic, gourmet meals. One meal a day. Just enough to keep him going. Not enough to get him fat, no matter how little he worked out. Not that he worked out.

Seven days, and the lights went on.

Click, click, click.

The lights in his cell went on and he covered his face and blinked. He heard the high heels enter his cell and stop. He opened and closed his eyes and slowly vision came to him.

Emily Schofield stood framed in the doorway. She was wearing a suit with the pencil skirt. Slender, it made her look skinny. Her face was still narrow and her make up strict. She scrutinized him with held closed eyes. Arrogant eyes. Satisfied eyes.

“Hello, John.”

“Hello, Emily.” He mocked her name, but she didn’t care. If anything, a subtle smile appeared on her thin lips.

“Are the accommodations to your liking?”

“I’ve had better.”

She looked at the plastic wrapper with two water bottles still snagged in it. She took note of the spots on the floor left by eating in the dark. She glanced at the bucket and sniffed.

“My. You are the tidy, little animal, aren’t you.” Not a question.

He waited.

“No doubt you are wondering when you’re going to get out of here.”

“Had crossed my mind.”

“I entertained myself with the idea that perhaps I should just keep you here forever. I could, you know. But that would be tedious for Henry, feeding you is not his favorite task, and it would be a waste of food.

“You would live to an old age, maybe I could turn you loose when you are old and feeble, toothless, and laugh as you went out into a world you no longer recognized.”

“But you are much too generous for that,” John commented.

“Much. Much.” She smiled.

John waited while she enjoyed his misery. Studied him for the effects of her words.

“And the fact that kidnapping is frowned upon by normal human beings doesn’t bother you.”

“Why, John! I am not kidnapping you. I am seeing to your creature comforts.” She grinned. She was getting so much fun out of this.

He waited some more, and she finally got tired of silently gloating and said, “I have given much thought to how I should dispose of you. I could have all your limbs broken and leave you on the street like a piece of garbage. But that is so blasé. I am not the Mafia, after all.”

“Oh, certainly not,” he gave a half sneer.

“I thought of various punishments, ways of dealing with you, and I finally came up with a doozy. I decided that I would make the ultimate statement. I would transform you into a woman.”

“What?”

“It’s perfect, you see. My daughter, in spite of any accusations you might make, would have a difficult time believing such a bizarre plot. And there would go any attraction you might have for her. She would certainly not wish to be held in the arms of a woman. She would never want to be a …a Lesbian. She actually gave a shiver at the thought.

John wondered if she knew that Emmie actually had Lesbian friends, and didn’t care one hoot or another as to a person’s sexual preferences.

Oh, she had her own preferences, but she was not biased or prejudiced in any way.

Still, the plot, as Mrs. Schofield described it, was insidious, and even if it didn’t work all the way, it would work sufficient to ruin his life.

“Kidnapping, illegal operations, against the will of the ‘patient,’ I might add, mutilation. Have I left anything out?”

“Oh, tut tut.” she waved a hand dismissively. She smiled. “So, I bid you good bye, John. Or perhaps I should say Joan. I shant see you again, and if I do it would be way too soon. Enjoy your life as a woman.”

She turned and walked out of the cell.

Click, click, click.

John yelled out, “Fuck you!”

Which was responded to with a titter of a laugh.

The lights went out and he was alone once again.

For several days the routine continued. Henry brought gourmet dishes in, saw to his water and bucket, and nothing was said.

Time was passing, however, and John’s day of reckoning was approaching.

On the fifth day after his meeting with Emily Schofield Henry brought in Texas Roadhouse Prime Rib. Baked potato on the side, smothered in butter and Prime Rib drippings. It was the best meal he had had. It was a mouth watering avalanche of flavor.

He ate the whole thing. Licked the plate. Ate the potatoes, pushing them into the grease left on the plate. He slurped and gulped, and pushed the plate aside. Then, as usual after a big, rich meal, he felt that familiar feeling of lassitude. He lay on the floor, yawned, and actually smiled, then went to sleep.

He dreamed of being moved, and realized it wasn’t a dream. He was being moved. The bracelets were undone, he was lifted to a gurney, and pushed out of the cell.

The lights were on and he watched the ceiling pass. The gurney, like the food tray, had a squeaky wheel. He listened to it.

Squeak, squeak, squeak.

He was unable to move. His body retched.

“Turn him on his side.”

He was turned, but nothing came up.

“False alarm, doctor.”

No answer.

He was turned back on his back.

It was bright in this new location, wherever it was, and a face appeared above his, blotting out the light.

The face was of a man around fifty. A lined face, a grey goatee. Glasses. No, not glasses, those magnifying type lenses that medical people wear when they are operating.

His eyelids were pulled up and a light shone in his eyes. A pencil light.

His ears were looked into, his nose. he was getting a complete exam.

He felt something being pushed into his arm. A needle. No, not a needle, like a syringe, but a needle for intravenous feeding. No more prime rib for him.

He would have giggled but his mouth was asleep.

His mind was not asleep. It watched, it recorded, it was interested.

But he was too drugged to be alarmed.

“Okay, time to get to work. Let’s take out a rib or two. That will give him more skin for his breasts.”

He felt his body being opened. Not a lot. Modern medicine the procedures are not as evasive as they once were. He felt something sawing inside him. he wanted to say ‘ada be ada be…that’s all folks,’ but his voice was asleep.

He saw a nurse moving around him.

“What’d you give him, Doc?”

“Midazolam.”

“Versed?”

“Yes.”

The other side of his belly, the sawing feeling.

It will help decrease the patient’s memory of this procedure.

John caught a glimpse of the nurse’s face. She was smiling, appreciating the doctor’s cleverness.

He realized then that he would remember. For whatever reason, he was out…but he was awake. Awake inside a slumbering body. And he would remember. He would remember everything.

“Okay, ribs out, he is going to have a very small waist.”

“Don’t you mean ‘she?’”

“I stand corrected.” He chuckled. “Shall we put in the implants?”

“Oh, these are big.”

“Yes, they are. Mrs. Schofield’s orders. Male him into a bimbo.

John knew an incision was being made beneath his pectoral muscle. He could feel the knife, fortunately not the pain, then he felt fingers inside his chest.

“Here we go…yep….uh huh…”

The fingers were out, but big, plastic bags were in.

“Are you ready to pump in the silicone?”

“Ready. Let me just…there we go.”

John heard a machine start up. He felt pressure in his chest as it swelled and grew.

“Oh, Lord. He is big!”

“Yes he is. He’s got good skin, but that’s all he can take. Let’s do the other one.

John felt the pump being detached from one implant, attached to the other.

“You know, he really is quite lucky. He’ll have almost no scars, bruising will disappear in a few days, and he will be larger than the old implants could have made him.”

The sound of the pump starting up again, the pressure in his chest grew.

The nurse oohed and awed, moved around, checked his vitals. She looked into his eye and he saw her big, baby blues. Up close.

She backed up. “He’s still out.”

“Will be for hours. Okay. I’m going to removed the tube…” The sound of the pump stopped, the doctor fiddled with something at the bottom of John’s breast, then all hands were off him.

“Well, that was successful. Shall we have some coffee?”

John lay on the table and listened as the doctor and the nurse had coffee. Interestingly, even though they were out of his range of vision—his eyes were pointed up and closed, and they were off to the side at a little table—he could see them.

He was out of his body.

He watched them add sugar and cream. He watched them sip. He watched them push little sugar cookies into their mouths. He listened to them as they chatted, chuckled, talked about how much money they were going to get for this little operation.

Even in his out of body condition, apart from considerations for the things of the world, he appreciated how much money they were going to make. Mrs. Schofield was spending a lot of money on him.

They finished their break and got back to work.

“Okay, time to round him out down below.”

The doctor put inserts in his buttocks to make his ass rounder. That was an easy one after the ribs and the tits.

“Are you going to put permanent make up on him?”

“Absolutely.”

The doctor had the nurse pull his lips out and hold them. He made little cuts and stitched them up. “His lips will rival Angelina Jolie’s.”

“Can you tattoo them right now? After making them so large?”

“Not a problem. I’m using good ink, when the swelling goes down they’ll be plump, red and oh so delicioso.

After they did John’s lips the doctor began tattooing eye liner around his eyes. John sat inside his eyeballs, his sleeping eyeballs, and watched the needle going in and out, depositing minute amounts of ink under his skin.

“He’s going to be so beautiful,” the nurse said. “And he’ll never have to put on make up. Sometimes I think I should get my face done this way.”

“You should. Heck, I know a doctor who works cheap.”

They both chuckled.

“All right. He’s got sexy, sultry eyes now. What’s left?”

“The eyebrows.”

“Of course. I’ll use a long lasting depilatory, we can make them arch up like pretty little moons.”

The nurse giggled.

“All right. Now, the final step in this procedure.”

“What’s that?”

It’s the latest in fat injections. Sort of like liposuction in reverse. I’ll be putting very small amounts of fat into his face. Since it’s his fat it won’t dissolve, it’ll bond.”

“What’s it going to do?”

“I can hide male angularity, change his facial structure into something more feminine.”

For a long time there was no talking. John saw the doctor move around his face, inject needles, squirt incredible small amounts of liquid—his fat, apparently taken from his butt when they put in the hip implants—into his face.

Finally, they stepped back. The nurse took a series of pictures. The doctor poured a couple of flutes of champagne, and they toasted John.

“Some of the finest work I’ve ever done,” he announced, sipping the  liquid.

“She’s beautiful, Doc. I hope she appreciates what an artist you are.”

“She should.”

They drank some more. Somewhere in their John’s mind stopped recording. He stopped watching and went to sleep. Real sleep.

They rolled John back to his cell, reattached the bracelets, and left him.

John slumbered. And awoke.

He was sore all over. He felt like he had run a marathon. In essence, he had. A medical marathon.

He groaned, and knew he was in his cell.

And he remembered everything that had been done to him.

Those first moments of consciousness, as awareness of his plight filtered through his mind, were a saga in fear, terror, panic, despair, rage, and a desire to kill himself.

Oddly, the one thing that seemed to reduce this chaos in his mind was the fact that he was sleeping on a blanket.

Maybe they felt he needed some softness after the operation, maybe to aid in the healing process, or maybe somebody felt sorry for him, or maybe they just made a mistake. But, whatever, he was on a blanket, and the floor wasn’t cold.

Slowly the emotions settled. He came to himself enough to realize that he wanted to live. He looked around.

He was fuzzy, but he wasn’t hurting as from a headache. That was the Versed.

But why could he remember?

Because the drug affected his body, and his brain, but when you think about it the mind isn’t part of the body or the brain. The mind is just a bunch of memories that a person carries around with him.

So he remembered.

He remembered the doctor and the nurse.

More important, he remembered Henry and Mrs. Schofield.

And he began thinking, really thinking, about what he was going to do when they let him go.

He had to come up with a plan.

Days passed. The swelling and bruising from his operations went away, and John was able to inspect his new body.

It was sexy, that was for sure. His breasts were large and the nipples pushed out. His waist was tiny, and his hips flared out into a perfectly round ass.

He didn’t have a mirror, so he couldn’t see his face, but he could feel the differences. Where bone had predominated it was now fleshy, pudgy, and curvy.

His lips felt monstrous, even when the swelling went down they were big.

Most interesting was the fact that he still had a penis. It, and his balls, were small. Very shrunken. They must have given him one of those chemicals used to castrate prisoners. His dick just hung there, full feeling, but no erection. He held it, and flopped it back and forth in his hand. It felt good, but…it was void of muscle. No hard on…no boner. A limp, little minnow.

He wondered what life was going to be like as a girl. It was obvious that he was not going to be able to live like a man.

He would have to get money and redo his legal paperwork. Driver’s License, insurance, whatever, were going to have to be changed to show him as a girl.

What kind of a job could he get?

What about learning about clothes?

How could he even comb his hair?

It was bleak, but, good side, it was problems. And a man with problems to solve is a man alive.

A week later he went to sleep after eating, and he didn’t wake up in the cell.


PART ONE

John groaned. He knew he had been drugged again. Fuck. What now? He sat, and realized he was sitting, and that was good. What was he sitting in?

After a moment he opened his eyes.

He was in his own car. A Toyota Camry. He had just finished paying it off, and he still had lots of miles on it.

He saw further, through the windshield, and realized his car was in a parking lot.

He let the images of reality flutter through his eyeballs and waited for recognition to occur.

It was the same bar he had met Mrs. Emily Schofield at long ago.

He shifted his position, and felt constrained, confined. He tilted his head down and looked a this body. Those big boobs were now covered by a yellow dress. A conservative dress. He sat up straight and realized what was confining him. A bra. And a tummy shaper. And nylons. Somebody had dressed him.

They had even given him long, red fingernails. Fuck.

Dressed him and put him in his car. The keys were in the ignition.

After being prisoner for weeks, maybe months, he lurched and kickstarted his body into motion. He had to move. He had to…what did he have to do?

He straightened up. Drugs were leaving his body. He looked in the rear view mirror and gasped. His eyes were round in surprise, and had long, curled lashes. His lips were red, and they were big. Real big. The swelling had gone down and they were still this big. Holy fuck!

His hair was coiffed. They must have put extensions on him, unless they had kept him prisoner so long his hair had grown down to his shoulders.

He lifted his dress and looked at his tummy shaper. His cock lay behind it, useless, but no bump in his panties, or dress.

Minutes passed while he took inventory of his senses. Everything seemed to work. The drugs were more of a memory than a problem now.

He reached forward and turned the key.

Vroom!

Everything worked.

He sighed. Time to get going.

First he called his parents. Man, that was a conversation he wished he didn’t have to have.

“Mom, I’m coming home. I know I haven’t been around. I’ll tell you all about it. But there’s something you have to know before I come home.” Pause. “I’m now a girl.”

He listened to the exclamations, he tried to calm his mother. He finally got her calmed down and promised to be home in an hour.

He called his father. Same situation, same emotions, but without the tears and recriminations. He asked his father to meet him at home in an hour and he would explain.

Second, he went home. He endured the tears and the anger and all the other emotions. Finally, he got them to listen, and he told them the truth.

“You need to sue that bitch,” his father growled.

“There’s no evidence. There’s no proof. She’ll have a busload of lawyers and…we don’t have enough money to fight that.”

“But the publicity! Surely she won’t want all that publicity.”

“I don’t want that publicity,” John said.

“Oh, honey. I still love you. We love you. What are you going to do?” his mother asked.

John nodded. “I’ll figure things out. I won’t be working for a while while I do this, can you handle the company without me? For a while?”

“Not a problem. You know I can.”

“Okay. Then I’ll need enough to live on, and I’ll call you every week, but there’s things I need to do to come to grips with this, and I need to come up with a plan to handle Mrs. Schofield.”

“What about Emmie?”

Yes. What about Emmie? “I don’t know. I’ll probably call her, and…I don’t know. Right now I’m concerned with other things. Besides, do you really think Emmie will want to be with me when I’m like this?”

He held his hands out to indicate his body.

His mother started crying again. His father was crying, but his knuckles were white.

“Just don’t let me near that bitch,” he snarled.

“Don’t worry, Pop. I want first crack.”

Third, he went back to the bar he had been taken from and looked for a room to rent. He found one in a sleazy motel just a block over from the bar.

He bought a computer and began researching. He researched basic things like how to put on make up, how to choose dresses, how to buy shoes, and so on.

He spent a lot of time surfing trans sites. They were men who learned how to be women, and they had some invaluable advice. How to walk, how to talk, little make up tricks, and so on.

He went shopping, and he endured all the humiliation and mortification, and he asked women how to be women.

They gave him the strangest looks, but they helped him. He learned about bras, how to size them, how to put them on, which ones to wear in which situations.

He learned about dresses and all the strange things that people had to go through to make a garment with cones on the chest fit properly. It was more than the internet had told him, but everything made sense once he had enough information.

He began to live as a woman.

Fourth, he looked for the doctor and the nurse.

He visited doctors and had check ups. He found that he had been given a massive dose of estrogen, which was probably why he was losing a bit of weight. His body was really looking girlish now.

He asked doctors about middle aged doctors with goatees who performed sex changed operations, breast implants, cosmetic surgery, and so on.

He surfed the net looking for doctors who fit the bill for the one who had done what he had done to him.

One day he came home from shopping and discovered his room had been broken into. He smiled. They were still watching him, so they were worried about him.

Fortunately he had two computers.

One computer he did his work on, the other one he connected to the internet…and erased his history every day. And reconfigured his computer every week.

They had probably hacked into his internet computer easily. And they had seen a bogus series of searches: jobs for women, how to wear clothes, how to get a new driver’s license.

The other computer, an apple mini, he carried with him. Right in his purse. And he never let go of that purse. He hooked it up to the internet and did his real work on that, then deleted history and disconnected it.

But, he couldn’t have people breaking in on him. Then he thought about it and realized he would have to. As long as they thought they knew what he was doing they wouldn’t look harder.

So he sighed, and resigned himself to a life of constant invasion.

Fifth, he signed up for martial arts lessons. And he bought a gun.

The gun was problematic, as he had to get his license changed first, but he managed to make that happen. He bought a lady’s gun. A pink Glock G42. One inch thick, carries nine rounds of generic, easy to buy ammunition. He got a concealed carry permit and carried it on his side, next to his large tit, ready for a quick draw.

The martial arts were not problematic. At first.

The martial arts studios wanted money. But as soon as he started training he had to fend off men. In fact, it was quite irksome that he had to put up with men staring at his boobs and not his eyes.

Still, he chose classes carefully, made friends with caution, and trained. Hard.

He came in early, lifted weights—he was still losing a bit of weight and he was worried that he might not have enough muscle when it came time to do the deed—worked out with classes, lifted weights, had private lessons, and…it was fun.

He had always sort of chuckled at the idea of martial arts. He could defend himself, and all that stupid yelling…but he found out it was a lifestyle that he actually liked.

Sixth, finally starting to feel at home in his new body, able to walk in high heels without falling on his face or breaking an ankle, he went back to the bar and asked for a job.

With his tits he was hired on the spot.

And he was shocked when he made friends.

Not guy friends, girl friends. Being a waitress, subject to the roaming hands of drink patrons, the girls tended to stick together. They warned him of certain customers, told him which ones were all right. After work they would sometimes share a beer and count tips, and John—or Joan, as he was now called—was surprised when he was consistently making more tips than the other girls.

“It’s those big bazookas you’re carrying around,” remarked Leslie. She was a buxom babe who had taken a liking to him. And he to her.

Joan was learning how to give and take, and when. He quipped, “Best money can buy.”

“Who’s your doctor?”

Oh, yes. His doctor. That was a problem. “He, uh, retired. Doesn’t even live around here anymore.”

“Too bad. I would have gotten a pair bigger than yours.”

He smiled. And he thought, they really are the best money can buy. Thank you, Emily. You fucking bitch.

Life went on. Months passed. He became proficient in the martial arts, he hoped, and he took the Glock out and practiced, usually with one of the other girls who also went armed, and his weight loss seemed to have stopped.

Still, he didn’t have the muscle he once had, and that worried him. Until the day Chuckles accosted him in the parking lot.

Chuckles was a bonehead the girls avoided, and being a typical bonehead, he was drawn to the girls with the big tits.

Joan walked through the silent bar. She had a couple of hundred dollars in tips, a computer, and a Glock in her fashionable purse. She went through the front door and headed for the edge of the parking lot. Being staff she had to park under the trees in a far corner. As she approached her car Chuckles stepped out of the shadows.

Oh, fuck, thought Joan. She was too far away from the bar to head back, especially in heels. She could walk, but she wasn’t too good at running in them.

“Hey, baby.” Chuckles grinned. He had a red, round, slobbery face, thick lips, and a body the Goodyear blimp would have been proud of.

“I don’t want any trouble, Chuckles.”

“Me neither, baby. I just want a little smooch.”

Joan wasn’t alarmed. She could pull his pistol and shoot Chuckles in the foot if it came to that. But she wanted to try something first. All the martial arts she had done…they had to be good for something.

Chuckles closed in.

“I’m warning you, Chuck. I’ve had a long day and I am not fond of you.”

“Oh,” he reached a hand out.

Joan pushed his hand aside, stepped forward and struck Chuck in the belly as hard as she could.

“UNH!” Chuck stepped back. It was a good punch, even with the high heels on, but Joan no longer had the muscles to do the job.

Chuckles rubbed his belly, then leaped forward.

It was too fast for Joan to get her gun out.

“Fuck!” She tried to back up, but Chuckles had a grip on her arm.

The moves she had practiced in the martial arts dojo came through. Without thinking she turned her hips, sunk her weight, and snapped a punch—a half-fist, really, not the fingers or the fist, but the bent knuckles in between—right into Chuckles throat.

Chuckles eyes widened, he let go and grabbed his throat. He fell to his knees and began gagging. He couldn’t breath properly.

“You fuck!” yelled Joan. She took the computer out of her purse, then swung the purse. The purse struck Chuckles on the side of the head and he was out. Like a light.

Suddenly girls flooded out of the bar and ran across the parking lot.

“We saw it on video!”

Two of the girls started kicking Chuckles in the ribs.

“Are you all right?” Leslie asked.

“Now that it was over Joan started shaking. In the moment she had been fine. But now she was scared, a mess. She had risked everything just to find out whether a punch worked, and it could have cost her her life. What a dope she was!

Leslie put her in her car and drove her home. “I’m staying with you tonight,” she announced.

They entered Joan’s apartment, and Joan was pretty much over her fright now.

“You can head on home. I’ll be all right.”

“Nonsense, girlfriend.” She headed for the kitchen. “Where’s the booze? I’ll make us a drink.”

It did feel good to have somebody there, somebody to talk to. “Under the sink.”

“Ha! With the cleaning supplies! Well, this should clean us out.”

She made two bourbon and Cokes and brought one in to Joan. “I still can’t believe that creep. But, man, did you clobber him.”

“I guess I did.”

“So you know that karate stuff?”

“I’ve been taking lessons.”

They sat on the couch and Leslie scooted over to sit quite close.

Joan noticed, but didn’t think anything of it. The girls were all touchy feely.

They talked for a long time, had another drink, and after the long day and the excitement Joan was feeling tired.

Finally, she said, “You can sleep on the couch,” and she went to bed.

Early morning. Only a couple of hours sleep, and Joan felt the bed shift. She was still out of it, and when she felt a warm body next to her she just snuggled, and then woke up and realized what was happening. But it was too late.

“Fuck!” she yelled.

Leslie sat back, a shocked look in her eyes. “You’ve…you’re a…you’ve got a dick!”

“Oh, shit!” moaned Joan.

Nothing else for it, Joan explained what had happened to her. When she was done Leslie stared at her in disbelief.

“So you’re really a man.”

“I guess. If my dick ever comes back. If I ever get these implants taken out and the hormones they gave me wear off.

“Heck, why would you want to do all that stuff?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re the sexiest girl at the bar. All the girls have thought about diddling you. Why not stay as you are? You’re doing well with tips…why not just stay a girl?”

“Well, uh, I never thought about it.”

“Well, think. And…can I sleep in here? That couch is terrible!”

Joan said yes and moved to one side. The sun starting to peek over the edge of far mountains, they went to sleep.

Joan woke up with Leslie kissing her.

She had been alone for so long, hadn’t felt another human being for months, she needed this human touch. She kissed Leslie back. Their mouths fused and their hands felt each others tits.

Then Joan froze as Leslie slipped a hand into her panties and felt her little dick and balls.

Leslie giggled. “These are cool. I mean, they’re cute.”

There was so much humor and empathy in Leslie’s statement that Joan relaxed.

“I’m going to give you head.”

Leslie ducked under the covers and Joan felt her putting her mouth on his package. his whole package.

It felt good. Even with no boner, his package was a bundle of nerves.

“Oh,” she moaned.

Leslie slithered up her body and they rolled over, taking turns on each other.

They reached a point where Joan realized he couldn’t fuck Leslie, but…but…he went down on her, listened to her moans, then slipped two fingers into the other girl’s pussy.

Leslie arched her back and pulled Joan’s head down to her tits.

Joan worked her hand, jammed it in and out, hooked and searched for the G spot, and found it.

“Fuck! Fuck…Oh!”

Leslie orgasmed long and hard, and finally relaxed. The girls lay in each other’s arms then.

“You’re probably still horny,” murmured Leslie.

“It’s okay. We know my situation.”

“There might be something I could do about that.”

“What?”

“Next time.”

“Really?” Joan was disappointed.

“Listen to you, so hot and eager. A nympho like you…you deserve to suffer a little.”

They laughed, hugged and went back to sleep for just a few minutes more.

“So what are you going to do about the people who did all this to you?”

They were eating Cheerios in Pepsi on the little patio, enjoying the late morning sun.

“Well, I don’t know what to do. If I could find the doctor that would help, but…”

“And he gave you breast implants and hip implants?”

“All sorts of stuff. He’s probably the guy who gave me the limp dick chemical.”

“What did he look like?”

Joan described the doctor.

“You know, that sounds like the vet in Pasco county.”

“What?”

“I mean, I don’t know, but he’s got a goatee, I think he’s had brushes with the law, but…maybe it wasn’t a doctor. Not a real human type doctor.”

Joan went to the computer, hooked up his mini, and went searching.

“That’s him! He’s the one!”

Leslie looked over his shoulder. “Wow. Dr. William Schneer. Wow.”

Joan drove over to Pasco county. It had been a week, and she was still surprised that the doctor had been a vet. In a way, the guy was a genius. Adapting his knowledge of animal medicine to humans. Figuring out all the implant stuff. Especially the face thing where he changed the fat content of portions of Joan’s face. Incredible.

And he was an evil, slimy, toadstool sucking asshole deposit. That he could do such things to human beings was utterly despicable.

It was easy to find the doctor. He was advertising on the internet. He administered to animals great and small. He would dispose of your loved furry friend’s remains. He loved kittens. His picture showed a little kitty rubbing up against his goatee.

Joan pulled up in front of the doctor’s house at nine in the evening. It had been dark for an hour. She was holding a ‘Truro Pro - 4K Ultra HD Key Chain WIFI Camera Video Recording FOB’ in one hand. In the other she was holding her G42 pink Glock. She tapped on the door of the doctor’s house and waited.             

Footsteps. The door opened. The doctor recognized her right away. Joan was wearing athletic shoes and she planted a karate kick against the door. The doctor flew back and fell on the floor.

Joan walked in and looked around. Her investigations indicated the doctor lived alone, but one could never tell.

“Are you alone?”

The doctor scrabbled backwards.

Joan took a step and delivered a kick between the legs.

Schneer gave a squeaky sort of scream and fell on his side.

The house wasn’t big, and Joan managed to give it a glance over without leaving the doctor alone for more than ten seconds at a time.

She moved two club chairs around so they faced each other about eight feet apart. She made sure the Key Chain Camera was on and said, “Have a seat.”

Schneer crawled over to the chair and up into it. He sat and held himself and looked miserable. “How’d you find me?”

Joan aimed the pink Glock at his nose. “I want you to tell me what you did. Leave out nothing. Name names. Right now I want to shot your cock off and watch you bleed to death. This might be the only way you hold on to that piece of your anatomy. Talk.”

Schneer, for a genius, was a coward. But what would you expect from a fellow who performed nazi style experiments on human beings?

He began to talk. He explained how he was approached by a gentleman named Henry, who he eventually found out worked for Mrs. Emily Schofield. He talked about the operation, how delicate it was, even making it sound how superior he was to figure everything out. He talked about recovery times, the effects of drugs. He was especially pleased with the castration drug.

The drug was supposed to last one year, and then Joan’s manhood would grow back to proper size and start functioning again.

When he was done talking Joan clicked the fob.

“What’s that?”

“A camera.”

“But…you…I didn’t know…”

“You’ve got several choices, Doc. You can turn yourself in. You can wait until the police come for you. You can try to leave the country. You can kill yourself…lots of choices for a guy who didn’t give me any.”

“But you can’t tell anybody about this! My work!”

Joan aimed the Glock at his nose again. “I’ve got an itch I want to scratch. Should I scratch?”

“No! No!” He cowered in his chair, raised his hands as if they could stop a bullet.

“The one thing you can’t do it call Mrs. Schofield. Aside from me coming back and killing you, she would send Henry out to kill you. Do you understand.”

“I’m not to contact Mrs. Schofield. I understand.”

Joan stood up, she hated the doctor, she aimed the Glock at his foot and pulled the trigger.

BANG!

The doctor fell to the floor and huddled over his foot.

“Happy trails, asshole.”

Joan walked out of the house. She might get in trouble for shooting the doc in the foot, but so what. She had to make sure he was too busy to call Schofield. And he would have called. He was that kind of weasel.

Joan’s next stop was a small house on a small street on the edge of the city. Again, she knocked on the door, and when the nurse answered, and didn’t recognize her, she pushed the door and the nurse and aimed the Glock.

The nurse went into hysterics, and didn’t seem to want to stop. So Joan kicked her feet out from under her and sat on her chest and aimed the pistol into her sobbing face.

An hour later she shot the nurse in the foot—he was starting to like shooting people int he foot—and walked out.

It was now midnight, and that was fine with her. Two hours later she pulled to the side of a lonely road. It was a wide spot and she figured her car would be fine. Nobody traveled this lonely route.

She was wearing black sweats and a black ski mask. The parts of her face that were visible had black make up on them. She was wearing black gloves. The pink Glock was in her holster next to her boobs, and the fob was tucked in a sock.

She climbed over the wall at the side of the road and began walking through a small forest. She was wearing ‘Nightfox Night Vision Goggles,’ $200 from Amazon. They weren’t the greatest, but they were adequate. After all, she wasn’t invading a country, only a mansion.

The forest lasted 100 yards, and then, just like it showed on Google Earth, she came out on a broad lawn.

She studied the far house for five minutes. Here was where any motion sensors would pick her up. She sighed. Oh, well. She traipsed across the big lawn.

She walked up a series of shallow steps to a patio area with a swimming pool. Ahead was a pair of double doors, open for a summer breeze to cool the big house, but she knew better. Somebody had seen her coming and set a trap. She would walk in, Henry, probably Henry, would be waiting with a sap or a gun or just a sharp stick.

She rounded the pool, aware that eyes were probably on her, got close to the open doors, and slipped into some bushes that ringed the back of the house.

She was probably out of sight of the security system, but one never knew.

She circled the house till she came to a basement window. She knew all about the basement window because she had explored the house via Zillow. She had memorized the floor plan, knew where the windows were, and even had an idea of the furniture in the house.

She unrolled duc tape on the window so it wouldn’t fall when she broke it. She ran a glass cutter around the edges of the window. She took out a folding knife. It was advertised as an EMT folding knife, and it had a steel nub on the bottom for breaking the windows of cars. The idea was that you break the window, use the knife to cut the seat belts, and rescue the crash victim. Now she was going to use it to shatter the window and invade a house. Screw the seat belt.

She drew the knife back and suddenly she was being lifted into the air.

Henry had outsneaked her. He held her in a viselike grip and flung her from side to side. Her goggles flew off.

“The bitch returns! We knew you would. Doctor Schneer managed to call us from the hospital.”

Joan felt like her rib cage, which was already minus one rib, was going to collapse. Yet her hands were free. She broke a nail, but managed to open the folding knife.

“Fuck!” Henry yelped as she stabbed him in a wrist.

He threw her aside and held his hand. He looked at her in the gloom of near darkness. “You fucking bitch. That’s going to cost you.”

Joan got a foot under herself and when Henry moved in on her she stuck an arm out. The blade went through the web of his thumb and forefinger and all the way into his stomach.

“Oh, shit,” he groaned.

Joan pressed and pushed and he fell back. She ended up half laying on him holding the knife in his gut.

She whispered, “Leave the knife in and you won’t bleed out. Stay here and I’ll call for help. Come inside the house and I’ll shoot you in the foot.”

She left him laying on the ground and ran back around the house. Their struggle had not been overly loud, mostly grunts and muttered sentences. With luck, nobody was awake.

They weren’t. Joan raced up stairs to the third floor. Down the hall. Into Mrs. Emily Schofields’s bedroom. She turned on the light and stood over the bed of the wealthy magnate.

Emily was sitting at the console of the home security system when the police raced up the driveway, sirens screaming and lights flashing.

She had plugged her fob into the security system computer and uploaded her three videos to various news sources. Rumble. Bitchute. BeforeItsNews. Others. They were already getting massive numbers of likes, and it looked like other news services were downloading them…and uploading to their own sites.

She listened to the police running up the stairs. She pulled the fob out of the computer and put it in her pocket.

“Clear! Clear!” came the sounds of the police in various parts of the house.

Joan put her hands on top of her head, moved the swivel chair to the middle of the room and yelled, “I’m in here! I’m not armed! I’m in here! I’m not armed!”

A moment later armored police were taking her down. Though she was no threat she was thrown on the floor and sat upon and cuffed. A minute later, her fob still in her pocket, she was marched out of the room.

Mrs. Schofield stood in the hallway.

“You fucking bitch!” she snapped. If it wasn’t for the horde of police she would have attacked Joan.

Joan just smiled.

And she smiled all the way down the stairs and into the cop car.

She saw them bring Henry out on a stretcher. He looked at her and glared, and she pursed her lips and blew him a kiss.


EPILOGUE

I heard from Emmie the other day,” Joan said, as she knelt on the bed.

Leslie stood behind her and greased up her dildo. She used long strokes and rubbed the lubricant in.

“Does she still hate you?”

“She blames me for everything. Her mother being arrested, the company goin under, everything. I thought I loved her, but when I took her mother down…that was it for me.”

“Can you blame the girl. You hurt her family.”

“No matter that her family hurt me.”

Emily scooped out a handful of lube and rubbed it into Joan’s asshole. “You know, you should be getting feeling back in your dick next month.”

“Cross your fingers. Oh…man, that feels good.”

Leslie smiled and reamed his rectum gently, swirling her fingers around the edge of her anus, touching all the nerves and lightly stretching his tissues.

“Are you sure this is going to work?” gasped Joan.

“It should. After all, why is anal sex so popular unless it works, right?”

“Unh…oh…man! Why didn’t we do this before.”

As she ran her fingers around inside her Leslie said, “So are looking forward to having a dick again?”

“I am…and I am’t.”

“Am’t. Ha! You just made up a word.”

Joan grinned and pushed her butt back and tried to get more finger. “I want to have my dick again, but I don’t want to give up being a woman. Isn’t that weird?”

“Not so weird. There’s a lot of perks to being a woman.”

“I’ll say,” Joan agreed.

“Are you ready?”

“Please.”

Leslie moved forward and placed her hips behind Joan’s buns. She held the tip of her fake phallus to Joan’s button and began to push.

For a second it didn’t work. Joan’s asshole was closed. But Joan kept telling her muscles to relax, the lube started to work, and suddenly the head popped past the ring.

“OH!”

“Leslie slid the rest of the dick into Joan. “Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, my God!”

“Better than dicking somebody?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

Leslie began to slide her dick in and out, long strokes. The veins on the sides of the cock swirled through Joan’s opening, stimulating all the nerves.

“Oh, sweet mama!” Joan backed up, pushed with her butt and tried to take more and more dick.

“Easy now, you little slut.”

But Joan couldn’t take it easy. She reached under and grabbed the plastic balls and tried to pull more dick into her.

Leslie laughed, and white fluid began to pour out of Joan’s tiny, little cock.

END
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PART ONE

“Come on, buddy, it’s party time!”

Rex looked up at Ron and sighed. “I have got to finish this paper.”

“The bull shat! I have three girls lined up. That’s three! And they’re all horny and when I told them what a big dick you had…well…”

“You are so full of it,” Rex grinned.

“No, I swear, and one of these girls has a dread disease called stuffitinmeitis.”

“I’ve got to do this paper!”

“I took that class last year. You can have my paper. B+, and a different teacher.”

“Ron!”

“And another of the girls is thinking of joining Nymphos Anonymous.”

“Oh, Geez.”

“And the third girl wants to join the navy because…”

“I know,” groaned Rex. “Everybody wants to join the navy and ride the waves. That is so stupid!”

“Look, I’m trying to save your life.”

“Yeah, and these girls are probably skanks of the first degree. They have to shave their butts every day and they have one snaggletooth in their head and—“

“Hold it!” Ron raised a hand like a policeman stopping a careening car. “Look at this!”

He held up his cell phone and Rex glanced at it. Then snapped his head back and studied it.

“Crap.”

The three girls were posed on the steps of a sorority house. They had rocking bodies, and one was a redhead, one was brunette, and the other was blonde. Their chests were half exposed and looked like the Andes. They all had beautiful faces with twinkling eyes. On one hand, they looked sweet and innocent and full of fun. On the other hand, there was a certain deviousness to their grins.

“Look at those boobs.”

Rex shook his head. “There is more to life than boobs.”

“Heresy! And you call yourself a college student! Besides, what are you doing? Looking to get married? We’re in college, we want to have fun. These girls are in college and they want to have fun. And we’re all in college and we all —“

“—want to have fun. I know. I know.”

Rex closed his book and went back on the rear legs of his chair. His grades were sky high. If Ron really did have a B+ paper…

“I tell ya, buddy. We are going to have so much fun. We’re going to have more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking another barrel of monkeys.”

“I don’t know. You know I’m not a party dude.”

“Not until you’ve had a couple of drinks. Then there is nobody better for a party.”

Rex chuckled. It was true. He tended to go crazy with a little alcohol in him. But…should he ditch his discipline for a night and let the beast out?

“Come on, dude. Say yes.”

“How about Johnny Rocket?” Rex suggested one of their frat mates.

“Johnny Rocket fizzles. Come on. You have a way with the babes. I can’t handle three, but with you at my side…” he grinned a happy lecherous grin.

“Okay, but I have a couple of considerations. Call them rules.”

“Rules? What? Are you kidding?”

“Nope. If I do this with you then you have to promise…”

“What? Promise what?”

“Not to have sex with these girls.”

That was too much and Rob charged.

Rex went sprawling and the two friends wound up wrestling on the floor trying to rub each other’s head with their knuckles.

A yell from their open door: “Noogie fight!”

More bodies flew into the room and the wrestling match expanded, Nothing was more fun than knuckling a noggin, and shortly a dozen young men were rasslin’ and screaming and having a good time.

At seven o’clock that evening Rex and Ron were walking across the campus. They wore shorts and tee shirts. Rex’s had a graphic of the yellow Batman symbol.

Ron’s read, ‘I didn’t fart, my ass blew you a kiss.’

“I can’t believe you wore that,” Rex grinned.

“Believe, buddy. And do you think anybody’s going to be impressed by the Batman symbol?”

“Robin was.”

“Oh, ho, swinging that way tonight, are we?”

They joked their way to the Pi Pi Pi sorority house. It was the ‘Tri-Pi’ house, usually referred to as the ‘try pie’ house, and it was rumored to be the raunchiest bunch of bitches on campus.

They ascended the stairs and looked around. A couple of girls were sitting on a swinging bench on one side of the porch. They ignored Rex and Ron and were in a deep conversation. It could have been about the longest book in the English language, or where to get the cheapest abortion. You just never knew.

They stepped onto the doormat and Ron hit the doorbell.

They listened to the chimes ring through the house. Somebody yelled something somewhere. The two girls on the swing ignored them. And the door opened.

“Yo?” She was a cheerleader. Stacked. Sweet face and blue eyes.

“Looking for Melissa, Sandy and Charlotte.”

The girl turned and yelled up the stairs, “Missy! Batfuck and Assfart are here.”

Rex and Ron looked at each other.

She turned back and laughed at them. “Sit on the bottom of the steps.” She opened the door and they went to the steps and sat.

She watched them, grinned. “My, aren’t you the well behaved goons.”

Rex grinned. “That’s Mr. Goon to you.”

“Ah, ha!” She laughed and ran down the hall. Rex and Ron turned to watch her bouncy butt waggle happily.

Ten minutes later three girls came down the steps. Rex recognized them from Ron’s cell phone, and the boys stood up.

“Hey, Ron. Pizza and beer okay?”

“Absolutely. This is my roomie, Rex.”

“Hey, Roomie Rex. Should I call you that or Batfuck?”

“Just Rex will be fine.” He smiled.

“Aw. You’re no fun. I’m Missy, that redheaded wench is Sandy and the brunette with the oversized chest muscles is Charlotte. And she is a lot.”

The girls pushed them out the door and the quintet started off across the campus. Missy took center, Rex on the right and Ron on the left, and Sandy outside Rex and Charlotte outside Ron. The girls were laughing, very friendly, and they snuggled up against the boys’ arms and chatted to them, around them, and seemed very uninhibited.

They exited the quad and headed down Third Street, and the pizza parlor was right in front of them.

‘You Gotta Try Pie!’

“It was named for us,” laughed Missy.

On the windows were various snappy sayings. ‘Let’s Dough It!’ ‘I Knead You!’ ‘Real men eat pie.’

They entered, and it was a happening place. Tables were crowded, people laughing, the kid’s area had kids playing in a huge box of balls.

The smell of pizza was overwhelming and there were empty pitchers everywhere.

“All right! Let’s take that table in the corner.”

They crowded into a booth and sat on hard benches. There was a call box in the back center of the table and a little sign said, “Choose your pizza and press the button.”

“Two meatzas for the bastards? Three veggie platters for the bitches? All medium?”

Everybody nodded, and Missy hit the button.

“Five pitchers of beer and five pizzas. Two with full meat, three with full veggies.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A minute later the pitchers arrived, the pouring started, and the party commenced.

Rex had been holding his own with the conversation, but he wasn’t much of a party man. The girls, intuitive, picked up on this, and they tended to cluster around Ron. Then Rex poured a half a pitcher down his throat and grinned.

Missy looked at him. “What are you grinning about, Batfuck?”

He picked up a pitcher in each hand and said, “You know what this is?”

Missy blinked. Sandy, who was sitting next to Rex, “Okay. What?”

“A balanced diet.” he snickered.

Total, dead, utter silence. Except for the roar of laughter and the rumble of talk everywhere else.

Ron groaned.

The girls looked at each other, then snickered. Then chuckled. Then laughed. Suddenly the table was a roaring madhouse, the girl’s pounding on the table.

“That was so bad!” yelled Missy.

“Did you see how he kept a straight face?”

Rex held up his half full  pitcher. “Is this half full or half empty?”

The girls all looked at each other. Ron was grinning. He could tell that Rex was hitting his stride. This was going to be a good party.

“Half full!”

“Half empty?”

Rex said, “Halfway to the next beer.” He tilted the pitcher to his mouth and started chugging. The girls chanted ‘Chug…chug…chug!”

Rex drained his pitcher, looked around blearily, and moved his head a couple of time and…”BBBBBBUUUUUURRRRRPPPPP!”

It was awesome, it went for ten seconds and other students in the place turned and were respectful. When he was done they gave a cheer and the guy at the taps rang a bell.

Charlotte was sitting on the other side of Rex, and she grabbed his arm and said, “I want this one.”

Rex turned to her and said, “God, you’re beautiful.”

Sandy reached right into his lap and squeezed his package. “Who is beautiful?”

Rex swiveled to her as his groin woke up and blurted, “You are the light of my life.”

“Then Charlotte and Sandy began fighting over him, calling each other names.

“She’s got a stinky cunt!”

“She is a stinky cunt!”

“She likes to lick stinky cunts!”

And so on.

Rex grinned stupidly and waved for another pitcher. On the other side of the table Missy was trying to crawl down Ron’s throat and eat his tonsils.

And the pizza arrived.

A half hour later five kids sat back and drank beer and presided over platters of crusts and crumbs. All were pleasantly drunk, and things were looking good.

“Hey, Charlotte,” Missy belched, “Why don’t you show your new discovery?”

“Hey!” Sandy agreed.
“Oh, these guys don’t want to kiss gorgeous babes.”

“What?” squeaked Ron.

“That’s a damn lie!” laughed Rex.

“Are you sure you want to kiss me?” asked Charlotte.

“Baby, I wanted to kiss you before I knew you.”

Charlotte looked at the other two girls. “He’s good,” back to Rex. “You’re good. Did you know that?”

Rex belched agreeably.

“Okay, big boy, if you’re brave enough then I am going to kiss you. And, believe me, you have never been kissed until you’ve been kissed by me.”

“She’s not just rockin’, she’s sockin’,” nodded Sandy.

“But first I have to prepare my luscious lips for their dastardly deed.”

Rex smiled.

Missy said, “Get ready, Batfuck. This girl is going to change your life.”

Sandy: “Never again will you kiss with such bliss.”

“I want a kiss,” whined Ron.

“We’ll get to you, Assfart.”

Charlotte took a tube of lipstick out of her purse and painted her lips. There wasn’t much color, but she didn’t care. She was careful as she looked into her compact and painted.

Then she pulled out another tube, and this one had the color in it. It was a beautiful, bright red. She took her time and coated her lips thickly. Then she replaced the tube in her purse, grabbed Rex by the sides of his face and pulled him to her.

There have been kisses in the universe.

Helen of Troy had a kiss. She launched a thousand ships.

Cleopatra was special. Her kiss caused battles and wars.

But there have been few kisses like the one Charlotte Evans planted on Rex Johnson. That kissed closed in with wet, hungry intent. Lips pressed together like yin to yang. No tongues, just a splat and hold, and Rex’s eyes went open as time passed and he ran out of air.

Charlotte’s eyes were open, and if it is possible for eyes to grin, that’s what her eyes were doing.

Finally she shifted her hands to his hair and pushed him away.

Rex went back into Sandy, who had been putting her own lipstick on. She grabbed him and plastered her mouth on his, and Rex didn’t even get a chance to catch his breath before he was light headed again.

“Fuck,” said Ron, appreciatively.

Rex was in the corner of the booth, gasping for breath, his eyes dazed. “Man…” he said, then he started to clap a hand over his mouth.  The girls grabbed his arms and held them down.

“Don’t touch your lips, Batfuck.”

His eyes were wide and his lips felt on fire.

“Don’t worry, Batfuck. Your lips will only burn for a minute.

Rex wanted to get out of the booth, but the girls had him cornered. They pressed their bodies on him and get him from moving.

He looked desperately at pitchers on the table, but they were all empty. The girls were pushing him back, making sure he didn’t get up, and for a long minute he suffered while the girls laughed.

After a minute, which Missy checked with her cellphone, she said, “Okay, girls. Let him go.”

Charlotte and Sandy let go of his arms and moved away from him.

“Rex’s lips were swollen to twice their size. They were burning up, and they were bright red. His eyes were large.

“Another pitcher over here,” called Missy to the barman.

Rex moved his lips. They looked like Baby Huey’s lips, big and plump, and the red color was getting redder and redder.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Ron, staring.

“It’s okay,” explained Missy. “Charlotte put on a substance to protect her lips, and what you got is a super plumper we’re working on in the bio labs.

“But…but…” Rex’s voice was stumbling and his voice was slightly higher pitched.

“Don’t bother trying to talk,” said Sandy. “The stuff we put on you is causing your lips to swell, and that changes the color of your lips. You won’t even need lipstick when they reach full size.”

Rex tried to breath. A pitcher arrived and the girls just handed the whole pitcher to him. “Drink, Batfuck. The night has only just begun.”

Rex tilted the pitcher and let the cold beer run over his exploding lips. The relief was instant, even if it didn’t stop his lips from becoming even bigger.

“Man, he looks like Angelina Jolie,” giggled Charlotte.

“How long does it last?” asked Ron.

“A few days. Not really sure. We know it works, but…” Missy shrugged.

“A few days?” Rex gasped in a now definitely higher voice.

The girls giggled and Sandy said, “As your lips plump up your vocal cords get a little stretched. Not sure why. But you sound cute.”

Rex was halfway through the pitcher now, and his lips were starting to relax. His lips were bright red and looked like satin pillows on the glass walls of the pitcher.

Missy turned to Ron. “You want some?”

“Not on your life.”

“Too bad. We only like to fuck men with big lips. Big lips feel so incredible sucking on our pussies.”

For a second Ron almost gave in, but the idea of looking like Rex was too much.

“Sorry. Count me out.”

“Okay, Assfart. You can run along home then. We’re done with you.”

“But what about Rex?”

“Rex is coming with us. The sorority is waiting, and we’re going to have some real fun with Rex. Right Rex?”

Rex put the empty pitcher down and burped a good one. So much beer so fast and he from high to drunk. “Shure.” His voice sounded almost soprano.

The girls got up, pushed Ron away, and surrounded Rex. Arms around him, one hand in his pants, they walked him out of the pizza parlor and back to the campus.

Rex staggered across the quad. The girls were giggling incessantly, and he kept feeling his lips. They felt positively gigantic. Add to that the fact that he was really feeling the beer, and he was in a world of no pain that he knew he should be worried about.

“When will my lipsh be back to…back to…regular.

“Oh, Rex, we have no idea. This is all experimental.”

“But I want to be normal.”

“Everybody’s normal,” said Sandy. There’s no fun in that. Better that you just let us have our way with you. We’ll set you up just fine.

She had her hand in his pants and was stroking him. He smiled, trying to figure out what was so wrong.

They approached the Tri-Pi sorority house.

“I’d like to try some pi,” Rex blurted.

“Oh, honey. You’re going to. And some Tri-Pi are going to try you.”

“Whee!” he grinned.

On the porch a dozen girls were waiting.

“Hey! You caught a good one!”

“How big is he?”

“Is he an anal virgin?”

The three girls ignored the hoots and cat calls and guided Rex up the stairs.

Rex tripped and stumbled, then he was surrounded by even more girls. “Hey, cool,” he muttered happily.

They took him into the big, old mansion and several more girls were waiting. These girls were wearing see through night gowns, and a couple of them had dicks.

He looked at the dicks, bent over and examined them.

“Hey!” he objected. “These aren’t real!”

The girls laughed and one of them said, “Would you prefer a real dick?”

“No…no. I just thought…” It wasn’t quite clear what he thought, even to him.

“Okay girls, off with his clothes.”

They ganged him then, drove him over a couch and ripped at his shirt, his shorts, everything right down to his shoes.

“Hey!”

Somehow he ended up bent over the couch and one of the girls with a fake dick was trying to spread his legs.

“Come on, Wanda. He’s nowhere ready for that, yet. Back off.”

“Aw, crap!” yelped Wanda as the other girls pulled him back.

“Okay, let’s take care of the legals.”

They helped him off the couch and sat him down at a dining table. Missy sat across from him and he looked around.

“Wachoo wan?”

“Boy, he’s blotto.”

“Start again.”

The girl at the end of the table was aiming a cell phone and she taped it a couple of times. “Okay, go for it.”

Missy said, “This is Batfuck. Sometimes known as Rex Johnson.”

“In another life,” chimed in a girl and everybody laughed.

Although he was drunk, Rex’s cock was standing up. It helped that every girl int he room wanted to touch it, feel it, stroke it.

“Batfuck ain’t bad,” he spoke appropriate of nothing.

“Okay, Rex. We have to make a deal.”

“What kind of a deal?” he felt his lips again. One of the girls looked like she was trying to get a closeup of his mouth.

“Once a year, about this time, the girls of Tri-Pi invite a man to partake in our sorority rituals.”

“Oh, okay.”

“This year you have been selected.”

He smiled, not sure what was going on.

“But before we continue we need you to agree to become an honorary sorority member.”

He looked around owlishly and the girls, some of them quite serious, nodded.

“Oh, okay. Do I win a prize?”

“You are the prize!” somebody chirped.

More laughter, and Rex laughed along, not knowing what he was laughing at.

“So, are you willing to subject yourself to our will? Are you willing to do whatever it takes to become a member of Tri-Pi?”

“Be a member of all you girls?” He wondered, tilting his head.

“Will that get me my lips back?”

Missy smiled.

“Rex. To be honest, your lips are the least of your worries. They will return to normal, but we’re not sure when. You may face a few days of…embarrassment.”

“Oh,” he felt his lips again.

“But are you willing to do what we say? No matter what it is? Do you subject yourself to the will of Tri-Pi of your own free will?”

“Oh, sure. You’re pretty. No. You’re beautiful. In fact, you’re all pretty beautiful.”

Girls smiled and nodded.

“Okay. The deal has been made. Face the girl with her cell phone and repeat after me.”

He turned and grinned stupidly.

“I…”

“I…”

“Rex Johnson, also known as Batfuck…”

“Rex Johnson, also known as Batfuck…”

“Do enter freely into covenant…”

“Do enter freely into covenant…”

“With the bitches of Tri-Pi.”

“With the bitches of Tri-Pi.”

“I will do what I am told…”

“I will do what I am told…”

“On this night of welcome.”

“On this night of welcome.”

“I will become the woman I am meant to be.”

“I will become the woman I am meant to be.”

“So help me Aphrodite.”

“So help me Aphrodite.”

With that the swearing in was done and the night of welcome was begun. The girls raised up a mighty cheer and crowded around to touch Rex. Suddenly he was lifted up, the girls supported his prone body with their hands and they marched him towards the back of the house.

“Hey! What’s happening?”

But nobody heard him over the roar.

In the back of the house, on the other side of the kitchen, were the stairs to the basement. The girls crowded together and squeezed onto the stairs and carried Rex down the stairs. It was dark, but somebody turned on a feeble light and Rex looked around.

It was a large basement. Much of it was crowded with boxes of ancient texts, clothes, things needed for putting on plays, and at the end of the basement was a vanity table, complete with bright, circular light globes. In front of the vanity table was a weird sort of a horse. It had a wide, padded plank on top, and four legs with little platforms halfway up the legs.

“Horsie ride,” said Rex.

Several of the girls grinned, and one of them slapped his ass. His dick was still hard as a rock.

“Okay, time for the investiture.”

“In vesti who?” Rex looked around.

“Sit there, Batfuck.”

He was placed in a chair and the girls all surrounded him.

Missy appeared before him. She sat down on a chair and faced him.

“Rex, Tri-Pi has come across some interesting formulas. Many of us work in the bio labs, and…”

“I like formulas.”

“Excellent. We hope you like these.”

Missy made a motion and two girls stepped forward. One of them had a spray bottle and she sprayed something on his chest. She wiped the liquid in a circle around his nipples, then she stepped back.

The other girl moved forward and sprayed a solution on his penis and balls. She wiped the substance into his package. It felt cool.

“Want a drink, Rex?”

“Shure.”

He was handed a small cup. About half the size of a teacup and with no handle.

Rex looked around, then tilted the half cup. The contents poured down his throat, it wasn’t much more than a gulp, and he coughed, then smiled.

“Thash bad shtuff. What is it?”

“It’s called ayahuasca. It is used during shamanic rituals. With this drink you will communicate with supernatural forces.”

“Cool. Shupernashural.”

“Okay. Rex, it takes a an hour or so for the changes to occur. Until then, you may sleep if you wish.”

He was getting sleepy. All the beer. The ayahuasca. He was doping off. “I don’t wanna sleep. I wanna stay awake.”

“Okay.” She turned to the girls. “Batfuck and I are going to wait for the changes. Anybody is welcome to stay.”

Most of the girls stayed, a few wandered upstairs, and Rex sat on the chair and looked around. He found himself yawning.

“Why don’t you sit on the couch.”

Rex tried to stand, started to fall, but was caught. The girls moved him across the room and onto a couch. Several of the girls sat with him, and he yawned some more, then found himself leaning back, and looking at the ceiling, and…

Rex was running through a forest. He wasn’t human…he was a satyr. A man with goat legs and a super big cock. His balls were loaded and bounced heavily. It felt good to feel his balls bounce. All he needed now was a willing hole.

He ran down the trails, stopped in front of a tree and smiled at a knothole.

He moved to the tree and began humping it. His big cock was a tight squeeze, but it felt so good when he started moving back and forth. His big balls slapped against the trunk of the tree and he loved the stroking feeling on his cock…it felt so…it felt so…

He sort of woke up, but not really. He was lying on the couch and girls were whispering. They were ganging up on him.

“Look how small it is.”

“It’s a teeny weeny.”

“Wait until he sees what we’ve done to him.”

Running through the forest. His goat legs helped him spring through the air. Over the roots and even the branches. When he landed the head of his cock slapped against the ground. It hurt, but in such a wonderful way.

He jumped higher and higher, and then, at the peak of a jump over a high limb, he looked down.

On the trail, in the middle of the trail, was a gopher hole.

He grinned. His cock was big and rigid. Maybe there was something in the hole.

He sailed towards the ground, did a belly flop over the hole and his huge penis drilled into the earth.

He could feel roots to trees as he slid through the earth. He could hear gophers screaming, then it felt like they were biting the head of his cock.

It felt so good. An animal blow job. He humped up and down on the hole and felt his monster cock rubbing against the earth, and he felt…he felt his big, full balls swelling, getting ready to push their sperm through his shaft and…he was going to cum…he would fertilize the earth and there would be good crops for thousands of years. He humped, and humped, and he was close, he was about to…

He sort of came awake again. Girls were clustered around him, feeling his chest.

“Look how big he is.”

“She is.”

“And those nipples! I can’t wait to drink her milk.

He felt so funny. He looked down but couldn’t see anything over the far mountains.

And his hair fell in front of his face and obscured his sight.

And he felt…what was…what was…

He slept, this time a real sleep, but not for long.

“Okay, girls, she’s waking up.”

Rex mumbled something, and his voice sounded so high.

He rubbed his face, oh, yeah. His lips. When was he going to get man lips back?

“Hold her hair back. They usually puke about now.”

Rex blinked, not seeing anything, but….he felt funny. Really funny.

He was on the couch. He felt weak. His throat…he had drank so much, and he suddenly knew he had drunk too much. His body couldn’t stand that much alcohol, and it really couldn’t stand that ayahuasca stuff.

Whatever the heck those girls had put in that piss was…his stomach roiled…and…BLAHHHH!”

His body rippled forward and he bent over. He was sitting and didn’t know why, and he puking, and a girl held a large bucket below his face. Another girl held his hair back.

His long hair.

But he didn’t have long hair!

He wiped his mouth, again feeling his huge, red lips.

He looked up and one of the girls wiped his face.

His skin felt so different. And the whole world was…different.

“What…” and he shut up. His voice was high pitched. He sounded like a little girl.

“How you feeling, Roxie?”

The bucket girl had moved a way and Missy knelt in front of him.

“My face,” he whispered, his voice sounding so…so…feminine!

“It’s a beautiful face,” nodded Missy. What do you think of your tits?”

“My…tits?”

“Look at your chest.”

Rex looked down and his eyes widened. His body was changed. His waist was small and his chest had a large pair of knockers on it. The nipples on his boobs were large and stiff.

And hot. He was horny, but… “What…what…”

“Look further, Roxie. Look between your legs.”

Roxie had to lean forward, and then he had to hold his breasts and pull them back before he could see past them.

His groin. It was…his dick was…small. It wasn’t much bigger than a clitoris. And his balls, they were really teeny weeny, like little raisins.  But he didn’t have a snatch, so he was a man.

Or was he? He had tits and his cock was near non-existent. Was he really a man?”

“How are you doing, Roxie?”

Rex looked up at Missy. “Roxie?”

“That’s the name we decided for you. When you change back we’ll call you Rex again. Or Batfuck.”

“Batfuck?”

The world was spinning, he felt like throwing up again, but he knew he wasn’t going to.

“What have you done to me?”

Missy smiled. “Made you into a girl. A woman, actually. No girl ever had such wonderful and gargantuan boobs.

“But…my cock!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. Some day it will grow back. We’re not sure when, but until it does…you’ll always be welcome here.”

“But…” his mind was quavering, everything was wrong, and he suddenly wailed… “I don’t want to be a woman!”

The girls around him all just grinned, and one of them said, “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

Rex started to cry.


PART TWO

Rex cried, and the girls moved around him and comforted him.

“It’s okay, honey.”

“You’re going to like being a girl. You’ll wish you could remain a girl forever.”

“But…but…”

Missy took his hand and patted it. “You’re experiencing hormones, Roxie. Just relax and let yourself stop crying.”

Rex nodded his head and two of the girls wiped the little tears coming down his cheeks.

“Okay, then.” Missy pulled his hand and he stood up. “You are beautiful, but you’re also a skank. You’ve still got some hair left on your body, and we need to fix your hair and your nails. Come on, honey, let’s go upstairs.”

Rex let himself be led up the steps. The girls were moving with him, laughing and giggling and hands were constantly feeling his body, his boobs, his lips, his…’almost snatch.’

They took Rex upstairs, down a hallway and into a room with a large shower. Girls pulled off their clothes and turned on the shower. They moved him into the shower and began soaping his body. Then several razors made their appearance and they began scraping his flesh.

“What are you doing?” He was still feeling emotional.

But the girls just laughed and kept doing what they were doing.

The razors felt very sexy on his new, soft flesh. His scalp felt all prinkly, and two of the girls smushed shampoo into it and began massaging his scalp.

“Close your eyes, Roxie,” somebody said.

They rinsed his hair and body thoroughly, then pulled him out of the showers. Two girls were waiting with fluffy towels and they began drying him off.

Now that fifty girls weren’t trying to get close to him Rex realized that his whole body balance had shifted.  His chest was making him lean forward and hurting his back at the same time.

One of the girls pressing a towel against him suddenly leaned forward and took one of his big nipples in her mouth.

Rex tried to push her head away, but she had clamped on to him. He felt the delicious sensation of his nipple being caught by teeth and stimulated, and the feeling went right down to his center and then focused on his…penis.

Could he even call it a penis?

Then, almost in tune with his thoughts, the girl reached down and cupped his groin. His little peeny/clitty slipped between two of her fingers and she moved her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Girls giggled at his response, and another girl started sucking on his other nipple.

Oh, God! It was worse than ten hard ons! Or better!

“Come on, girls, we have to finish fixing her up. There’s plenty of time for that later.” Missy moved through the crowd of dripping, naked girls and pulled him away.

Down the hall and into a room that seemed to be designed only for girls to primp and preen. There were a half a dozen vanity tables, it was brightly lit, and there were bottle and jars and creams and. powders and all the make up known to man. Known to woman.

One of the tables had been pulled away from the wall and Missy pushed Rex into the chair in front of it.

“Sit right here, Roxie. And try to relax.”

Rex sat and the girls clustered around him, but now they were moving with less laughter and giggling and with more purpose.

His hands were pulled to the sides and they began prepping his finger nails. Girls worked on his toes at the same time.

He watched for a minute, then one of the girls pulled his hair back and began brushing it, snipping it with scissors.

He wanted to ask what they were doing, but it was obvious what they were doing.

He wanted to fight back, but…he couldn’t. He was a woman in body now. Maybe he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had big breasts, and his skin was so smooth and his hair was long…

One of the girls began scrubbing his face with a little sponge.

“You don’t need to cleanse her. Go right to the primer.”

The girl put the sponge away and said, “I always like to check, but after they change they are so clean.”

“Wish I was that clean.”

“So do your three boyfriends.”

Laughter.

The girls at his fingernails were sizing fake nails and gluing them to his digits. The girls at his feet were already painting his toes. they had selected a bright, red color, and they were putting on coat after coat.

Rex gulped. He was feeling emotional again. He wanted them to stop, but he loved being pampered like this. He had always watched girls combing each other’s hair and fixing their faces and he had always wondered what the big deal was. Now he knew. It was a very intimate feeling, very caring, and he liked it.

“Sex break!” somebody yelled.

The girls leaned in and touched him. One of the girls managed to edge the others out and kissed him. It was a long, slow kiss, and it was hot, and girls giggled and pinched his nipples and pulled them, and one hand was in his groin, rubbing his little nub.

Rex found himself groaning happily as warmth exploded through his body.

Then everybody backed off and went back to making him up.

His toes were done, but he wasn’t able to see them over their work and his boobs. His fingers were being painted now. Coat after coat, and the aroma of nail polish was strong.

Two girls worked on his eyes. They trimmed his brows, curled his lashes, applied mascara, and added color to his lids.

He felt like his skin had suddenly come to life. His flesh was sensitive, and it was a world he had never known.

He began to feel feminine, the masculine aspect of him was waning. He kept moving his mouth, feeling his lips, wondering what he looked like.

“Okay, dainty under garments!”

Two girls moved forward with panties and bra. Two girls behind them were holding nylons and a garter belt. Behind them were more girls with dresses.

“Okay, honey,” Missy pulled his hand again and got him upright. He stood and wavered and girls helped him into panties and pulled the bra onto him.

“Uh oh,” muttered Sandy, who was fitting the bra to him. “Houston, we have a brablem.”

“What’s the matter?” asked Missy.

“She’s gone cuckoo for coconuts.”

Missy nodded. “Yep. Looks like some real tit spillage.”

Other girls were watching, and they started contributing.

“Milk monsters.”

A finer case of breasticles I have never seen.”

“That’s chesticles.”

“Whatever, we’re going to need a bigger moobulator.”

“What’s wrong?” asked Rex, trying to make his voice a little lower and failing.

“What’s wrong, girlfriend, is that you have a real pair of jigglenauts, and we don’t have a bra to fit.

“What…what are you going to do?” Oddly, he was concerned more with a bra than his transformation.

“The rope a dope.”

Girls grinned.

“What’s that?”

A Japanese girl, Sukey she was called, appeared with a long length of rope. The rope was soft, not abrasive, and she wound the soft cord around one of Rex’s boobs, ran the rope behind his neck, and circled the other boob. She then tied the thing off so you couldn’t even see the knot.

Rex looked in a mirror and was stunned. The ropes didn’t cut into his flesh, but they did pull up his boobs up.

“That’s pulling yourself up by your brastraps,” quipped one girl.

Charlotte appeared and helped Rex into a blouse.

His tits, already huge, were supported and thrusting wa-a-ay out to the front. The compression of the rope caused the blood to rush into his boobs, but not to leave. His breasts could be seen, a dark red under the white blouse. The nipples swelled up and pushed the material even further. His nipples looked as big as fingertips. Big fingertips.

Missy frowned. “No.”

The girls stood in a circle and stared at Rex’s tits. He wanted to shrink, even as he wanted to push his boobs out. He thought they were quite magnificent.

“Aside from the fact that she’ll get arrested showing her nubs like that…”

“That’s the point. Marsha,” Missy called to a girl in the back of the crowd. “Do you still have those nipple shields?”

“We can’t put nipple shields on her,” blurted Charlotte.

“Why not?”

“How will we milk her?”

“We take off the shields.”

“But we’re going to have to pierce her nips.”

“That’s okay.”

“But when he goes back to being a man…”

“Let’s not worry about that,” grinned Missy.

For a second nobody said anything, then a few grins broke out, then there were chuckles and smirks.

Suddenly the Japanese girl came through the crowd. She was holding two little curved plates. They were about an inch and a half in diameter.

Missy: “Can you take this like a girl? Or do you want us to hold you down?”

Rex looked at the nipple shields. He had figured out what they did, and he knew he was going to get his huge nipples pierced.

“Maybe you could just get me some bourbon?”

A cheer rose up and somebody handed Rex a half pint.

Rex asked, “Where you want me?”

“Lay on that couch over there,” said the Japanese tit piercer.

Rex nodded. He sat down, lifted the half pint to his lips…and therein was the problem. His lips were so big he couldn’t get a tight mouth on the lip of the bottle. He actually dribbled a bit of bourbon down his front.

He looked up and was embarrassed and helpless.

“Aw,” don’t worry, honey. We’ll help you.”

The girls took turns taking swigs from the bottle, then kissing him, spitting the bourbon into his mouth. A minute later Rex gasped, “You can keep kissing me, but I’m full.”

So the girls did kiss him. They knelt and pressed their small lips to his big lips and sucked and chewed and he felt like he had a boner, except it was more a cliteroner.

Sukey knelt at his chest, put a needle into a bottle of alcohol, and pressed the needle through Rex’s nipples. She then slid a pole through the nipple and secured the blank disks. Now he wouldn’t be arrested for indecent exposure, and yet…his nipples were even harder.

“Oh, God!” he groaned. “That makes me horny!”

“Nipples are erogenous zones, or hadn’t you heard.”

“I heard! I heard!”

He felt his nipple shields, pushed them back into his ample flesh, and moaned.

With his nipples covered the girls started focusing on his little peeny. They touched, they kissed, they rubbed.

Rex got hornier and hornier. He wanted to cum, but there was no way his little weenie was going to erupt. The girls could put their mouths on it, but there wasn’t enough shaft to stroke.

Rex looked up at Missy. “How am I going to stand this?”

“That’s the point, honey. You can’t stand it, and we’re going to drive you crazy, and when you’re at your craziest something is going to happen.”

“Something more than what has already happened?”

Missy laughed and shouted, “Clothes, girls.”

Again, the women put the blouse on him. Now all that was visible was the silvery disks, very sexy, under the thin material.

But it made his nipples burn. He wanted to massage them, have them sucked, but there was nothing he could do.

They put the garter belt on him, then the girls rolled stockings up his legs.

“What are we doing?” Rex whispered. “What are we doing?”

They pulled a dress onto him, put him in high heels, and stood him front of a full mirror.

Rex couldn’t believe it. He was a woman. A woman with massive charms. Huge, red lips and big, big tits. His butt was pooched out because of the unfamiliar heels, and his hair was long and wavy.

“Oh, my God!”

“Okay, girls! Time to take a walk!”

Girls were whooping and yelling and they headed for the front door. Rex was caught in the flow and found himself pushed out on the porch, then down the stairs.

They were a hundred strong as they marched across the campus, and Rex was the center of attraction. As they flowed onto the quad girls started splintering off. They would see other students, teachers, passersby, and they would arrow in on them and start talking.

“What is everybody doing?”

Missy was standing next to him, watching him with amusement. “Finding customers.”

He turned to her. “Why are you doing this to me?”

For a second he thought she wasn’t going to answer, then she turned and leaned closer to him. She spoke so the conversation was only between him and her.

“Every year we choose one man to convert.”

“Convert?”

“Into a woman. We do that because we are women on the edge of life, and because we need to learn how to control our men. Maybe to change them, who to leave a man and who to not…”

“But—“

She shushed him with a finger to his monster lips.

“We also have to let men know, on a deep and mystical level, just who is in charge. Who’s in charge, Roxie.”

He answered without hesitating. “You are.”

“If we don’t prove it, show that we are in charge with one specific man, then the world will experience a year of men who are out of control. There will be more rapes, murders, and other crimes. More marriages will end, less children will be born. But if we do this to you then the world will have a happy year. You men rascals will know the truth and you will be happy. You want to be controlled.”

Rex said nothing. What she said sounded…ridiculous. And, yet, there was something in her words…and he believed.

“But what happens to me?”

“You’re about to find out.”

She walked him around the quad, and even out into the street passing in front of the college.

The hundred girls that had accompanied him had swollen their numbers. There were probably two hundred women on the quad. They stood and watched him and smiled, and there were a hundred different conversations concerning him.

There were also fifty or so men. They stood in small groups and the girls talked to them.

Now there wasn’t much noise. It was a conspiracy and everybody whispered.

“I don’t understand,” whispered Rex, but he really did.

And something in him, some deep rooted belief in what Missty had told him, or perhaps just the ceremony with the ayahuasca, made him unable to resist.

The crowds of men and women had swollen even more. There were probably 500 people on the quad, a high percentage of which were women.

A cop car came by, but three of the girls went and talked to the cops and they drove off.

It wasn’t a boisterous, rambunctious mob, after all. It was just a lot of people talking to each other, eyeing Rex like he was a piece of meat.

“What do you think?” Charlotte asked Missy. She had come over and taken Rex’s arm. Of all the girls, she seemed the most interested in him. Sort of. As a person. Sort of.

“We’re good to go,” Missy said.

Charlotte and Missy guided Rex back across the campus. As they walked the little clusters of people fell in behind them. Some formed bigger groups, and some just kept to themselves, but they were all following Rex. They watched the way his buttocks swayed and his breasts jiggled. They studied his red lips and his beautifully coiffed hair.

Rex and the two girls walked up the steps and disappeared into the Tri-Pi house. Several girls took positions on the porch.

“Okay, people. We have folding chairs over there. We’ll be serving hors d’oeuvres shortly, if anybody wants to make runs to the liquor store please report to Janice over there.”

A pretty red head waved from the back of the crowd.

In short order everything was in order, the party was continuing, and the uproar was kept to a dull rumble.

Everybody understood that something sacred was happening.

Inside the house Missy and Charlotte led Rex down to the basement.

In the basement the area had been cleaned up. Everything was in the proper place, there was no debris, and the weird looking horse was standing in the center of the room and was now bolted down.

“Lay down on the horse,” said Missy.

“What’s going to happen?” asked Rx, putting a knee on the center plank.

“You’re going to save the world for a year.”

“Oh.” He was confused, but he lay down and the girls pulled a strap over the small of his back. The center plank curved downward, and this make his butt stick up. His face was over a padded ring, but that ring could also be raised.

“Do we have to do this?”

“I’m afraid so, honey. You don’t want wars in foreign countries, more people homeless, more COVID, do you?”

“No. No…I don’t.”

“And we thank you for that.”

They fastened his arms and legs to the legs of the horse. It was surprisingly comfortable.

Charlotte sat down in front him, cross legged, on the floor. She had a layer of cushions so she could lay on her back and look up at him if she wished.

“I asked to be your keeper, Roxie.”

“My keeper?”

“Yes. I felt a connection with you right away. I think you might have felt it, too.”

“I did.”

“So we shall see what we shall see…after tonight. But right now I am charged with making sure you are happy. Between people I will massage you. Anything you want, just ask. Would you like a drink, to start?”

“Sure.”

She had a bourbon and Coke in thirty seconds, and it was obvious that she was dedicated to efficiency.

He sipped through a straw as she held the glass.

“When is whatever is going to happen going to happen?” he asked.

Charlotte looked up, “Right now.”

Several girls entered the basement. They were laughing and chatting and they had little strap on penis dangling from between their legs.

Rex looked at their little dildos and gasped.

“Don’t worry. Everything’s going to be fine.”

Charlotte said to Missy, who was standing behind Rex. “Grease him up. I’ll let you know when.”

Missy lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. His rectum was tilted up and the girls behind him grinned and chuckled.

“This is going to be fun.”

Missy had several types of lubricants at hand. She scooped some heavy duty vaseline out of a jar with her fingers and pushed it into Rex’s hole.

Rex jerked, and he made a sort of small wailing sound.

“It’s okay, honey. Charlotte kissed him.

Missy swirled the lube into his asshole. She inserted her middle finger and began rimming him.

Within a minute Rex was groaning. the fact was…it felt good.

A minute later he was arching his back and pushing his butt back.

“Okay, missy.”

Missy called softly to the first girl. “Be gentle. You’re the first, and you want to prep him for everybody else.”

The girl nodded and moved up between Rex’s legs. Missy helped the girl put her plastic peeny into him, and Rex closed his eyes and started grinding. It helped that Charlotte kept touching his lips with hers, reaching under the horse and pressing and pulling and turning the nipple shields.

After a minute the girl was done and another one took her place.

Rex loved it. They were so kind and gentle. His asshole felt like a real pussy. They rook him in the most loving way.

Another woman, another fake peter. And another and another.

Rex groaned, and the penises grew larger. Soon he was taking regular sized dildo’s.

He didn’t even know when the first man stepped up behind him. By then there was just a pleasurable grinding into his asshole, and he wasn’t experienced enough to know when a dick was real.

After a few men, however, he realized something was coming out of his asshole and dribbling down his legs.

“What’s that dripping down my legs?”

Charlotte didn’t even hesitate. “That’s semen, honey.”

Rex blinked.

“Semen? Like…man semen?”

“Yep. Here, have another sip.”

He sipped bourbon, felt the dick going in and out, and his mind went through a little crisis.

He was getting fucked, and he was okay with that. But did it matter whether the fucker was a man or a woman?”

He realized that as long as he didn’t know it didn’t matter, so why should it matter now?

“Why don’t you take off the nipple shields, Charlotte.”

Charlotte crawled under him and pulled his blouse apart. His clothes were getting pretty sodden with semen, and ripped and torn here and there. She managed to release the nipple shields and his nipples were suddenly free and in the open air.

Pleasure hit him like a monsoon. It was like his nipples were spark plugs and his big tits were the motors. He cried, “My tits! Massage them!”

Charlotte smiled and reached under the began fondling his big breasts. At the same time she kissed him, was engulfed in his lips. At the same time somebody, maybe man, maybe woman, shoved a big penis into him.

The night went on and on. Charlotte fed him whiskey and kissed him and felt his boobs. Missy wiped semen off his ass, his legs, his back. The long line of men and women never seemed to end. then everything changed.

Rex was in a reverie of sexual heaven, his whole body was humming, then he felt it; he felt a discordant vibration thrumming up from inside him.

Charlotte took her hands from his tits and looked at them. “It’s time!” she shouted.

Suddenly the party was over. Tri-Pi girls were shoving strangers out of the basement, up the stairs and out of the old mansion.

“Out! Out! It’s over! Party is over!”

Downstairs the girls unstrapped Rex and loosened his arms and legs. They lifted him off the horse and hurried him to a chair.

“What…what…”

“It’s time, honey.”

Finally, sitting in a chair, he looked at his boobs. He was lactating. Droplets of milk were seeping out of his nipples. It felt…weird. Like somebody was sticking a pin into his nipple. One, very small pin, right down the center.

Missy and Charlotte were the first. They put their mouths on his nipples and sucked.

Rex was frozen, as in petrified, as he watched the girls suckle him.

They only got a couple of gulps, however, before they were literally shoved aside and more girls crowded in.  There was some kind of order to it, but just barely. There was pushing and shoving, and it felt like eight dogs trying to get to four tits, but, somehow, it worked.

Rex slumped back in the chair. Nobody cared about him now. Now he was just the cow, and it was feeding time.

He lay back, his eyes open and dazed. He couldn’t fight back, and he knew, somehow, that he wasn’t supposed to.

Through a high window in the back of the basement he could see the false dawn showing.

Greedy women assaulted him, loved him, but only for his milk.

“What’s happening?” he asked at one point, but girls just kept pushing in, suckling, ignoring him.

It was a tit hungry mob, and it had no sense.

And it went on and on.

Rex woke up in a bed. It was quite comfortable, and two girls snuggled against him. One was Charlotte and the other he didn’t know.

He looked around and realized he was in one of the girl’s bedrooms. Too much pink, bras thrown over a chair, make up on a table.

He tried not to wake the girls as he got out of bed, and they smiled and stayed asleep.

He was naked. There was no sign of his clothes. He could hear voices throughout the house. Not loud, just good morning conversations.

He looked at his chest, and his boobs were gone. The women had sucked the milk out of his boobs until there was nothing left but a few wrinkles and stretch marks.

He looked down at his groin. It was the same. A little clitty instead of a peeny. Fuck. He had hoped that would come back rather quickly.

He felt his lips. Still big. Not as big, but…big.

He looked around, found a bathrobe and pulled it on. He went out the door.

“Hey, Rexie!” A girl came past him, kissed him good morning, and went on down the hall. She had a stack of books under one arm and he guessed she was heading to class.

He walked down the hallway and other girls greeted him. Some of them kissed him good morning, some of them groped his little groin. All of them smiled happily.

Down the stairs, and he heard voices form the kitchen. He suddenly realized how hungry he was.

“Good morning, lover, how’s it hanging?” Missy was at the stove cooking bacon and eggs.

“Not much, I’m afraid.”

She laughed. Probably take a few weeks. Hopefully not much longer. Sit down and I’ll have your breakfast in a jiffy.”

He sat, other girls came through the kitchen. They greeted him, and he wound up with a big glass of orange juice in his hands. He sipped, and found that his lips had gone down enough that he could drink without making a mess.

Missy sat down across from him, shoved a plate of food in front of him.

“You probably need to rejuvenate,” she smiled.

“Probably,” and he attacked the plate.

Women still swirled through the kitchen, still felt him and kissed him, but it didn’t bother him. Nothing bothered him. He was feeling more relaxed than he had ever felt in his life.

“What happened last night?” he mused. Understanding but not understanding.

“You got made into an official woman.”

“But I ended up lactating, and feeding everybody.”

“Everybody in the house,” Missy confirmed.

“But…” he was silent. Frowning. He understood so much, and so little.

Missy took pity on him. She leaned across the table, exposing her own boobs. They lay flat on the formica, her nipples large and pointing at Rex.

“Rexie. Roxie. Batfuck. Whoever you are…”

He looked at her, “Hunh?”

“One man takes it for all men. One man will feed all women, symbolically, and that lets all men know that we, the women, feed all men, and not just symbolically.”

He nodded. “So what happens to me after this?”

“You live your life. Your lips will eventually shrink, though you might have to wear a COVID mask for a while. Your tits have already been emptied and gone to wherever tits come from.”

“And my dick?”

She nodded. “That is the question. We know about lips and tits, but dicks and balls…” she shrugged.

“They might not come back…ever?”

“It’s possible, but not probable. Men in the past mostly grow them back, usually after a few weeks. But there have been instances where the men were as they were for the rest of their lives.”

“But…but…” he went silent again and she watched him.

She leaned closer. “Dick or not, you are a hero among women. Every women recognizes, on some level, what you have done, what you have sacrificed. You will find, from this point on, that as you go through life women will love you. They want to be near you. They don’t care about the state of your sex organs. They just want to be around you. So let me ask you…how important is a dick?”

Rex blinked, and he faded inward and thought about her question.

How important is a dick? Is it worth a war? Is it worth a million men trying to prove their manhood by going around proving they have the biggest dick by killing other men?

A dick is only a large hot dog…should it rule the world? Should a dick build a civilization only to tear it down again?

Should men rule the world just because they had dicks?

And, in effect, were dicks?

And therein lay the crux.

Should women lay down just because a man had a dick?

Many men thought so, but Rex had now seen both sides.

And he smiled, and he said, “Well, if my dick doesn’t grow back…at least I’ll know that I’m in good company.

“That you are, lover.”

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


The Bend Over Games!

He was locked into a Bozo Butt machine!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Wonderful story, if I do say so myself.

Paul is caught cheating…and his wife hatches the perfect revenge.

Or so she thinks.

I really love ideas like the game at the end. It is so ludicrous, but it is a deep reaching fantasy. You would be surprised at how men tell me this is their fantasy.

And I know it is, and will be…until it happens.

Then fantasy and reality collide and men are left licking their wounds.

Or, as in this story…they are left licking something else.

Incidentally, there is another story I wrote some time ago that is similar to this one. It is called ‘Feminized by Gangsters.’ Make sure you like this one, first, though. Stories like this aren’t for everybody…only for special people with special fantasies.

Now…STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

Jen picked up the laundry basket and walked through the house. She was whistling, she was happy. Her husband was Paul Hopper, the up and coming lawyer. He had paid his dues, he was about to crack a big case, and they were on the verge of the big time.

Heck, when he busted this case he might even run for office! She’d love it if he was elected to office. That would start the gravy train to Washington. They would be rich, they would be feted, they would be elite!

And she knew the case was coming to a close.

They were so damned close!

Jen opened the door to the garage and stepped down. She put the laundry basket on the driver and opened up the top of the washer. She plucked out clothes, pants, shirts, underwear, the bra and panties she had worn the night before, a bit semen soiled, but that only made her grin and think again of how passionate they had gotten.

Wow.

She reached to the shelf beside the laundry and picked up a bag of soap pods.

Oh, crap. The bag was empty!

And she had to get the clothes done today! There wasn’t going to be any time later in the week.

She sighed, left the laundry for later, and headed back into the house. She grabbed her keys and purse and returned to the garage. in a moment the garage door was open and she was pushing her bicycle out to the street.

Sure, she could take her car, but why bother when she could get a little exercise, tone her thighs, stay trim for her hunky hubby? Besides, the store was only a half a dozen blocks over. It was probably faster for her to take the bicycle.

The day was beautiful, built for biking, and she put her ball cap on, dragged her hair into a pony tail and pushed it through the back of the cap. She smiled. She was a good looking woman. Slender with nice ta tas, her face even with full lips and light blue eyes.

She threw a leg over the saddle and popped up on the bicycle.

Down the street she went, pedaling faster and faster. Three blocks north, then left. Three blocks down the street to the big super market. She would lock the bike, saunter in and out, and—

She blinked and stared.

Just ahead of her a car had turned onto the street. It was a black Acura, late model, Paul’s car.

She grinned and raised her hand and pedaled furiously.

Traffic was normal, which meant slightly heavy, and she should be able to catch up to him.

She wondered what he was doing out on the streets. He had that big case going on, and he should be preparing subpoenas and interviewing witnesses and…and the car turned the corner right in front of her. She was about to shout, but stopped. A brunette was sitting in the passenger seat.

Jen almost stopped. A brunette? Then she smiled a sickly smile. It had to be a secretary or something. Or maybe even a witness. That’s it, he was taking a witness somewhere.

But she didn’t slow down. She was pedaling pretty fast, and when she reached the corner  she could see Paul’s car down the block, stopped at a light.

She stayed in the bike lane and held her head down. She didn’t want him to see her face. She wanted to find out who…who was with him.

The light turned and he accelerated.

Jen made the light just barely, would have lost him, but he was stopped by the next light.

She slowed down, got behind another bicyclist and kept her face down.

Another light, and another.

Normally, she knew Paul would be cursing. He hated traffic lights. He had even gotten ahold of the city engineers and tried to get the timing on. the lights changed.

But as she pulled up to the fender of his car at one light she saw the profile of his handsome face. He was looking towards his passenger and laughing.

His passenger leaned over and said something to him and they were both laughing.

the light changed, and she saw that she was in no danger of being spotted. He was too much into the woman. Whoever she was.

Now Jen was seething. Her husband was cheating!

Why else would he be out driving around? Why else would be be laughing and chatting up some sweet, young thing?

He turned into a big parking lot next to a hotel, and she felt her heart breaking.

Why else would he take a girl to a hotel in the middle of the day?

There was a small shed for the parking attendant. It was closed this time of day, and she pulled her bicycle up and peered around the corner.

Paul parked his car and got out. The woman hung on his arm and they walked into the hotel.

Jen was more and more sure. He was cheating. But she still needed more proof. She needed physical evidence, not just her feelings.

The hotel was ten stories high and built in an L shape. She could see Paul and the woman walk through the lobby and stand in front of the elevator.

They didn’t need to stop at the front desk because he must already have a key.

Bastard! she thought.

She pushed her bicycle between the shed and the next building, then ran across the parking lot.

She entered the lobby, and Paul didn’t even look at her. He just kept talking to the woman, who Jen could see was really attractive.

She had brunette hair down to her shoulders and a figure that was a knock out. She was turned slightly, and Jen could see her massive breasts.

The kind of tits that men leave their wives for, Jen thought bitterly.

She hurried across the lobby to the stairs. She managed to be behind a potted bush when the elevator opened and Paul and Miss Home Wrecker stepped onto it.

They turned, and even then he might have seen her. But he was too engrossed in the woman.

Jen ran up the stairs two at a time. She reached the first floor, cracked the door to the hallway and looked down the corridor.

The elevator passed that floor.

She ran to the second floor.

The elevator passed that one.

Floor to floor, all the way to the top. She was late on the tenth floor, but the elevator was closing, and Paul and the woman weren’t visible, so she ran down the hallway, a full sprint, and peered around the corner.

Down the hall, the last room on the right, Paul was just holding the door for the woman. The woman slid a hand along his cheek when she entered. Then Paul entered and the door was closed.

Jen turned, her back to the wall, and sagged. She knew…but…she had to know more!

Suddenly, she bolted back the way she came. She entered the stairwell, but instead of going back down she went up. She went through the door that led to the roof, and ran to the edge of the roof.

She stood at the parapet and stared at the room her husband had entered.

The drapes were open, and she could see motion in the room.

The woman was sitting on a bed.

Paul opened a can of Coke and poured a little whiskey into it from one of those small bottles hotels stock the mini fridges with. He handed the woman the can and sat down next to her.

On the bed.

Jen’s heart was pounding and breaking at the same time.

Her husband. She loved him with all her soul, and he had done this to her.

In the room her husband was on his feet again. Walking back and forth. The woman stood up and faced him.

Then the woman reached out and hugged him.

Paul held her for a long moment, then he looked out the window.

He was too far away to see Jen, but it felt like she was looking straight at him.

He let got of the woman. He walked to the side of the big window and pulled the drapes closed.

Jen turned and sat on the roof and held her face in her hands. She cried, sobbed, couldn’t stop.

Her husband. How could he?

Jen did what any sane woman would do after finding out that her husband was dipping the wick in another woman. Jen went and bought soap pods.

She still had laundry to do.

And, she had a lot of thinking to do.

She had a cheating husband, and what was she going to do about that?

She retrieved her bicycle which, fortunately, hadn’t been stolen, and pedaled back to the supermarket.

She walked in and out, barely thinking, stunned, not really aware of what was goin on around her.

She pedaled home, obeying all traffic laws, not trying to beat nay cars, not thinking of exercising, just pedaling, and thinking.

And she was blank.

She put her bicycle in the garage and walked to the washer. She place a pod in the machine and started it, then she walked into the house.

The sound of the machine a dull rumble, she took down the bourbon. She filled a glass with ice and poured in half bourbon, then some Coke.

Paul liked bourbon and Coke. Her not so much, but she needed something strong right then.

She walked out to the patio and sat down. She was dull, broken, unaware. She sat and figuratively cried in her beer.

“Hey ho!”

It was Sally, her bestie.

“Out here,” she mumbled.

Sally didn’t hear her, but she saw her. she came through the sliding door and sat down next to her. “Oh, ho! One of those days, is it?”

Jen’s response was to break into tears and throw herself at her friend.

Fifteen minutes later, Sally sipping her own bourbon and Coke, Jen told her of what she had seen.

“So Paul is a cheater,” mused Sally, her voice not kind.

“I never thought, of all the people…” Jen cried.

“Men are men,” muttered Sally. “They can’t resist a skirt.”

“Or a big pair of boobs,” added Jen bitterly.

“Hunh! Big tits.” Sally turned to Jen. “So what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I’ve got to do something. He’s really hurt me, and…I don’t know what to do.”

Sally nodded. “I understand, and I’ve got a suggestion.”

“What?” Jen looked at her friend through red eyes.

“Get back at him.”

“How? Do what? I’m not about to go screwing men just to get back at the big idiot.”

“There’s lots of other ways to get revenge.”

“Revenge,” snorted Jen. “It sounds so petty.”

“At least it did until now,” agreed Sally. “But I’ve got an idea, it’s a bit crazy, but it will teach Paul a lesson he’ll never forget.”

“A lesson?”

“Honey, guaranteed, when we’re through with him he’s never going to want to cheat again. Ever. He will be a broken man, begging for forgiveness. Then, if you want to take him back, it’ll be up to you. Believe me, you won’t be the victim here, he will, and you’ll hold all the cards.

“Really?”

Normally, Jen would never have entertained such a notion as revenge. But this wasn’t normal. She was hurt, and she wasn’t thinking straight, and she leaned forward and listened as Sally put forth her idea.

Paul got home that night and was in high spirits. “Hey, honey! Where are you?”

“I’m in the bedroom.”

She was sitting at her vanity and working on her eyes. Still, she couldn’t hide the red squiggles in them.

He entered the bedroom, kissed the top of her head, gave her a hug from the rear, then sat down on the bed to change his shoes.

“Man, what a day. I had a blast.”

“On that big case you’re working on?” She controlled herself. She didn’t sniff or tear up. It helped that she was a little drunk,

“Yeah. Man. What a blast. I can’t tell you about it, of course, but…things are breaking open.”

She thought: Yeah, with your little Miss Tenth Floor Honey. Balling her all afternoon long, then coming home and acting all normal.

“So how was your day?”

That was the moment she almost broke down, but she managed to hold it together.

“Oh, nothing much, just did the laundry, took a bicycle ride.”

Saw a cheater cheat and think he got away with it.

“Well, great. Say, are you feeling all right?”

She faced him, her eyes bright and shiny. But red.

“I think I’ve got some sort of a bug. Maybe allergies. Do my eyes look red?”

“Uh, yeah. they do. Do you need to take something? Should I head to the pharmacy for you?”

“No, no. I talked to the doctor. He said as long as it’s just a little redness in the eyes I should just ride it out. He even told me what to buy over the counter. I just took it.”

“Oh. Okay. Do you want me to order dinner or anything?”

“Actually, I just want to lay down for a while. The doctor said I might feel a little bit drowsy. You don’t mind, do you?”

“You’re going to be sleeping?”

“Yeah. I just want to sleep a bit.”

“Well, I do have a client I need to see. Would you mind if I caught a little dinner and met with the client?”

Client. Right. Miss Brunette Hubby Fucker.

“No, that would be fine.”

He smiled. “You can call me if you need anything.”

“I just need a little extra rest. I’ll be okay by the weekend.”

“Excellent. That’s my girl.” He smiled broadly.

Paul finished changing clothes, and was shortly heading out. Dinner, and his second tryst of the day. Bastard!

After Paul left Jen called Sally. Not long after that Sally came by in her Jeep. She picked up Jen and they drove to the hotel where Paul was meeting with the girl.

From the street they could see the lights were on in the bedroom on the tenth floor.

They trotted up the stairs, their cell phones at the ready. They arrived on the roof and peered over the edge, but the lights were now obscured by the heavy drapes.

They stood on the roof and waited, watched, and talked.

“I talked to some people. They said they are willing to help.”

Jen nodded.

“There’s going to be a big party. Lots of people to see Paul’s undoing.”

“Good.”

“If you can get Paul through the back door, I’ll take care of his girlfriend.”

“That sounds wonderful.”

Jen was staring fixedly at the drawn drapes.

Paul was in there, pushing his pecker into that woman. Kissing her. Feeling those big tits.

Why did he do that? What had driven him to cheat?

But for some things there aren’t any real good answers.

Maybe he was unhappy, maybe she wasn’t sexually adventurous enough for him, maybe it was a personality flaw, but whatever it was, she was going to fix him good.

With that in mind, she and Sally headed downstairs.

Later that evening Sally called a number. “I found her. I can get her to you, but I’ll need a little help.”

The man on the other end of the line listened, and spoke, and plans were made.

It was two days to the weekend, and Sally arranged everything. This thing was going to happen, and she talked to people, arranged everything, and by the time the weekend rolled around she was ready.

For those two days Jen had pretended to be suffering allergies. She had ‘slept’ a lot, had avoided Paul, and managed to avoid being intimate with him.

Paul was understanding. He waited on her hand and foot, as much as he was able, but he kept having to go out, to spend long hours on the job, and…and she knew what he was doing. He was spending time with his new girlfriend at the hotel.

But, Saturday arrived, Paul worked until the late afternoon, then was off. When he arrived home Jen had good news for him.

“Honey, I’m better.”

“Great!”

“And I really want to go out tonight. Do you mind?”

“Actually, I’m okay with that. I’ve been working all week long. It’s time to go out and have a little fun.”

They were in the kitchen, and he stepped up and grabbed her and smooched her.

For a second Jen thought she had gone crazy. The room whirled, and she was dizzy, then she realized that she had actually gone out of her body. Her mind had shut down. She had been kissed by the man who she thought she loved, but who had turned out to be a cheater.

It was surrealistic. It was other worldly. It was bizarre.

And, in a strange twist, it was enjoyable.

Not feel good enjoyable, but being a person living a lie enjoyable.

She was getting away with fooling him. If she had thought about what she was doing, right then, she might have realized a few things, and even called the night off.

After all, to think she was getting away with secrets was like being a cheater. It was heady. It was…removed from reality.

But she didn’t think, and the kiss ended, and Paul actually had the temerity to tilt his groin, with its hardened pole, into her groin.

A moment of lust, but as if with a total stranger.

And she liked it.

And, in an odd way, it made her hot.

Fuck him, she thought gleefully. Fuck him.

They got ready to go out. Paul undressed, showered, and began dressing.

Jen was watching him, and because she now had secret thoughts, she was breathless. She was a voyeur. She was a person peeping as if into the mind of her stranger husband, but was really manifesting her own peeping self.

So bizarre.

But…so horny.

Suddenly she wanted to fuck him.

She had her bra and panties on and was working on her face, and she wanted to go over and pull his boxers down and suck on his cock.

She wanted to grab his balls and pull on them till he screamed.

Screamed out his love for her.

Yet she didn’t move. She just gasped, felt an orgasm lurching in her crotch, and finished her face.

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said, as they walked out to his car.

He had his arm around her, and he had no idea of how contorted her mind was, how unbalanced her thinking was.

And how would he know? She had secrets, and they were tilting her thoughts, and…there was no way he could know.

They stepped into the car and he backed out and drove down the road.

“So where is this new club you heard about? And where did you hear about it? I thought you were sick all week.”

“Just because I was feeling under the weather doesn’t mean I didn’t talk to my girl friends. Sally told me about it. In fact, she might be there tonight.

“And what kind of a club is it?”

“Well, it’s a new idea, sort of a floor show, a little audience participation, that sort of thing.”

He chuckled. “You’d better not try to get me singing up there.”

“But, honey, you’ve got a wonderful voice.”

“Only in the shower. “But maybe we could get you to do a dance.”

“Actually, I was planning on something like that.”

“You were?”

“I was, but I need a little help.”

“Help with what?”

“Just escort me in the back door.”

“That’s all?”

The lights from the dash were illuminating his face. He seemed relaxed and happy.

“They have a little construction going on, so if you could just walk me into the back…”

“I see no problem with that.”

She couldn’t help herself. She leaned forward and kissed him. Like being kissed by a stranger. Her heart holding in her secret. Still, she didn’t equate her feeling of unfaithfulness with her own behavior. He was the cheater, dammit!

They headed up Santa Monica Blvd.

They passed through various city districts, the car running smoothly, and Jen’s heart beating like a centipede tap dancing.

She was looking extremely beautiful in the night, the passing lights flashing on her. She had chosen a low cut, body hugging dress. She was so excited her nipples were pushing the material out.

“Okay, it’s in that warehouse.”

“Wow. Doesn’t look too impressive.”

Jen didn’t argue. “It is sort of a dump. Not even any signs out, yet. It’s supposed to be better on the inside. Sally says they’ve been working for weeks, but…I don’t know. I suppose we could always leave if it turns out to be a junkyard.”

“Well, whatever. We’re here now.”

“And I did promise to perform.”

Paul showed his white teeth. “Can’t wait to see you on stage.”

They parked in a lot off an alley in the rear, and there weren’t many people.

“It’s still pretty early,” explained Jen. “But I have to be there early. You can sit around, have a drink, while you’re waiting.”

They walked up some stairs to a back door and were let in by a big bouncer kind of guy. The guy looked around, made sure it was only them, then ushered them in.

Paul could smell whiskey and marijuana, but such things didn’t bother him. He was a straight arrow, and he wasn’t interested in other people’s habits.

Sally came rushing up to them out of the darkness. She hugged Jen and then Paul, and led them to the right side of the building.

“I can’t believe this,” she groused good-naturedly. “The swankiest opening night in history, and the place isn’t finished.”

Paul chuckled. “Sort of fun, though. We get to see what’s happening behind the scenes.”

“I’m glad you’re taking it so well. I guarantee, this thing is going to blow your mind.”

Jen asked in a whisper, “Did you visit that friend of your today?”

“I did, and she’s doing well. Not having any problems at all.”

“Wonderful.”

Jen smiled.

An hour before they met at the warehouse Sally had gone to the hotel. She walked into the lobby and took the escalator to the fourth floor.

It being Friday night there were a lot of people out, and nobody noticed her.

She smiled at a drunk couple who got on the elevator, then—realizing they were going up and not down—got off.

Everybody laughing.

On the tenth floor Sally walked down the carpeted hallway. She stepped up to the last room on the right and tapped on the door.

A moment, then: “Who’s there?”

“I’ve got a message from Paul Hopper.”

Sally and Jen had discussed it, had figured that this would be the best way to get to the girl in the room.

The chain rattled undone, the bolt slid back, and the door opened.

Her name was Marcy Hanover, and she was gorgeous. Her waist was tiny and that made her her boobs look even bigger than they were.

Her eyes were wide, round, and seemingly a little scared.

But Sally figured that was just the dewy look of innocence some bimbos put on. A look that cheating, lawyer husbands liked.

“Yes?” Her red lips were trembling. She was wearing a robe that hid none of her charms.

“Paul wants you to come with me.”

“Paul does?”

“Yes. He said to give you this.”

Sally handed Marcy a note. It was official stationary right from Paul’s office, easy enough for Jen to get.

Please go with this young lady.

I’ll explain when I see you.

Paul

Marcy read, looked up at Sally, and nodded. “Let me put something on.”

“Okay. But quickly. Paul didn’t explain all this to me, but he said it was urgent.”

“Do they know where I am?”

Sally had no idea what Marcy meant, but she went with it. “I don’t know. But we’ve got to leave.”

Marcy was ready in two minutes. She swapped the gown for a dress that looked almost like a gown, stepped into some high heels, and was ready.

Sally led the way down the hallway.

Down the elevator and into the lobby.

Marcy was looking left and right and seemed a little apprehensive, so, again, Sally made the most of it.

“This way. Keep your head down.”

It was the right thing to say, and Sally got Marcy out of the hotel and into a van. As Marcy stepped into the van a hand reached forward and a handkerchief was placed over her mouth.

She gasped, struggled, but the chloroform worked quickly.

“Got her?” asked Sally.

“No prob,” grunted a large man in a dark suit.

“Okay. Keep her under.”

“Just drive, lady.”

Sally drove.

At the club Paul was led down a short hallway. There was no lighting, and he placed his feet carefully. Then a hand reached forward, around his head, and a handkerchief was pulled tight against his face.

He struggled, smelled the odor of nail polish remover and wondered…wondered…and was asleep.

Paul didn’t sleep long, but his kidnappers didn’t need long. He grunted and jerked, and couldn’t figure out where he was, or what was holding him so tightly.

He tried harder to move.

“Take it easy, fellow. Hey, some light over here?”

It was gloomy  and Paul stared straight ahead.

He couldn’t move his head, it was clamped in place. He breathed, and somebody shoved something into his mouth.

It was a tube sort of gag. The thing had leather straps and the straps were fastened behind his head. His mouth was now effectively kept open at all times. He could only grunt and make unintelligible mumbles.

Then the lights went on.

Paul blinked and couldn’t see for a few moments, but slowly shapes took form and he could see what had happened.

He was encased in what felt like a suit of ancient armor, like a knight, but the suit was made out of a grid work of iron poles. His legs were in the legs of the ‘suit,’ his arms were tied down by his sides; it felt like they were handcuffed at his waist.

“Umphgrrmmm!” he yelled, but the tube in his mouth made it difficult to talk.

Suddenly the whole contraption lurched forward, and Paul realized there were wheels on the bottom of the thing.

He also realized that he was naked!

He yelled again, but he was ignored. The two, no there were three people, working on him chatted as if he wasn’t even there.

“Ummphrrrrotto?”

“Hey, fella, take it easy,” said the man working the motors that were moving him around.

“Let’s check the bend,” said someone behind the framework..

A motor whirred and the structure actually folded at the groin. The top half bent forward and Paul was bent until his dick was pointing down and his butt was jutting up.

“Perfect. Back up we go.”

WHIRRRR! And he straightened up.

They turned the thing then, and Paul saw that he was not alone. He was in a small area, but next to him was another frame, with another person in it.

It was a woman, and she was excited and laughing. She was naked and getting into the thing all by herself.

“UHHHGRoooo!”

“There were people behind a small railing just behind the framework things, and they made quips endlessly.

“Hey! Look at that guy’s dick!”

“I’d like to be in a bozo suit behind that girl. See her tits?”

“That guy’s too short. He’s going to be bent over all the time.”

Paul’s eyes were wide open, the whites showing, and he kept trying to talk. Trying to move, however, was useless.

The metal body suit moved around, and whichever way it went he had to go along for the ride.

“Okay, check bay one. Let’s do a test.”

A man holding a control box pressed buttons and the metal suit turned to the right. In the next area a woman was in a similar metal suit. She had a dick, and Paul didn’t understand for a second, then he realized she was wearing a strap on.

He tried to look around, but his head was positioned and trapped so he could only look forward.

“Okay, bend Bozo one.”

A whir, and Paul was again bent over.

“Hold it, the head isn’t rising. Give me a second.” The man did something to a motor built into the waist of the suit. He stood back. “Okay. Try again.”

The suit went the rest of the way down, but the head rose up. Pauls’ upper body was bent over, but his head was raised so he look in front of him.

“Back up.”

Paul rose again.

“Bozo two check.”

The woman in the suit next to him bent forward, her head raised up, and…Paul realized who it was!

It was Marcy! Her eyes were wide with fear. Her breasts were exposed, and she bent over easily.

“Uhjjjiuuu!” she yelled.

She recognized him.

He recognized her.

They couldn’t speak.

“Okay, check connections for Bozo two.”

Motors spun and Paul bent forward. Marcy rolled towards him, and her dick was on mouth level!

Paul tried to scream, but her plastic peter filled the tube in his mouth and tickled the back of his throat.

“Excellent. Perfect fit. Change them up.”

Marcy backed off, the penis slid out of Paul’s mouth and Marcy’s suit spun and bent over.

Paul was straightened up and his suit moved forward. His penis was lined up with her pussy.

“Hold on. They haven’t been lubed.”

The woman who had been working on them stepped forward. She had a big jar of lubricant. She smushed the goop Marcy’s pussy She rubbed the goo around and Marcy moaned. The woman was moving gently, and it couldn’t help but feel good.

Then she came around and grabbed Paul’s dong. She put gobs and gobs of the lubricant on his rod. “Don’t worry, big boy. We’ll take regular breaks and keep you juiced up.

Paul tried to talk, tried to explain that he wasn’t supposed to be there, but she just smiled and went to his backside.

Paul jerked as she inserted a finger and started rimming him.

That was the tough moment. He didn’t want to be there, but her finger, then fingers, sure felt good. After a moment he couldn’t help but groan with the pleasure.

“Pretty nice, eh?”

Then she moved past Marcy into a third bay and began greasing up Bozo three.

“Okay, check rear connections.”

Paul panicked as the suit moved forward again. His dick went right into Marcy’s mouth.

It felt wonderful. Marcy was wide-eyed and terrified, but she had the sense to open and not bite.

Paul was pulled back.

“Check Bozo two rear connection.”

Marcy was straightened up, then her suit whirled her around and bent over.

Paul went forward, and his penis went right into Marcy’s hole.

Marcy grunted and moaned. Paul felt the heaven of her juicy snatch engulfing him, he thought he would faint with the wonderful feeling, then she was backed away and his penis popped out.

“Okay. Bozo one and two are aligned. Let’s check two and three.”

Paul watched as Marcy and the next machine went through the bend over and insert process. Then he was alone. It was relatively silent, except…he heard people talking. No. Groups of people. Voices…behind him, or at least behind the barricade that had been behind him.

Oh, crap! he thought. They’re filling the building!

He stood in the suit, not able to speak to anybody. Just standing and full of fear.

It didn’t seem like anybody was going to hurt him, in fact, it felt like they were being concerned with him getting hurt. But he had no control over the situation!

Then he began wondering about Jen. Where was she? What had they done to her? She had been close to him, and then…

He heard people talking in the distance, ‘Checking Bozo four and five. Then five and six.

So he must be in something called a ‘Bozo’ suit. And it controlled his sex, make him bend over and take it, or straight up and give it.

But who was doing the controlling?

The sound of ‘Checking Bozo nine and ten’ came to him. They were getting close, and he realized they must have gone around the room.

A few minutes later he heard ‘Checking Bozo twelve and one!’

His suit whirled and bent and something was inserted into him. A dick. Oh, fuck!

But he was so greasy with lube that it slipped into him easily. And, horror of horrors…it felt good!

Then it pulled out and all was silent.

He stood there, waiting, and there was a movement off to the side.

Somebody was approaching, and they stepped in front of him.

“Hello, Paul.”

It was Marcy!


Part Two

“Ohmmmytr!” Paul said, tears coming down his cheeks.

“How do you like your Bozo Suit. That’s what these little things are called.

Paul stared at her. He loved her, but she was smirking at him.

“I know they’ve already checked your connections, so you know what they do, what they’re for.”

“Iii?”

“Why? Because I know about your little love honey down in the hotel.”

Paul’s eyes went wide.

“That’s right. I saw you, and followed you. Spending hours a day with that…that tramp! How could you do that to me? I love you more than life itself, and you cheat on me. What kind of a husband does that?”

Paul tried to waggle his head, but the Bozo Suit prevented that.

“So, now you’re going to pay the piper. The people who run this thing, they thought it was hilarious what I wanted to do. They didn’t even charge me. They just said they’d hook you up and teach you a lesson. So, are you ready for the ride of your life, my dear hubby?”

Paul tried to talk, to explain, but his mouth wouldn’t make the sounds, and Jen wasn’t in a listening mood, anyway.

“They’re going to start pretty soon. I think I’ll go up to the stands and get a beer. This is gonna be better than baseball.”

“Oiiiytbbbuuj! Iuuytrghdfghjk!”

She just laughed and turned away.

Then Paul was alone. Alone with his thoughts. Alone, and knowing that he had been betrayed in the worst possible way.

Tears flowed and he slumped in the suit.

But there was nothing he could do.

The sound of the crowd grew. Loud voices shouting. Voices selling beer, and peanuts, and other sundries.

Occasional foot stomps.

The bleachers must be right above him.

He tried to look up, but could see nothing.

Then the suit lurched. Connections clicked and the Bozo suit rolled!

It turned to the right, away from Marcy, and rolled about ten feet, then turned into a hallway. Behind him Bozo Suit twelve turned in behind him.

He was trundled up a short ramp and a wide, black door swung open. He burst into the light of a large arena. Around the floor other Bozo suits were coming out of similar halls.

Twelve Bozo Suits.

Twelve people about to be bent over and…used.

For a minute the Bozo Suits were scurrying everywhere. They would run up to the rail between the arena and the crowd and stop suddenly.

Paul was lurched back and forth, but no fucking was committed, not yet.

Then the machines all assembled in the center of the area and stopped. They were in a circle looking out at the audience.

Paul stared at the people who were whooping it up and cheering for their favorite Bozo Suit. They were oblivious idiots, and Paul hated them all. Making a spectacle of him for their entertainment.

Then he saw the small box with twelve men sitting in it. Correction, ten men and two women. They were all smiling and holding control boxes.

The men were all dressed in black, and they looked like…Paul’s mind stuttered to a stop…they were gangsters!

These were some of the very people he had been working to get into jail! And he was in their hands!

He felt faint then, and he wondered where Marcy was. Because she was a prime witness and they had been looking for her!

And now they had her!

And Paul’s only hope was that nobody recognized them.

Fat chance.

The loudspeaker bellowed out: “Ladies and Gents! Welcome! Welcome to the Bozo Butt Driving Game!”

Paul studied the people in the audience. Drunken louts with buxom babes. The lowest of the low. Common louts out to see the most vulgar of entertainment. Cock fights. Live porn. Or, in this case, people forced to fuck against their will.

The announcer continued, “For those who haven’t seen these wonderful machines, we will now have a demonstration!”

Paul’s machine lurched into action. It made a quick circle on the arena floor, then stopped

On the other side of the arena Marcy’s machine vroomed into motion. It made circles, ended up behind Paul, and Paul’s machine bent at the waist.

Paul’s ass rose up and the crowd roared its approval, then Marcy’s machine shot forward and impaled him. Marcy’s dildo shot into him and he jerked and groaned.

The crowd rose up and started stomping their feet.

Then Marcy’s Bozo Butt machine began moving forward and back a couple of inches at a time. The plastic penis kept slamming into Paul.

“Oh, fuck!” he yelped. But it sounded like “Oohffuuuu!”

The crowd laughed at the look on his face.

Then Bozo Butt three roared out of the pack and went to Paul’s front. Bozo Butt three was a guy—the machine alternated male and female—and Paul gaped as a big weeny shot towards him. It entered the tube in his mouth and he was forced to give head.

The crowd was stamping their feet, screaming to the ceiling.

“The point system is as follows…”

The machines kept ramming into Paul as the number of points individual actions could bring. Finally, the machines backed off, and Paul lay in his suit and gasped. then the machine unbent at the waist and he was stood up.

That was the moment he saw the gangsters in the box laughing at him. They pointed their fingers and slapped their thighs and were having a wonderful, old time.

Oh, crap, he thought. They recognize me!

Then he realized they must have known who he was before they had him put in the infernal body armor thing.

And that meant they had recognized Marcy.

The announcer was finishing up his explanation. “So you see, if you make a contestant cum, points will be doubled.”

The crowd was silent now. They understood, and bets were quietly being taken up.

The gangsters sitting in the box were now huddled together. Every once in a while one would raise his head and grin at Paul or Marcy.

“Okay, ladies, gents. You have ten minutes to make your bets. The floor is open should you wish to examine the machines, or talk to the contestants.”

Paul stood quietly, thinking madly, and coming up with nothing.

People sauntered across the floor. Men in suits and ladies in gowns. Some of them tried to talk to Paul or Marcy, but neither Paul nor Marcy could speak. Marcy didnt’ have a tube in her throat, but she had been sprayed with something that paralyzed her vocal cords.

Jen stood outside the immediate ring of people and waved a pinkie at Paul and laughed.

Bets, bets, bets and more bets.

And the buzzer went off.

“Betting is over, please leave the arena floor. The game starts in one minute…”

Another buzzer.

“The game starts in 50 seconds…”

Another buzzer.

“The game starts in 40 seconds…”

Down to ten seconds, then Paul heard the final countdown.

“Five…four…three…two…one…GO!”

The machines moved, and insanity exploded.

The noise of the crowd was truly deafening.

Machines whirled around the arena. Machines bent over. Dicks and dildos were inserted, and people in the Bozo Butt machines yelled as they were diddled.

While the other ten machines circled and squared off and vied for the advantage, Paul and Marcy simply rolled from machine to machine and gave up the advantage. They were bent over and plugged again and again, and the crowd quickly saw they were losers and laughed at them.

The gangsters, Paul glimpsed them every once in a while, were bent over with laughter, and their strategy was obvious. They were going to fuck Paul and Marcy to the end. Then, if they were still standing, they would be taken out, given cement overshoes, and dropped into the bay.

Paul groaned, and watched, when he could, the points on a large board.

Amazingly, he and Marcy were high scorers. Even though they got half the points, they were getting plugged so much they were accumulating more points.

And, it didn’t help that Marcy was having orgasms. Orgasms doubled points, and being plugged was having its effect.

Orgasm after orgasm, and the points were racked up.

There was some sort of halftime, Paul was in a daze by now and just hung in his Bozo suit and breathed. He couldn’t see Marcy, but he knew she must be having a terrible time. Then the contest continued.

The crowd had realized that the simple strategy of making Paul and Marcy victims had worked, and they started cheering, and bets were shouted with Paul or Marcy, Bozo Butt one or two, as the projected winners.

Then the gangsters changed their strategy. Maybe to allow the other Bozo machines to catch up and excite the betting, they began having Paul and Marcy penetrate each other.

Bozo Butt one and Bozo Butt two faced each other. One would bend and the other would thrust. Then the other would bend and the other would thrust.

Again and again. Taking turns impaling.

The gangsters cheering.

A glimpse of Jen laughing.

The look on Marcy’s face, and Paul…Paul saw Marcy’s face.

She was dazed, but…but when he went forward she opened her mouth, or bent over and took it doggystyle, and…she was enjoying it.

Of course. She was a victim to everybody else, but Paul was her attorney. He had been helping her. His was the only really friendly face in the place for her. And the only friendly dick.

The other contestants were just fucking and having a good time. They had volunteered for this. But Paul…and her…they only had each other.

And he realized that hers was the only friendly face for him, and the only friendly pussy.

Something in him calmed.

The machines roared and bent and plugged, and he suddenly enjoyed the wonderful feeling of her pussy, or her mouth.

And when he managed to see her face he could see what he thought was a look of relief on her face.

She was not just being fucked by strangers, but being loved by somebody who she knew, and who she knew cared for her.

After all, hadn’t Paul come to her hotel room night after night, day after day, and conducted himself like an honorable man?

Hadn’t he watched TV and played cards and just talked with her?

Hadn’t he watched over her with no concern for himself?

Hadn’t he kept himself from trying to take advantage of her position?

He had been a gentleman, and kind, and now…now he was the only dick she wanted in her.

Paul felt the connection. He felt her pussy giving a twitch, a  contraction, a movement of encouragement.

Not just to mechanically fuck, but to find a point of care and concern, of love, in this universe.

And Paul finally had an orgasm. A deep, wrenching explosion that stupefied him and made him wonder at the cosmos.

But Paul cumming wasn’t int he gangster’s plans. Seeing him lurch, seeing hsi white seed squirt, Paul and Marcy were disengaged. Then the game hit the final quarter.

Everybody, all the machines, were fucking all the machines, striving for an advantage. Trying for a final cum. Trying to eke out the last point on the scoreboard on the wall.

Paul was now more aware. And he watched as his dick entered somebody, or a dick was entered into him, and he wished for Marcy.

Not Jen, who had betrayed him, she was gone from his thoughts.

But for Marcy. Marcy who wanted only him in this last moment of ultimate chaos.

Then, just as the cock on the wall counted down the final seconds, a big boom was heard.

The gangsters all looked around. This wasn’t part of the program.

Then screams were heard.

People began pouring onto the arena floor, running in the path of the Bozo Butt machines, getting knocked over, trampled, screaming.

Paul’s machine spun in circles, then came to a stop. A few yards from him Marcy’s machine came to a stop.

Then the police could be seen, swarming down the bleachers, pushing the crowd ahead of them, herding them into the arena.

Then the police were arresting people. They seemed to have an endless supply of the plastic wrist restraints, and people were cuffed and pushed out one of the exits. Doubtless to a waiting line of paddy wagons.

Finally, the floor was empty, and the police began opening the Bozo Butt machines.

They arrested the people and took them away, but when they came to Paul they stopped.

“Hey, Lieutenant, we got something different here!”

A tall police Lieutenant came up and examined Paul. He saw that Paul was locked in, and that he had a weird tube thing in his mouth. Paul nodded towards Marcy, and the police gathered around her.

Paul was released, and he and Marcy stood together, under blankets, and told their story.

Fortunately, the cops knew Paul had been one of the attorneys working to bring the gangsters to justice, and he was not arrested, and when Marcy was figured out to be a major witness…well, let it be said there was some major celebrating in city hall that night.

Finally, Paul and Marcy were escorted out of the arena. Most of the people who had come to watch the Bozo Butt games were gone to the hoosegow. The gangsters, however, were still there, and amongst them was…Marcy.

“Paul!” she yelled. “Help me! Hey! Get your hands off me! That’s my husband! He’s in charge of this…leggo! LET GO OF ME!”

The cops didn’t let go, however. They simply trundled Jen off to a waiting wagon.

Paul and Marcy sat in the back of a police car. They held each other.

“Thank you,” said Marcy.

“For what?”

“I could feel it…all through that…you were there for me.”

She cuddled closer to him.

Paul just smiled and held her.


Epilogue

The Gangsters were all given hefty prison sentences. They were all charged with such things as kidnapping, false imprisonment, and a lot of other crimes. They would be rotting in jail for the rest of their lives.

Jen’s role in the affair was discovered. False imprisonment. Kidnapping. Not a lot of other things, but those charges would still do.

Over the months Jen called Paul endlessly, until he changed his phone number.

Sally’s role was discovered; it was revealed that she had deliberately aided the gangsters in finding the location of Marcy, and she was charged with conspiracy, obstructing justice, kidnapping, and a lot of other things.

Paul didn’t bother to come to Jen’s sentencing, where she received a couple of ten year sentences…to be served successively.

Paul was a hero, but of the bittersweet variety. He was video-ed in the Bozo Games, which the press had ended up calling ‘The Bend Over Games,’ and the video ruined his reputation. He eventually quit working as an attorney completely.

But, that was okay. Marcy was by his side, and he married her.

Then he moved to Mexico, where the laws are more forgiving, and became an investor in a new sport. This sport used Bozo Butt machines, but was more of the volunteer variety, and there were lots of volunteers. Male and female, there was no end to the people who wanted to ride around in the metal suits and fuck each other.

Currently, Paul is a billionaire living in Cancun in a massive villa.

The gorgeous Marcy is by his side.

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


Kidnapped and feminized, was he…

The Biggest Sissy in the World!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

The great philosophical question I pondered this story was: which is better, to be feminized, or to be a sissy?

This is a difficult question with many sides. Yet, at the heart, is a certain sameness.

Feminization is to look like a woman.

Does being a sissy go further? A sissy might be so enamored by being totally feminized, but there is a hidden facet to being a sissy.

And this is made more difficult by the fact that there can be different types of sissies.

In the end I decided that being a sissy is better than being feminized. No offense to anybody out there, just my personal opinion.

And remember, I pondered this as a writer crafting a story, and, specifically, choosing a title that might be grabby.

So if you feel the other way, have at it.

The world doesn’t matter, all that matters is you.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Honey, I’m home!”

Jack walked through the kitchen. He placed his keys in the bowl, rummaged through the fridge and found a Coke.

He sipped, smiled, and added a dollop of bourbon.

He sipped again, and grinned. Now that was the secret formula in Coke.

Then he realized his wife had never answered him. He held his body still, listened to the house, and called, “Honey? Lisa?”

Nothing.

He frowned. She was always home when he got home. They had been married for five years and they were totally in love with each other. They went to the store together. They had lunch together. And when he got home from his occasional work trips she was waiting.

So…?

He walked through the foyer and down the hallway.

No sign of his wife in any of the rooms.

Puzzled, but not alarmed, he turned around and walked back to the living room. She was probably over at the neighbors. He turned into the living room and stopped.

The drapes were closed, which was unusual. But shocking was the figure sitting in the corner of the room.

She was beautiful, Jack could tell that much. He could see her buxom shape in the shadows. He could see her smiling face as she watched him.

She had her legs spread, and one hand was at her groin, rubbing her sex.

“Who?” Jack blurted, actually taking a step back.

“Hello, Jack. My name is Donna, and I will be your tour guide.”

“What the…what are you doing here? Where’s my wife?”

“Your wife is safe for the moment, but that all hinges on you doing exactly what I tell you to do.”

Jack was now silent. He was estimating how fast he could get to and subdue the woman.

But she hadn’t made any threatening moves. She had just implied about his wife.

“I’m going to call the cops.”

“Be my guest. I even know the number, should you wish. It’s nine and one and one.”

Jack blinked.

She was laughing at him.

But she was a threat to his wife…he intuited that…and that meant she was a threat to him, and… “Who are you?”

“Jack, I’ll tell you everything, but I’m going to have to insist that you mind your manners, first.”

Her own manner was so cavalier, no nonchalant.

“What are you doing here. Where’s my wife.”

“I’d like a drink. What you’re drinking. And don’t tell me there’s no booze in that can.”

He made up his mind. He took out his cell phone and tapped nine.

“Of course if you complete that call you’ll never see your wife again. Would you like that, Jack? to never see your wife again?”

Jack stopped, was frozen, held the phone and stared at the woman.

“Now, this is sort of crucial. We have to establish that I’m in charge. So I want you to get me a drink. If you don’t, then I’ll stand up and walk out, and you’ll never see your wife again.”

Jack found that he was trembling. He realized that he must have been trembling the whole time.

“Wait…”

“Wait for what? It’s simple. I have a thirst. You are my bitch. Now go get my drink before you make me do something you’ll regret.”

Jack felt like his legs were made of wood, that his body belonged to somebody else. He turned on his stumpy legs and headed for the kitchen.

The woman said nothing as he got down a glass and filled it with bourbon and Coke. He could have called on his cell phone. He could have said nothing and let 911 listen.

But he couldn’t.

The police arrive after the accident, and whatever accident this strange woman was…the police weren’t the solution.

He walked back into the living room. He handed the woman her glass.

She smiled as she leaned into the light. Brunette with wavy hair around her shoulders. Red lips and pale, blue eyes.

She sipped, smiled at him, then sat back in the shadows.

“Where is my wife.”

“Good drink, Jack. Now, as to where your wife is…she’s safe. For the moment. But you have to do everything I tell you to. Everything, with a capital ‘every.’

Jack stared, his ind was raging, and going nowhere.

If this was a courtroom there was no body, no evidence of wrong doing, just this woman with her smug and smirky manner.

“How do you know my wife?”

“Not important. What is important is that you follow directions. Please sit down.”

Jack remained standing.

“Don’t make me shout.”

Jack sat on the edge of the couch.

“Now then, Jack. I will be giving you instructions, and you will be following those instructions. Failure results in penalties. Penalties for you and your wife.”

“Why?” Jack’s voice was a whisper. He didn’t understand what was going on.

“Because I can. Would you like to see your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Very well.” She tapped her cell phone a couple of times. A moment elapsed, and his own phone dinged.

He stared at his phone.

“Answer it, Jack.”

Jack looked at his phone. He opened the text messages and stared at the screen.

His wife laying on a couch. Her hands tied, her feet tied, a ball gag in her mouth. The look in her eyes…it broke Jack’s heart.

“What…!” he growled and took a step towards Donna.

She tilted her head and smiled and waited.

He stepped back, controlled himself.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now take off your clothes.”

Jack was frozen, except for his mind. His mind felt like it was being battered by a hurricane.

“I know you heard me. I want you to take off your shirt, your pants, everything. I want you naked, and I want you naked in 30 seconds.

She pulled up the stop watch on her cell phone and tapped on the screen.

Jack’s face was bright red, but he started moving. He pulled his shirt off, kicked his shoes off, paused for about a tenth of a second, then took off his socks. He was down to his underwear, breathing hard, wondering, scared, and Donna lifted an eyebrow.

Jack took off his underpants. His cock, unbelievably, was straight out. It was almost as if it was pointing at Donna.

“Oh, my,” she said. “Somebody is happy to see me.”

“No.” It sounded like he was gargling the word.

“Yes,” she disagreed, smiling as she stood up. “Now follow me.”

She walked past Jack, and he smelled her. He smelled her flesh, her perfume, the womanliness of her. His skin was all goose bumpy, and his cock surged harder.

How can I be hard? he wondered, feeling his cock rise and fall.

She walked down the hall towards his bedroom. Jack hesitated, but he really had no choice. He followed her.

From the rear she had a beautiful ass. It was round and firm.

From the side, when she turned into the bedroom, her breasts jutted out.

Jack stepped into the room. Donna was standing at Lisa’s vanity table. One hand was on the chair, and she was grinning. “Come, sit down.”

Jack walked slowly across the room.

“What kind of a person are you?”

“A most wonderful person. Animals love me, and men open doors for me.”

“But my wife. how could you kidnap her?”

“Easily. I just get a couple of fellows to help me. We strip her clothes off and put her in the trunk of my car. I drive away, she comes with me. Being naked has a definite effect on how a person reacts. Your wife reacted just fine. She was scared. She did what she was told. Of course, it helped that I said you would be harmed if she didn’t do exactly what I said.”

“You…dirty—“

“Shut up, Jack. Don’t spoil it all by being unpleasant. Now sit down.”

Her voice was a little harder, and her eyes burned into him.

Jack moved around the chair and sat down.

“Excellent. Now, Jackie boy, we are going to decorate you. All you have to do is follow directions. Do you think you can do that?”

His voice was soft as he muttered, “Yes.”

“Okay. First things first, there is a can of Nair on the vanity table. It’s a spray can, and I want you to spray yourself. Take your time, stand up if you have to, but I want every square inch of your body, except for your lovely head, to be sprayed.”

Jack looked at the can of Nair. He sighed. He sprayed.

The substance turned into a gel as he smushed it over his body.

For a second he focused on himself, getting as much as he could. Then he glimpsed Donna in the mirror.

She was standing next to the bed, taking off her clothes.

He stopped.

“What are you doing?” Panic was in his voice.

“I’m going to help you, and I don’t want to get any of that stuff on my clothes. Now keep going.”

Jack smoothed the stuff into his pores. He coated himself with the goo.

Donna moved up behind him. She focused on his armpits and face. Then she moved down and got the middle of his back, and his groin.

She was naked and he felt her tits brush against his arm, then his back.

Jack gasped.

She had both hands around him and she was stroking him.

“What are…what…”

“Every square inch, Jack. She felt his cock and worked it. She moved around to his front, didn’t look up at him, and completely was focused.

When his body was completely slathered she went into the bathroom, found a couple of hand towels, and came out and started rubbing the stuff off him.

Jack was having a hard time breathing. He was rubbing himself a little, but he was in too much shock to rub himself a lot.

Finally, he was clean, and sweet smelling, and Donna stood back happily. Hands on her round hips she said, “Excellent.”

She gazed at him, a quirky smile on her face. “Okay. Sit down again.”

Jack moved to the vanity desk and sat down in the chair.

“Now then, just sit still while I clean myself off. It’s been a long day.”

She walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. A minute later, the water warm, she stepped into the shower.

Jack sat, naked, bare of hair, and stared at her figure behind the frosted shower glass.

She was beautiful. A classic 36 by 24 by 36. He could see her lifting her hair a bit so it wouldn’t get wet.

His eyes fell on her cell phone.

He snatched it off the bed and looked in her text messages.

Lots of messages, but nothing to do with Lisa or him.

He put the phone back and sat down just in time.

Donna stepped out of the shower and pulled a towel over her frame.

Jack watched as she dried under her boobs, dried her legs, dried her pussy.

It was a nice pussy. The labia were extended and rippling. It was as if her pussy was in heat.

“Why are you doing this?” His voice was low.

“I told you. Because I can.”

She moved across the room, stopped at the vanity table and picked up a bottle of perfume. Smiling, she spritzed herself, and Jack smelled the odor his wife used. It about killed him, and he felt so helpless.

“Nice, eh?”

She walked past him, paraded her flesh around his chair, and entered Lisa’s walk in closet.

A long minute elapsed, then she walked out. She was carrying lingerie.

She tossed a bra and panties set to Jack. “Put these on.”

Jack’s mouth opened and closed.

“Don’t dilly dally, Dally,” Donna chirped brightly.

“But…why?”

“Because I command it.”

“I don’t want to!”

“Do you ever want to see your wife again?”

“Yes!”

“Then put your underwear on.”

His mind protesting, it’s not my underwear! Jack put his feet through the leg holes. He stood up and pulled the panties up.

He was slightly larger than his wife in the hips, and the panties were snug.

“Push your dick down,” commanded Donna as she pulled her own—Jack’s wife’s—panties up.

Jack reached in and pushed his cock down between his legs.

Donna frowned. “That’s not going to work.”

His cock was sticking out the front, making a big bump.

She walked back into the closet and returned with a tummy shaper.

“Try this.”

Jack slid the panties off his legs, and pulled the tummy shaper up.

“Ah, yes. That’s going to work. Come here.”

Jack walked to her.

She only had panties on. Her breasts were big, and they brushed against his arms as she pulled the waist band of the tummy shaper out and reached down. She pushed his cock down, giggled as he groaned, and placed it between his legs.

She then knelt and snapped the bottom of the tummy shaper.

She stepped back, hands on her waist, her tits thrust out. “Now we’re talking!”

His cock was painfully bent down.

“It hurts.”

It’ll hurt your wife more if you don’t keep it that way. In fact, you’d better make sure your cock doesn’t rise up, or show in any way. You got that?”

He nodded.

“Okay, before you put that bra on we need to give you some breast forms.”

He stared at her.

“Fortunately, me thinking ahead, I brought a couple of big uns.”

She pulled a bag out from the bottom of the bed and reached into it. She extracted a pair of large boobs.

“Just stand there for a minute,” she said.

She took the fake boobs to the vanity table and spread glue on the back of one. Then she turned and smeared glue on Jack’s chest. She pressed the boob on to him. “Hold this.”

Jack held the tit with two hands.

“Keep the pressure on them. You don’t want these babies free floating when we get you fixed up.”

“Fixed up?”

“Fixed up,” she agreed, smearing glue on the back of the other boob, then onto the other side of his chest.

Jack stood, his boobs in his hands, pressing them against his chest.

“How long do I have to do this?”

“Ten minutes.”

“I…I…”

She looked at him. “Push your chest against a wall if you have to. But I want those boobies to stick.”

Jack turned to the wall next tot he door to the walk in closet. He pushed his chest against the wall and leaned his weight into the boobs.

Donna put on her bra. Jack watched how she did it. it was the same method as his wife used. She fastened the bra in front of her belly, then slid it around her waist and slid her arms under the straps.

She went up on her toes and down briefly, jouncing her large boobs into the cups. She smiled at him, and went into Lisa’s walk in closet. She came out with one of Lisa’s dresses. It was a tight one, red, with lots of cleavage. She pulled it over her head and wiggled into it.

“That belongs to Lisa.”

“Yep. Fits good, doesn’t it.”

Jack said nothing. He leaned against the wall and glared at her.

She went back into the closet and brought out hose. she unrolled them up her legs, then straightened up, adjusted the dress, and said, “Okay. Put this bra on.”

Jack duplicated her actions of fastening the bra and sliding it around his waist.

“Good thing you fit into that tummy shaper.”

Jack stood in bra and panties. His legs sleek and hairless.

Donna tossed him a package of new hose. “Put them on.”

“You’re going to make me into a woman?”

“I’m going to do what I want. And so are you. Put them on.”

Jack leaned against the bed and rolled the stockings up his legs.

“You look good,” nodded Donna. “You sure you haven’t done this before?”

“No.”

“No…you’re not sure?”

“No. I haven’t done this before.”

“Pity.” Donna walked into the closet and came out with another of Lisa’s dresses. This dress was blue, very tight, and was high cut at the top, and had a higher hem. If people weren’t going to look at his boobs—which they probably were—they could always look at his sleek and shiny legs.

“Okay, have a seat.”

Jack sat down at the vanity table.

Donna pulled a chair up and began cleansing his face. He didn’t like the way she was pulling his skin with a little sponge, but she ignored him and kept cleaning his pores.

Then she put primer on him and added a bit of color to his cheeks.

“Why do you want to feminize me.”

“I like sissy boys.”

He gulped. His cock was reacting in his tummy shaper, and it hurt.

She grinned and placed a hand in his lap and felt him. “Oh, ho. Little sissy boy likes it.”

“Stop that,” he snapped.

She just laughed. She wasn’t about to stop.

She went to work on his eyes, shading them delicately, adding liner and mascara. She pulled on his skin to make a taut canvas, and he gulped nervously as the sharp pencil did its work so close to his naked eyeballs.

She was close to him, almost sitting on his lap, and she didn’t seem to mind body contact. She even laughed when the flesh of her boobs brushed against him.

“Stop it,” he whispered.

“Stop it yourself,” she responded, and she applied plumper to his lips. She stopped, waited, and a few seconds passed.

He said, “That’s burning.”

“That’s okay,” and she started putting lipstick on his lips, which were now slightly swelling.

“Oh, baby,” she said, licking her lips, “You are gorgeous, if I do say so.”

“But why?” Jack was almost begging now. He felt so funny, his body was confined by the beautiful clothes and lingerie. his face felt contained by make up.

“Why not?”

She began brushing his hair. She twisted and flipped and sprayed, and within a minute he had a beautiful hair do. It was slightly short, but it looked good. Real good.

Then she pierced his ears.

He couldn’t believe it! He had holes in his ear lobes, and long, silvery strands hung from them.

Finally, however, she was done. She lifted his arm and helped him up.

“Slide into these heels.”

He slid his feet in to classic black pumps. The heels were a couple of inches, so he could still walk, but he felt like he was sliding down a hill.

“Come on, gorgeous, let’s have a drink and get ready for the party.”

“Party?”

He mumbled, tasting his lipstick, trying to get used to the heavy weights on his chest. “I don’t understand.”

Tears began to leak from his eyes.

Quickly, Donna dabbed at his eyes with a handkerchief. “There, there, little girl. Don’t cry. You don’t want your make up to get all messy.”

Jack was having a hard time, however.

“Where’s my wife? What have you done to her?”

Donna just smiled a knowingly smile. “Some day you’ll find out, Jack. But the longer you spend whining and crying the longer it will be.”

Jack tried to sniffle down. He tried to control himself, but it was hard.

So Donna walked him into the kitchen and mixed more drinks. They sat at the table, Donna working the handkerchief, and Jack trying to stop crying.

And, two drinks later, everything was calm.

Donna had drunk Coke, and Jack had drunk almost straight bourbon, and he was finally under control. In an out of control way.

“All right, Jack. Are you ready to find out what has happened to your wife.”

He nodded. His head feeling a little loose on his neck.

“Then you need to go outside and get in the car.”

“My car?”

“My car. And I want you to get in the trunk. I’ve got a couple of blankets all ready for you, so you’ll be nice and comfy.”

“Nice and comfy,” he muttered. “Yeah.”

“We’ve got a couple of hours driving ahead of us, so…let’s go.”

Jack stood up, once again Donna holding his arm and helping him.

Jack staggered out to the garage.

Donna slid the garage door open a couple of feet and they walked out onto the driveway.

“My car is at the end of the driveway.” Donna slid the door shut.

They walked down the driveway, their heels tapping on the cement.

Jack looked around. He was dressed like a woman and out where everybody could see him. His face was red and he tried to imagine himself shriveling up and blowing away.

They rounded the corner at the bottom of the driveway. An 850 BMW sat at the curb. Jack had noticed it when he arrived home, but had figured somebody was visiting one of the neighbors.

“This is yours?”

“Yep.”

The BMW was a sleek, dark red. The windows were tinted, and it looked like lots of money.

As they approached the vehicle Donna took out a fob and clicked it. The trunk opened up and Jack stared into it.

A couple of small water bottles. a couple of thick blankets. A slender pillow.

“Why can’t I ride up front with you?”

“Attitude, Jack. We need to cultivate the right attitude.”

He turned to Donna, faced her squarely. “I don’t understand.”

“What don’t you understand?” She had a smirky grin on her face.

“I never did anything to you. I never did anything to any woman. Why are you doing this to me? And where is my wife? what have you done to her? I don’t understand!”

He was a bit drunk and he was almost wailing by the time he finished talking.

“Hop in the trunk, Jack.”

“But, why?”

“Hop in the trunk and you’ll be that much closer to finding out.”

Jack had no choice. It was awkward with the dress on, but he managed to throw a leg over the lip and climb into the trunk.

Donna stood, one hand as if holding the trunk up. “Get comfy, Jack.”

“What if I have to pee?”

“We’ll be making stops. Just tie a knot until then.”

Jack nodded, and the trunk came down.

It was quiet in the trunk. And it was dark. Jack lay on his back, his knees slightly up, and stared into the darkness.

Where was his wife? Why was he being kidnapped? Where was this strange woman taking him?

The driver’s door opened and the car settled. Donna was behind the wheel.

Grrrr. The motor started up.

It was a low purr, and there was almost no sound in the trunk area.

The car started up smoothly. Jack didn’t feel any bumps to speak of, and shortly the car was rolling down the street.

Jack tried to keep track of the twists and turns the car made. It was actually pretty easy. A turn here, a turn there, and a large circle where the car picked up speed.

They were getting onto the freeway.

The car powered up and entered traffic.

The sounds of the cars passing, or being passed, were louder than the sounds of the BMW.

Jack lay in the darkness. He opened one of the small bottles of water and sipped. He was dry, but he didn’t want to drink too much. He didn’t know when the first piss stop would be.

He screwed the cap on and tried to estimate their speed.

If it had been his own car, or even a common car, he might have been able to guess, but in this sleek, purring monster he had no idea.

Jack had the thought that one judges one’s life by the bumps he endures.

But the BMW had absorbed all the bumps, so he was left with no way of measuring.

He sighed, scrunched the pillow a bit, and settled down to the ride.

Donna drove for an hour. All freeway. finally, the car started to slow, then the sound of the tires on the pavement changed, and the car went around a slow curve. An exit ramp.

Jack had been dozing, but he came awake.

His mouth was dry from having drunk before he had gotten in the car, and since it looked like they were going to stop, he swished his mouth out with water and took a few small swallows.

Then the rumble of driving over a rough surface, maybe gravel, maybe dirt.

The car pulled into a parking space and the motor was turned off.

For a moment Jack heard nothing. Maybe the faint sound of music, then the door opened and the car shifted as Donna got out.

Jack waited, but heels clicked away and he was left alone.

Now sober, he was starting to worry. What if she left him in the trunk?

Then he heard several pairs of pairs of heels clicking, approaching the car.

A click and whir and the trunk went up.

Four women, including Donna, were standing behind the car, looking at him.

“This is Jack, girls. Hop out Jack. There’s a ladies’ room over there,” she motioned with an elegant hand. “Avail yourself. These ladies will assist you.”

“Assist me?”

He blinked as the sun lit into his eyes.

“You’ve been rolling around for an hour, your make up is smeared, you need to get straightened out. So out, Jack, and repair yourself.”

Jack climbed out of the trunk. He was a little stiff, but not too bad. He staggered in his heels, but one of the woman stepped forward and put an arm around his waist and steadied him.

They were beautiful. Full figured, well made up, wearing expensive and form showing dresses.

They walked across the asphalt of a short parking lot and towards the ladies’ room of a rest stop.

Just a common rest stop. A few big trucks, a few SUVs with families, and miles and miles of desert. Cactus, mesquite, tumbleweed, reddish boulders.

The restroom was typical tan sandstone on the outside, and tiles and harsh echoes on the inside.

The women walked Jack to the end of the ladies’ room and opened up the stall door.

He walked in and the women all took places in front of the stall.

Jack’s dick was scrumpled up and limp. Being in the tight tummy shaper for an hour had done for him. He pulled his tummy shaper down and sat and tinkled.

He would have stood, but he chose to sit like a woman. He just wanted to sit and gather his thoughts.

He flushed the toilet and opened the door.

The three women straightened up and smiled at him.

“Can you tell me what is happening?” Jack begged.

They shook their heads. They were not inclined to speak.

“My wife has been kidnapped. Donna did this…she feminized me. Can you tell me what is happening?”

“Time to fix your make up, Jack.”

They took him in front of the scratched up mirror and worked quickly and efficiently. He watched them, gauged them, but…what was there to gauge? They were in on whatever this kidnapping plot was. They were responsible for the kidnapping of his wife, he had no doubt, and they just worked on his make up and prepared him to get back in the trunk of the BMW.

“Why do I have to be made up to ride in a trunk?” he asked.

One of the women smiled. “Attitude, Jack. Now pucker your lips.”

He pursed, and she rolled on the lipstick. He could tell his lips were still swollen from the plumper Donna had used, and when he glanced at the mirror he could see how big and moist his lips looked.

His face all done, the women checked his dress. They adjusted his bra with a tug or two, smoothed his dress out, and walked out of the ladies’ room and headed back to the car.

Donna wasn’t at the car, and Jack caught sight of her talking to a small group of women at the far end of the parking lot.

She glanced at him, was aware of him, but kept talking.

Then Jack noticed that the parking lot had filled up with expensive and even exotic cars. High end Beemers and Mercedes. Luxury Acura cars.

There was still a smattering of SUVs and such, but…the parking area was mostly beautiful women.

Large chested, well dressed, beautiful women.

“Go ahead and stretch out, Jack,” said one of the women. “It’ll be a couple of minutes, and then a couple of hours before you’ll get out again.”

“Why can’t you tell me what this is all about?”

The women glanced at one another. Then one of them smiled. “Now where would be the fun in that?”

So Jack stood, and waited, and eventually Donna headed back towards the car.

“Everything okay?” asked one of the women.

“Everything is fantastic,” grinned Donna. “Truly a day in paradise.” She looked at Jack. “Right, Jack?”

Jack said nothing, and suddenly all the women were smiling at him.

“Hop in the trunk, Jack.”

Disheartened, Jack climbed back into the trunk.

The car whizzed down the road. It spent an hour on the freeway, Jack laying quietly and wondering what he was going to do.”

Then the car turned off the road. It went over what felt like a cattle guard, and up a rutted road.

Now Jack heard the whine of other motors, so he was going into the wilderness in a caravan.

The bumps started up, and not even the luxury suspension of the BMW could save him from bouncing around in the back of the car.

Then the curves started. Now he was not only bouncing up and down, he was being flung side to side.

He braced himself as best he could and tried to survive.

Up. He was rolled to the back of the trunk by the slant of the road.

Bumps and curves and ruts and pot holes and rocks in the road.

Wherever her was going it was off the beaten track.

Finally, the road leveled off. It began a large sweeping turn, then wiggled back and forth, backed up, and stopped.

Jack held his breath, and the trunk opened.

Jack sat up and stared in wonder.


Part Two

Jack had no idea where he was, but wherever it was, he was not in Kansas anymore.

It was a ranch. That much was plain. But what a ranch!

The car was parked in a field. The grass had been cut, and hundreds of cars were lined up, nice and neat, in rows.

The field extended about a hundred yards. Beyond the field was a three story ranch house. It was made of logs, with lots of windows. Four chimneys rose up from the steeply pitched roof, and there were out buildings. Behind and to the side of the ranch house was a monster barn.

It was taller than a normal barn, but it extended maybe a hundred yards sideways.

There were three sets of big double doors spaced out across the front, and the three doors were closed.

In front of the doors, looking like they were waiting for admission were hundreds of women.

The woman were all decked out. Jack could see the glitter of diamonds at their ears and necks and wrists. He could see tight dresses, so tight that, when he got closer, he would be able to see raised nipples, excited and at attention.

“Out, Jack.”

The three women had gathered at the back of the car and they had smiles on their faces, but also a sense of intensity.

Something important was going on.

They took a few minutes to fix his make up yet again, then turned him towards the barn.

The three women walked Jack across the field and towards the crowd of women. They surrounded him like guards, and as they got closer to the barn the women in the crowd turned and examined Jack.

Jack had never felt like such a piece of meat in his life. He was red-faced because he was dressed like a woman. He was dressed so like a woman that he would have been mistaken for a woman.

Except that these ladies who watched him walk through their midst towards the big, double doors seemed to know that he was a man.

It was in their eyes, in their amused glances. They saw right through his sexy dress and knew he had a package hanging between his legs.

They arrived at the barn door and one of the women pushed it open and they slid through the small space.

The inside of the barn was massive. It had a few columns to support it, but it was pretty much open space, with just a couple of manufactured offices parked at the wall on the left.

On the wall on the right were a line of porta potties.

At the back wall was a stage with curtains in front of it.

Jack was walked over to the trailer/office. He was directed up the stairs and into the office.

He stood at the back of four lines of women.

Then he realized, as he watched the three women accompanying him, that three of the lines were for women like them.

And the fourth line was for women…like him.

For men who were dressed as women.

He stared at the backs of the men who were women in front of him. Now that he knew he could see the differences.

Slightly wider shoulders, longer hands. Adam’s apples. A different fit to the dress. Hips not quite round enough, tits not quite right on their chests.

With a shock, he realized that he was one of the better looking men…women…in the place.

“We just made it,” said one of the women who had accompanied him, and who was now looking out a window into the barn.

Through the window Jack could see that the barn doors had been opened. Women from the outside were crowding into the barn. There were a lot of women, and Jack knew that they would fill the barn when all were inside.

At the front of the line women were being taken into one of several small booths. They were only in the booths for maybe three minutes, then they came out.

About half of the men who were women were downcast, looking out of sorts. Half of them were confused.

The line moved slowly forward.

The noise from a thousand women chattering in a barn grew.

Finally, it was Jack’s turn. He was the last one and he was directed to one of the booths.

He walked in, his three women staying by him.

It was a small space, just two chairs and a small table between them. and two women. One sitting across the table, and one standing to the side and holding some sort of belt.

On the table was a small box. Sort of like a tape recorder, except it had one of those needles like you see on a machine that registers earthquakes.

Earthquakes?

“Have a seat, Jack,” the woman behind the small machine smiled.

Jack sat.

“Okay, let’s fix him up.”

The woman holding the belt wrapped it around his chest, secured it. She wrapped a smaller band around his arm, and a put a clamp on his finger. That was when Jack understood what it was.

“This is a lie detector,” he blurted.

The woman across from him smiled, but didn’t say anything.

Jack looked up at the woman putting the clamp on his digit.

“Be quiet,” she said gently. “We need you calm to get the best reading.”

When Jack was secure the woman behind the table spoke without looking up.

“I want you to tell me a deliberate lie. Okay?”

Jack knew about lie detectors. But he also knew his wife had been kidnapped. As had he.

“Where’s my wife.”

She didn’t bother to look at him. “You’ll find out in a couple of hours. Rest assured, she is unharmed and, actually, quite happy.”

“She is?”

“Oh, yes,” the woman said, and she smiled in a very sincere way.

In spite of everything, Jack believed her.

“Now I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to tell a deliberate lie.”

The woman lifted a playing card. It was the Jack of Diamonds.

Jack said nothing.

The woman put the card down. She didn’t seem upset at Jack’s attitude.

“The sooner you lie, the sooner you see your wife. Now tell a deliberate lie.”

She lifted the Jack of Diamonds.

Jack said, “Ace of Hearts.”

The woman nodded, made a mark on a sheet of paper that was scrolling out of the machine. The lines on the paper were bunched up and peaked.

“Good lie. We’ll commence testing now. Please answer yes or no.”

A pause, the paper spewing slowly out, a needle scratching back and forth on the paper.

“Is your name Jack?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know where you are?”

“No.”

Did your wife tell you about this place?”

“No.”

“Do you know what this place is?”

“No.”

“Have you ever heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?”

“What?”

She glanced up at him, then repeated the question.

“Have you ever heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?”

“No.”

“Are you a man?”

“Yes.”

The woman made notations on the paper after every question. She paused here, however, then made a quick note.

“Are you a woman?”

“No.”

Another pause and small notation.

“Okay. Test complete.”

The other woman undid the belt around his chest and the other connections. She lifted his arm to help him out of the chair and directed him towards the door.

He stepped out of the door and was immediately surrounded by the three women. A man who was a woman walked out of the next booth down. A woman stuck her head out the door and said, “He didn’t pass.”

The three women accompanying him walked him down the stairs and across the barn towards the big, double doors. He looked pissed off.

Jack, on the other hand, looked confused. “What the hell is this?” he muttered.

The three women took him down to the floor of the barn and walked him towards the back of the barn, towards the big stage area.

The stage was wide, and fairly deep, but it was only a couple of feet up. Jack stepped onto a step and hands grabbed him and helped him up to the stage itself. One of the women stayed with him and walked him back towards the curtains.

They stepped through the curtains and Jack found himself in a small area, maybe ten by five, with four other men and their…women. The women who were handling them.

The men all looked at him. They were wearing dresses and the women were fussing over their make up.

One of the men complained, “What the hell is this? When do I get to see my wife?”

“Right after this first event.”

Event? Jack was befuddled beyond confused. What event?

At that moment music started up. The first song was ‘Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This). It was by Eurythmics, and it set the stage for songs to follow.

‘Walk on the Wild Side,’ by Lou Reed.

‘The Sweetest Taboo,” by Sade.

‘Dude Looks Like a Lady,’ by Arrowsmith.

A hard mix of tough blues and sexually mixed up lyrics.

Then the music died and the crowd roared.

The men in Jack’s little place all looked at each other.

“Does anybody know what’s happening?”

Nobody said anything. They just listened to women cheer in front of the stage.

The noise died down, the women who were doing their make up, who had stopped to listen, went back to work.

Five minute later there was another huge cheer.

And five minutes after that.

The women were mostly done with the make up now, and everybody just stood in place and listened.

Cheers.

The ninth cheer, and a woman entered the small room.

“Okay, ladies. I want you to file through this door when I give the word. Don’t speak, but smiles will go a long way. Being a talky bitch doesn’t. Is everybody ready?”

Behind the men the women who had done make up each raised their hands.

The woman who had entered the room listened to a bud in her ear, then she suddenly raised her hand and made frantic motions.

The men filed out the door she had entered through. Jack was last, and he blinked and tried to understand what was happening.

He was on the stage. Women with clipboards and earbuds directed the men to stand at the front of the stage on a series of five yellow footprints.

Jack blinked and looked out at the women.

A massive cheer had roared up, and it was now dying down.

In the audience women were whispering and pointing, and a lot of them were pointing at him.

“What the fuck?” said a man on the other end of the short line.

Women in the audience frowned.

In front of the stage were a line of ten women sitting in chairs. They were making marks on clipboards, and they glanced at the man who had spoken out of turn and made marks.

Jack had the feeling that one man had just been…eliminated.

Eliminated?

But from what?

What had he done that was so awful?

Jack felt like yelling at the women scrutinizing him, but something cowed him, kept him quiet.

For some reason he didn’t want to go the way of the man who had spoken.

After about five minutes the woman who had directed them out on the stage appeared. She moved them back into the little room.

Jack did some math. Ten sets of cheers five minutes apart. Five men in a group. Fifty men dressed like women?

“Well done, ladies.”

“When do we see our wives?”

“Very shortly now. Hold on…” She listened to her ear bud. Then she smiled and waved her hand again. Back out on stage.

This time, when Jack stepped out on stage, he realized that the stage was packed. His math had been right. Fifty men were standing on stage.

They were all in dress and high heels, fully made up. They had long hair and big chests. They all looked confused.

A couple of the men were smiling, liking the cheers that were coming from the audience of women.

Then the woman who was directing things stepped to the center front of the stage and held her hands out, palm down.

The noise died away and the barn became ghostly silent.

The woman stepped to the front and accepted a clipboard from one of the ten women in chairs. She walked to one side of the stage, stood next to Jack, and was handed a microphone.

“Ladies and ladies!” Her voice boomed out and the women in the audience all chuckled.

Ladies and ladies. Hunh?

“When your name is called out please step back.”

the men who were ladies all glanced at each other.

“Charles Lifner.”

A man dressed like a woman stepped back.

“Robert Johnson.”

A man dressed like a woman stepped back.

Man by womanly man the men stepped back. It was obvious they were going right down the list, and Jack would be number fifty.

The woman skipped the eighth man in line, and the seventeenth. A lot of men stepped back, and then thirty four was skipped, and forty-one.

Nine more men dressed like ladies.

Stepped back.

Stepped back.

Stepped back.

Then the line of men was at forty-nine, the man next to Jack.

The women had been giving a few handclaps as men stepped back. There were a few whoops, and men who were left standing at the front of the stage received sizable cheers.

When the man who was forty-nine stepped back, however, the cheers rose up loudly.

Part of it was the fact that they were at the end. Part of it, Jack intuited, was the fact that the women in the audience liked him.

“The five ladies who are left, please step to the center of the stage.”

Jack stepped, and the yells and shouts rose up again. The noise was so loud that Jack missed the next command, to turn around.

A hand touched him, and a woman motioned that he should turn in place.

He did, and the cheers were lifting the roof.

Then Jack and the others were moved across the stage and back into the little rooms. Jack ended up in the same room he had stepped out from, and… “Lisa!”

He jumped across the space and hugged his wife.

She hugged him back and they were both crying.

The woman who had been taking care of Jack’s make up moved in between them. “Hey! Don’t mess the mascara!”

Jack and Lisa stared at each other, their hands clasping each others forearms.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fantastic, Jack, and so are you.”

“I am?”

“Yes. You’ve come so far, and you’re in the finals.”

“What finals?”

“Jack, let’s sit down and I’ll explain it.”

“Explain what?”

Lisa led him to the back of the room where two folding chairs had been set up. They sat down, and she leaned her face towards his.

“Jack. I hope you’re not mad, but…you know how we’re always talking about entering the lottery? And how we need to buy more tickets. What we would do with a million dollars?”

Jack shook his head slightly and blinked. This was making no sense.

“So I entered you in a contest. A contest with a million dollar prize.”

“You…did?”

“This contest is put on by the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Once a year they choose from fifty contestants…the best husband.”

“The best husband? But why did they put me in a dress? And make up? And…and—“

Lisa put her finger on his lips to shush him.

“Jack. It’s a sissy society. They judge men based on how good a sissy they can be. The proviso is that they can’t be told beforehand. They have to enter the contest as…as virgins.”

That’s when it clicked for Jack.

The men who had walked out of the little booths, after the lie detector tests. Their wives had told some of them, and they had been caught, and that’s why they were pissed off.

And the men like him, who didn’t know what was happening—the virgins—were still confused.

The trip in the trunk, out of the blue. Nobody telling him anything. He was…he had…

“Jack. You’ve made it to the finals.”

“I…did?”

“You and four others. There’s only four other men between you and a million dollars.”

Jack translated that as: There’s only four other women between…

He said. “A million dollars.”

It made sense. Confusion dropped away and the potential of what he was doing, what had been done to him…it all made sense.

“What do I have to do? Can you tell me?”

“I can. I can finally tell you.”

“What?”

“First, whatever they do to you…you must not cum.”

“Not squirt.”

“That’s right. You must, no matter what, hold your semen in. Not have an orgasm. No matter what they do to you.”

“What are they going to do?”

“Mostly talk to you. But they are allowed to stroke you, and touch you, within reason. And you absolutely must not cum!

“And that’s all?”

“Well, there’s something else, but I don’t know what. It’s apparently different every year, but it hinges on you managing not to squirt.”

“Okay. Okay. I can do that. I can not squirt.”

“Oh, honey! Thank you! Thank you for understanding and being a good sport and…and everything.”

“It’s me that should be thanking you. A million dollars!”

Grinning, they kissed, and then the woman in the room with them touched Jack on the shoulder. “It’s time, Jack.”

Now Jack was sailing. He had made the transition from deeply depressed, confused and perplexed, to being on top of the world. He had a one in five chance of being a millionaire.

He walked to the door to the stage and stepped out into the bright lights and cheers, and was suddenly confused again.

Lining the front of the stage were five small devices. They only rose to four feet, and they were like miniature pillories.

They had a top plank that lifted up, and a bottom plank to place the package on, and a hole for the package to go through.

What’s this? he thought.

Down the stage four other men were staring at the devices.

They had been apprised of what they were going through, just as Jack had, and they were just as willing as Jack.

But…what were these things?

Each of the men were led out to the edge of the stage and stood behind the things.

“Pull your dress up, Jack.”

Dumfounded, slowly figuring it out, Jack lifted his dress.

His tummy shaper was pulled down his legs and his cock unlimbered. It had been forced to be soft, but now it was feeling its freedom and was getting harder.

“Okay, Jack, place yourself in the pillory.”

Now Jack felt surreal. His body moved forward and he placed his cock and balls on the little hole in the center of the pillory.

The pillory was raised an inch, then the plank came down and he was trapped.

The women in the audience were watching avidly, and cameras were flashing.

There were metal circlets on the corners of the pillory, and Jack’s wrists were cuffed.

He stood, gazing out at the audience. Blinking. Gulping. Now scared.

Then he felt somebody fumbling at his backside. He turned his head and saw a woman. She smiled up at him, and held up a butt plug.

Oh, fuck! he thought.

The woman pushed and the plug slid smoothly in. Fortunately, it was well greased.

Jack stood there, stiff, his cock poking through the face of the stocks. The thing in his butt was stimulating him, and he suddenly knew that he was in trouble.

He wasn’t worried about the plug. Heck, Lisa had played with his asshole enough, but…he might cum.

He began to play baseball games in his head.

When all five men were secured, lines formed in front of the stage. The line in front of Jack was the longest, and a few women at the end were directed to choose other lines. they did so, but grumbled, and eyed Jack hungrily.

Jack stood and the lines began to move.

Woman after woman stepped onto the stage. She was allowed to do anything she wanted, outside of jack him off.

Jack felt hands curl over his shaft, then slide to his balls.

Lips suckled on his fake tits, until his tits were loose.

A lot of the women wanted to kiss him. He didn’t mind this, actually preferred it, and the moments of long, tongue sucking kisses became thoroughly enjoyable.

Each woman had a minute, sixty seconds, to enjoy Jack.

Jack intuited that this was going to result in votes, so he gave his all. He moaned and groaned, and knew that, though no one was allowed to stroke him, cumming could be a real problem.

The hands cupping his testicles, the fingers wiggling his butt plug. It wasn’t long before he was dripping. And the dripping built and built, and he was in danger of cumming.

Baseball, he thought. Seventh game of the World Series, three men on…behind by three runs.

He mentally dug in his feet, knocked the dirt off his spikes with the end of the bat, eyed the pitcher.

He was hitting against Sandy Koufax, the best pitcher ever, and everybody discounted him.

A pitch, a swing, a miss.

The crowd roars.

The woman held his ears and lip locked him. If they could get him to cum with a kiss, or a fondle, they would win a special prize. Jack didn’t know what it would be, but he was determined that he would make it through this…this torture.

People yelled at him from behind the plate. They insulted his mother and called him all sorts of vile names. He ignored them, planted his feet…the wind up…the pitch…a swing and a miss!

His tits came off, groped too much, pulled on and pushed and…his nipples turned into twin points of fire as they suffered the attacks of luscious lips and flicking fingers.

Now he was in a haze of sexuality. Dozens of women had gone past him. His asshole was feeling hot and sexy and he was trembling as the women pushed the plug around and tried to stimulate his prostate.

His groin was trying to trigger. He was using all his stubbornness to not let go, to not cum.

The crowd screaming as Koufax wound up. The white pellet flew down the chute. it’s sort of like a bead of cum, and he twisted and swung with all his might.

The crack of the bat, the ball sailing up into the sun, and…and…

Jack was sobbing, hanging onto the pillory, and his dick started dripping.

Women screaming, arguing, shouting that he had cum…that he hadn’t cum…that he had cum…that he hadn’t…

Jack held onto the corners of the pillory and tears rolled down his cheeks.

He didn’t know what had happened. He had been playing baseball, then he was overloaded and everything was white, but…he hadn’t had an orgasm.

The judges came up and had a discussion. They asked him questions, and he told them that he hadn’t cum…could he? Could they let him cum?

There was no way he could lie about this. He was in too much of a sexual fervor.

The decision was reached. He had drained a little, but he hadn’t orgasmed, so he was still int he contest.

Half the women were still waiting their turns, and they cheered.

Women in other lines frowned, but the judges decisions was what it was.

Again, the line moved up on the stage. women cupped his buns, jostled his balls, gave him a quick stroke or two, and sucked his nipples and kissed him and…

Jack entered a hazy area where he was aware, but not by much.

Having had a close call, and then being given a break while the judges argued, had worked in his favor.

Hours passed, the line grew shorter, and shorter. Then…it was over.

Jack was unlocked and returned to the room where a bed had been set up.

He lay down on the bed and closed his eyes.

His body felt like it was electrified. He wanted sex more than anything. But…he was determined.

Don’t cum!

An hour later, Jack had managed to doze a little, he was woken up.

Three women fixed his make up while he sat in a chair.

He was breathing hard.

Then he was summoned out to the stage again.

There were only three men. Jack and two others. The other two men had been eliminated.

Jack smiled, tried to smile, he was so exhausted.

A thousand women smiled at him. Many of them winked and waved.

He smiled back.

The announcer stepped up to the three men. “Ladies. This is the last event. You know what you’re going for, but before we begin this last event…you have to agree to it.”

The sound of things being moved on the stage. Jack and the others turned to look.

Three padded horses were being rolled across the stage. They had planks on the side, padded, for knees. It was obvious what they were for.

“Okay, ladies. Let’s start with John. John, would you like to partake in this event?”

John gulped, but nodded.

“Excellent. Tom. Would you like to partake in this event?”

Tom was scared, and he shook his head. “No way!”

“All right. We’re going to ask Jack now. Jack, if you say no, the contest is over and John will win the million dollars, and the title of ‘Biggest Sissy in the World!” If you say yes then the contest goes on until one of you quits. What do you say, Jack, would you like to partake in this last contest?”

A thousand women hung on his words.

Jack looked at Tom. Loser.

He looked at John. He wanted to win.

But Jack wanted to win, too.

Could Jack outdo John? Could Jack outlast and outfuck his competitor?

Then he looked at the audience. He saw the eager faces, he knew there were a lot of women out there that wanted him to win.

And he saw his life, Lisa, clasping her hands and encouraging him.

Jack nodded. “Yes.”

A mighty cheer rose up, and women began putting strap ons on.

Jack took his place on the padded horse behind him. His knees lifted his butt a little and presented it for…whoever.

John took his place, and the two men glanced at each other.

The set of their jaws, the determination in their eyes, they each wanted to win.

The question was, who wanted to win more?

Women lined up and the line began to move.

The first one pulled out Jack’s butt plug and replaced it with her dildo.

Jack’s eyes widened. He had been played with back there, had taken a finger or two, but…this was different.

Of course there was a limit to the size of the dildos being used.

But that basic size was built around the basic size of a dick.

Women were given one minute to screw him, and they made the most of their minutes.

Some women whispered in his ear.

Some women wanted him to win, some to fail.

Some women slapped his ass.

Some women whispered encouragement and left with kisses.

And the lines moved.

Jack entered a haze, his second of the day, and moved his hips and began to enjoy what was happening.

And why shouldn’t he?

Jack lost track of time. He paid no attention to John. He just kept pushing his butt up and accepting women.

Woman after woman.

His clothes disappeared. Torn off by women mounting him.

His make up became sweaty, his mascara ran, and women kept applying lipstick to him to keep him fresh looking.

Hours passed.

The lines would shrink a bit, then lengthen again.

Jack lost track of everything but the constant nudging in his butt.

He wasn’t thinking of winning or losing now, he was just thinking of what was happening to him. He was enjoying.

He was in a sublime place…and he was suddenly aware that they had stopped fucking him.

He stared about, and he was helped to stand up.

His legs were so weak he needed help to stand up.

Then he became aware that people were cheering.

He looked to the side. John was on a stretcher being carried away. He had passed out. He had lost.

Jack was gaping, but he was ready to keep going, and the women appreciated this.

He was half walked half carried to the center stage where the announcer was waiting for him with a big grin and a monster trophy. The trophy looked like a big penis, but instead of a slit on top, there was a pussy.

“Ladies and ladies! May I present this year’s winner, the Biggest Sissy in the World…Jack!”

Jack stood and the world erupted. Yells and screams. Grins and cheers, then Lisa was standing by his side, holding him up.

“You did it, Jack! You did it!”

Jack smiled. Yes he had.

And he wanted to do it again.

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


Forced Feminization

South of the Border!

Kidnapped and turned

from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

I love stories when men do dumb things and get their comeuppance.

This story is like that, but it goes little further.

In fact, it might be called a cautionary.

But, listen, don’t you think, in your little heart of hearts, that women should be in charge?

Don’t you think the world would be a kinder and gentler place if men knew their places?

Of course it would.

So read on, get to know Reggie and how a small misadventure changed his life.

And don’t blame Marsha. After all, she’s only doing what every woman wants to do.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Oh, baby! Lay down, I want to rump you.”

Reggie was drunk, as usual. Quite drunk.

And, he was south of the border, in Tijuana, to be exact.

And he was horny.

Lupe groaned and pushed the rude Norteamericano away for the eight time.

Her brother said be good to the gringos. They pay for the bar. Dance and sing, even a little kiss or two. It means a few bucks, which is a lot of pesos.

Reggie was a dirty blonde with a handsome face. He was little skinny, and short, and maybe that was what drove him to be so rude and direct.

“Rump me? What does that mean?” Lupe said, hoping to get him talking and stop using his hands.

“It means,” Reggie said, leaning close and whispering into the ear of the buxom, Latin beauty, that I want to put my weenie where the sun doesn’t shine.

For a moment Lupe didn’t fully understand, then she got it. Then she doubted that he really meant what he said. He probably just didn’t understand the language.

But when she looked at him, his avaricious face, the lust in his eyes, the big boner in his pants, she knew he knew exactly what he meant.

“Puta,” mumbled Lupe, getting up and evading his octopus hands. “I go bathroom.”

Reggie leaned after her, managed to place his hands on her rump, and he gave a howl.

“Yow!”

Then he slid out of the booth and followed her towards the restrooms.

They were in some dive called La Cucaracha. It was plank floors, cheap tequila and Mexican babes with le grand tetons, or whatever they called big tits on this side of the border.

The patrons of the bar chuckled as they watched Reggie stagger after Lupe.

The bartender watched with half lidded eyes. Better watch that gringo. He didn’t mind if the gringos did a little pawing, and if the girls made some money on the side, that was okay. But he didn’t want any of his girls beaten up.

Especially Lupe. His sister.

Lupe pushed past the bat wing doors and into the dirty hallway that led to the bathrooms.

She muttered a string of Spanish which loosely translated as, fucking, short-dicked gringo, son of a dog. Her sexy voice made a pretty sound out of a mean curse.

She was unaware of Reggie following her.

She went through the door that was hanging on by one hinge and looked into the mirror.

She saw a raven-haired Mexican beauty with dark eyes and a killer body.

She sighed in disgust. She was wasting herself on these estupido gringos. She should be in Hollywood, or maybe married to a rich, old rancher who liked to breed.

She put her little finger up to her eyebrows to smooth a loose hair…and the door burst open.

“Lupe! Baby! Where’d you go?”

Now, truth, Reggie wasn’t a bad sort. Normally, he was a polite fellow who treated people with courtesy, and even could be considered a gentleman.

He was married, but he was just flirting, right?

And he might steal a kiss and then go home and only feel guilty for a minute. Then he would buy his wife flowers and get over it.

But at that moment, chock full of tequila, in a foreign country, surrounded by the most luscious babes in his drunken universe, he was rude.

He lurched down the counter and grabbed Lupe.

“EEK!” Lupe tried to push away from him, but only ended up mashed against the wall. Reggie’s hands were grabbing her boobs, and, being a survivor in a rough country, she raised a knee.

“UNH!” Reggie grabbed his groin and feel against her.

He was off balance, she couldn’t get out, and his head lowered until he was face deep in her chest.

That was the moment that Ricardo, the bartending brother, burst through the bathroom door.

Ricardo took a look at the panic on his sister’s face, the way she was trapped against the wall, the way the Norteamericano was pushing his face into his sister’s cleavage.

“Fuck!” he muttered. But he wasn’t much for swearing. After that one word he pulled out a wicked, sharp stiletto and advanced on the pig from north of the border.

He grabbed Reggie by his long hair and pulled him back. He placed the knife point at the side of the pig’s neck, and—

“NO!” Lupe screamed.

Ricardo looked up. His eyes were gleaming with the lust for violence. This pig had manhandled his sister, and—

“You no kill heem!” Lupe shouted.

Ricardo wanted to stick his knife in the Americano’s neck in the worst way, but he paused.

Lupe took advantage of Ricardo’s momentary hesitation and grabbed his arm.

“No kill! No Federales! You no go to jail!”

“What I do with this son of a peeg?”

Lupe thought quickly.

If she took too long thinking Ricardo would get tired of waiting and plunge his knife into the drunken fool’s neck.

She could tell him to let him go, but Ricardo had that look in his eyes. He wasn’t going to let the Americano go.

So what could she say that would stop Ricardo’s knife, and at the same time sate his desire for violence?

“Pablo Perez! Give him to Pablo!”

For a moment Ricardo thought about it.

Pablo was the local drug dealer. He was cartel. He was known to have a mean streak wider than the Rio Grande. He would do far worse to the Norteamericano than Ricardo ever would, and then Ricardo wouldn’t have to deal with Federales.

He could keep his bar, get rich off the peegs who came south to get out of control and treat his country with such disrespect.

Lupe watched her brother, and worried, then sighed with relief when he simple flipped his knife over and bopped the idiot gringo on the head with the butt of the knife.

Reggie slid to the floor and went to sleep.

“Go work the bar,” Ricardo said, taking out his cell phone. He tapped a number and waited for a couple of rings.

Lupe stepped over the unconscious Reggie and went through the door to the dingy hallway. As the door closed she heard her brother say, “I wish speak to Señor Perez.”

The logistics of toting a body through the dark alleys of Tijuana not being of much interest, let’s just say that Reggie woke up in a back room somewhere.

At first he figured he had drunk too much and passed out.

He did have a hangover.

Then he looked at the room and wondered. It was a peeling bit of adobe with a dried beam roof. There was a shelf in one corner on which stood a statue of Jesus. It was pink, and he groaned and felt his head, and his arms hurt, and he thought of that old song.

I don’t care if it rains or freezes,

long as I got my plastic Jesus,

sittin’ on the dashboard of my car…

Then he wondered why his arms hurt. And why he felt like he was wrapped in some sort of blanket. And why his mouth felt like a donkey had taken a shit in it.

He tried to sit up, felt weight shifting on his chest, and that’s when things came together, and that’s when the panic set in.

He looked down at his chest. The weight he felt wasn’t a blanket. It was…flesh. Two mountains of chest, to be precise.

He was naked, his side suddenly shrieked with pain and he saw a badly stitched cut in his side.

He felt the stitches, they were fresh with little streaks of blood coming out of them.

His head was banging, and now he realized it wasn’t just alcohol, it was drugs. Somebody had drugged him.

And…the mountains were breasts. Tits. Chi chis.

His mind on vacation yet screaming, he put a hand up, and it hurt, and he felt his boobs.

They were big, real big. Real Chyna 2000s.

The boobs were so big they pushed out, and his nipples were pushed up and out.

He opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out. His throat felt like he had been gargling cotton and razor blades. No way he was going to say anything.

It took a while, but he managed to stand up. He wavered, his hands holding his new tits. They were so big he had to hold them. They were so heavy they threatened to rip his flesh.

He walked across the room. His feet were bare. Somebody had stolen not just his clothes, but his shoes.

He came to the door, a simple plank affair that did little to stop the weather, and pushed it open.

He stepped into the doorway and looked out.

He was in a village. A shabby, scabby, little affair with two dirt roads that crossed, a fountain from which bubbled a bit of water, and eight or ten small building. Businesses. With adobe huts behind the buildings for the peasants to live in.

“Oh, fuck,” he croaked. He staggered across the square to the fountain. The sun was hot and beat down on him like a sledge hammer.

He ducked his head into the little trough of water. He drank, and wondered if he was going to get the shits.

But the shits were the least of his problems.

His breasts fell out of his hands and sagged down to the water. The water felt cool on his tits, and he grabbed them again to support them. God! They were heavy!

He straightened up, and saw an old woman staring at him.

She was the typical Mexican peasant, chubby, a slab face, once beautiful but used for breeding until she was a drudge.

He was in cartel land, he realized.

“Help,” he called to her, but his voice hadn’t fully recovered.

She reached into the pocket of her drab, peasant dress and pulled out an expensive iPhone.

She hit a number and started gabbling away.

Reggie turned, held his breasts, and sat on the edge of the fountain. He was fucked up. He needed nourishment, sleep, a way out of this land of banditos and tacos.

For a long minute he sat, naked and not caring that he was naked, then he stood up again.

He staggered towards the old woman, who watched him. As he got close she stepped into a doorway and the door slammed.

Now there were three other people in the square. Two kids in striped pajama type clothes and an old man.

“Help,” called Reggie, stumbling over the packed earth towards the trio.

The old man patted the kids on the back and they scurried away. He stepped forth to meet Reggie.

“Senor Reggie,” he smiled, showing the spaces where teeth used to be. “You come. I have burrito for you. I make myself. It good burrito. Real meat.”

He took Reggie’s hand and led him towards what looked like a closed cantina.

As they walked Reggie blurted out sentences. “I need help. Where am I? Can you call the police?”

The old man led Reggie into the shadows of the little bar. He sat him at a table that rocked on four legs, and brought him a beer.

Reggie guzzled it. It was warm, but he didn’t care.

And the old man brought him a burrito. With rice and salsa and slices of lemon.

A feast in this terrible place.

And it was delicious.

Reggie ate, swallowing before the thing was chewed, and slowly felt the strength come back into him.

The old man sat in a nearby chair and watched him. He smiled whenever Reggie looked a thin, and nodded companionably.

“Where am I?” Reggie asked.

The old man apparently didn’t speak English, for he shrugged and grinned happily.

“Great,” muttered Reggie. “A village of idiots.”

The old man just grinned.

Reggie finished his burrito, burped, finished his beer, and asked, “Can I have another beer?”

The old man understood that, and he brought out another beer. It was a bottle without labels, and Reggie wondered what brand it was, or if it was a brand at all. For all he knew the old man made this shit in a wheel barrow in his back yard.

Then Reggie heard the sound of a car. He looked out the door and saw a limousine circling the small courtyard. It stopped in front of the bar and sat for a long moment.

It was shiny, well polished, but had just gained the dust of the courtyard.

The driver’s door opened and a man got out. He was shaved headed, big mustached, wore jeans and alligator boots, and place a big sombrero on his head.

His eyes looked like he had killed the gator his boots were made out of.

He opened the rear door and a Mexican stepped out.

Not a thug, not a Pablo Villa wanna be. A Mexican. Proud in his heels, dapper in his tailored suit, his mustache trimmed to a pencil and his eyes as sharp as daggers.

He took three steps and entered the cantina.

His eyes lit on Reggie immediately, and he smiled. He looked Reggie up and down, and smiled more. Apparently he saw nothing off kilter about a naked gringo with tits drinking beer in a small village somewhere.

He walked towards the table, his two inch heeled boots make a clicking sound on the planks.

“Sit, please, Mr. Smithson.”

“You know me?”

The dapper man turned to the old man, who was suddenly on his feet and showing much respect. He rattled off some Spanish, and the old man darted off.

Then the man turned back to Reggie, smiled, and sat down, and waved a hand towards Reggie’s chair.

Reggie sat. “You know who I am?”

“But of course, Mr. Smithson.”

“Where am I?”

“A small village some thirty miles south and east of Tijuana.”

“But what happened? How did I get here. How—“

The man smiled and held his hands up to forestall Reggie’s burbling.

The old man arrived and placed two beers on the table. They were icy cold and the man nodded to the old man.

The old man bobbed his head and retreated. Out of hearing, but not out of service.

“First, Mr. Smithson—or, may I call you Reggie?—I am the man who saved your life.”

“You saved my life.” Reggie was completely blank. He was reduced to merely affirming what was said and not understanding it.

“Yes. The, uh, wound in your side. The doctor was already starting to take your kidney out, but I stopped him.”

“You…my kidney? I don’t—“

“Patience, Reggie. I will explain all.”

Reggie was forced to have patience as the man sipped his cold beer.

Reggie sipped his.

“Such a small delight,” said the man, eyeing the condensation on his beer.

He turned to Reggie. “My name is Don Pablo Perez. I am the leader of the cartel around here.”

“Car…” Reggie’s mouth hung slightly open. His brain simply wasn’t working.

“Yes. I deal in drugs. Mainly, I transport and distribute cocaine and other drugs. We cross the border, deal with people in big cities, and…it is a fairly profitable business.” He shrugged in modesty.

“But what am I doing here?”

“When I interrupted the doctor from slicing your kidneys out—and he was going to take both of them—it was not for altruistic purposes. I need something, you see.”

Reggie finally managed to keep his mouth shut.

“Transporting drugs across the border is risky business. There is a lot of loss. We have to deal with your American border patrols, your coast guard, we lose planes, trucks are captured, it is difficult. Then I see you.”

“Me?”

“I can always afford more planes and trucks, but I see you, laying on a table with your side split open, about to lose your kidneys and your life, and I think…there must be more to a man than that. There must be some way to make a profit without taking a life. Not that I particularly care about life. It is more a matter of expedience with me. You see?”

“I…I think so.”

“So instead of taking your kidneys and making fifty thousand or so, I give you your life, and make fifty thousand. I break even, you see, except that your kidneys are gone once, but you make me fifty thousand again and again. Six times fifty thousand is $300,000. Isn’t that much better than $50,000? And twelve times fifty thousand is $600,000. Better and better. Don’t you see?”

“I see, but I don’t understand. How could I make you $50,000?”

“With the cocaine in your breasts.”

Reggie slid to the floor. Unconscious.

Pablo did not bother reviving Reggie. He spoke to the old man and was shortly devouring a most delicious burrito.

Reggie slept, then had his eyes open and was dazed, and slowly came back to reality.

Cocaine in his boobs.

He stirred.

“Would you like another beer? Reggie? Yours seems to have gotten warm.”

Reggie moved. He struggled to sit up. He sat for a while, just…thinking. His thoughts didn’t make much sense, but…it was all he had.

Finally, he gripped the rickety chair and pulled himself up on it.

The old man watched him.

Pablo sat back and smoked a cheroot and watched him.

“Cocaine in my boobs.”

Pablo looked down at Reggie’s big hangers. “Each breast weighs about ten pounds. Twenty pounds, properly cut, is worth $50,000 easily. a cool mill on the streets.”

He looked up at Reggie, smiling, the smoke from his cheroot rising upward.

“But I can’t cross the border with these…these…they know I’m a man!”

“Ah, but you are a man in transition. You have come to Mexico for your first operation. You will say you are returning for more operations. Back and forth you go, and we will get richer and richer.”

“Me? Me getting richer?”

“Of course. If I pay you nothing you get tired, tell police, mucho trouble. But if I pay you, say, $5000 for each trip…” he smiled.

“But I don’t care about the money. I don’t want to be a drug mule. I need this…this cocaine out of me!”

Pablo placed a square of paper on the table. He kept his hand over it and stared, smiling thinly, at Reggie. He removed his hand and Reggie stared.

It wasn’t a piece of paper, it was a photograph. Marsha. his wife. unlocking the door to their house, unaware that she was being photographed.

Pablo waited.

Reggie stared.

Pablo said, “Ten trips. Fifty thousand. On the last trip I will have the doctor return your chest to what it was. Or perhaps you just stay home and have your own doctor return your chest to what it was. Whatever you wish. but…fifty thousand.”

His heart sinking, his mind blasted out of coherence, Reggie understood the deal, and he knew he was making the deal without even talking.

Reggie finished his beer, Pablo did small talk with the little, old man, who glowed as if he had been blessed, then they went out to the shiny limo.

They sat in the back seat, Reggie still naked, and the driver started up. He apparently knew where they were going because Pablo didn’t give him any directions.

Reggie looked out the tinted windows at the dry countryside. He stared at cactus and people driving mule carts.

“Why did you have me wake up in that place?” he asked.

Pablo nodded. “It is a matter of perspective, Reggie. If you had woken up in a nice, sterile hospital you would not have perspective. In the village, reduced to nakedness and filth, you knew how serious the matter is.

He turned to Pablo. He tried not to glare, but his insides were boiling over. He was terrified in a way, but there was hate in him, hate tempered only by his knowledge of how helpless he was.

“Waking up with monster boobs on my chest establishes all the perspective I would ever need.”

“Yes. Perhaps I am guilty of overkill. But it all turns out the same in the end. No?”

Agree? Disagree? Reggie just grunted and looked back out the window.

For the next few minutes Pablo lectured Reggie on border crossings, how to react to the guard’s inevitable questions, and other things concerning walking across the border with twenty pounds of cocaine on your chest..

“It is likely you will be under the investigation of one of my own people, but this we cannot guarantee.”

Then the car arrived at a large hacienda.

The people may live in shabby, little villages, but Pablo Perez lived the good life.

A two story main house, that sprawled over green grounds. A barn bigger than Texas, and the fields had large, fat and sassy cattle.

Pablo smiled. He was the king here, and he knew it.

Inside the barn was a late model RV, and three women were waiting for Reggie. Pablo’s driver drove right in and stopped in front of the RV. Pablo nodded and indicated Reggie should debark, and he did.

“You will come up to the house when the senoritas’ are finished with you.”

The three Mexican women, all buxom beauties with fiery eyes and sharp grins ushered him up a short flight of metal steps and into the RV.

Reggie stood in the middle of the room and the three women eyed him. They chuckled at his nakedness, and eyed his manhood appraisingly. They spoke so fast that Reggie couldn’t follow them. But it was obvious that they were discussing his dong.

Reggie was well endowed. His penis was eight inches when hard, and being naked it was mostly hard. Had been hard since he had woken up.

But it was not a tool to be ashamed of. Quite the contrary.

But, discussion of his pecker notwithstanding, the three women pushed him into a shower. One of them disrobed and stepped in with him.

Being washed by a beautiful Latin lady was up there on Reggie’s fantasies. When she moved her hands over him, soaping him, scrubbing him, rinsing him, he almost swooned.

She just laughed and chattered to the other two women, pushing him up against the tiled wall so he wouldn’t fall.

Out of the shower they dried him off, then they sprayed Nair on his body. They spread the goo out, smushing it into his pores, and it turned into a swirly gelatinous mess on his skin.

Then they leaned against a counter and smoked a cigarette between them.

“What’s going on?” asked Reggie, but they ignored him.

For fifteen minutes he stood, a monster with curls laid down and encased in the Nair, then he started to hop from one foot to the other.

“It’s hot! It’s…it’s caliente!”

The women put out their cigarette and pushed him back into the shower. This time the one woman didn’t accompany him. She had put her clothes on and was content to let him wash his hair off by himself.

He did. He had to. Washing the stuff off stopped the burn. But it left a weird sensation. It was like his skin was refreshed and galvanized all at the same time. It was like his hairs were all standing up, even though he had no more hairs.

Out of the shower they again dried him off. They especially loved to dry his cock, and they giggled all the while.

Then they were taking turns stroking him. Laughing, drying him, rubbing and rubbing.

It was inevitable, he groaned and gave a big squirt.

The girls laughed merrily, and two of them gave paper money to the third, who crowd and snapped her fingers.

“Fuck,” whimpered Reggie. He wondered how sex could feel so good in such dire circumstances.

All this time Reggie had been holding his breasts with a forearm, or his two hands. The women had laughed and worked around his discomfiture. Now they handed him a bra, and it was the right size. He would find that all the clothes they gave him were the right size. He had been measured correctly while unconscious.

He figured out how to do the bra, his mistakes causing much merriment.

They handed him panties, which he pulled on, and then a girdle.

The girdle was small, but the women lent a hand and pushed and bullied his flesh into it.

In a wall mirror he could see how his body was made more feminine. He didn’t just have big boobs, now he he had a small waist, and his hips were flared out.

They pulled a dress over his body, and not just any dress. It was a silky, shiny brown, shimmering with low cleavage and a high hem. He felt half naked with so much flesh exposed, and for the first time in his life he wondered how women could stand to wear such small and tight and revealing garments.

Had they no shame?

Yet, looking at the three women he realized that they were wearing similar outfits, and they weren’t bothered by them.

Clothed, he was sat down in a chair and they began to apply cosmetics.

One of the woman prepared and painted his toenails. A second woman began working on his hands, preparing his nails, fixing long fingernails to them, painting them a shiny red.

The third woman worked on his face, cleansing it with little sponges, putting on primer, then other things.

Reggie didn’t understand all the brushes and potions and things, even though he had watched his wife do her make up thousands of times. All he could do was sit and feel weird sensations.

And his cock started to rise up again.

Crap, he was now dressed, and that made him feel much more self conscious than when he had been nude.

The one doing his toes finished, and she started weaving extensions into his hair. She worked quickly, matching the color perfectly, and soon he was looking like a blonde with shimmering waves of hair about his shoulders.

They pierced his ears and gave him hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror. His heart was high in his chest and felt like it was going to stop.

He was becoming beautiful.

Finally, they put a thin necklace around his neck. A little, silver cross hung between his breasts. It would draw attention, but not of the religious kind.

Then, shoving tight high heels onto his feet, they lifted him up and stood around him and nodded.

He was a woman now. He looked like a woman, with big breasts, and…he suddenly realized that men were going to be staring at him.

Couldn’t they have made him a dumpy, little bitch?

No. Because border patrol would treat dumpy, little women like peasants, but they would be turned on, in awe of, and even scared by a beautiful woman.

One of the women picked up a cell phone and chattered into it.

The other two women came closer and frowned.

They were looking at his boner bump.

They had just gotten him off an hour before, but he was recovered. His big cock was trying to stand up, pushing the panties and the dress out, emphasized by his now tiny waist.

He snorted. Not much he could do about that. Oh, he supposed they could tie it to his leg, but the tip might be visible below the hem.

Then he had a bad thought: what if they…castrated him?

He began to sweat and shiver. Considering all that had been done to him he couldn’t be blamed.

The door opened and Don Pablo entered.

Reggie just stood there and Pablo walked around him.

Pablo liked what he saw, because he said things to the three senoritas and they giggled and thanked him.

He stopped in front of Reggie and smiled. “I would not have believed it an hour ago. But here you are.”

Reggie said nothing. He tried to control the glare in his eyes, but couldn’t.

Pablo laughed. “Stay angry. It makes your eyes flash.”

One of the women said something, and Pablo nodded and spoke rapid fire back to her.

The girls all laughed, then they left.

And a doctor entered the room.

He was an old man, wizened, a bit shrunken, and he didn’t waste time. He opened up a case and extracted a syringe.

“What’s he doing?” asked Reggie, feeling the fright build.

“Innoculation.”

“But I don’t have any disease.”

“You are mistaken, Señor Reggie. You are the victim of ‘boneritus,’ a strange malady that effects only men.

Reggie backed up against a wall.

“You’re not going to…it’s my dick! You can’t—“

“Hush, señor. Your manhood will be fine. It will only be limp for a while. When we have no more use for you…at that time it will begin to grow again. But right now, we need to, uh…handle it.”

Reggie wanted to fight. He would have settled for running out screaming, but he had no choice. He sat and the doctor gave him a shot.

“You will go limp in a few minutes,” stated Don Pablo. “At that time we will sew your penis between your legs.”

“No!”

“It is of small concern. Your penis will be sutured to your perineum. Your balls will be tucked up into the canal from which they dropped. You will have a perfectly smooth mons. Only a close examination will reveal that you aren’t a woman complete.

Again, no choice.

Pablo waited around and engaged in small talk with the doctor. He was a great one for small talk, but that was the secret of how he controlled the peasants in his state.

He treated them well, he saw to their children’s education, supported them in sickness, was free with his money. As a result the peasants loved him.

He was a real Democrat.

At fifteen minutes almost on the dot the doctor took Reggie into the next room, and Reggie saw where he had gained his cocaine breasts.

It was a small operating theater, complete with shiny instruments, machines that beeped, and everything quite state of the art.

Reggie lay down on the table and the doctor moved his legs apart and began to work. He made a small cut under the head of his penis, and a small cut in his perineum. He pulled Reggie’s dick back between his legs and sewed it to the perineum. During this procedure he kept pushing on Reggie’s testicles, and Reggie felt them snuggle up into his body.

The doctor grinned and nodded. He was quite pleased with his work.

“Amazing,” said Pablo. “You are neutered. Your mons looks smooth as a real woman’s. The doctor is tightening your ball sack so it just looks a little wrinkled down there, almost like actual labia. All you need is the slit. Are you sure you don’t want to consider a full change? I would be so interested I would foot the bill myself.”

Reggie shook his head. Little tears were forming in the corner of his eyes.

Pablo handed Reggie a handkerchief. Please, no tears. It it all temporary. A few months and you will be returned to normal, and you will be quite richer.

Reggie dabbed at his eyes and tried to control himself.

The doctor nodded. “I understand it is tough, but when your bank account swells you will feel differently. Rich men are willing to go through such inconveniences to get rich. Or even to get richer.” He thought about what he was saying. “Actually, I would say that rich men are even more willing to go through such as what you are doing to get richer. Money is its own opiate, you see.”

Reggie didn’t, but he understood the concept.

In a wrinkle of resentment he blurted, “So is Michelle Obama really a man?”

Pablo just laughed and squeezed Reggie’s hand.

Reggie was unnerved, for Pablo’s squeezing of the hand was like the man was reassuring a real female.


Part Two

Crossing the border was quite anticlimactic.

Reggie got on a plane in Ensenada, flew to Los Angeles, and sauntered through customs.

He was an American, he had no luggage, and the fact that his passport said male and he wasn’t…made no difference.

These days these crazy Americans changing sexes like they were changing hats.

He was met at John Wayne airport by a limo and taken into the shopping district just to the west and south of Los Angeles. He was driven into a large garage where a doctor was waiting. The doctor put him out, which he was grateful for, and he woke up with the same sized, big, beautiful tits.

But the cocaine was gone, and apparently there was some kind of harmless solution in its place.

The limousine then took him home.

Home. Oh, my God. Marsha!

“Can I use the phone?” asked Reggie.

“Sure,” answered the limo driver.

Reggie picked up the hand set and dialed his home number.

Ring…ring…ri—

“Hello?”

“Hello, Marsha.”

“Reggie! My God! Where are you? You were supposed to be home last week!”

“I, uh…had an accident. Are you okay?”

“Of course I’m okay! Why wouldn’t I be? But where have you been.”

Then Reggie began speaking the words that he never could have imagined in his previous life.

“Uh, honey?”

“Yes?”

“I was kidnapped.”

“You were…oh, my God! Have you called the police? Did you speak to the Federales? Or whatever they call the police down there?”

“It’s a bit more complicated than that.”

“How complicated? Reggie what is going on?”

“Are you sitting down?”

“No.”

“Please sit down.”

“Okay, I’m sitting.” But she wasn’t. She was just humoring Reggie to get to the bottom of his story.

“Just listen. Don’t say anything. Okay?”

“Okay! Reggie! Tell me what is happening?”

“They were going to take out my kidneys, both of them, and sell them on the black market.”

“No!” she was almost shrieking.

“But a fellow named Pablo, he’s with the cartel, he decided I would make a good drug mule.”

“What?” Marsha was feeling faint.

“So they gave me breasts, filled them with cocaine, and made me into a woman.”

Clunk. The sound of the phone hitting the floor. Marsha didn’t make a sound, being make of softer stuff.

“Marsha? Marsha?”

No answer.

“Oh, fuck! Hurry!” Reggie blurted at the driver.

Five minutes later they were pulling up in front of Reggie’s house. It was in Glendale, a small side street nudged up against some small hills. It was, ironically, Spanish style, with arches and bars on the windows.

He popped out of the limo and ran in his high heels, making clicking noises, up the walkway. The door was unlocked and he burst through the door.

Marsha was laying on the floor next to the couch. She was coming to, rubbing her head and looking around in a dazed fashion. She saw Reggie and promptly flopped back onto the floor.

They sat at the kitchen table. Reggie was drinking bourbon and Coke. Sipping and sighing. A normalcy in a world gone mad.

Marsha was sitting across from him, her hands around a vodka and Seven up.

Reggie had often accused her of having no taste, drinking the vile vodka concoction, but right now taste wasn’t the issue. Sanity was.

“I can’t…” she started for the seventh time, then shut up and sipped.

The vodka burned her throat, but that was preferable to facing the insanity of her husband transitioned.

And transitioned against his will so he could run drugs for the cartel.

Marsha was a beautiful woman. She had a perfect hourglass body, wavy, auburn hair, and wide, brown eyes. She was a little haughty, but sometimes beautiful women are. Right then she was just staring at her husband.

“I knew you shouldn’t be taking those business trips to Tijuana.”

“They made me money,” but he was prevaricating. He finally came clean. “Besides, it was a chance to booze it up.”

“Did you…did you buy women?”

He shook his head. “I just flirted. One of them was going to give me a blow job once, but I chickened out.

“Chickened out so you could become a woman.”

Reggie said nothing to that.

“Reggie! What am I supposed to tell the neighbors? How will this look?”

Reggie shook his head sadly. “I’m more worried about how I can get out of this alive.”

“So what am I supposed to do now?”

“I need help. I don’t know about make up and—“

“You want me to help you keep being a woman?” Her voice was a bit shrill.

“I don’t have much choice! What am I supposed to do? Go to the FBI? Don Pablo showed me your picture. Do you know what that means?”

She shook her head.

“It means I have to keep being a woman or they’ll kill you!”

That stopped her for a second, but she quickly regrouped. “What about witness protection?”

“Look, I hate to say it, but I don’t trust my government.”

“Why not?”

“Have you been watching the news?”

She hadn’t. She hated the news. All that talk about election interference and some orange man taking over the country, it was scary.

“The government controls the elections, the FBI, the CIA, all those people? They go after anybody who votes for Trump! They sell the country down the tubes and pocket all the money and…I don’t trust the government to do anything right.”

Normally, Marsha would have mounted an argument. She would have pointed out that she can drive a car and vote and wear pretty dresses, but she knew that talk of how good they had it under the government would just upset Reggie.

Reggie was (choke) a conservative!

“But you can’t go around as a woman?”

Reggie finished his drink, started making another one. He stood at the counter and spoke over his shoulder. “Why not? You do it.”

Marsha blinked. Then: “But I am a woman!”

“And now I am, too. Unless you’d rather I cut my tits off and get assassinated by the cartel.”

And his meaning was clear. If he got assassinated, then she would, too.

“But…but…”

He returned to the table and sat down. He sipped his drink.

“So when are you going back?”

“A couple of days. They’ll—“

DING!

He looked at his cell phone.

“Is that them?”

Reggie picked up the phone and gave her a significant look. He opened up the text app and read, “10:00 Southwest Thurs morning. Check your bank account.”

“Then you have to…what do they mean check your bank account?”

Reggie suspicioned, but he didn’t know for sure. He pulled up the B of A app and opened his account.

There it was, the latest entry. Deposit. $5,000.

Marsha stared at him with wide eyes. “They paid you?”

He nodded.

“They just gave you five thousand dollars?”

He kept nodding.

“Just for crossing the border?”

“Yep.”

She stopped nodding. She stared. But there was something different in her gaze.

Five thousand dollars?

On Thursday at 10 in the morning Reggie stepped onto a Southwest Airlines jet and found that he had been placed in first class. He sat down  in the luxurious chair and a smiling woman asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Rum and Coke,” he answered.

“Right away, sir. Oh, no need to buckle up, yet. I’ll let you know. Just get comfortable. Computer hook up is there, the TV pops up here, and the remote is right there. I’ll be right back.”

Reggie sat and was in shock.

He was used to trailing down the aisle behind humungous women with eight brats who used up all the overheads and kicked his seat the whole flight.

A beautiful woman sat down next to him and smiled.

He returned the smile, and even though he didn’t have the use of his dick, he was feeling pretty good down there.

Lust, apparently, is more mental than physical.

Speaking of which, when Marsha had found out that he couldn’t perform she had reacted in odd fashion. She actually laughed, then slapped a hand over her mouth. “You can’t…screw?”

“Nope.”

The look on her face. A little disappointment, which turned into…a smile.

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

But she could get off, and she had demanded that he get her off constantly. Morning, noon and night, she wanted his face down there, eating and slobbering and making her cum.

And, to top it off, when she was done she just walked out of the room and went shopping.

Heck, they had five thousand dollars in their account, so why not?

“But, honey! I don’t have. job anymore!”

“Why not?”

“I’ve been absent, I’m a woman, and…I’ll be leaving town every few days. The company isn’t going to go along with that.”

“Oh, pshaw. Of course they will. Just go explain—“

“That I’m a drug dealer?”

“Oh…” she frowned mightily.

So she had spent his time at home fucking his face and shopping, and he was left with serious thoughts.

But sitting on the plane in first class didn’t feel too serious.

The plane landed at Ensenada and he stepped onto the tarmac and a limo was waiting.

He was driven to Don Pablo Perez’s hacienda where he was greeted with open arms. Literally.

Pablo, looking dapper as ever, hugged him and kissed both cheeks, then linked arms and walked him into the big house.

“The doctor will be out shortly. I assume you had no troubles.”

“No dogs, no strip searches, everything was fine.”

He couldn’t keep a trace of bitterness out of his voice, but Don Pablo ignored it. “Let me pour you a drink. Tequila, from my own blue agave. We distill it the old way, then let it sit for a few years…”

He poured Reggie a tall glass, popped a wedge of lime on it, and placed it on the big dining room table.

Reggie sipped, and the stuff was smoky and curled his toes. He wasn’t going to need a permanent after this!

Pablo poured his own beverage and sat down at the head of the table, catty corner to Reggie.

“Madre de dios,” he murmured as the potent liquor coursed through his veins, “Every time I look at you…” he shook his head. “You are more woman than a woman.”

“Uh…thanks, I guess.”

Then Pablo began talking the small talk. Like he talked with the old man, and the doctor, and the three women and every peasant and Federale. And Reggie finally saw the charm.

“How is your wife?” And he really cared, and he listened.

“Were there any problems on the flight?” And it was obvious he was taking mental notes and would smooth any problems over by the next flight.

“Is the tequila to your liking?” And it was plain that if it wasn’t then Don Pablo would empty the barrels and rip up the agave plants.

It was almost impossible to visualize the incredibly polite and caring man as a drug king pin.

Three drinks down and Reggie was starting to relax. Really relax.

“You’re not how I imagined a…a…a drug person to be.”

Pablo chuckled. “I know. The stories. Tying people to cactuses and throwing rattlesnakes at them. Cutting throats and pulling the tongue out for a necktie. Removing the skin of any who displease me.”

“Then those are just stories? You have never done that?”

Pablo leaned forward, and perhaps it was because he was feeling the tequila a bit himself, he answered honestly.

“On my climb to power…yes. Certain things did happen. Not usually as glamorous as what you describe. But those are the realities of the drug world. But a simple pistol to the head is object lesson enough. No need to be cruel.”

He sat back. “Besides, now that I am at the top, now that I have proven myself, my best protection is to look out for those around me. If the Americanos cross the border I have a thousand peasant eyes to warn me. If the Mexican government decides to hire more military, the best applicants are sons of people I have supported. To be kind and polite…it is the best business.”

Reggie couldn’t argue with that.

Then the doctor came and replaced the fluid in his breasts with a solution of cocaine.

Reggie returned home, spent a couple of days recovering from the operations on his boobs, which, truth, were very inconsequential.

Then he flew to Mexico, in style, where he was charmed by Pablo Perez, and given a couple of days to recover, and…back and forth he went.

It began to take on a sameness, which he enjoyed. He wasn’t working, except for a little light duties around the house. Vacuuming, doing the dishes, the laundry, that sort of thing.

In Mexico he was treated like royalty, feted by a very important man, and his bank account grew.

Sort of. It grew a lot less than he would have liked because Marsha had developed a penchant for shopping. And she had rich tastes.

And life went on.

He had thought he would be released from ‘mule duty’ after a few trips, but his chest was able to handle the constant surgeries easily, and he continued for months. Trip after trip.

Then the unthinkable happened.

He received a message on his cell phone. ‘Southwest, 9:45 Friday.’

He put his phone aside and went to the bedroom. He was becoming adept at putting make up on, and he wanted to experiment with a new line of products.

As soon as he left the room Marsha picked up his phone. She stared at his message, bit her lip, then typed her own message into it.

An answer came, and she smiled, deleted the message and put the phone down.

On Friday Reggie stepped onto the airplane, walked into first class and stopped. And stared. And his mouth opened.

“Hi, honey!” Marsha was sitting in the seat next to his.

“What…what are you doing here?”

The stewardess floated nearby. “Please have a seat, Mrs. Smithson. Oh, isn’t that something. We have two Mrs. Smithson’s! Do you ladies know each other?”

“Yes,” said Marsha.

“No,” responded Reggie.

The stewardess gave them a puzzled look, then asked, “What would you like to drink?”

“Margarita!” grinned Marsha.

“Uh…” said Reggie.

“She’ll have a Margarita, too.”

The stewardess smiled a bit uncertainly, but quickly moved to the gallery to prepare the drinks.

Reggie sat down. “What are you doing?”

“I decided to see what all the fun was about. You don’t mind, do you, dear?”

“Yes! these are dangerous people!”

“Nonsense! They’re paying you good money.”

“Honey, I—“

The stewardess arrived with the drinks. They took the drinks and Marsha sipped. Reggie started to talk, but Marsha shushed him and started fiddling with the TV set. It was a short flight, but she could watch the second half on the return trip.

Reggie hoped there would be a return trip.

Don Pablo Perez was smitten by Marsha. He greeted her with hugs and kisses, linked his arm with hers, and began the small talk.

Reggie actually felt a little forgotten.

That night they were treated to a five star meal, real Mexican food, not the Taco Bell crap, and Pablo did nothing but compliment Marsha.

She was beautiful. She was intelligent. She was good looking. She understood things so well. How did she keep her fabulous figure so fabulous. And on and on.

Then the doctor arrived and took Reggie out to the RV in the barn. while he was gone Marsha commenced with her own small talk.

She and Pablo were alone at the big dining table, sitting at a corner and sipping Pablo’s fantastic tequila.

Marsha was feeling the heat, her cheeks were flushed, and her breasts, and her groin, and she kept fanning her face with a hand.

“So what do you think of our little operation?” asked Don Pablo.

“It shows a lot of promise.”

“Promise?” he enquired politely, arching his trimmed eyebrows.

“How many people do you have like Reggie.”

Pablo frowned. He didn’t usually talk logistics with people, especially outsiders, and Marsha, in spite of her husband, was considered an outsider.

But there was something about this beautiful woman that he liked. there was something…kindred…about her.

“I have five people.”

“Why not a hundred?”

“A hundred?” he raised his eyebrows and his forehead gained horizontal lines. “And where would I get these people?”

“I assume you would like Americans, as they can travel the borders easier than, say, peasants.”

“You are correct.”

“And I would assume, also, that you don’t have a ready supply of American friends who might be partial to being mules.”

“Again correct.”

“I have many friends. Friends who struggle for money, and who might like a little work of the kind you propose. It would take me a while, but I feel sure I could supply you with mules.”

“You could. Mmm.” He studied her. “And what would you get out of it?”

“I would be in charge on the north side of the border. I would receive compensation from each trip made by my mules.”

He didn’t miss the fact that she said ‘my’ mules.

“These mules, you are not thinking of men, like your husband.”

“Oh, Lord, no. He makes a very fine woman, but the cost of transforming a hundred men into women…it would be much simpler to…let us say ‘augment’…real women.

Don Pablo poured more tequila and leaned forward and studied this beautiful and intriguing woman.

“So you would hire mules, take care of them on your side of the border. I just arrange plane flights and…and deposit, say, 5% in your bank account.”

“Seven per cent. And you know that’s a deal.”

“And what of your husband?”

“He will continue to work, but the $5000 a trip gets deposited in my account.”

Pablo nodded. “I think we may be able to work something out. Let me ‘crunch the numbers,’ as you say, and—“

“One other thing.”

“Oh?”

Marsha setback and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties. “I don’t trust anybody I haven't fucked.”

Pablo blinked, then he grinned. “Mrs. Smithson. You are a woman after my own heart.” He stood up and held out his hand. She took it and he led her upstairs.

There, in his over-sized bedroom he showed her his thick manhood and his large testicles.

She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t just talk the talk, and she slipped out of her clothes like they were greased.

She hopped onto his large bed and waited.

Don Pablo, always the classy one, disrobed, hung up his clothes, and joined her. Then he joined to her.

She groaned and felt him invade her, and it was exciting. So exciting.

He was a drug king pin. A leader of a cartel, and he was balls deep in here and that put him under her control.

“Mrs. Smithson,” he spoke smoothly, softly, and nuzzled her breasts. “Are you going to want me to exchange your breasts for…”

“Nah. I’ll keep what’s mine. And you’ll have plenty of women to work with. Will you fuck them all?”

“Most decidedly. If they wish.”

“Speaking for women everywhere…I can say that you’re about to be ears deep in wonderful, luscious, deep, velvety American pussy.”

With that statement Pablo began spewing his seed, and Marsha held on and accepted his gift.

In the RV in the barn the doctor was putting the cocaine into Reggie’s breasts.

“You what?”

“I had Don Pablo deposit your money into my account.” Marsha watched her husband. He was outraged, but, curiously, the outrage was tempered.

Then she realized what it was.

The shot they had given him to still his dick, it had stopped his testosterone and enhanced his estrogen. He was feeling the effects, much the way any woman would. He no longer had the male ‘fight’ in him. He was growing softer, and more malleable, and that was just the way she liked him.

“But how could you do that? That’s my money!”

“Honey, let’s face it. I’m in charge, and it is good business to consolidate the family’s finances in one account. An account to be controlled by myself.”

“But…but…”

The argument went on for hours, but it was already a done deal. Marsha had the reins, and she wasn’t about to relinquish them.

She advertised in the newspapers and on social media for women who want to make a bit extra money. When she found a woman she liked she came clean and described the operation, and the fact that the woman would have to get breast implants.

The women were quite happy to get bigger tits; it appears that men aren’t the only ones who love women  to have big boobs.

She also instituted lie detector exams after every trip.

If there was any doubt at all, on the part of the mule, they were sent back across the border where they….disappeared.

And Marsha made sure she small talked with everybody.

With the women she hired, with their husbands or boyfriends, with the neighbors, even with certain members of the police department.

Within three months Marsha had her hundred mules, and she was living in a mansion in Beverly Hills. Big swimming pool. A gigantic maze of a garden. A tennis court and basketball court combined. A half a dozen luxury automobiles.

Yes, Marsha Smithson had hit the jackpot, and it was going to pay and pay and pay! And, as for Reggie…

“I need more money,” Reggie complained to Marsha. She was sitting on the upstairs balcony, sipping tequila that Don Pablo had sent her.               She gave him a cold, calculating look. “I gave you money last month.

“But I need make up! And the dresses are so expensive. And I need new lingerie. And…”

“So you would like more money, eh?”

“Yes.” He was still bitter about her taking his $5000 a trip.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“What?”

“I need somebody to help with the overseeing of the ladies.”

“The mules, you mean.”

She shrugged.

“So I’ll pay you a thousand a week. No more drug runs for you. Instead you will serve as my secretary.’

“Your secretary?” he was aghast, but didn’t show it.

“Yes. I need help with the paperwork, and the new ladies need guidance, clothes, make up, instruction on how to conduct themselves away from home.”

Reggie said nothing.

“And I would like you to live in the small room under the stairs. That will put you closer to the office, and I need the space.”

He didn’t ask what she needed the space for. He had seen her going out on the town, and returning looking the worse for wear. Mussed. And…sexually satisfied.

He wanted to say something about her affairs, but he seemed to have lost his gumption.

He was horny, hornier than ever, but…he had no way to satisfy her, not with his dick, so she was going out and getting her own satisfaction.

He quickly estimated his choices.

Leave, and get nothing, and try to find work as a beautiful woman.

He couldn’t see himself working at MacDonaolds.

Go south of the border. Don Pablo would have something for him, but probably in a dirty dive like La Cucaracha. He would be expected to waggle his tits and fend off horny banditos.

He couldn’t go to the Feds. And he didn’t want to. Just because he was now a criminal didn’t make the government less of a criminal.

Though, to be honest, Marsha had her hooks into a lot of politicians these days, and the government was not as much of a threat to him as it had once been.

Or he could work for his wife.

It would be easy work, probably just a few phone calls and some shopping. With an occasional trip to Mexico to deliver messages to Don Pablo Perez.

What to do…what to do.

The choice was easy.

“Okay. I’ll work for you.”

There was a look of victory in Marsha’s eyes. “One thing,” she interjected softly.

“Yes?”

“I don’t like to make deals with people I haven’t fucked.”

“You want to make love?” he was confused. “But my dick…it’s not due to come back for another month?”

“I didn’t say you were going to do the fucking.”

She watched him carefully.

Reggie considered her words.

In fact, he knew that this day was coming.

She had hinted at it.

Don Pablo had come right out and said it. “At some point your wife will want to fuck you…like woman.”

At first he hadn’t understood what Pablo had meant, but then he had, and he really understood now.

Marsha led him to the bed, waited while he bent over and lowered his panties.

She stared at the head of his cock, poking out from beneath his buns. It was so cute. She remembered when he had had a nice, large cock, but the times…they had changed.

She was a determined woman, and she could be cruel, but she liked small talk much more.

And she liked being kind to the people beneath her.

She lubricated Reggie, then she slipped on her strap on—she used it a. lot on the men who took her out at night—and prepared to plunge into him.

Reggie gasped and his eyes became quite wide.

And the pleasure began.


Epilogue

“Reggie!”

Reggie stood up and rounded his desk. He walked across his small office and entered Marsha’s big office.

“Yes, dear?”

“It’s time. Your flight is in two hours.”

“I’ll leave right away.”

And he did.

He stepped into Uber and went to the airport and got on a flight to Ensenada.

He didn’t go to Mexico much these days, but this was a special occasion.

He was due for his six month shot.

Did he want his weenie to get big again?

Oh, he had memories, and sometimes fantasies, but he realized that those days were long gone.

Besides, Marsha took care of him in bed quite well, thank you.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,
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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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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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.
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