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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

Lesbians and sissies. What could go wrong?

Lesbians are women who love women, so when they see a man, shouldn’t they want to make them into women?

I haven’t heard anybody state this logic, but it makes sense to me.

In this collection you’re going to get a bit of paranormal transformation on Lesbian Island, religious transformation in a tourist trap, and other weird things.

Personally, I think Lesbians should be given special license to just hunt men down and transform them.

Wouldn’t that make life easier?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized by Lesbians!

Two women, one man…

feminization with a vengeance!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, man! I can’t believe you’re doing this!”

“Honey, I’m sorry! Believe me, I would love to get you off. I don’t like the idea of leaving you horny!”

Ba and Ava looked at each other. Bo was sad, heartbroken, distraught. Ava was trying to keep a straight face.

“And why are you doing this to me again?” He was an object of pity.

“Well, I have a yeast infection, and—“

“What about a blow job?”

“Honey, you know I don’t like to get your stuff in my mouth.”

“How about a hand job?”

“That always takes too long.”

“But what am I going to do?”

“Well, I think you should put that chastity device on.”

“What? I thought you didn’t like it!”

“Well, normally I don’t, but you look a wee bit, uh, out of control.”

That was certainly true. Her yeast infection had lasted almost a month, and he really needed a little relief.

“So I’ll just jack off.”

“No! You know that is such a waste. You just save it for me. Put the chastity device on. You always wanted to try it. Now’s your chance.”

“Well, yeah, but I’m horny now!”

“Isn’t that the point of it? To keep you horny?”

“Well, I sort of moved on from that. I really want to make love.”

“Sorry. No can do. But I’ll play with you tonight, if it helps.”

“Great, get me super horny, when I’m already super horny, and then I’ll have two weeks of super horny while you’re at that convention.”

“Oh, honey,” she patted his cheek. “It’s only two weeks.”

“Two weeks of having a frustrated boner!”

Her lips twisted in a pout. “Honestly, the way you’re carrying on, I think I better arrange for a baby sitter.”

“Hardee har har,” he grumped.

She just smiled and that was the end of it.

The end of it for her. His misery was just starting.

DING DING DING!

Her alarm clock went off at four in the morning. She rolled over and turned it off, then got out of bed.

Bo lay awake, listening to her humming in the bathroom. She was wearing her nightgown and that accentuated her beauty. He lay on his side and watched her to her thing in front of the mirror.

He love to watch her put on her make up. She was so intent on getting the eyes right, and he loved it when she pursed her lips and applied beautiful, red lipstick. And she always came out smelling so sweet and delicious.

He lay in bed and his cock was  stiff as a board. A board dipped in concrete. He put his hand down and touched it and groaned. God, he wanted to cum.

Ava exited the bathroom and smiled at him. “No jacking off now.”

He doubted he could keep his word on that one, so he said nothing.

She put her earrings in, spritzed herself with perfume, and looked at him. She chuckled, “You look so sad. It’s not the end of the world. It’s only two weeks.”

“Yeah, but that two weeks of trying to live with a very insistent cock.”

“Oh, you and your cock.” She leaned down and touched her lips to his, and whispered. “Put the chastity tube on. It’s your only hope. It’s the only way you’ll make it through the next two weeks.

He groaned and pulled the pillow over his head.

She laughed and left.

He lay there, fully awake now, and listened to her heels clicking, the front door opening and closing, the car starting up and driving away. Man, was he horny.

Bo lay there for the longest time. His cock raging under the covers. He tried laying on his back, but the cock just poked up. He tried laying on his belly, but his cock poked down and had to bend, which he didn’t like. He tried laying on his side, but, no matter which position he lay in his penis was erect and throbbing.

He finally gave up. He got up and slipped on some slippers and put on his tatty, old robe. Yawning, he shuffled down the hallway to the kitchen.

And stopped.

There on the table was the chastity device. Ava had left him a final ‘message.’

He looked at it and grunted and shook his head. Hell, the way his cock throbbed there was no way he was going to get it into the device even if he wanted to.

Though, to tell the truth, the old urges that had prompted him to buy the thing in the first place were making themselves felt. Boing a boing boing, his cock throbbed and poked out from this robe.

“Crap,” he said.

He turned to the fridge and set about making breakfast. It was early, but what the heck. Maybe he could sleep if he ate a bit. It was worth a try.

He scrambled up some eggs, popped a couple of pieces of toast into the toaster, and put some sausages in a pan. In short order he was humming, the breakfast cooking, and he leaned against the sink with his butt, and his eyes fell on the chastity device.

What an infernal thing, he thought. He picked it up and took it apart. It was a simple construction, put the ring around his package, slip the tube over his cock, and slide a little padlock through a hole. Zingo bingo. Instant eunuch.

He chuckled at the thought of his rock hard cock in a chastity device. Struggling to get out, getting hornier and hornier.

He remembered some of the stories he had read on the web. Women who enslaved men, men reduced to begging and crying, ending up as maids for their wives.

He didn’t know about all that, but the idea of being locked up always made him super hard.

Well, c'est la vie. That’s life. He had gotten over that particular little fetish after a while. But he still had the symbol of it all.

Breakfast was almost done, so he placed the parts of the tube on the table and put his breakfast on plates, applied butter and jelly to the toast, and sat down to eat.

At the back of the table was a small stand of magazines, he picked one up and opened it.

Guns. He liked guns. Best phallic symbol around, he snickered.

For a long few minutes he chewed egg, swallowed fresh OJ, and read an article on the penetrating power of a Desert Eagle vs a Smith & Wesson Model 29. That was basically Tomb Raider vs Dirty Harry, but while Lara Croft was sexier, his money was on Dirty Harry. He was surprised when the magazine said Lara Croft had more penetrating power than Dirty Harry. What was the world coming to when women had more penetrating power than men? Eh?

Then there was an article about individual states’ attempting to turn over federal regulations. And then there was another article about…

He froze. For the first time in days his dick was soft. Funny, talking about guns was supposed to give you a hard on, but his dick was soft enough to…to…put a chastity tube on!

A brief moment of thought, a whim, and knee jerk reaction to being soft, he opened up his robe and put the ring around his package. He felt his dick starting up. He slipped the tube on, just in time, his cock was pressing against the metal. He slipped the little padlock through the locking hole.

He chuckled. First time he had ever been able to put the thing on. He had never been able to stay soft long enough. Once he tried to put it on his dick hsi dick got super hard super fast…well, he had it on now.

Of course, he had not locked it. He wasn’t that stupid.

Heck, he had two weeks of frustration looking at him. And he’d already had nearly a month of frustration. He wanted to beat his meat in the worst possible way.

He grinned, and felt his cock writhing and pressing against the metal. Aw, poor boy. You don’t like being in prison.

His cock angrily throbbed and tried to escape.

He decided to stand up and walk around with the cock cage on. He was going to take it off in a minute, so why not feel what it felt like?

He put his hands on the table and pushed to stand up, and his caged cock hit the underside of the table.

Click.

He froze.

He slid out from the table and looked down. Oh, fuck! The lock had struck the underside of the table and been pushed together. It had locked. Whether he wanted it or not, he was in chastity.

For a moment, he panicked. Thoughts ran through his head. His cock having permanent shrinkage, his balls exploding from pent up cum, his wife laughing hysterically at him.

Then he took a few deep breaths and tried to relax. Heck, he could get this thing off. He just had to go get a pair of pliers. He chuckled. So what if he was in chastity?

He smiled and decided to go ahead and walk around and see what it felt like.

He walked back to the bedroom, and was surprised that his cock didn’t sway, but it felt the movement like a jiggle, and it was very stimulating.

He took a picture of himself in the mirror. Maybe when he got it off he’d send the pic to Ava. But maybe not. She did have a tendency to laugh a little bit too hard at things like this.

He pulled on some underwear, some shorts, a tee, and socks and shoes.

The thing was very confining, and his prick was going crazy, pulsing to get hard, pushing against the metal, it was very sexy. It was like getting a handjob just by walking. Except it didn’t have quite enough jacking to make him cum.

Wow. This really was an infernal device. He’d only had it on five minutes and he was dying to get out of it and  spank the monkey.

Well, just a few more minutes.

He decided to walk around the block.

It was beautiful weather outside, and it was going to be a warm day. Maybe he should go swimming this afternoon. He wondered what the chastity device would feel like when swimming through the water. Lord, probably a whole new world of sensations.

He arrived home and was surprised that he hadn’t really taken note of the neighborhood. His mind had been on his cock.

Well, it was time to get rid of this thing. He was horny enough, it was time to get down to business and shoot a load.

He walked through the house and into the garage. He opened up his tool box and…there were no pliers. Well, there were pliers, but none of them had cutting edges. What the fuck? He had put them back in the tool box the last time he had used them. But…they weren’t there now.

Crap. Ava probably used them, maybe even lent them out.

Well, no big deal, the hardware store was open in a couple of hours. He could get some new pliers then.

But, what to do before then?

Heck, he was really frustrated and irritated. Why the hell had the stupid lock shut like that!?

He went back into the house. He was dressed, he didn’t feel like trying to sleep. Besides, his pulsing cock was really going crazy now, no way he was going to be able to sleep with that going on.

He went into the living room and turned on the tube. FOX news. Good, that would keep his mind busy.

After a few minutes, however, his mind was not ranting on the stupidity of politicians, it was focusing on the pounding in his groin. His damn cock just kept getting hard and pressing against the metal, then he’d have to breath and try to relax, but a minute later, like clock work, his cock pulsed again.

Crap.

He got up and went out and cleaned the pool. Good. That seemed to work. Just got to keep busy to get ahead of that infernal vibration.

He scooped up leaves and tried to forget.

But, while it worked a little, it didn’t work all the way. He’d get around the pool, was starting to relax, and then, a mind of its own, his prick would wake up and surge.

Man! He leaned on the cleaning pole and groaned. This was tough!

He went out to the garage and got out his bicycle. He’d just exercise. That would work.

He rolled down to the street and started peddling.

It worked. For about a minute. Then he became aware of the cage shifting back and forth over the narrow bicycle seat. Back and forth, rising and falling, and his cock went into its eternal struggle to get hard.

He cut his ride short and headed for home.

An hour and a half later he got into the car and headed for the store. When Buck Sanders, the owner of the hardware store opened his front door Bo was right there.

“Hey, Bo. How’s it hanging.”

What a fucking question! But Bo simply smiled, tried to ignore the slow vibrations emanating from his crotch, and said, “Pretty good. How’s yours.”

“Long, loose and full of juice,” and he laughed.

Bo headed back for the small tools section and looked for a pair of pliers with a cutting feature. The bin was empty.

“Hey, Buck! You got some cutting pliers?” Bo approached the front counter.

“I’m out.”

“Out of pliers?”

“Yeah, can you believe it? This stupid supply chain shortage they’re trying to sell us…I tell ya, this government is going to kill us.”

Normally Bo would have stood around and agreed with Buck, but something else was killing him. Something that needed action.

He headed for the only other hardware store in town, Home Depot. But when he pulled into the parking lot he saw a half a dozen fire engines pulled up to the entrance. They had a clerk in the front parking lot and he was telling people, “Sorry, sir. Had a fire last night. We’ll be closed today.”

Groaning, miserable, his cock talking a mile a minute in his pants, he headed for home.

He walked through the front door, tossed his keys in the little bowl they had on the foyer table, and stopped.

Keys! What the fuck was wrong with him? He had had a knee jerk reaction and thought he had to cut the thing off, which just showed how addled sexual frustration could make a guy.

Now, where were the keys.

He had kept the chastity tube in the bottom drawer of his dresser, so the keys must be there.

He ran to the bedroom, pushing down on his groin, as if that would help with the constant surge of urge.

He pulled open the bottom drawer and rifled through, and…no keys.

But there as an envelope. His hands shaking, he opened the envelope and took out a piece of paper.

If I know you,

you’ll try on the chastity tube.

I took the keys with me,

and I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.

Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do…

like jack off!

XOXOX

Ava

Oh, no! He gritted his teeth and moaned. That bitch! She had done this to him! how could anybody be so mean? Imprisoning his cock! That really was the lowest of the low.

Unfortunately for Bo, he was to find out that there were even lower depths his wife could sink to.

The morning turned into a hell of horniness and trying to figure out what to do about all that horniness. He would try to watch TV, then he would leap up and cut the lawn, then he would try to do a little work on the internet, and nothing seemed to work.

DING A DOOT DOOT!

He was sitting at the computer, wondering what he could do to relieve the pressure down below when his cell phone rang.

He looked at the number and groaned. It was Ava, doubtless calling to chuckle and chortle and laugh and snicker and have a good time at his expense.

“Hi, honey,” he tried to keep the desperation out of his voice.

“Are you wearing it?” Right to the point.

He paused, and thought about lying, but…what was the point? “Yes. I didn’t mean to, though. I just wanted to see if it fit, but when I stood up—I was at the kitchen table—the lock hit the table and locked.

“Oh, goodie! You are going to have so much fun!”

“Uh, it’s not that much fun.”

“Oh, sure it is. And just think about how good it’s going to feel when I get home. And, you know what?”

“What?”

“I didn’t have a yeast infection.”

He blinked. “You…”

“Yep. I could have, but I wanted you to have a good time.”

He was silent.

“And I love the taste of cum. I really wanted to blow you.”

“Ava!” His voice had begging in it.

“And I like to give you hand jobs. The way you grunt and groan, the longer it takes the more I like it.”

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

“And, honey?”

“What?”

“If you cut the chastity tube off I will not fuck you for one year.”

“What!” his voice was like a little shriek.

“And, I’ve got one more surprise for you.”

“What? What are you talking about? What surprise?”

“You’ll find out. I have to go now, have fun…” Click.

Bo stared at the phone, his penis was like a live wire in his cage, wiggling and snapping and trying to squeeze out the corners. Not that there’s that many corners on a chastity tube.

He put the phone down, and his throat gave a sort of a sobbing sound. How was he going to stand this?

Well, he would have to.

He got up and walked around the block. His cock cage waggled back and forth inside his pants and he was glad when he got back.

He tried cleaning the house, but moving the vacuum back and forth caused his cage to shift, and again he felt his desire grow.

He watched TV. And found that every show he watched had a beautiful woman on it. And when he accidentally clicked on ‘The View,’ and started thinking Whoopie was sexy he knew he had had enough. He turned off the TV and went and laid down on his bed. Just laid there and felt his cock poking and pushing and trying to get out.

And he finally realized the truth: he was locked up and he better figure out how to enjoy being horny.

That thought in mind, he got up and fixed lunch. He cut some hot dogs longways, cooked them in butter, laid a piece of cheese over them, and put the result on a heavily mayo-ed piece of bread.

Mmmm. He focused on the meal, and tried to push frustration out of his mind. And when the frustration got to be too much he just rubbed his cage and tried to enjoy that.

And it was working.

He had to stop fighting it.

After lunch he went out back, stripped his clothes off and jumped into the pool.

The water swallowed him, and his cage bubbled a little, then his cock tried to get hard under water. So he did laps, and tried to just feel the water sluicing through his groin.

Finally, moaning with the pleasure, wishing he could have a cum, he was floating on his back.

“YIPPEE!”

A giant splash of water occurred right next to him, and he was rolled over.

He came back to the surface, spitting and spluttering, and stopped.

She was blonde, and though wet, the hair was long and trailed down her back. She was blue-eyed and she was grinning at him.

What was more…she was naked. With large bosoms and a round ass.

Unfortunately, Bo couldn’t stop thinking about his cock cage. He wasn’t just embarrassed at being caught nude, he was embarrassed at being caught with a chastity device on.

He swam for the side of the pool, and the woman cut him off.

“Hi, Bo.”

He grabbed the edge of the pool, and she grabbed his arm and stopped him from hoisting himself out.

“My name is Sherry. Your wife sent me.”

“Let…go…” he was strangling with humiliation.

“And don’t worry about that cage on your little wee wee.” She giggled. “I’ve seen them before. In fact, I’m the one who encouraged your wife to encourage you to wear one while she’s away.”

He tried to get out of the pool again, but when he managed to get a knee on the edge Sherry reached right up and grabbed his balls.

“OW! Hey!” He couldn’t keep his balance and he fell back into the pool. He came up spluttering again and Sherry was laughing joyfully.

He swam to the shallow end and walked up the steps.

Sherry climbed the ladder and stood between him and the house.

“Please, get out of the way.” He was trying to cover up.

“Not until you show me your little ding-a-ling.”

“I…you…”

“Come on, one little peak. I’ve actually already seen it, so this is so you can get over your embarrassment and relax a little.

He tried to get past her again, and she pushed him into the pool.

One more time he broke the surface, spluttering and gasping for air.

Sherry laughed and said, “You are precious. Now get out of there and go call your wife.”

She let him past this time, and he ran into the kitchen, grabbed his cell phone and hit number one.

It was ringing and Sherry walked in past him, naked and dripping. He tried to turn so she couldn’t see him, but she was ignoring him for the contents of the refrigerator.

“Hey, honey, is Sherry there, yet?”

“Sherry? What? Yes…what is going on?” He was fumbling over his words, which made Ava chuckle on the other end of the line.

“Simple,” she said when she stopped laughing. “Remember when I said I should get you a baby sitter?”

He blinked. She had been kidding. It was a joke. Then he looked at the refrigerator. Sherry stood up, her large breasts visible over the door, and held up two ice cold beers.

“That was…you were just talking.”

“It’s true, but then I started thinking about it, and I started thinking about men and their fantasies.”

Sherry used a bottle opener and held a beer out to him. He turned away from her.

“And then I realized that that chastity thing you bought was your fantasy, and I had let you down.”

Sherry went to the other side of him and pushed the beer into his hand. It was Golden Monkey, and he groaned. He loved Golden Monkey.

“So I asked Sherry if she wanted to play with you this weekend. Of course, there are certain rules.”

He could see the rules: don’t touch. But Ava fooled him.

“You can touch her all you want, all that she wants, but you must do everything she says.”

“What?” He sounded like he was gargling.

“That’s right. Every man’s fantasy, a woman to play with sexually. Well, as sexually as you can get.”

And he saw her insidious plan then. He could touch, he could feel, he could do anything, but with no cock there really wasn’t any…his wife could turn him loose, and not worry about him being untrue.

He turned calm, looked at the beer in his hand. Looked at Sherry’s soft, curvy lips as they took a sip of The Monkey. And he realized just how nefarious his wife really was. In an eerily calm voice he said, “Oh, you bitch.”

She laughed merrily. “Have fun, honey. I’ll see you in a couple of weeks. And that chastity tube better be on and locked when I get home. I am really looking forward to seeing how much cum you can produce after two weeks of being teased mercilessly.”

Click.

He stared at his phone.

He stared at Cherry. Her lips were red, so incredibly kissable.

He looked at the Golden Monkey, then he lifted it. The amber liquid trickled down his throat.

His cock was surging so hard he was afraid he was going to break the chastity tube. Of course, that was not going to happen.

He took another drink.

Sherry moved closer to him.

He gulped.

She smiled and reached down and held his caged cock in her hands.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Nope,” she said, as she ran her long fingernails over his balls.

He shivered and his knees threatened to give way.

“But let’s get something out of the way right now.”

Still holding his balls and cock, she turned and pulled him out of the kitchen.

She led him down the hallway, and he couldn't stop a whimper from escaping his throat.

She looked back, laughed gently, then pulled him into his bedroom.

They were already naked, so there wasn’t any time spent undressing. She just pushed him onto the bed and climbed up on top of him.

She leaned forward, and her breasts brushed against his midsection. She put her hands on his pectorals and started thumbing his nipples.

He groaned and thrust his hips up.

She had her bare pussy on his cage. Her moist folds slithered over his caged cock.

She kissed him, and she had great lips. Her mouth was a furnace of desire and her tongue barged into his mouth and scoured him.

His hips were out of control, bumping up again and again, in tune with the surge of his contained cock.

“Mmm.” she said, breaking the kiss.

She began to knee walk up his body. Her pussy was wet and left a trail of wetness up his body. Over his chest, onto his chin, then she planted her pussy on his mouth.

He couldn’t help himself. Right at that moment he wasn’t thinking about his caged cock…he was thinking about fucking…even though the caged cock stopped him.

“Eat me, Bo. Use that mouth of yours and take me to paradise.”

He had no choice. And his wife had said he had to. And he wanted to.

He kissed her vagina, his face in between the labia, and sucked on her clitoris.

She pushed her pussy into his face, tilted her hips and fucked his face.

For long minutes he was in another world. His cock was surging, straining, trying to get loose, but, oddly, he didn’t notice it. He was actually involved in the act of sex.

Not being able to fuck, and only able to think about sex, was torture. Being horny and in the middle of sex was…incredible. It was heaven. It was paradise.

He stopped thinking about his dick so much because he was busy thinking about her vagina.

And the desire to cum was getting worse and worse.

But he didn’t care. He was close. He was face to face, flesh to flesh, and…and he just needed to…to…

“AHHHH!” she let loose with a hip shaking orgasm. Her eyes rolled back and she pulled on her tits. “FUUUUCK!” She ground her hips one last time into his face, then fell to the side.

That’s when it hit him. Now he wasn’t in the middle of sex, now he wasn’t going to cum, and the sensations in his cock cage multiplied, became ten times worse, and he was ten times hornier. He rolled over and began pounding his hips into the bed. He was making guttural noises, and next to him Sherry started laughing.


PART TWO

Sherry was out at the pool, sunbathing in the buff, sipping a Golden Monkey.

Bo was on the phone. “But, honey…she made me eat her pussy!”

“Oh, my God! Really? Oh, you must have had fun!”

“But what about our marriage vows?”

“Oh, were you planning to fuck her?” Ava laughed with delight.

“You know I can’t, but…did you really want her doing…doing this stuff?”

“Oh, yes. Her explicit instructions were to make you as horny as possible. She can do anything and everything she wants. And it sounds like she’s doing just that.”

“But, honey…”

“So I expect you to do everything she tells you. Everything and anything. And when I get back that cock of yours better be full to the breaking point! Or bursting point.”

Bo looked out the window. Sherry was stretching, showing off her massive bosoms.

“Are you sure this is…”

“This is exactly what I want. And I expect you to comply, mister. Comply with a capital C.”             

The conversation went on a little longer, but that was basically it. He was at the mercy of a sex hungry bitch, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He hung up the phone and headed for the living room, he was afraid to be around Sherry, but she saw him walking through the house.

“Hey! Slave boy!”

Oh, heysoos! He didn’t want the neighbors to hear a strange woman yelling that at him. He zipped back to the patio door and motioned palms down. “Please, not so loud.”

She just grinned and said, “Two more Monkeys, and make it snappy.”

Knowing she would raise her voice if he didn’t, he went back to the kitchen and opened two golden Monkeys and brought them out to the pool.

“Thanks, slave.” She tilted the bottle and the golden liquid passed between her parted and very sexy lips.

“I’m not your slave.”

“Oh, really? Did your wife tell you to do anything I asked?”

“Yeah, but that was her, not me. I haven’t agreed.”

She raised her sunglasses and looked at him. Then she let them fall back down and sat up. She spun towards him. “Come here.”

He didn’t want to, but he was sort of caught. His wife had said, and there was something about her, like the fact that she was sexing him up, that compelled him to walk over and stand in front of her.

She grabbed his caged cock and held it as she looked up at him. “How’s it feel?”

“Oh, crap,” he whispered.

“That good, eh?”

He was caught. Couldn’t run away, couldn’t throw her down and fuck her.

She kissed the top of the cage, then open her mouth and began sucking on the tube. He couldn’t feel her, but he could feel…something.

There were a couple slits on the sides of the thing and he could feel the wet heat of her mouth sliding back and forth on his sensitive skin.

“Please stop,” he mumbled.

She didn’t stop, she took his balls in her hands and started palpating them.

He groaned, his knees were weak.

She stopped, “Now sit down and I’ll explain how this works.”

He sat heavily on the lounge chair…before his legs gave way and he fell.

“For the next two weeks I am going to do things to you. Things you never imagined. I went over all these things with your wife, she knows what I’m going to do, and she’s okay with it. With everything. Now, you could fight it. You could give me a rough time, but think about it. You are going to be having sex with another woman. A pretty good looking woman, and how many men would love to do that?”

He said nothing.

“Your wife wants you to do this, I want you to do this, and the only pill in the soup is you. Can you tell me why you don’t want to spend two weeks making very physical love to a beautiful woman?”

“Because I don’t know you!”

She reached over and took his hands in hers, “And that’s the great thing about this. A total stranger goes crazy on you. It’s like sex without the baggage. No recriminations. No actual fucking. You’ll stay true to your wife, and yet…it’s like you get to have it all.”

He sat and tried to follow her reasoning. What was bad was that he did. What she said, while sick and perverted, was logical. All he had to do was give in and…and he couldn’t do it.

She saw it in his eyes and she sighed.

“Okay. We’re going to have to do this the hard way.”

He stared at her.

“Go stand in a corner or something. I’m going to make a plan. And don’t forget to fix dinner. I want steak and potatoes at six o’clock. Shoo.”

He wanted to say something, but didn’t know what. So he just stood up and went into the house.

And his cock throbbed and throbbed and throbbed.

He watched TV and managed to live with his pulsating cock for a while. It was a golf tournament and two guys were locked in a duel, and he watched, and only groaned and pressed down on his chastity cage every once in a while.

The clock ticked. The dials turned to indicate five o’clock. Sighing, he realized it was time to make dinner.

He walked into the kitchen. Sherry was sitting on a chair on the other side of the pool. She was deep in conversation, and Bo had a feeling it was with his wife.

He took out a couple of potatoes and sliced them, then buttered a skillet and turned on the heat. He grabbed a couple of steaks and pounded them with a tenderizer mallet, then sprinkled salt and pepper and a few herbs on them. He checked the potatoes, estimated the time needed for the steaks, and put them on the stove.

Suddenly his phone rang. DING A DOOT DOOT! He figured it was his wife, but when he answered Sherry said, “Bourbon and Coke. Make mine light, maybe half of what you normally drink.”

He filled two glasses half way with ice cubes, the he filled one half with bourbon, and the other a quarter with bourbon. He popped a couple of Cokes and brought the liquid levels up to the brim.

He checked the steaks and potatoes, everything was cooking nicely, then took the quarter filled Bourbon and Coke out to Sherry. She took it, sipped, and made an appreciative sigh. “That’s good.” She looked up at him and grinned. “I want you to drink a bourbon and Coke every fifteen minutes. Think you can do that?”

“I could, but why?”

“Honey, don’t ask, but believe me when I say that you’re going to be glad. Got it?”

He didn’t ‘get it,’ but he would do it. The truth was he was so flustered by this whole scene that he looked forward to drinking a drink every fifteen minutes. He’d be drunk after a while, and he needed to be drunk.

“Dinner’s almost ready. You want me to serve it out here?”

“Don’t be sarcastic, little boy.” She took a big glug of her drink, then stood up. “Let’s go, sweet cheeks.”

Bo was good with steaks, and he had done a superb job. They were dripping with juices and and the potatoes were heavy with butter. Add to that the deliciosity of the Coke Highs, and they had the makings of a feast.

And, pleasant surprise, when she wasn’t teasing him or laughing at him, Sherry turned out to be a good conversationalist.

Of course…the whiskey helped.

So they sat and sipped and ate and drank, and she had him put on a little music, and they spent a companionable hour.

“Leave the dishes for tomorrow,” she said. “I need you.”

She was always dropping little comments like that. ‘I need you,’ ‘I love holding your balls,’ ‘you kiss good.’ And those little comments were building him up, he was starting to feel pretty good about her.

They adjourned to the living room and she told him to get undressed. She was already undressed, and quite distractive, and she moved into his arms.

They danced, and she clung to his body and put her head on his shoulder and just…danced.

She was warm. She had muscles under that soft flesh, and she had a good sense of timing. He moved her around the living room and felt her large breasts against his chest. And, he felt his cock going absolutely crazy. The feel of her flesh, her boobs, the way she would stop every once in a while and just press her lips to his…it was making his cock go crazy in the cage.

And, every fifteen minutes she made sure he had a fresh drink. She didn’t have to try hard, he was quite willing to get soused. By seven thirty he was obviously messed up.

He had lost his inhibitions and was kissing her more and more on his own volition. he was feeling her breasts, and he even grabbed her pussy and inserted a finger.

She loved it. She pushed her chest against him and his hands. She humped his finger and asked for two. And she kissed him like there was no tomorrow.

So, his ability to resist snookered, she took his hand and led him down the hallway to his bedroom.

“You feeling like another cum?” He grinned.

“Actually, I’m feeling like doing something to you that you’ll love and hate.”

“Like what?”

“Just sit here. I’ll be right back.” She pushed him onto his wife’s vanity chair and headed for the kitchen. She returned a minute later with two drinks.

“Once we get started I’m not going to be wanting you to hop up and refill.” She placed the drinks on the vanity table and pulled another chair over to face him. She watched him with a bemused expression.

“What?”

“Honey, you know what turns a man on more than anything in the whole wide world?”

“Good sex,” he stated.

“Of course that does, but I’m talking about something that’s more powerful than foreplay, something that will make your dick weep semen.”

Drunk as he was, he couldn’t think of anything.

“The sexiest thing you can do to a man, the thing that turns a man on more than anything in the world, is to dress him up.”

He blinked, not sure what she was saying.

“Like a woman.”

He blinked again, and her words slowly filtered down through the slush of his inebriated brain.

“Make me a woman?”

“Yep.”

“Naw.” He laughed.

“So I’m going to do that. I talked it over with your wife, and she’s waiting for a few pictures.”

She stood up and clicked a couple of pictures with her iPhone. Bo stared at her.

“That’s the before. We’re going to be doing durings and after.”

“Oh.”

“So, Bo, are you ready?”

“Uh…” was he ready to put on a dress and make up and everything? He was drunk, and he was okay. Inhibitions gone, he said, “Sure.”

She smiled, put her phone aside, and started working.

First, she brought out a bottle of Nair and coated him with it. She applied it to his whole body, even his scalp. The only thing she didn’t put the Nair on was his eyebrows. While he was  waiting for the burn to start she quickly plucked his eyebrows.

“Ow…Ow…Ow…” he droned. She just laughed.

Then his skin started to heat up so she put him in the shower. Brought him out five minutes later and the only hair left on his body was his carefully sculpted eyebrows.

“Hey,” he said, looking at himself in the mirror, but she just told him to take a drink and be quiet.

The next item on here agenda was his nails.

“You’ve got typical male nails,” she said, as she filed and prepped them.

“Wash wrong with them? He swayed a bit in the vanity chair.

“They’re short. Made spatulate by the abuse of male style heavy labor.

“Oh. I guess that’s bad.”

“Bad if you ever want to be beautiful.”

“Oh.”

She chose some ovals and elongated his digits and painted the tips a beautiful red. After she had lacquered them she took a series of pictures,  first with his hands just spread out on the white laminate of the vanity desk, then with his hands held up to his cheeks. She sent the photos off and got a reply in minutes.

“What’d she say?”

“She says you’re beautiful. She says she’s wanted to do something like this forever.”

“Really?”

“Really.

She used little sponges and wiped his face. When she was done he was surprised at how black the sponges were.

“That’s the stuff in your pores. You are finally and truly clean now.”

“Wow.”

She applied primer. He had a couple of little blemishes on his forehead and they disappeared. He stared in wonder and actually wondered why people didn’t use more make up to make their faces better looking.

“Manly men, too scared to do anything girlish,” responded Sherry.

“But if they only knew.”

Sherry snickered on the inside. Bo was proving really easy.

She kept working, applying foundation, then she started working on the eyes.

She was close to him, sitting on his lap, and she painted his eyes a light charcoal color. She mascara-ed him and lengthened his eyelashes.

He sat like a stunned ox, feeling her sweet breath, her small hands soothing his face.

“Nice,” she said, giving him a light kiss. “Have another drink.”

He sipped. He was staying in a nice, golden haze, perfect for what she was doing.

“Okay, a couple of pinches now.”

He blinked when she pierced his ears. Two blinks, one for each ear, and he stared at the silvery strands of little diamonds she hung from his lobes.

“It looks funny, me being bald. I’ve got a woman’s face, except for my hair.”

“Don’t you worry,” she said, “Your wife said she had a wig.”

“Oh, yeah. It’s in her closet.”

A minute later and she was gluing the wig to his skin. She held it in place for a minute, standing close to him. He sat and absorbed her wonderful breasts.

“You like them?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered honestly, and his candor made her laugh.

She let go of the wig and pulled his head into her chest. “Enjoy, silly man.”

He kissed her breasts, then kissed the nipples. She held him, enjoyed for a long moment, then pushed him back. “We can do that later. Damned if this isn’t making me one horny bitch. Have another drink.”

A moment later she had him open his mouth and she carefully applied lipstain. “This is the good stuff,” she said. “It should last weeks. Smack your lips.”

He did so, like he had seen women do. He was amazed at how red his mouth was.

“Okay, let’s get you dressed.”

She put a corselet on him to control his small love handles and to give him a wasp waist.

“I’m glad you’re not one of these big, bulky guys. Being slender it’s very easy to transform you.”

“Oh.” He sipped his drink, and left a bare trace of lipstick, or lipstain, on the rim of the glass. He stared at the print raptly.

“Cool, eh?” she laughed.

She put panties on him, then unrolled stockings up his legs and attached them to the straps dangling from the corselet.

Then she put dark make up in two arches over his pectoral muscles.

“What’s that?”

“Shadow. The corselet will push your boobs up, and the shadow will accentuate them.” She finished and made him look in the mirror. He was amazed. It looked like he actually had breasts.

“Nice, eh?”

“I really need implants,” he said, staring at himself.

“Maybe someday.” She was smiling.

She picked out his wife’s black dress. It was stretchy and short and showed just enough of his fake cleavage. She put a string of pearls around his neck sat on his lap and stared at him. “You’re so beautiful. I wish we could actually fuck.” She kissed him slowly and tenderly, and it took his breath away His cock increased its skirmish in his cage and he gave a little moan.

Sherry stood up, went to his wife’s closet and took out some high heels. They were a four inch sandal style, sling back and his toes hang over the edge a bit, but they were workable. She fastened the little buckles and stood back and grinned. “Baby, you are one good looking be-yotch!”

He smiled, and sipped.

She had been taking pictures throughout the process, and she took a few more and sent them, then said, “Come on.”

He stood up, and almost fell down. High heels were difficult for the beginner to walk in.

She laughed and linked an arm with his and walked him through the house. He stared at her owlishly when she took him out to the driveway and her car. “Where are we going?”

“To see the sights, honey.”

She put him in the passenger seat, telling him how to sit and then swivel both legs. “You don’t want any nasty boys to get the wrong idea,” she chuckled.

He chuckled. Yeah. Nasty boys.

He was on the edge of being truly soused. He was in happy land, but a couple of more drinks too fast and he would be in sloppy drunk land.

She started the car up and backed out.

She drove slowly through town, and he sat there and felt the wind in his hair. She had the top down and it was so weird to feel the wind on his chest, and the dress felt so…slinky. He felt like he was undressed, and that made his cock jump up and down…and not go anywhere.

They arrived at Charley Coyote’s, a hip night spot, and it was in full swing.

A valet came out and stole her car and she walked Bo into the combination nightclub/restaurant. There were maybe twenty men and a few women on the sidewalk, and they eyed the two women appreciatively. Being two women, they passed the line and went right in. The bouncer smiled at them and got his eyeful.

Inside it was crazy. They small dance floor was packed and bodies jostled and jiggled and hugged and kissed and made the wildest party envious.

Sherry led him onto the dance floor, turned and held him, and danced around the edge of the little parquet space to the other side.

Men sitting at the tables or standing against the shadowed wall stared at the two women hungrily.

Bo felt eyes on his body. It made him feel weird, even as it excited him. Ava had told him how women could feel men’s eyes on their very flesh, and now he was experiencing it. Creepy, and exciting.

On the other side of the dance floor she led him to the bar and ordered a couple of drinks. They got their drinks and moved to the side and sipped slowly.

“Would you like to dance?” A large man, lots of muscles, moved in on them.

“Bo would,” Sherry took his drink and nodded at Bo.

Bo panicked. It was a man! Asking to dance. His heart jumped and he wanted to run for cover, but Sherry just nudged him into the man’s arms.

Suddenly, Bo wasn’t so drunk. He was scared.

But the man simply spun him on to the dance foot, and Bo had to control all his instincts. He wanted to lead.

“You come here often?” The man smiled at Bo.

Bo shook his head, cleared his throat, knew he couldn’t speak in his regular tone of voice.

“No,” he whispered, using a higher pitch.

The man tried a few other lines to get him talking, but Bo was simply too scared. Finally, the dance ended, and the man brought him back to Sherry.

“Thanks,” and he disappeared into the crowd.

“How’d you like it?” Sherry handed him a drink.

“We’ve got to get out of here.”

“Aw, but the fun is just starting.”

“I…I…can’t…”

“Oh, okay. Party pooper. I’ve got lots of good pictures, anyway.

They started around the dance floor and another man stepped in front of Bo. “Care to dance?”

Sherry smiled. “She would, but we’re lesbians.”

The guy grinned, “Well, could I see you girls make out then?”

“Only if you take a picture of us.” She handed him her cell.

The man focused, Sherry laughed, pulled Bo to her and planted a massive kiss on his lips. She even felt his little boobs.

The man snapped a few pics.

When they parted, Bo felt a bit dizzy, and Sherry whooped and said, “Baby, that’s doing it!” She took her camera back, and the guy grinned and watched them walk past him and out to the exit.

They waited for the valet to return her car, and Bo said, “Wow. I’m sweating.”

“Perspiring, dear. Men sweat, girls perspire.”

They drove back through town and up to the observatory. They stood at the fence over looking LA, arms around each other, then Sherry turned him and gobbled him some more. She held his package, right through the dress, and tasted his mouth gleefully.

He was not so drunk on liquor now, but he was drunk on the heady feeling of sex.

“God, I want to cum,” he whispered into her ear.

“And maybe some day you will. Come here.”

Bo followed her to the trunk She opened it and handed him a half pint of bourbon. “Don’t have any mixer, but this will take the hair off your chest.”

“Ha,” he said, tilting his head. The liquid burned down his throat and made him give a slight cough. “I don’t think I need to worry about losing the hair on my chest.”

“No, you don’t,” she agreed. “Take a last sip, and let’s go home. The night is still young, and we have a couple of things left to do.”

The pure bourbon smacked him a good one and he muttered, “Like what?”

“Well, you wanted to fuck me, so we can start there.”

“And after that?”

“After that I fuck you.”

He laughed, and in his muddled head he thought he was going to fuck her twice.

Once again in the car they meandered through the streets and back to his house. They walked in the front door and he felt like he had been gone for a lifetime.

She made him another drink and brought him back to that wonderful land of stupid that is the geography of the happy drunk.

“Okay, how we gonna do this?” he leered. “Do you have a key to this chastity thing?”

“We don’t need no stinkin’ key,” she hugged him, kissed him, and they walked, mouth to mouth, down the hallway and into the bedroom.

“Stand there and pull your dress up.”

He giggled. Pull your dress up. He was wearing a dress.

She had brought a big overnight bag and she reached into it and pulled out a bunch of straps and a…a dildo?

He stared at it, his mouth slightly open.

She arranged the straps on him, then buckled them, then snapped the dildo onto the front.

He stared down, past his little boobs, and blinked at the big cock sticking out from his groin.

“It’s bigger than mine!”

“And it will last all night. A better invention has never been.”

“Don’t tell my wife about this,” he whispered, as he stroked his erect plastic phallus.

“Too late, honey. Oh, I’m sure she’ll still give you a mercy fuck once or twice a year, but this is the new thing.”

“Holy wow,” he mumbled.

She knelt and blew him, and it was totally surreal. A beautiful woman was sucking on his cock and he felt nothing, but his mind was excited and his cock was banging around inside his chastity cage like a mad bull.

She stood up, placed the cell phone on the vanity table and pressed record, then she led him to the bed and laid down for him.

“Come on, honey, do me right.”

He worked his way up her body, kissing her pussy, then up to her tits. His cock was snapping angrily in its cage, wanting to get out but unable.

She stopped him for a second and looked at his mouth. “That stain really works. You are really sexy.”

He attacked her voraciously. He felt her large boobs, kissed them, then he was kissing her neck and her lips and…and she guided his cock into her pussy.

“Oh!”

He watched her eyes widen. He was in her, and yet not in her, and it was so fucking incredible.

“Oh, heysoos!”

She hugged him, pressed her chest against his, and he began to do the in and out.             

She worked with him, thrusting her hips up when he descended, pulled back when he slid out. She was gasping, and he was an audience, reduced to appreciating and cheering, but with no direct involvement.

She humped him, and made a thumbs up to the cell phone, and kept banging away.

He found himself getting so excited that he was really fucking her, just as if it was his dick in her and not a fake.

She came then, actually a series of small pops that ended with a big boom.

He stopped moving, laid on her, supporting his weight on his arms so as not to crush her, and tried to get his breath.

“Oh, God! That was the best. Here, get off me and give me that.”

He stood up and she undid the strap on and put it on her own waist.

“What are you doing?” he asked, eyes wide.

“You wanted to fuck, so you get to fuck. Now it’s my turn to fuck.”

“But…I didn’t…you can’t…”

She just grinned and pushed him down on the bed.

He was drunk, his muscles weren’t working right and…way down deep inside of him…he wanted to see what it was like.

Heck, he had read enough porn, read enough accounts of men liking it up the butt. He was just drunk enough to go exploring.

She held him down with one hand while she got out a jar of lube, then she greased up one hand and began fondling his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. “That feels good.”

“Just wait, honey. The world is about to change for you.”

She slipped fingers into him and began reaming him. She slathered the lube on, made sure he was truly ready, then stepped up to his butt.

The feeling of being penetrated was like nothing he had ever felt before. Nerves he never knew he had started to sing, his hole opened up, and so did his world. He felt the shaft surge through him, bringing happiness and light.

She drove into him, pulled back, drove in again, and again, and again.

“Oh…my…God!”

“How do you like it!”

“I love it!” he relaxed even more, and just focused on the wonderful feeling of being fucked, and of submitting, and he could feel his entire world shifting.

Heck, maybe his wife wold prefer the dildo to his dick after this, but so would he. Penile sex was a pale shade after this…this wonder.

As he relaxed he felt a golden glowing in his groin area. It wasn’t specific, like the trigger when a dick orgasms, it was general, filling up his whole pubic region, and he quickly realized that he couldn’t push it, make it happen, like he could with a dick. He had to call this orgasm up by creating a vacuum of effort, and then it would have something to fill. Relaxing more and more, and that was hard, he managed to encourage that orgasm, and suddenly it burst over him. It wasn’t a short, hard bang, like a male orgasm, it was all embracing, engulfing, surrounding him and washing through his whole body. It wasn’t just his dick, his whole being just exploded with warmth.

A minute later Sherry pulled her penis out of him. She moved slowly, listened to him grunt and moan, and smiled.

“Not many men can have an anal orgasm the first time,” she commented, taking off the strap on and putting it aside. She crawled into bed and cuddled with him.

Then: “Ew! Wet spot! You messy man!”

He smiled. He was already almost asleep. His whole being was drained and elevated at the same time.

He had cum. An anal orgasm, or prostate orgasm. And some even called it a sissygasm. But he didn’t care what they called it. He just knew that he had had one, and that was all he wanted. As he slid deeper and deeper into sleep he realized that his dick was probably going to stay locked up, and that was fine with him.

She finished laying a towel over his puddle of cum and snuggled with him. They drifted into sleep together then.


EPILOGUE

“Hey, honey,” Bo greeted Ava. She kissed him a good one, and he went back to cooking the bacon and eggs. He was fully made up and wearing a negligee. His new implants really stuck out.

A minute later Sherry entered the kitchen.

“Hey, baby!” He kissed her, felt her breast, and she laughed at him.

Then the two women kissed. They were a bit more passionate with each other than with him, but that was okay.

He served them breakfast and stood back to watch them.

Two beautiful women, his women, though they would not refer to themselves as such.

They slept together in the master bedroom, his former bedroom, and he slept in the small guest room down the hall.

Except, of course, for those nights when they pleasured him. And/or he them.

He wore female clothes much of the time now, and he was quite adept at changing back and forth from male to female.

And his dick was always locked up.

Oh, they took it out once a week and checked it for health, but he was pretty much dickless around them, except, of course, for a few plastic dildos.

And that made him quite happy.

END
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PART ONE

Gina Johnson was tired. She got up early in the morning, ran a marathon, and came home.

Roger, her husband, wasn’t tired. He got up late, sauntered down to the marathon route, high fived her as she passed, and sauntered back to their apartment.

While she ran mile after mile, huffing and puffing, feeling the pain in her feet, in her legs, on her nipples. She had a pretty good set of boobs, and her nipples always became sore. The constant chaffing as they bounced in her bra rubbed them raw. She coated them with vaseline, and that helped, but by the end of the race…she was sore and tired.

She crossed the finish line, hugged a few friends, picked up her medal, and staggered off to her car.

She crossed the parking lot, her legs feeling like noodles.

She sat in the car for ten minutes, head back, just resting and recovering.

She started the car and headed for Jack in the Box. It had been hot today, and she ordered two big Cokes—she never drank Coke while training and this was a special treat—and drove home.

Arriving at home she slowly climbed the steps and entered the apartment.

Roger got up from the couch where he had been eating potato chips and greeted her.

“Hey, honey. How’d you do.”

“Broke four hours.”

“Holy crap! That’s fantastic! That’s a new best, isn’t it.”

She nodded her head and gave a happy smile.

“Let’s go celebrate! Let’s go have a party and—“ he laughed. She had pushed him away and made her way towards the bathroom.

After a long run she needed a hot shower. A long hot shower. It helped stop muscle cramps and relaxed her.

Roger went along and helped. He turned on the water and got it the right temperature. He headed for the kitchen and got her (and him) a Coke and whiskey. Another reward after finishing a race.

He handed her a drink, got undressed and hoped into the shower.

“Oh, God,” she murmured, leaning against the wall.

Roger soaped her, shampooed her hair, and took care of her.

Finally, she stepped out, and she felt a lot better.

Roger suddenly didn’t feel good.

She stood in front of the mirror and brushed her hair.

He sat down on the toilet and relaxed his muscles.

He had been okay when he had stepped into the shower, but now his lower gut rumbled and he groaned at the sudden, sharp pain in his penis.

“You okay, babe?”

“I don’t know.” He sat with his head down. He tried to pee, but he couldn’t. It was like he was stopped up.

But he had been fine!

Finally, he felt something give. It was like somebody pulled a cork and he started to pee.

“Oh, fuck…that feels good.”

He sat and listened to the trickle.

Trickle, hunh! Usually it was a flow, but at least he was doing it.

Still, it felt weird, and he felt dizzy, and hot.

Gina felt his forehead. “You’re burning up.”

“I feel like it. I’m nauseous, too.”

“No number two?”

“No.”

He reached down and shook his dick, which shivered with pain, then stood up. “Geez, I still feel like—“

“Roger!”

“What!” He looked at Gina. Her face was white and she was pointing towards the toilet.

The water in the toilet was bright red. Blood red.

“What the fuck?”

He looked down at his dick, and suddenly felt faint. He swooned, he started to fall but caught himself on the edge of the sink.

“You’re bleeding!”

He examined his cock. “Nope.”

“But why…what…”

He got down and sniffed. It was a coppery smell, very familiar. It was the smell of blood.

“I think I just pissed blood.”

He wrapped a towel around his waist like a big diaper and walked, a bit woozily, into the front room. He sat down at his computer and typed in, ‘Man pissing blood.’

Gina was right behind him, worrying.

“It says it’s just a urinary tract infection.”

“I think it’s more,” said Gina.

“Call a doctor.”

She called her doctor, Roger actually didn’t have one. Which made it odd in Roger’s mind because Gina’s doctor, while a general practitioner, worked out of an office with another woman who specialized in obstetrics and gynecology.

“Hey Gina, how can I help you?”

“My husband is peeing blood.”

Roger listened from the kitchen table.

“No, never. A lot. Turned the whole toilet red.”

A pause.

“Well, it was about as much as when I have a period. I know that’s a weird comparison, but…uh huh. Okay. First thing Monday. Thanks, Dr. Wise.”

Gina hung up the phone and turned to Roger. “She wasn’t alarmed. Said it was probably an infection and come see her. How are you doing right now?”

“I’m okay. I feel a little weird.”

“Weird? Like how?”

“Like chalk on a black board, but it’s subtle.”

“Well, let’s get you some chicken noodle soup, some ginger ale, and an aspirin.”

“Sounds good.”

He went and sat on the couch, closed his eyes.

Gina put a wet cloth on his forehead. “Funny, I’m supposed to be the invalid.”

He smiled wanly and said, “Want to make love?”

She just laughed and went to see to his soup and soft drink.

The next morning was Monday and they headed for the Doctor’s office. Gina was walking slowly, sore all over, but she was still outpacing Roger.

Roger was hurting in his lower abdomen, and his penis had a sharp pain in it. He hadn’t peed. He felt like he had to, but nothing was coming out except hurt.

They walked into the doctor’s office, filled out a gazillion forms, and waited. Shortly, they were in an exam room.

Roger felt dizzy. Nauseous. He put his head down in his hands and breathed.

Gina patted his back and rubbed his shoulders.

“Hi, Gina, Roger.” Dr. Debra Wise breezed into the room. She was a brunette with short hair and an even featured face. Her eyes were dagger blue and her lips were plump.

They greeted her.

She saw that Roger was in pain right away. She pulled up a stool and sat down in front of him.

She listened with her stethoscope, looked in his eyes and ears, and asked him about how he felt.

“Like somebody’s shaving my body with a rusty razor. It’s making me nauseous. And I can’t pee.”

“Okay, let’s get an Xray.”

Roger allowed himself to be led by a nurse down the hallway. Gina went right behind him.

Roger was pale now, and sweating. He lay on the Xray table and groaned.

Gina held his hand until the Xray technician chased her out of the room.

Roger managed to hold still on the table, but he really wanted to curl up in a ball. And he wanted to wretch. This was getting worse and worse.

A half hour later Gina and Roger were back in the exam room, and again Dr. Wise strode in, this time with a big Xray. She placed it on the light board and scrutinized it.

“”Hmm. Ah. Yes.”

Which innocent observations bugged hell out of the impatient Gina.

“What is it, Doc?”

Debra turned to them, and motioned them to come over to look at the Xray.

“See here, you’ve got a blockage in your penis. Could be a kidney stone. Probably a kidney stone.”

“Oh, my gosh Gina blurted, squinting at the little mark on shape of Roger’s penis on the Xray.

Roger didn’t care. He just moaned and held his belly.

“What can we do?”

“Normally, I’d say go home and drink a lot of lemon juice. But this is so close to the tip…maybe I can dislodge it.”

Gina looked at her, at Roger, licked her lips. “How do you do that?”

“I have to put a probe up his penis. Not very far.”

“Up my…” he groaned.

“I’m sorry, Roger. It’s that or I send you home. Or we operate big time. Do you think you can stand it if I probe?”

He didn’t want to hurt anymore. It this was going to be ripping off the bandage he was going to risk it. Anything was better than how he felt right then. He nodded.

“Okay, I’m going to need you to lay on the table. Pants and underpants off, please.”

Roger complied, and she called a nurse to stand by.

Normally, Roger would have been severely embarrassed, but he was in so much pain he merely laid down and waited.

Dr. Wise was very gentle as she examined him and prepared for the insertion of a small probe.

She frowned. “You do look a little swollen.”

“Uh huh,” he muttered, stopping himself from curling up into a ball.

Debra held his penis and inserted the probe into his urethra. She moved slowly and within a half inch she encountered an obstruction.

“There we go,” she said softly. “Let me just—“

The obstruction gave way, almost like it popped, and blood started pouring out of Roger’s penis.

It was like he was pissing blood. He groaned, but in relief.

Dr. Wise stepped back, but the red liquid had spurted over her white uniform.

“Oh!” she stated, her eyes widening.

A pool of blood formed on the tile floor, the smell of copper filled the room.

“Roger?” Gina cried.

Dr. Wise, concerned, put a couple of towels down.

The nurse went for a mop.

Roger sighed in relief as the pressure in his groin lessened, then the real pain started.

“Oh, fuck!”

“What?”

He passed out.

Roger awoke in the hospital. He was drugged up and pain free, and there was a tent over his groin. He looked down, tried to figure out what was going on.

“Gina?”

Gina had been sleeping in the chair next to the bed and she awoke and leaped to the side of the bed and grabbed his hand. “Oh, Roger! Are you okay?”

Her question was sort of silly, considering that he was in a hospital bed.

“I’m okay,” he said, looking around. The room tilted a bit, but then righted. “What’s with the boy scout tent?”

Gina just laid her head on his chest and started crying.

“What happened, Roger, is that you have a second set of organs.”

“Dr. Wise was standing next to him, his chart in her hands. Behind him a machine beeped and wrote long, squiggly lines.

“A second set of…what kind of organs?”

Gina sat in her chair, bit her lip, and listened. Debra had already explained the situation to her, and had required her permission for the operation that had been done.

“It’s a rare condition, one that is almost never noticed. We even missed it in your Xrays. The medical term is Hermaphroditism. Some people refer to it as being ‘intersex.’”

“You’re saying I have…what? An extra penis?”

“A vagina. Fully formed and located inside your body.”

“But that’s impossible!”

“Impossible or not, when you were peeing blood you were actually discharging your period.”

“A…oh, fuck. What?” Roger was pale and his eyes were wide.

“About one percent of the people born in the US have ambiguous sex organs. It means they aren’t clearly defined at birth. That condition changes as a person grows and their sex organs become more defined. Sometimes the penis stays very small, or the clitoris becomes very large. In your case the female sex organs took a while to become defined. Have you noticed anything strange in the last couple of years?”

“No.”

She nodded. “Well, your female organs formed, and you had a period. Unfortunately, your discharge was blocked up in your male sex organs. This caused a severe infection.”

“So I’m alright now?”

“We managed to save your life.” Her lips pursed and she hesitated briefly.

“What? What aren’t you telling me?”

“Because of the infection your penis and balls were septic.”

“What does that mean?”

“The tissue was dying. When an organ becomes septic it must be removed as soon as possible, or else other organs around it will start to die.”

Roger got it then. “My…you…”

“We had to remove your sex organs.”

Roger didn’t go completely out, but it was close. He lay back, his eyeballs rolled in the sockets, and he waned.

Dr. Wise touched his face, put her hand on his cheek and shook him lightly. “Roger?” She was half a second away from calling for help when he seemed to come out of it.

For a moment he took deep breaths, then sipped some water, and wished it was whiskey.

Gina was on her feet, next to Dr. Wise and holding his hand. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“So, that’s what the tent thing is for…what do I have down there?”

“We excised your penis and testicles and helped reposition your vagina.”

“Reposition?”

“Made sure it descended to the right place. It was a tricky operation, but it was successful.”

“So I have a…I have a…a pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, Roger!” Gina moaned. She would have fallen on him and held him, but Debra was in the way.

“So…am I a woman?”

“Biologically, yes.”

“But just down there…”

“Well, with the loss of your penis you’ll stop producing testosterone. And now that your ovaries—“

“I’ve got ovaries?”

“Yes.”

“Wait a minute! Does that mean I’ll produce eggs?”

“You already have. You had your first period.”

He was ashen and whispered, “I could get pregnant?”

Debra nodded.

“Oh, my…what the…”

Debra continued. “Now that your ovaries are no longer constricted, so to speak, proven by your menstrual cycle, it is possible, maybe probable, that your body will start producing estrogen.”

“Estrogen. Then I am a woman.” His voice was so low the doctor and Gina had to listen carefully.

“I would like you to meet with one of our doctors.”

“What kind of doctor,” asked Gina.

“A psychiatrist. She specializes in gender specific cases and—“

“What do you mean gender specific?”

“She counsels people going through sexual changes.”

“A trans doctor.”

“Yes.”

“Oh, heysoos.”

“I’ve read up on your case,” Dr. Jan Haroldson sat behind her desk, his folder was open in front of her.

Roger and Gina sat in two Scandinavian chairs in front of her desk. The furniture would have been IKEA, except that was expensive. To the side was a low book shelf, and there were several potted plants in the room. Real plants giving off real oxygen.

“So how do you feel about what has happened?”

She was a good looking woman with a professional attitude. She waited for his reply, and her interest was compassionate.

“Honestly?”

“Absolutely.”

“Sometimes I feel like shooting myself.”

Gina gasped.

“It’s okay, Mrs. Johnson. His feelings are normal considering what he is going through, and the fact that he can talk about it is a good sign. A very good sign.

“But…shoot himself?”

She was holding his hand, and now she gripped it with both hands fiercely. “You can’t hurt yourself.”

He looked down at the floor.

“Do you hear me?”

Dr. Haroldson cleared her throat.

Roger looked up and Gina swiveled her head.

“Instead of demanding decisions from Roger while he is experiencing a certain degree of confusion we need to focus on helping him understand what has happened, and that there are a lot of benefits to being a woman.” She chuckled.

“What?”

“It just struck me as odd. Usually I talk to people who are considering changing their sex. We have arguments, and sometimes I ask questions designed to make them see various obstacles on their path, and prepare them…but this time the operation has already happened. Nothing I can say one way or another.”

She studied Roger. “It’s already happened. Like it or not a decision has been reached.”

“But it’s my sex!” he blurted, obviously upset.

“It’s an accident, and it’s happened. Shall we pick up the pieces?”

He blinked.

The good doctor leaned forward. “I understand. Believe me, I understand. But I want you, and you, Mrs. Johnson, to write down a list of pros and cons to being a woman.”

She pushed two pieces of paper across her desk along with two pens.

Roger and Gina sat, using magazines for support, and wrote two lists on the papers.

Well, Gina wrote. Roger stared. He was thinking, but he was also in the middle of it, and he couldn’t think of anything.

After five minutes Dr. Haroldson collected the sheets of paper and put them in front of her.

“Very good.”

“How can it be good? I couldn’t think of anything.”

“It’s good because you’re concerned that you couldn’t think of anything. Roger, you’re doing well. Just take a few breaths, relax, and let’s consider this question.”

Roger stared at her for a moment, then sort of settled back. Dr. Haroldson took that as agreement.

“Okay, Mrs. Johnson. We’ll start with you.”

Roger snorted and Jan smiled.

“Fun things. Dancing. Putting on make up. Teasing men. Wearing dresses. Telling Roger no when you have a headache.”

The doctor looked up and cocked an eye at her.

“Well, it is. Denying a man gives one a sense of…of power.”

The doctor wrote at the bottom of Jan’s list one word. ‘Power.’

“What do you think so far, Roger?”

“I don’t know. It’s sort of…it’s…frivolous.”

“What?” Gina glared at him.

“I’m sorry! That’s how I feel.”

“You think I’m frivolous?”

“No! Just some of the things you do…”

They went back and forth for a moment, and Haroldson let them. It was open communication. For her counseling to work she needed them in open communication.

Finally, she interrupted, “So, Gina, what are some things that Roger does that you think are frivolous?”

Again the Johnson’s went at it. And again Dr. Haroldson bided her time, let them get it out.

At the end of the hour, though they had argued harshly about ‘frivolous things,’ they were actually smiling.

Haroldson noted that this was the first sign of humor she had seen from Roger. She took advantage of the moment.

“So we’ll meet again on Thursday, same time, and your homework is to think of things you can do together with both of you as women.”

Roger frowned, and the doctor narrowed in.

“Like it or not, Roger, you’re going through changes. It’s going to be a different world for you. Your skin will change, you’ll develop breasts, you’ll grow your hair and you have to start learning how to be a woman.”

Roger made a moue.

Jan lightened the moment by saying the one thing neither of them expected. With a wry grin she brought up the elephant in the room. “And don’t shoot yourself.”

She said it just right, and they both lurched, then they smiled.

“I won’t, doc, unless your bill is too high.”

Laughing, the session was over.

Home life.

A change.

And more changes.

Roger looked in his closet, got out jeans and a jacket.

“It’s not cold, why the jacket?” Gina asked.

“Because I won’t be able to wear it when I…when I…you know.”

“Change into a woman?”

“Yeah.”

“Say it, Roger. It’s going to happen. In fact, it’s already happened. So say it.”

He stared at her, then, almost defiantly, he said, “I won’t be able to wear this jacket when I turn into a woman.”

“Why not?”

“Because I won’t be a man.”

“Maybe you haven’t noticed, but women wear men’s clothing all the time. It’s one of the unfair things in the world. Women can wear men’s clothing, but men can’t wear women’s clothing.”

This didn’t make Roger happy. He just frowned at his jacket.

She took the jacket out of his hands and put it on. “Hey, this is a pretty nice fit. If you’re going to get rid of it can I have it?”

He actually got a twitch in his right eye from the question.

Gina giggled. “You look funny right now.”

He said, “You know, I’ve never been one of these big guys. I’m slender, thin chest, and maybe now I know why.”

She nodded. “Sounds logical.”

“So how come you…you fell in love with a guy like me?”

She looked at him. “What do you mean…’a guy like you?’

“I mean a guy like me. I’ve never been particularly manly, and now we find out I’m a freak.”

She gave a lop sided grin. “Yeah, but you’re my freak.” Then she spoke seriously. “Women fall in love with two types of guys. Either bad boys or the softie. I chose the softie.”

“Softie,” he snorted. “Looks like I’m going real soft on you now.”

She mused. “It’s weird. We make love, and now…” she shrugged.

“What do you mean?”

“Just that it all happened so fast.”

He stared at her.

“What?”

He looked away. “Nothing.”

“Bull. Talk.”

He didn’t.

“The doctor said open communication. Talk.”

He sighed. He didn’t want to talk. But he said, “How will we make love.”

She waited.

“I can’t screw you. We’d be like two Lesbians.”

She smiled. “That’s supposed to make me unhappy?”

He tilted his head.

“There are dildos. There are strap ons. Hell, we fist each other if you want. And if you really want to classify us as Lesbian, knock yourself out.

It was not the answer Roger expected. It seemed like nothing was the way he expected these days. They were supposed to have kids, grandchildren, live a life of fun and ease.

Now?

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself.”

But he couldn’t, and he left the room.

Every day was a trial for Roger. He dressed like a man, and every time he pulled his pants up he was aware of the vacancy between his legs.

He sat down to pee.

His chest felt pudgy.

Work was no problem. He did his work at home, and even though the COVID scare was over, the company liked him working at home.

But he did have to talk to his boss…and his insurance company.

“What do you mean you don’t cover sex changes?”

“Sorry, Roger. But it explicitly states in your policy that we will not support any change of gender operations or procedures.”

“I didn’t get a sex change. I had a biological accident and lost my dick. Nobody changed me.” I changed myself, he thought.

“Be that as it may, we’re not going to…” blah, blah, blah.

But when Roger’s lawyer called the insurance company their attitude changed. Aside from the fact that Roger did not get a sex change, he just…changed, there was also the consideration of bad advertising. In a LGTBQ friendly world the insurance company didn’t want to risk bad publicity.

So Roger was covered.

His boss was a lot easier to work with. In fact, he made a joke at their first and only meeting. “I’ll run it up to the top, but I wouldn’t worry. Filling out numbers and checking contracts is not a gender specific job.” He grinned, “I’m going to say something, please don’t take it wrong, but…what if the company used you to fulfill minority requirements with the government?”

Roger blinked, then he actually chuckled. It was a Bizarro world. “Sure. I guess.”

They then went out and had a beer and talked over old times.

For Roger it was bitter sweet, because he doubted, once he started looking like a woman, that he could go out with the guys and have a beer.

Well, maybe he could, but it would be weird. That, he knew.

His body was changing. Slowly, he didn’t notice it day to day, but week to week he did. His chest was getting pudgier, more fat in the pectoral area. This embarrassed him and one day Gina caught him binding his chest.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“Hiding my tits,” he admitted somewhat bitterly.

“And why, may I ask, are you hiding your boobs?”

He looked at her. They were in the bedroom and she faced him squarely, her hands on her hips.

“I still look like a guy. I’m embarrassed. I…”

She snickered. “You’re afraid of wearing a bra.”

“No!…well, maybe.”

Come on, my big, brave man. Let’s get feminine.”

She took the Ace bandage from him and tossed it aside.

Roger watched her, discouraged, sad, and she rummaged through her drawer.

Gina muttered, “Where is it…where…AH!” She lifted up a bra. “I ordered a package of bras on the net and this one was hidden in all the others. It doesn’t have cups, it’s a training bra.”

“A training bra?”

“Yep. A full grown training bra. Young girls wear them when they first start budding.” She handed it to him.

“Go on. Put it on.”

He held it, stared at it, was abashed. “I don’t—“

“Come on, ya big sissy.”

At that word, sissy, Roger panicked. He tossed the bra back and said, “No!”

Gina knew she’d gone too far, but there was nothing to do but burrow on through. She picked up the bra and moved to him.

“Okay. I’m sorry. You’re not a sissy. But you know this is one of those things you’re going to have to confront. You can’t not wear a bra all your life.”

He blinked. It was a weird sounding sentence.

“Come on,” she put it around his waist, and for the first time since his ‘accident’ he felt her body in a sexual way.

She felt it, and she stopped, and they looked at each other.

“Fuck,” he said. “What am I supposed to do.”

“Go with it,” she whispered, and she kissed him.

There are a lot of different ways to kiss. Men can kiss their mother on the cheek, or even on the lips, and there is absolutely no sex at all. Lots of love, but no sex. But when a man kisses a woman and there is sexual vibes, he gets a boner.

But Roger had no bone to boner up.

But he felt the sex. He felt that delicious intimacy that surrounds the fact of rubbing a bone. He felt the lust of the kiss.

No boner.

Fuck!

He stepped back, but looked at his wife hungrily. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Let me show you.”

She took his hand and led him to bed. She undressed him, and marveled at his pussy. It was real, it was beautiful. Sure, there were a couple of lines on the sides from scalpels, but as his vagina developed these tended to fade.

She gave a nervous laugh.

“What?”

“I’ve never been with a woman before.”

“Oh.”

She looked up at him. “I never thought about it, but now that I am, it’s exciting. I feel like my chest is going to overflow with energy.”

They stared at each other for a moment, then the heat got to them. Gina grabbed Roger and pushed him off balance, wrestled him onto the bed. They lay next to each other and kissed. Slowly. Stunned, but starting to realize that it was a situation that needed to be taken advantage of.

She put her hands on his chest and felt the budding of his boobs. They were small, just little lumps, but they were obviously breasts.

He felt hers, and grinned. He had no trouble identifying her large tits. He kissed her nipples and she moaned and held his head to her chest.

They went back to kissing, and she moved his hand down to her pussy. He cupped her mons and squeezed it rhythmically.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, feeling the heat surge out from her vagina.

“How big are my tits going to be?” he asked.

“Monstrous. You’ll have to be careful you don’t fall forward. When you stop moving forward you’re going to have to lean back and yell, “Whoa!”

He laughed.

She touched his vagina. He jerked and his face showed his panic.

“Easy, lad,” she whispered. “It’s just a pussy.”

“But…” he gulped. “Okay…”

She slithered down his body, rubbing it with her hands. She held her face above his pussy for a long moment. Then she touched his clitoris. It was small, just starting out, and when he gasped she said, “This is your clitoris. I’m going to kiss it.”

He gulped again. “Okay.” His voice sounded like frog whispering.

She touched her lips to his pussy. She took his clitoris gently in her mouth and sucked.

He groaned, was astounded by the richness of feeling that was assailing him.

She ran a finger up his slit, pushing the labia to the sides as she went.

“This is your labia.” She licked him, her tongue trailing up the moist pinkness.

He found himself tightening up, and he had to remind himself to relax. As she kept licking him he found it easier and easier. It felt so good.

“I’m going to put my finger in you.”

She did, and he managed not to slam his legs together.

She slowly, ever so slowly, moved her finger in and out.

“This is what a dick feels like, but a lot bigger.”

“Is bigger better?”

“Yes.”
“Was I big enough?”

“You were.”

“But you wanted more.”

She glanced up at him with a smile, “Every girl wants more.”

Now watching his face, she ran her finger around the rim of his pussy. He twitched and found himself grabbing handfuls of sheet.

She grinned. “Pretty nice, eh?”

“Uh huh,” he could hardly talk for the sensations shooting up from his groin.

“Would you like to eat mine?”

He nodded. Truth, he would have preferred her eating him to an orgasm, but he didn’t know if he could have an orgasm, and he was a considerate lover.

She crawled up next to him and they smooched, then he started to slide down.

He spent time kissing and sucking on her nipples, going from nipple to nipple, palpating them with his hands.

He was very aware that he had masculine hands.

Then he dove for the pussy.

He duplicated her maneuvers on him, sucking the clitoris, rubbing along the slit, then finally finger banging her.

“Use more fingers,” she urged, lost in the heat.

He used two fingers. He had more strength now and he really rimmed her. She groaned and felt her breasts, pulled on her nipples. Her hips were humping into the air.

“More!”

Three fingers, and her hips corkscrewed and fucked his fingers. Having just been finger banged himself, Roger now knew what to do, what gave the most pleasure.

“More!”

Now he had four fingers in her, his thumb was sticking straight up and he jacked her, no longer soft, now hard.

“Yes! Yes!” She cried. Her moans filled the room and her hips gyrated wildly. She suddenly stopped, was gasping for breath, and spoke at him. “I want your fist.”

“They had never done that, but the Lesbian aspect of their love making was turning her on as she never been turned on.

He gulped and nodded.

She lay back and spread her legs wide.

He slid his four fingers out of her, added his thumb to the mix, and slid them back into her.

He went into her easily. She cried out and began thrashing up and down.

He closed his hand to make a fist. She could feel the size of him inside her.

He was moving slowly, scared he’d hurt her, but she just kept moving her hips, trying to get more, and he began to speed up.

She gripped his wrist, arched her back, and he punched inside her pussy.

“FUCK!” she wailed. “FUCK!”

She came hard. From twisting and writhing to locked up, frozen, as the white hot spasms shot through her.

Roger held still, and she bucked and bucked, her eyes closed tightly.

Then it was over. she lay back, breathing hard, and just lay there. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at him. “You can take it out now.”

He did, moving slowly, and she closed her eyes and groaned again, then his fist slipped out of her.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered. “We need to do that again. How’d you like that?”

“Incredible.”

“Some day I’ll do that to you.”

He stared at her and couldn’t figure out whether he was more scared or anticipating.


PART TWO

Roger stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself. It had been two months since he had lost his manhood, and he could see the changes that had happened pretty easily.

His butt flared out and his ass was round. He was stunned, and wondered if he could twerk. His ass wasn’t flabby, but it wasn’t the solid buns he had had when he was a man.

The flare of butt had caused his waist to look smaller. And that had caused his thin chest to look bigger.

His boobs were really coming in now. They were little mountains. they still had a ways to go, but he felt sure they would be bigger than Gina’s.

The most amazing transformation, however, was in his face.

He didn’t have to shave, and his skin had softened up. His cheek bones were more visible as the fat redistributed. His hair was long and he brushed it to back. When he brushed it to the sides his face looked even more feminine, and Gina was after him to let her style it.

He didn’t want to. There was still a part of him, in spite of all the meetings with Dr. Haroldson that thought he was still a man. That denied his pussy, no matter how much Gina played with it, sucked it, fingered him.

He still hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was very frustrating.

He had heard that women had a rough time having orgasms, not like men, who just shot their wad; not like himself who had spurted at the least provocation.

“What’s happening, honey?” Gine came into the bedroom from the bathroom. She had just showered and was drying her hair with a fluffy towel.

Gina kept her hair mid length. Long enough to rub a dub and only look like she had a shaggy haircut. But she wanted him to grow it long. Real long. Down his back long.

“Nothing,” he said, heading for his closet.

He looked at his clothes. Slowly, the male clothes stopped fitting him. He had thrown out half his wardrobe. On the other side of the closet Gina had started hanging dresses and blouses and such. And she had placed several pairs of shoes on the floor under his dresses.

She followed him in. Watched him pick out a pair of tighty whities. “When are you going to give up.”

He held the underpants and turned to her. He was aware that he looked sad, and he tried not to, but how do you deny your emotions?

“Give up being who I am?”

“Give up resisting who you are becoming.”

They stared at each other, then she got a wicked grin on her face. They were both naked, and she was brushing her hair. She stepped into him, put her mouth to his and began chewing on his lips.

His lips, which were plumper by the day, growing more curvy. And his eyes were softer, almost dewy.

He kissed back and she pressed against him, pushed him against the back wall.

He tripped and fell against the wall, and was in a momentarily vulnerable position. “Hey!”

She put the handle of her hairbrush against his pussy and pushed it.

He gasped as he felt the smooth, wooden handle penetrate. It felt like a charge of electricity, but a very nice charge of electricity, except that he was scared.

She put her forearm against his throat, further immobilizing him. She snarl/whispered into his face, “I’ve had enough of your whiny bullshit.”

“Take it out!” But inside he wanted to squirm, to wiggle, to get more.

“No way. In fact, if you don’t agree to let me outfit you right now, transform you right now, make you the gorgeous, beautiful creature that God wants you to be, then I’m going to shove this handle up your pussy until you cum.”

His feet were extended, his back against the wall, his arms clutched at her arm which was pushing on his throat, but he couldn’t do anything about the way she was moving the hair brush handle into him.

“Please don’t!” he begged. “It hurts!”

She laughed, a wild gleam in her eyes.

“I know it doesn’t hurt, I know it feels good. I know because I’ve fucked myself with it before. Feel the smooth handle? It’s shaped like a butt plug, but longer. Long enough to give you a woman sized thrill. Are you ready for that? Are you ready for your first real dildo fuck?”

His arms scrabbled at her forearm, her other arm pushed harder. He felt the handle inserting, sliding into him. The smooth wood sliding against his soft tissues, and like hot air slides against cold air, he felt like he was about to experience lightening.

“Don’t…don’t.”

She had it fully inside him now. She began to move it, to move it around like she was stirring his insides.

“How do you like having a pussy now? Is it so bad?”

“Gah…”

She lightened the pressure on his throat and whispered. “This is the same as my fingers, just bigger and better shaped. Stop fighting it. Give it up and go with it.”

Suddenly Roger groaned and grunted, and he felt a series of little pops deep inside.

Delicious pops. Little mousetraps that caused his hips to jerk.

It wasn’t a big orgasm…it was a bunch of little ones. Intuitively he knew that he wasn’t ready for a big one. He wasn’t ready to lose his mind, and he knew that’s what would happen.

“Okay…okay…”

Gina pressed against him again, took her arm down, and gently extracted the hair brush from his pussy.

He was having a hard time breathing. She moved back and pulled him back to his feet.

“It wasn’t a real dick, it wasn’t really shaped like a dick, but you had some orgasms, didn’t you?”

He nodded, and was ashamed and embarrassed and, in an odd way, pleased. He felt like he had just passed some kind of test.

“Okay. Let’s get you fixed up. It’s time you found your feminine side and embraced it.”

She led him by the hand. She sat him down at the vanity table. She sat next to him and put his hand on the table. As she sorted through her nail kit she said, “What was it like, cumming like a woman?”

“It was…nice.”

“Hunh!” snorted Gina. “Nice, he says. She says. We haven’t talked about your pronouns yet. But I saw the look on your face. Tell me what happened.”

Roger stared as she fit long, oval fingernails over his, then put them down and started prepping his fingers.

“It was like a string of little pops.”

“Ha! You got the firecrackers. Wait until you get the dynamite. You’re going to go out of your mind. You won’t even know who you are.”

“That’s what I’m scared of.”

She looked at him.

“Of losing myself. It’s so different. As a man I just grunt and shoot. And it is like shooting a gun. What you did, it was like getting shot, but all over.”

She nodded. “Yeah. We’re different, but from everything I’ve heard and read the female orgasm is much better than the male orgasm.”

Roger didn’t comment to that. He watched as she filed and shaped and pushed the cuticles back.

“Do we have to do that?”

She answered, “Did you know that you are self lubricating?”

“What?”

“When I fucked you with the hairbrush you were moist. You were excreting lubricant. That’s how I knew you really wanted it. No more vaseline for you. Unless we do your asshole, of course.”

“Do my…no!”

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

“But…no.”

She laughed and put a dab of glue on the back of a fake nail and pressed it onto his finger. She held it, and within thirty seconds it was set.

“I’m using good glue, not the cheap stuff that some nails come with. These won’t lift, but you’ll have to relearn how to use your hands.”

“How do you mean?”

“You’ll have to figure out how to pick up a penny. You’ll have to pick up things using the pads of your fingers, and your fingers will stick out a bit. Hell, you’ll even have to learn how to wipe your butt.” She giggled.

“You like doing this? This make up stuff?”

“Oh, yes. When I was a girl we’d have slumber parties and put make up on, and on each other, and it was fun. It was intimate and close and fun.”

“And did any of the girls…you know?”

“We made out. One would be the boy and one would be the girl and we’d practice and talk about what we were doing, figuring everything out.”

“Wow.”

She was painting his fingernails with shiny, red polish. The fruity smell filled the room. It was pungent, but sweet and nice at the same time.

She looked up at him. “Don’t sniff too much. Nail polish kills brain cells.”

“What?”

“If you smell it too much. Yes. It can cause problems in all sorts of things. Old women who have trouble walking may have worn too much nail polish during their lifetime.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Actually, no. But I wouldn’t worry about it. It takes a long time and a lot of polish.”

“So women who are all pretty and have nice nails are brain dead.”

She bit her lip and held in the laughter. “You’re such an asshole.”

For the first time a hint of a smile came out.

His hands were done with the polish, three coats, so she began putting on lacquer to make the nails harder.

He looked at his other hand, turning it this way and that and inspecting the nails. “That is weird.”

“Beautifully weird,” she said.

“Like claws.”

“Meow,” she agreed.

Done with his fingernails she sat down on the floor crosslegged and did his toenails.

He watched, and the oddest thing. Sitting like that, with her at his feet, head bowed, he had a phantom hard on.

People lose limbs and think they feel them. He suddenly felt like he had his cock. But there was nothing there. Just his mind.

“Okay, let’s put some good underwear on you.”

They went into the closet and she showed him what she had bought him.

He had been wearing the training bra, but it was obviously past that time. He needed real support.

She gave him a half bra, very wispy material, very sexy. That’s real support? he wondered.

He put it on and gazed down at the way his nipples peeked over the edge of the bra. His nipples were getting bigger. “It’s not very comfortable.”

“We just have to adjust it.” As she worked over the straps and fitted the bra to his figure she said, “There are a ton of different bras. Strapless, sports, balconet, triangle, demi…we’ll play with them all until we find your preferences and what makes you look good.”

“I think I’m more interested in comfort than looking good.”

She just laughed. “You silly goose. There. How does that feel?”

He looked down, his tits looked even bigger. He gave a couple of little jumps and his boobs jiggled up and down, but stayed in the bra. “It’s actually comfortable.”

“Chalk one up for half bras. We’ll try this one again, but I think you’ll need bigger cups. You’re a healthy girl, you know.”

It was the first time she had ever referred to him as a girl.

“Should I not say that?” she said, noting the consternation on his face.

“No…I guess…I guess it’s all right.”

She nodded. “Okay. Panties. Try this thong on.”

He looked at the triangle and thin rope.

She laughed at the expression on his face. “It’s not like you have to hold your package up or anything.”

“Yeah. I guess.” His face looked so rueful she giggled.

“Okay, it’s nylon time.” She held out a dangling pair of nylons and he took them. “You’ve seen me do it, just get your fingers in them and sort of roll them up your legs. He followed her instructions and was surprised. They clung to his legs, wouldn't fall, and his legs looked shiny and, dare he admit it? Sexy.

“We’ll put your shoes on later. Let’s work on your face and hair.”

He sat down at the vanity table again and watched her as she gathered bottles and brushes and stuff.

She took her time, and he watched her face, how she concentrated.

“Okay, let’s cleanse those nasty, old pores.”

She used little sponges and scrubbed his face, and the sponges turned black.

“Good, Lord!” he exclaimed, picking one up and looking at the blackness.

“That’s your blackheads and pimples and everything else that hides in your pretty, little pores.”

He shook his head.

She primed him, explaining every detail of what she was doing and why.

“You’re going to have to do this yourself, you know.”

He hadn’t thought about it. But he did now.

He was going to have to pay attention to make up the same way a guy paid attention to how to fix a car engine.

She put on the foundation, the blush, everything, and he watched himself in the mirror.

His face was already feminine. Now it became glowingly so. She had whitened him, made a canvas out of his face, and now she was painting on the canvas. His eyes took on color, his lashes grew longer and thicker. She trimmed his eyebrows into little arches, and he said, “I’m not going to be able to pass as a man when you’re done.”

She just brushed him off with, “Why should you?”

He looked at her, but she ignored him and kept working. She put lipstick on him and it took all he had not to try and lick it off.

Finally, make up done, she said, “We’re going to pierce your ears.”

“Wait a minute?”

“For what?” she dared him.

He knew she was bullying him, and he wanted to fight back, but the odd thing was the more feminine he looked the less assertive he felt.

I’m submitting, he thought. What’s wrong with me?

But underneath it all he knew he wasn’t wrong. As she transformed him so did his mind transform.

He felt butterflies in his stomach. He felt queasy, but it was good. He had been resisting too long. This had to happen.

“Thank you,” he blurted.

She smiled at him. “You’re welcome.”

She put holes in his lobes, then hung earrings on the lobes. Each earring was three silver strands, about an inch long, with a little, tiny diamond on the end.

She brushed his hair, styling it back, curling it around the edge of his jaw then sweeping it back. It was sort of a Dorothy Hamil look A longish bubble with a wedge in the back. It looked really good on him.

He stared at himself. He was impressed, even though he was weirded out. But the weirding out was growing less with every minute of his transformation.

Finally, Gina handed him high heels. He took them, put them on, and tried to stand up.

And almost fell, and staggered uncontrollably, and Gina laughed and held his arm.

“This is hard!”

“That’s why only women wear them.”

He side glanced her, then began working his way around the room, holding to the walls, stumbling and tripping.

Out in the hall, off the rug and onto the wood floor, he did better. He figured out how to hold his feet, how to place his feet, and he stood in the doorway at one point and just practiced putting his feet down to make the clicking sound.

For an hour he practiced, and when he finally started to achieve a sense of balance Gina opened the door and grabbed his arm.

“Whoa!” he said, almost tripping as he went down the steps. “What are you doing?”

“It’s not enough to be pretty, you’ve got to be seen to be pretty.”

“What?” His voice, interestingly enough, objected in a higher pitch.

He had tried to keep the manly pitch in his voice, but with all the things that were happening he couldn’t remember, and he sounded exactly like a woman.

“We’re going for a drive.”

“What? No!” He tried to turn and go back to the house, but in his heels he was no match for Gina. She kept him off balance, opened and the door and shoved him into the car, and click, click, clicked around to the driver’s side.

He opened the door and she snarled at him. “Don’t you dare.”

The look on her face, the submissive way he was feeling, he hesitated.

She started up the car and backed out, and he closed the door.

“I don’t want to do this.”

“Tough beans. I have a very important errand to run, and you’re coming with me.”

“I might come with you, but I’m not getting out of the car.”

“We’ll see,” she muttered.

She didn’t drive downtown, she drove out to a little shopping center on the old highway. Inside the shopping center was an old fashioned hamburger stand, a dress shop, an ice cream parlor, and a garage.

She parked the car and came around to his side and opened the door. She eyed him and warned him. “Get out or I’ll grab your hair and pull you out.”

He started to say no, but she started reaching for his hair and he gave up. “Okay! Okay.”

She linked her arm in his and made sure he didn’t fall on his face. She walked them into the ice cream parlor.

“This is your important errand?”

“Is there anything more important than ice cream?” she snickered.

At the counter she told the girl, “I’ll have a scoop of peppermint.” She turned to Roger. “What will you have, Roxanne?”

It felt like he had been slapped, yet he showed no reaction. Roxanne. Roxie for short. He hated it, for what it signified, loved it for the sound and appropriateness, and made himself say, “Vanilla.”

“Oh, you sissy,” Gina laughed. “Why not ruin your figure with a banana boat, three scoops, chocolate, whipped cream and a cherry.”

Defiantly, he said, “I will if you do.”

Gina turned to the girl. “We’ll have two of those, but make my ice cream peppermint.”

Roger, or Roxie, had recovered enough to say, “Mint chip for me.”

The girl got busy and they stood at the counter. There was nobody else in the shop, and Roger just stared at everything. He was almost sorry there was nobody else there. He felt weird and funny and beautiful and…he wanted to share that feeling.

He leaned towards Gina and said, “Thank you.”

“No problemo, beautiful.”

She used to say handsome. Now she said beautiful He used to wear pants, now he wore skirts. Everything was changing, and he was holding on by the fingernails, by his long, sculpted, fake finger nails.

They sat in a booth in the front, by the window, and ate their ice cream and stared at the world.

Sometimes she said something, sometimes he did. They spoke in low tones, intimate tones, and the world passed by outside.

And for the first time in a long time Roger was happy.

They arrived home and Roger was in a silent mood. He went into the kitchen and poured himself a small bourbon and Coke. “Would you like one?”

Gina inspected him. “What’s the occasion?”

“I’m going to ask for a favor.”

“Sure. I better have a big one.”

He made her drink and they sat down in the den and sipped and she asked. “Okay. What’s this big favor?”

He took a long moment to answer. He said, “I think you know.”

She knew, and she nodded. “Do you think you’re ready for this?”

“Yes.”

And he did look determined.

“Then I’m your girl.”

They finished their drinks, then headed for the bedroom.

“Have a seat, honey, I’ll just be a minute.”

Roxanne sat on the side of the bed. She patted the mattress, bounced up and down, and then watched as Gina opened the bottom drawer of her dresser.

Gina stood up, fastened the straps around her hips and screwed the big cock into the socket.

Butterflies the size of bats fluttered in Roxanne’s stomach.

“Okay, honey. It’s time.”

Roxanne gulped and nodded. Her lips were red and her eyes gleamed. Part of her wanted to run screaming from the room. She was a he inside. She had been raised male, had male idea and attitudes, but…this had to be.

“How do we do this?”

“However we want,” Gina grinned as she sauntered towards her husband. She deliberately let her cock waggle in the air. She stopped in front of Roxanne and spoke very pleasantly. “Down on your knees, bitch.”

Roxanne found herself giggling. It was a nervous giggle, and she became aware that her voice was even higher pitched.

She slid off the bed and, looking up at Gina, got onto her knees.

Gina moved forward and thrust her cock out.

Roxanne opened her mouth, looked awkward for a second, then engulfed Gina’s prick.

Her red lips looked so sexy as she slid them up and down the shaft.

“Squeeze my balls,” murmured Gina.

Roxanne did, and Gina moaned as if she really felt like she had balls and they were being played with.

For a long minute Roxanne sucked, and the longer she sucked the more she got into it. The feeling of holding a man’s dick in her mouth, it left her with a sense of awe. If it was a real dick it might squirt right down her throat.

“Nice, honey.” Gina put her hand sunder Roxanne’s arms and lifted her, moved her back onto the bed. “You want it on all fours? Or missionary?”

Without saying a word Roxanne pushed herself back and opened her legs.

Gina crawled up on the bed and wedged between Roxanne’s legs.

Roxanne lay back and bit her lip. She wanted this…she didn’t want this…she wanted this…the arguments rolled back and forth in her head.

Gina held the tip of her penis to Roxanne’s slit and moved it up and down.

Roxanne felt the pressure mount, then Gina slipped her penis into her pussy. She stopped, halfway in, and realized: “There’s something there.”

For a second they both wondered, then Roxanne blurted. “I have a hymen!”

Gina laughed. “I’m going to pop your cherry.”

Roxanne nodded, and Gina pushed forward, a quick, hard thrust, and then she was in. All the way in. Up to the balls. A thin seep of blood trickled around the edges of her plastic peter.

Gina looked down at the coppery smell. “It’s okay.”

Roxanne nodded. She felt incredible. Her pussy was being forced open, the dick was rubbing on her nerves in the most delicious way.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Gina fucked her. She moved in and out. She sucked on her nipples. She bit her and slapped her and somewhere in there Roxanne began to laugh. And to cry.

Gina kissed her tears, made it all right, and kept moving her penis.

Then Roxanne felt it. Not just a little pop pop pop, but the swelling of a monster explosion, not a stick of dynamite, but a virtual atomic bomb.

She felt herself lifted up, and, finally, she gave up, let the explosion consume her.

She arched her back, groaned, and felt ripples like earthquakes run through her body.

Gina stared in wonder. This was a big one. A really big one. She held on to Roxanne and tried to keep pumping, but it was like trying to ride a hurricane.

Then the blast went away, just receded, grew less, waned, and…disappeared.

Roxanne was left gasping, staring at the ceiling, then she started to laugh.

Above her, on her, Gina laughed too, and she held Roxanne’s face and kissed her again and again.

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

The Feminization Games


Feminization on Lesbian Island!

Men were hunted down and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Floating on the ocean for 73 days is not fun.

No shade but what the occasional cloud offers.

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

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

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

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

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

They’re not.

They’re just starting.

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

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

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

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

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

CAW! A bird sailed by.

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

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

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

The sound of monkeys screeching occasionally wafted over them.

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

“My God!”

“We made it!”

“What do you think it’s called?”

“Lesbian Island!”

The others looked at the one who had spoken.

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

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

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

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

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

“We got to row,” blurted Danny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll kick us!”

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

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

“AAIIIEEE!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then fear would overcome them.

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

The sand was white, like powdered sugar.

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

Twenty yards, then the jungle started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked up, and a monkey looked down.

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

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

Food.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another source of food.

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

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

“FUCK!”

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

“What?”

“There’s somebody here!”

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

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

Nobody.

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

Small footprints.

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

“It’s…it’s a woman.”

The men looked at each other in wonder.

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

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

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

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

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

It was Jerry who came up with the idea.

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

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

He waited.

The men retreated to the beach and waited.

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

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

He smelled something, but…all that food!

He came closer. He reached for a mango.

Jerry clapped his arms together and caught the little thief.

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

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

“Hey! Hey!” He yelled.

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

Monkey!

Food!

Meat!

A feast for starving men!

Protein and—

“Let go.”

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

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

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

Her eyes were dark pools of liquid brown.

“Let monkey go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jerry muttered, “Lady, we’re hungry.”

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

“Hey!”

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

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

SCREEEEE!”

The men jumped at the sudden shriek.

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

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

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

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

She turned quickly and marched back around the pool.

“Hey!” Jerry yelled.

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

“Who are you?”

“Amphitrite.”

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

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

“You stay. Eat. Fish. Play.”

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

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

The men immediately started discussing her.

“God! She’s beautiful!”

“Where’d she come from?”

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

After a minute the men followed her.

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

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

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

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

No sign of the women.

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

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

Johnny nodded. “But where did she go?”

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

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

Two weeks later they talked about getting another monkey.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bob clamped his arms together and the monkey screeched.

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Into the cave, and the light faded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come.”

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

He crossed the little area and entered the cave.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please…please,” he begged.

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

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

Yet he kept begging. “Please…please…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I heard you can eat seaweed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where’s Bob?”

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

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

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

Suddenly a mango hit Johnny in the head.

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

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

“Eeee. Eeee.”

It was almost like it was trying to talk.

“Hey! That’s part of Bob’s shirt!”

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

The three men stood and stared at the monkey.

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

The men chuckled.

“Hey, Bob. What you doing there?”

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

The men sat down and resumed their meal.

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

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

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

They had their own survival to think about.

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

“Probably not,” said Johnny.

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

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

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

Johnny and Danny studied him.

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

“Don’t care.”

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

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

The other two weren’t convinced.

“You can do it alone.”

Jerry nodded. He had expected that.

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

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

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

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

He looked up, studied the little beast.

“Hey, buddy.”

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

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

But what was this little character carrying on about?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, baby,” he whispered.

She shook her head. “No hunt cat.”

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

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

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

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

Jerry reached forward and gripped her arm.

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

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

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

“Yeah, baby. Now we’re talking.”

“You come me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So this was it.

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

Yet, he smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh…oh…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was terrified.

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


PART TWO

“Something’s wrong,” Danny said.

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t think a ship is coming.”

Johnny frowned. He couldn’t disagree.

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

“Look for what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s happening?”

“This bugger is stopping me. Watch.”

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

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

Don’t come forward! Stay back!

What the fuck?” whispered Johnny.

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

Johnny stepped sideways.

The leopard shifted, squirmed, was suddenly unsure.

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

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

Then, a moment later, a scream.

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

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

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

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

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

“You go back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His eyes opened. A cave!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He hurried on.

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

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

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

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

Amphitrite took Danny in her arms. She kissed him.

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

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

She wasn’t making love…she was sculpting!

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

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

She ‘gorilla-ized’ him.

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

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

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

And…he was a gorilla.

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

Danny grunted, staggered as if he was dizzy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Johnny covered his eyes and stifled a sob.

What was happening? What had happened?

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

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

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

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

“No! No!”

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

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

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

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

Then she smiled and reached down for his manhood.

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

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

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

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

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

She took her nourishment in a different way.

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

He felt himself dwindling unto her, his awareness shrinking.

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

“But…what are you doing to me?”

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

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

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

He listened, rapt, ensorcelled by her magic pussy.

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

He groaned and thrust his penis up into her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!” he whimpered.

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

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

Then she moved away from him.

She held out her hand and took…hers.

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

Amphitrite led Johnny from the cave by the hand.

She smiled reassuringly back at Johnny.

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

Amphitrite paused at the edge of the cliff.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Man shall desire, but never attain.

Man shall lust, but never come to conclusion.

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


EPILOGUE

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

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

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

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

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

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

END
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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


Sissy by Lesbian!

His wife wanted a female lover!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Slow down!” she snapped.

Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up.

“Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.”

Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.”

Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click.

The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass.

Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’

Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun.

He was a lucky man, and that was true.

Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised.

But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated.

Ah, well. He was doing the best he could.

Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks.

They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window.

He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.”

“Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.”

“Tinkle toes?”

He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?”

“It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.”

She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window.

“Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.”

She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon.

It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.”

“This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely.

“This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.”

“I can walk just fine.”

“But can you cum?”

He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex.

Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.”

She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.”

“But—“

“Do you ever?”

She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again?

He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom.

Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small.

Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable.

It wasn’t.

He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down.

He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.

Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder.

He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip.

When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny.

It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all.

He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired.

Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any.

He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up.

The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it.

But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all.

He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin.

Oh, fuck!

He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk.

He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’

So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked.

“Hello, Joe. How’s things?”

His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them.

She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall.

“Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder.

With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him.

“Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.”

Jing jing!

“I can’t!” he protested, slowing down.

She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.”

She pulled him faster.

Jing jing!

He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle.

She pulled him faster.

He resisted.

He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more.

Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away.

She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her.

“Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling.

It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her.

“Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red.

But, if anything, she sped up.

Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem.

Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin.

It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more.

They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her.

Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter.

Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often!

In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always!

Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up.

They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.”

Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?”

“I can take anything!”

“Anything but a bell on your little peewee.”

He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.”

But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.”

“It’s big enough to make you happy.”

“No.”

That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated.

“What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis.

Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches.

Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.”

“I’m fine!” But his voice cracked.

“Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers?

“But women often take a little longer.”

“The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.”

“It is not!” he croaked.

“Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.”

Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate.

The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick.

“Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth.

And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned.

Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always.

And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him.

No. There had to be a better solution.

By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder.

Jing! And his cock jerked a little.

Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing!

“Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck.

Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.”

Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin.

“Ow!”

“No means no, Joe.”

Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now?

He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies.

Nancy went into the computer room and began googling.

‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’

There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening.

‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest.

‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic.

How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited?

A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’

Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication.

She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.

“Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.”

And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK!

Joe yelping out a “Way to go!”

Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed?

And then the truth: But what did she need?

She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room.

She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.”

Frowning, Joe clicked the remote.

Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.

“Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?”

He went into instant confusion, and hurt.

“What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick?

“It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage.

He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.”

But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.”

Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything.

Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?”

Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay.

“What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her.

“Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.”

“Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly.

“It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…”

She shrugged, watched him.

“What about toys?”

“Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?”

“Some other guy fucks you?”

He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility.

The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him.

“Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up.

“Relax, Joe.”

She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it.

It wasn’t big. That was for sure.

He seemed to deflate even more.

But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard.

She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls.

Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure.

She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?”

“No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame.

“So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?”

“Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.”

“Yes, so,” she agreed.

“So what do you want me to do?”

“Well, first, we need to keep you belled.”

His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it.

“I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.”

He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dingling, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?”

He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly.

But this whole thing was sour to him.

“Okay.”

“Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him.

He looked at her.

“The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?”

He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this.

Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage.

Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick.

Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him.

“Move around,” said Nancy.

Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain.

“Walk slow.”

He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling.

“Walk fast.”

Jingle, jingle, jingle.

“Do jumping jacks!”

As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room.

Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction.

“Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.”

“Can I take it off now?”

“Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.”

“What about when I go to work?”

“I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.”

She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer.

For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining.

“Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner.

They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled.

He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.”

Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position.

They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess.

“But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard.

She turned on her side, away from him.

He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not?

“Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.”

Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask.

“Put it on.”

He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask.

“Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on.

It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened.

He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them.

He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward.

His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy.

She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs.

Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good!

He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain.

She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG!

She had never cum that hard in her life!

She was shaking, and shaken to the core.

Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more.

She pushed him away and turned away from him.

Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks.

But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work.

He was too small.

And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it!

She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry.

Just shoved him away.

He had done his duty and that was it.

And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger.

It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff.

So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock.

Fuck! That felt good.

And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.”

Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection.

For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him.

He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally.

She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving.

“Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube.

But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out.

She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later.

She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny.

And he was horny a lot!

She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?”

He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy.

Fortunately, being horny made him happy.

During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him.

He liked it.

At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds.

She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery.

“Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it.

“Yeah?”

“But this on.”

She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through.

“What?”

Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.”

So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted.

She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential.

He was slender. What if he had breasts?

Ding! Ding! Ding!

What if she…feminized him?

What if…?

Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.”

Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed.

Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him.

“Put this on.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to. Now hurry.”

She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard.

It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter.

Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter.

Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter.

At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power.

His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine.

She gave him the nighty again and he put it on.

It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty.

“Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.”

Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair.

His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier.

She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire.

She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem.

“It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him.

Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped.

“That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…”

“What?” asked Joe, hoarsely.

“We need to bring the real you out.”

The real me,” he repeated.

“The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.”

“Are you trying to change me into a woman?”

This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within.

“I think I am.”

Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea.

“Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?”

Joe nodded dumbly.

“So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?”

“But…but…”

She waited, and he popped with a wail.

“But I don’t want to be gay!”

She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.”

He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to.”

“And you’ll still love me?”

“From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her.

And words failed Joe.

She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.

He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it.

But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this.

And so the decision was reached.


PART TWO

Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe.

Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive.

She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her.

She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak.

She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem.

Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping.

But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that.

So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer.

Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything.

She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine.

“Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.”

For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck!

But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.”

He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower.

He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?”

And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up.

The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms.

“Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them.

“I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.”

She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.”

He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror.

He had a feminine, be it short, hair style.

His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft.

His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump.

Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s.

Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her.

She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips.

“Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!”

“Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.”

“What’s it for?”

“It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.”

She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine.

She put lipstick on him.

He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.”

Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows.

“I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.”

She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine.

Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?”

“No!”

“Get ready for a thrill.”

She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.”

He stared at himself in the full length mirror.

He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up.

She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning.

And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person.

Hell, he was a different person.

Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff.

In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go.

In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored.

“I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.”

After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office.

She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?”

Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.”

The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle.

“This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.”

“How long before he gets boobs?”

“He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“

“Is there any way to make it happen faster?”

“Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’”

“Vacation boobs?”

“Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.”

It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family.

“Let’s do the vacation boobs.”

“Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?”

Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?”

“I’ll check.”

The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps.

Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy.

The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him.

A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution.

“This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling.

She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted.

Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles.

He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous!

A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him.

“You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.”

“Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right.

Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store.

Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier.

It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks.

Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body.

It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche.

At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland.

To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground!

Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning.

Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times.

She was also getting all the sex she could ever want.

She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed.

No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.”

Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.”

“I can’t get undressed?”

“I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA.

NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’

Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her.

She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs.

Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out.

Poked out, but not in.

Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum.

“Please! Please!” he begged.

“Ha!” she replied.

Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling.

Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?”

She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?”

“Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.”

“Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom.

Joe’s face had fallen.

Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.”

Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were.

“Okay,” he whispered.

In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail.

He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder.

Do I need this?

For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller.

He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink?

It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.

Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis.

“What’s the matter, babe?”

“What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her.

She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is.

Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.”

He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.”

She sat down next to him. “How so?”

“I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated.

She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?”

He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.”

Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny.

He gave a little gasp.

“As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.”

In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge.

“I suppose.”

“Do you want to back on hormones?”

“No!” That seemed to surprise him.

“Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?”

He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.”

“But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.”

She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.”

He smiled wanly.

“Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.”

He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.”

“As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.”

Now curious, Joe tilted his head.

“Come on.”

Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move.

Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts.

To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different.

Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall.

But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping.

They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out.

“Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?”

Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible.

Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible.

Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal.

They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.”

“Okay.”

Nothing more needed to be said.

They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes.

And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?”

Joe looked at her.

“Victoria is a man!”

Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?”

“No. But that’s what everybody thinks.”

“But what is the secret then?”

“It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.”

“Hunh!”

They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time.

“My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy.

“Like a woman?”

“Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.”

“So how are you going to make love to me?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards.

Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe.

They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth.

Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?”

“Sure.”

His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room.

Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser.

“Have a seat, I’ll be back.”

Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders.

How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy?

Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe.

Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft.

“Put it on.”

“Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him.

“Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?”

“Well, I sort of thought.”

“Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.”

Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet.

Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her.

It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life.

He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing.

But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.”

For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis.

The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.

Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex.

But now…now…

She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man.

A fake man…but a man.

Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked.

He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do.

A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.”

Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table.

Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts.

Joe moaned.

“Nice, eh?”

He nodded.

She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.”

“Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within.

She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress.

“You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.”

“Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged.

“However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.”

“Drain me?”

“I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.”

Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing?

Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end.

“What’s that?”

“This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.”

He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on.

Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end.

She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.”

Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart.

Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in.

Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker.

She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him.

“I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.”

Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.”

“Why?”

“I’ve got to pee.”

“That what the towels are for.”

Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out.

A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line.

He felt golden.

Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt.

“That’s it, honey. Let it all go.”

Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack.

Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful.

She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch.

He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained.

He marveled. “So now I’m drained.”

“You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.”

“But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful.

Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.”

“But, can’t you—“

She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.”

“You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.”

With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room.

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


Two Lesbians Make a Sissy!

Feminization and emasculation,

it was a big social experiment!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Jon Windham was not looking for a woman.

Oh, normally he was, just not this night.

He wasn’t looking for anything, except a place to sit, a beer to drink, and a quiet time to reflect.

Jon was an egghead. He didn’t look like one, he looked fair handsome, stood a slender five foot six, but had a confidence in his step that was more like a star athlete than a geek.

Not that five foot six makes for many pro athletes. After all, what sport specializes in short, slender people? Ping pong? Billiards? But he wasn’t any good at either of those games.

But he had just made a million dollars selling a video game.

He sauntered up to the bar, placed his elbows on the shiny wood, and waited for the bartender to notice him.

“Yo,” the bartender noticed him.

“A whiskey neat and a beer.”

The girl behind the bar supplied him, he paid, tipped, and gulped 2 ounces of whiskey, then picked up the beer and headed for a lonely booth in a corner of the bar.

He sat on the bench, feet pointing out, and sipped his beer.

That’s the way to drink. One drink hard to get the buzz, then an hour of beer to keep it going.

The bar was busy. Maybe thirty people, but they were down at the other end. Some girl was letting guys drink from her belly button, and a big bouncer stood watch to make sure things stayed sweet.

Jon sipped, sighed, and considered.

He was officially rich now. Not super rich, but rich enough to live his life, invest a little, live off the investment, and just…hang out.

Of course he wouldn’t completely hang out. There were two many opportunities on the net.

Still, he had room to breath, and—

The girl slid onto the bench across from him.

He turned and gave her a look see.

Good looking. Very good looking. Large breasts, a little tilt to the end of her nose, red lips…sort of like Jessica Jones.

He smiled at the thought of the Jessica Jones series. A girl with super powers. Stronger than a guy, able to kick ass, and looking like she wanted to bed any man who tipped his hat.

She looked at him, and he wondered what she saw.

A geek. Certainly not a Geek with money. His hair down to his shoulders, a soft face that rarely saw the sun. Dark, brown eyes that showed a bit of intelligence.

Hopefully she didn’t see how awkward he was. How socially inept.

In truth, beautiful women scared him.

“How you doing?” she asked. She had a beer mug in front of her, half done.

“He nodded and lifted his mug in a toast, then he sipped.

And turned back to watching the bimbo across the room get whiskey in her belly button.

And was afraid to look back at the beautiful girl.

He hated this. They would sit, awkward, and she would get up and leave. Or, worse, her boyfriend would come and sit down.

He sipped again. This beer wasn’t going to last him an hour. Maybe he had made a mistake coming here.

The door at the front of the bar opened and another woman walked in.

She was equally as beautiful as the one sitting across from him. She was wearing a short skirt, a halter top, and her lips were full and plump.

Jon watched, interested, and she looked around, then beelined for his table.

Oh, crap, he realized. Lesbian.

The one coming across the room was looking at the one sitting at his table. There was a silent sort of communication going on between them.

Well, there went the table.

He started to get up, but the girl reached the table, pushed him back, and sat down.

Boxed him right in.

He blinked. He wasn’t alarmed, but he was perplexed.

“Is this the one?” asked the newcomer.

“What do you think?” responded the girl on the other side of the table.

The newcomer sat facing Jon, placed a leg flat on the booth and studied him.

“He looks okay. He’s not stupid, is he?”

“I don’t know. I just spotted him and had a gut feeling.”

“Uh…” said Jon, trying to figure out what else to say.

The newcomer leaned towards him. She peered. She reached out and lifted a flap of his hair.

“He does have the look. His skin is good. Not too fat. Yeah. He might do.”

“He’s in an upscale bar,” said the newcomer. Both girls turned and looked at the girl who thought her belly was a shot glass. They laughed, looked at each other, then turned back to Jon.

“What do you think, sport. Want to play a game?”

Jon moved his head back a quarter inch, turned it slightly, tilted it slightly, and said, “Say what?”

“Do you want to play a game? We’ll pay you well. One year. We’ll take care of you, feed you, clothe you, you’ll have lots of time off.”

“I…don’t need a job.” He tried not to blubber, to sound unintelligent. in the back of his mind was that odd little voice telling him that he was finally going to get lucky, that the stars were shining down on him, that he was going to have a threesome with two of the most beautiful girls he had seen in a long time.

“It’s not a job.” She looked at her friend. “Is it?”

“No. More of a hobby.”

Jon was overwhelmed. He was a little afraid of what was happening. “I need to go get another beer.”

“Hey! Tina! Three beers!”

She yelled just loud enough for the bartender to hear, and for a moment, while the bartender poured, the two girls watched the crowd at the other end.

The drunks had finally got out of control. A hairy-faced biker was pushing his face down on the belly of the girl, and working his way up towards her boobs.

The bouncer placed a hand on the man’s shoulder and lifted him off the girl.

The girl sat up, was aggrieved, brushed her belly off.

Everybody booed the biker, and the bouncer sent him to the bar to get a beer.

But the party was broken up. Shortly the jukebox was wailing:

Hit me with your best shot!

And everybody was crowded up to the bar.

Even the girl who had offered belly button shots was at the bar.

Three beers arrived, one was shoved towards Jon, and the two girls toasted him.

Belatedly, no way out, he joined the toast.

“So, what do you say, sport? Ready for a year’s worth of fun?”

“Well, uh…”

“Don’t tell us you got a job because we don’t care.”

“And we’ll pay you better than you make now. How much you make?”

Jon didn’t want to talk about his windfall. He was a little worried about being taken advantage of. “Nothing.”

The two girls laughed. “We can top that.”

The other girl blurted a line from an old Marx Brothers movie, “I ain’t got nothin’ but you can have half!”

The two girls howled in laughter, then turned back to Jon.

Jon had calmed down a little, or maybe that shot had finally hit him, and he asked, “What’s your names?”

“Mandy.”

“Tess.”

Mandy was blonde, shorter, bigger around the bosom, wider lips.

Tess had sort of a rusty colored hair. She was the newcomer and her halter top showed that she had plenty up top. And her legs had plenty down bottom.

“I’m Jon.”

“Excellent. And the girl behind the bar is Tina and my cat’s name is Brunhilda. Now…do you want to play?”

Jon looked back and forth between the two. He couldn’t figure out which one was more beautiful.

“I need to know more before I commit myself.”

The girls giggled. It looked like they might have been doing some drinking before they came in and started drinking.

Mandy turned to him, picked up his hand and started sucking his fingers.

Tess reached under the table with her boot and touched his crotch.

Jon gasped as his nuts were pressed.

“We want to try an experiment. We want you to live with us for a year. In that year we are going to remake you. Totally.”

“Remake me?”

“Yep.”

Mandy had two fingers in her mouth now, and Jon’s boner was fighting against the bottom of Tess’s boot.

“We want to give you a make over. Get rid of your hair, make you wear a dress, make you one of us.”

“But not really one of us. You can’t be really like us,” Mandy spoke, then sucked on three of his fingers.”

“He’s getting hard.”

“Good. Get real hard, because we aren’t going to want you to be hard again for a year.”

They were taking turns talking, and Jon kept swiveling his head back and forth.

Mandy slid closer to him. She touched his hand, encouraged him to drink more.

He did.

She reached down and felt his dong.

“Damn. He’s manly!”

They both giggled.

Tess: “But not for long.”

Jon was actually trying to back up, but the back of the booth wasn’t giving him much room.

“Hey! Tina! Three boilermakers!”

“Hey…I ‘m just drinking beer. I don’t want to get soused.”

“It is just beer,” explained Tess.

“No…I don’t—“

“Are you calling us liars?”

“No…I just…”

“Maybe he’s too much of a sissy for us.”

They both giggled again.

“He’s too much of a sissy to be made into a sissy.”

“Yeah!”

And the chatter went on, them sometimes talking half assed serious to each other, and sometimes teasing, and touching, Jon.

Tina arrived with the boilermakers.

A boilermaker is a shot of whiskey and a beer. Sometimes drunk side by side. Very potent.

What Jon had started with was a sort of a polite boilermaker. His request had been polite, so Tina had served him side by side.

Mandy had requested rudely, so the drink was served rude.

Tina placed three mugs of beer on the table. Inside the beers, upside down, were shot glasses with whiskey.

The beer goes down easy, the whiskey keeps it company, and watch out for the front teeth.

Mandy lifted her mug, said, “Here’s how!” Placed a finger so the shot glass wouldn’t slide up and bash her teeth a good one.

Glug, glug, glug. She drank the whole thing in five seconds. She slapped the beer down and yelped, “Wooo!”

Tess was next. She duplicated Tess, protected her teeth, and sucked that beer down in another five seconds.

Jon stared at the girls. They didn’t seem effected by the potent drinks. They didn’t slur their words, or act dizzy, or say stupid things.

“Let’s go, Jon-Boy. Chug-a-lug chug-a-lug!”

Tess moved against him, placed his hand on the mug and helped him lift.

“Protect your teeth, sonny. I don’t want to be looking at a gap toothed idiot for a year.”

Mandy laughed. “She sure would be ugly!”

Jon drank the boilermaker, but in considerably longer than five seconds.

He lowered the mug and looked around. Maybe the girls weren’t bothered by all that alcohol, but he sure was. The bar was suddenly glowing. And tilting. And the girls were laughing and pointing at him.

He grinned. “God all my teef?”

They laughed harder.

Tina sauntered by with three more beers. “No more boilermakers for you.”

“Aw! Mommy’s a party pooper.”

And the two girls sang raucously:

Every party needs a pooper

that’s why we invited you.

Party pooper!

Party pooper!

Jon, getting into the spirit of the affair, placed his palms over his lips and blew a big raspberry.

Everybody in the bar cheered.

Jon realized his eyes were open. He was somewhere. On a bed, the sheets half on him. His dick was limper than a snake’s tail. His throat felt like he had been gargling porcupines. He groaned, making a sound like a hyena hacking up hairballs.

“Fu…” he said in a weak whisper. “What…the…”

He lay on the bed for long minutes. He heard voices somewhere, but didn’t know where, or care.

Jon awoke again, and felt marginally better. He gulped, and his throat made a sound like a ratchet. His skin felt like sunburned sandpaper. He barfed.

“Hey! Hey! None of that!”

He remembered her name. Tess. She was wearing a peignoir and he could see everything.

But he was in such sad shape he couldn’t even muster a hard on.

She walked into a bathroom, he heard the sound of water, and…SPLAT! A wet towel landed on him.

It was cold, but he just lay there.

And he remembered: boilermakers!

“Come on, slick, up and at ‘em! If we’d known you had this weak a constitution we never would have hired you.”

He pulled the wet towel off his back and moved it over his vomit. Fortunately, there wasn’t much. He vaguely remembered puking on the way out of the bar the night previous.

Tess used her foot to complete the wipe, then picked up the towel and threw it onto a hamper in the bathroom.

Jon moved. He crawled across the bed, moved a leg over the edge, and somehow found himself sitting up. He held his head in his hands and moaned, and said, “You hired me.”

“You bet your ass, sweet cheeks.” She laughed. “Now come on. Breakfast was hours ago, but I’ll feed you.”

“Oh.” She grabbed his arm and lifted and he found himself swaying.

She walked him out of the room.

Mandy was sitting on a couch and reading a fashion magazine. She looked up and grinned. “Welcome to the real world.”

Jon merely moaned and continued staggering in the direction Tess had set him on.

He arrived in a. kitchen. It was clean and spotless. Modern conveniences.  A big, commercial, stainless steel refrigerator.

“Sit there,” Tess pushed him towards a table. He managed to pull out a chair and sat. and laid his head down on the glass and felt the cool.

“Ohhhh,” he moaned.

Mandy entered the kitchen, holding the fashion magazine. “Let’s all have another breakfast.” She sat down opposite Jon, reached over and grabbed his hair and lifted his head.

Jon’s eyes tried to focus.

“Gawd! Look his eyes! Those are bloodshot!”

She put his head down, then got up to help Tess with the breakfast.

Jon was able to eat a little, then a little more, but it took him an hour to get enough food in him to recover, and then the recovery wasn’t all that great.

He sat, leaned back against the wall and stared at the two girls. “So you hired me?”

“Honey, you begged us to hire you.”

Jon was naked, his dick hanging down, and the two girls across from him were on full display. He could see through their peignoirs and his cock should have been raging.

Such exquisite breasts. Such wet pussies. Why wasn’t his cock hard?

“Here’s the video we made of you agreeing to work for us.”

She showed him her cell phone and a video played. He didn’t look that drunk. Just really, really happy.

And he agreed to work for Tess and Mandy for one year, to agree to  all…body modifications?

He looked up and was confused. “Body modifications?”

The girls laughed, and just let the video continue.

They were going to pay him two million dollars.

His jaw dropped.

“We told you double, but when you told us how much you sold that game for…man, lucky we’re rich.”

“We’re heirs, both of us. We can each afford a mill.”

The video continued, but aside from a lot of laughing and joking and small things, there was only one thing of interest.

Jon agreed to pay one million dollars if he broke the contract.

“What!”

Now the girls went into hysterics.

“Can you believe it?”

“What a schmuck!”

“Now he’s really ours!”

Jon blubbered and blustered and begged, but to no avail.

The girls just chuckled and teased and…that was that.

Oh, yes, he could get a lawyer and argue, but any lawyer worth his salt would charge him a million dollars, so that wasn’t an option.

Jon finally settled down, but he was in a big, blue funk.

He had put up his million dollars. There went his planned cruise around the world, his seed money for inventing another game. All because he had gotten drunk and allowed himself to be trapped.

“Aw, don’t be such a party pooper, Jonny-Boy.”

For a second he thought they might break into the ‘Party Pooper’ song, but Tess just leaned against him, leaned her head against his shoulder. “Poor Jon-Boy.”

Then her hand trickled across his thigh and reached for his dingus.

Oh, yes, he remembered them feeling him up all last night, and laughing and laughing, and …there was something else…but he didn’t know what. Couldn’t quite remember what it was.

She held his meat. But it didn’t get hard. It just laid there in her mitt. And he started to get curious. What was…

“Well, shall we get started?”

“Started what?”

“Well,” Mandy began ticking off her fingers, “we need to get your nails done, get you extensions, and, oh, yes…we have to see the doctor. And then we—“

“Wait! Whoa! What? What doctor? What for?”

“For your body modifications, silly,” Tess was flopping his limp peeny around, giggling, watching her hand abuse his muse through the glass of the table top.

Jon finally pushed her hand away. She was starting to irritate him. Of course it hadn’t irritated him last night, but this was a new day, and he had just about had enough.

“Oh, is Jonny feeling a little peevish?” Mandy snickered.

“Why do I have to see a doctor? What body modifications?”

Mandy began ticking her fingers again.

“We have to have get you some liposuction, suck some of that ugly fat out of you. Then we have to put the fat into your buttocks so you have the proper shape. And, then, there’s the boobs. We have a pair of Chyna 2000s ready for you…”

“You’ll simply love them. They were made for a professional wrestler…”

Mandy added, “Joannie Laurer. Chyna.”

“…they’ll look great on you. Male chests are a little wider…”

“We thought about taking your ribs out but decided against it. Too hard to put back in.”

“…so these big boobs will fit perfectly, make your chest look real ladylike.”

Mandy grinned at Tess. “Big fat tits are ladylike?”

“Womanlike?”

“Big tits always used to be associated with slut-like.”

“Whatever, the point is, Jon, you’re going to have the best and biggest boobs money can buy.”

Jon’s face was a little red now. Not so much embarrassment—how can you be embarrassed with your limp dick being played with?—just a general frustration as he tried to figure out what was happening. “I…don’t want…” he was choking out the statement, “…boobs.”

“Nonsense. You’ll love them.”

“Besides. You have no choice.”

Then the conversation just sort of dried up. Everybody had been bubbling along and just sort of ran out of speech.

Then Jon blurted, “Why are you doing this to me? Why are you doing it at all?”

The girls looked at each other, Tess shrugged and left it to Mandy to explain.

“Jon-Boy, we just want to see if a a man can make a better woman than a woman.”

“What? That’s..that’s stupid! How can a man…I mean…what…”

Tess: “Look, Jon, on the surface it’s all cosmetic. Strip the dresses and make up, and you have a basic body. But even that has been cosmetically altered. Sure, there are differences, but how many of those differences are because of society?”

“Women are discouraged from weight lifting. Men had sports which require strength.”

“But what if we undid all that? What if we made a man engage in feminine encouragements, and give up his manly pursuits. Would that level the playing field?”

“So you want men and women to be the same?”

“Oh, God, no! We enjoy the experience of differentness. If everybody was a redhead we’d invent brunettes and blondes.”

“Then…then…” but he wasn’t sure how to voice his deep down objections, his guttural instincts.

Mandy reached across and put her hands over his. “Jon, I think there’s something here you don’t understand.”

Jon was silent, looking back and forth between the two women.

“We’re lesbians.”

Jon blinked.

He opened his mouth and shut it.

He wasn’t homophobic, or lesbi-phobic, or whatever the term would be, but…but…

“Oh, my God! He really didn’t know.”

Tess had been sitting next to him. She got up and rounded the table and sat next to Mandy. She put her arm around her friend, then turned and they…they…kissed!

Their lips met and their hands went to each other’s breasts. Then Tess dropped her hand to Mandy’s pussy and she started squeezing her mons, and when Mandy moaned Tess slipped a finger into her friend’s cooch.

Jon’s mouth did open now. He stared as the two women munched on each other’s mouths.

And he had images of them sleeping together, rolling in the hay, using strap ons, or mouths and hands, or…or…and he realized the basic premise he had been traveling under and which was now blown apart.

“I thought…I thought…”

They stopped kissing, remained entwined, and turned their faces towards him.

“I thought I was going to get lucky!”

That broke the two women up, they began to laugh, and not just a simple chortle. They banged their hands on the table and howled.

“You thought…you thought…”

“You were going to get in my pussy?”

“You wanted to fuck us!”

They were in danger of sliding under the table, they were laughing so hard.

Jon had finally had enough. He spied a bottle of bourbon on the counter, and though he was fresh sick from having drunk too much, he stood up, grabbed the bottle, and swigged.

Which made the girls laugh all the harder.

They took Jon to the doctor that very afternoon, and he was in surgery for four hours. Normally the procedure of getting breast implants wouldn’t take that long, but there were two things being done.

His chest was implanted with the big Chyna 2000 implants.

He didn’t have a lot of fat, being slender, but what fat he had was sucked out and transferred to his booty.

When he woke up he was dazed, and felt wonderful. It was the drugs from the operation. Then he moved and realized that life was different.

His ass felt bigger. Heck, when he tried to put his pants on he realized it was bigger. And rounder. He could twerk.

When he stood up, however, that was when reality hit him.

His whole sense of balance was off. He almost fell forward, just barely bracing himself against a chair in time.

The girls eschewed laughter for smiles, after all, Jon was having a rough enough time without being made fun of.

They drove home in an SUV and Jon looked out the window and wondered what he had gotten himself into. He had been drunk, and agreed to something, but now he couldn’t get out of it. He would lose his million dollars, as opposed to gaining two more millions.

But he really didn’t want to be made up to be a woman. He wanted to  be a swinging dick. He wanted to plunge his peeny into some babe and…and he couldn’t figure out why his dick wasn’t getting hard. He was over the booze. The operation shouldn’t have effected him. So why wasn’t he getting hard?

He was with two beautiful women—lesbians, they still had the big boobs and round asses that he liked—and they acted and looked like regular man-loving women. He should have sprung a boner by this time…but—

“What are you thinking about, Jon?”

“I don’t know,” he muttered.

Tess turned around to face him. “Now, Jon-Boy, we know that such severe changes can mess up a guy’s thinking. We want to make sure you stay all chirpy. So tell me what you’re thinking?”

“I’m thinking about these big, ridiculous things on my chest.”

“Big?”

“Ridiculous?”

The girls looked at each other.

“Do you think our tits are too big?”

“Or ridiculous?”

Tess hefted her boobs at him. She was staring at him intently.

“I guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.”

“I guess not,” Tess huffed. She turned to Mandy. “Only you can tell me my tits are too big and ridiculous.”

“And you too me, girly friend.”

Tess leaned towards Mandy, and Mandy leaned towards Tess, and it was obvious they were going to start making out. Right in the middle the freeway. At 70miles per.

“Hey! Drive! Keep your eyes on the road.”

Jon leaned forward and separated the girls, who just giggled.

“Okay, so what’s next,” asked Mandy.

“I don’t know. You want to make him up first? Or take him shopping?”

“We’ve got to do his hair, too. Don’t forget that!”

“Let’s take him shopping tomorrow. When he looks like a woman.”

Jon looked down at his chest. When he looked like a girl? These bags on his chest were pretty damn girl-like.

“You got it. Nails and hair, then we can play with make up.”

Nails? Hair? Make up? Jon groaned inside.

Tess spun towards him. “That sound good to you? Jon-Boy?”

“Uh…”

Mandy blurted, “Should we call him Jon-Girl? Or Joanie?”

Jon protested. “Hey!”

Tess shook her head. “We should just let it happen. Call him what you like. He’s a work in progress, he’ll be changing, and we shouldn’t label him.

“Just don’t call him late for diner?”

They chuckled.

They pulled up to the house and headed inside.

Jon was amazed at the house. It was split level, sort of sixties, but well kept and modernized. He had his own room, and free run of the house. There was an exercise room, but he was not supposed to use that without supervision. They didn’t want him doing any male oriented exercises.

They walked through the house to the girls’ bedroom, and Jon was surprised.

They had closets filled with dresses and kinky underwear. They had a  couple of vanity tables that were fully stocked.

“What?” asked Mandy, when he pointed the items out. “You think lezzies don’t want to look good?”

“Well, I jus thought…uh…”

“Spit it out, bozo.”

“I always thought of lesbians as butch. Uh…”

“Go on.”

“Not real girls.”

Mandy and Tess glanced at each other.

Then Mandy said, “I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised at your provincial attitudes.” She effected a certain humorous sort of haughtiness.

“We’ve got the best of both worlds, Jon-Boy. We can dress like lumberjacks, bind our breasts, cut our hair, and chew tobacco. Or we can—and we usually prefer—to look beautiful.”

“Beauty is a choice. We’ve just extended it to our dumber cousins,” Tess pinched his butt.

Jon jumped and they laughed.

“Now sit down here and let’s get crackin’.”

Jon sat down and looked at the instruments of torture with apprehension. Eyelash curlers. Brushes. Potions. Creams. Names and labels that made no sense. He sighed.

Tess and Mandy each took a foot and began prepping them. They sanded his feet, painted his nails, and Tess said, “He needs to lose his body hair.”

“That’s for sure. After his hands.”

The girls prepped his fingers. They worked on the shapes and the cuticles, and finally began stroking red paint on his nails.

“Remember, Jon-Boy, Always stroke down, and try to do as few strokes as possible. Extra coats for thickness.”

“Then the enamel,” added, Mandy.

Jon watched as his nails lengthened. He felt a sort sadness, and a certain glee. It made for an interesting mush of emotions in his skull.

They stood him up and took off his clothes. He stood, his dick hanging limp, and knew he was going to need to wear a bra. His Chyna 2000s were heavy!

They walked him into the bathroom, and he folded his arms to hold his breasts.

They covered him with Nair, then took off their own clothes and waited. After about fifteen minutes the stuff was burning on his skin, and they ushered him in to the shower.

They rinsed his body hair off, then soaped him with sweet smelling soap. They took a long time, and he started to enjoy the feeling of their hands upon him.

A year of this. Sigh. But…it could be good.

Then Tess rubbed her breasts against him and said, “Whyn’t you suck on my titties for a while.”

Jon found himself leaning down and taking one rigid nipple into his mouth. He might not have a hard on, but he was horny. He had been teased, groped, fondled, and…he had an urge.

And, lesbian or not, it was a tit, and it as a mighty good one. He found himself enjoying the act. She might be getting the pleasure, but he was feeling good about it, too.

The look on Mandy’s face, she just froze up, stared, and kept soaping and rinsing. But she was now grim.

“What? He can’t suck my titties?”

Mandy shook her head.

“Hey, let him suck yours. It’s nice.”

Mandy looked away.

“Hey, girlfriend. He can’t do anything, anyway. Let him suck you. Or live with yourself.

Mandy looked back, her lips twisted, confusing on her face. There must have been something to what Tess said, however, for Mandy arched her back and pulled Jon’s head, and lips, to her breasts.

Jon sucked, and Mandy’s face opened up and she relaxed.

“Sorry, girlfriend. I won’t do that again.”

“Sure you will, and so will I, but we’ll get through it.”

Jon straightened up and said, “Wait a minute.”

They looked up at him.

“What do you mean by ‘he can’t do anything, anyway?’”

Tess tilted her head slightly. Mandy grinned, but in a twisted way.

“He doesn’t remember.”

“And he hasn’t figured it out.”

Mandy knelt then, and took his limp penis in her mouth. She bounced his balls in her hands, even stuck a finger into his butt, but…it remained limp.

And now concern washed over him.

He looked at her head bobbing on his groin and blurted, “What’s wrong? Why can’t I get hard?

Tess stepped closer, straddled Mandy’s head, and lifted Jon’s tits. “You don’t remember what you did at the bar.”

“What? What are you talking about?”

“We asked if you would like to get started on your year right then. Right after you made your video contract. You said, ‘sure,’ and we gave you Zoladex.”

“What’s Zoladex?”

“Zoladex reduces testosterone and increases estrogen.”

“Reduces…” it was like his mind was exploding in slow motion. Concepts fell like dominos as he realized each one.

Testosterone, a man drug.

No testosterone, no man drug.

No man drug, muscle mass reduces.

No man drug, aggression is curbed.

And, finally, no man drug…no boner.

“I can’t cum…” he whispered.

The girls were having a hard time smothering their laughter.

“For how long?”

“A year.”

“Oh…oh…no-o-o-o!” His voice faded away and he blacked out.


PART TWO

Jon didn’t go completely out. He just sort of faded, and came back to himself, Mandy and Tess holding him up, and looked around.

“You castrated me.”

“Hey! You said it was okay!”

“As a matter of fact, you seemed pretty excited about the idea.”

Tess turned to Mandy, “I remember him telling us about wearing his mother’s panties and bra.”

“Yes, and stealing a corset off his neighbor’s clothesline.”

“And being terrified of women.”

“I…no! I didn’t say those things!”

But he knew that he had. The fact that they knew them was proof.

“I think our little sissy boy needs a drink.”

“Sissy boy?” Jon protested.

“I’ll get it.” Tess headed out for the kitchen.

Mandy put Jon in the vanity chair and pulled up a chair for herself. Jon stared without seeing.

Tess came back with a Coke High and Jon took the drink and quaffed it. All of it. She looked at the empty glass and said, “Funny, I thought I put some bourbon in here.”

“Better get some more. Jon boy is having a rough time.”

Tess nodded and went for some more. She came back with a drink…and a six pack and a half empty bottle of bourbon. “Just in case,” she murmured.

Jon drank again. Quick and fast. Then sat there.

He was stunned. He had castrated himself. His dick was about as useful as a wart now, and would be for a year.

A tear came to his eye. “I really wanted to fuck. I made all that money and I wanted to celebrate, and now…now…”

“So you wait a year. No big deal.”

“Says the girl who doesn’t like dicks.”

The girls glanced at one another.

“I never said I didn’t like dicks,” said Mandy.

Jon looked at her.

Now Mandy was caught. She blushed a bit and said, “I don’t mind a dick, I just like Tess better.”

“Aw.” Tess kissed Mandy a juicy one.

Then the girls studied Jon.

“Of course, I don’t know if I’d like you fucking Mandy.”

Jon looked at Mandy and thought about it. Mandy was gorgeous. If he could…if she would let him…yes. He could see porking her.

“If you had a dick that worked.” Tess laughed, which started Mandy, which, grudgingly, started Jon.

His laugh was a little weak, but it was there.

“Okay. Let’s have some fun with Jon-Boy.”

Jon already had nails, and now his body was in a new shape.

“His hair?”

“Then make up.”

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“I need a bra.” He had his arms folded under his boobs again. It was about the only way he could stop them from stretching his skin out and pulling his flesh down. They were hooked to a rib, but they still threatened to sag.

Tess worked on his hair while Mandy went to buy some bras. She wove extensions into Jon’s hair and said, “You know, I really don’t want you fucking my girlfriend.”

“I know. Your face looked like sour apples when you realized that she liked dick.”

“She doesn’t like it, she just likes me better.”

“Well, sorry to say, but Mandy and I will be fucking this afternoon.”

Tess laughed then, and realized how foolish she had been. “You and whose dick?”

Mandy arrived home and had the goods. She had a sturdy bra for the next couple of weeks, and it fit perfectly. She also had some kinky bras, half bras, things that exposed, poked out, enhanced (as if he needed that) and other things.

She also had panties, corsets, garters, nylons, and a make up kit for Jon to practice with.

“Aw, his very first make up kit,” teased Tess.

Jon blushed, and took the kit to his room.

“His hair looks good.”

“Make you horny?”

Mandy looked at her friend. “Jealous?”

“You said you didn’t mind dick.”

“That was just to make him feel good.”

“Well, it made me feel bad.”

Jon came back down the hall and the girls suddenly went quiet.

He was wearing panties and bra, garters and nylons, his hair was long, and he looked like a woman.

Yes, he needed a couple of months for the hormones to shift the fat in his face, but…he was presentable.

“Wow,” said Tess.

“Now I’m jealous,” said Mandy.

They gave him another drink and sat him down. They made him up, teaching him about all the layers of make up, how to do the eyes, and they discussed how to choose colors.

“You know,” Mandy finally said, “If you have the confidence then any color will work. Make up is to enhance what is uniquely you.”

That was something Jon had to think about.

Confidence in being a woman?

Hell, he was still a man on the inside, mentally, and they were talking about the mental apparatus that comes with being a woman.

Done with his make up they put him in a purple dress with tiny bows on the hem and white lines outlining the arm holes and the neck.

Jon was stunned as he looked at himself in the mirror.

He looked more female than male.

Oddly, he had a warmth in his groin. Maybe he couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop the warm, excited feeling from glowing in his crotch.

“And no boner bump in the dress.”

“No,” said Tess. “I taped his little appendage back between his legs.”

“Ah, nice move. We should get him something official, though. Maybe a gaff, or something.”

“Good idea. Well, shall we go?”

Jon opened his pretty eyes. “Go? Go where?”

“You didn’t think we fixed you up so you could sit around and watch TV, did you?”

“I can’t go out like this!”

“Why not?”

“I…I can’t!”

To which statement the girls grabbed his arms and pulled him towards the front door.

“Stop! Stop!”

“If we stop you lose a million dollars.”

That stopped Jon’s protests.

Mandy whispered to him, “We won’t be asking much of you, we’re going to be training you. But we like to go out, and part of your training is to learn how women act in social settings.”

“Like bars.”

Jon was led out of the house and got into the back seat. Tess and Mandy got in the front seats and headed out.

They drove through town, and Jon tried to come to grips with what was happening to him. He was almost calm when he realized where they were taking him.

The bar he had met them at.

Upscale, but raunchy.

Mostly yuppies with a yen, and the odd biker or cowboy.

They linked arms with Jon and squeezed through the door.

The place was half filled, just starting, and the girls called for beers. They sat down at a booth, Jon between them, and took in the activity.

Tina was serving behind the bar, and she waved cheerfully to them.

Several women passed by, chatted, and moved on.

Not many men came to the table, unless they were gay. Everybody knew who the lesbians were.

Then a handsome fellow slid into the booth. “Hey, bitches!” He smooched Mandy’s cheek and waved a hand at Tess. “Who’s the meat?”

He was thin, but muscular. He wore tight, yellow pants and a silk blouse that showed that his nipples were pierced. His lips were lightly painted. More just to be shiny than show off.

“Roger, you are cruder than oil.”

“Ain’t it the truth.” He waved at Tina and four beers showed up on the table.

“This is Jon-Baby. She’s new in town.”

Roger extended a limp hand and shook Jon’s red tipped finger. Then he had a hold of Jon’s hand and was lifting it to his lips.

Jon was panicked, but Tess held him in place by hugging his arm.

Roger’s lips were warm on Jon’s hand, but there was nothing he could do.

“Actually, Roger, you are the answer to a prayer. We’re training Jon to be a woman, and we could use your help.”

Roger raised his eyes and looked over where his lips had fastened to Jon’s hands. He slowly straightened up. His eyes squinted as he inspected Jon. “You’re a man?”

Jon didn’t say anything, but silence was answer enough.

“My, God! Bitches! You have outdone yourself! I never would have known. Does he still have his meat?”

“Yes,” Jon acted a little haughty at that.

Roger laughed. Then: “So what would you have me do with this delectable peach?”

“He needs to learn how to dance with a man. He needs to walk better in heels. He needs manners and language and all sorts of things. And pretend he needs it all yesterday.”

Roger showed a big, toothy grin. “Okay, bitches. You came to the right place.”

Roger stood up and offered his hand. “Ma’am, if you could grace me on the dance floor?”

Jon wouldn’t have moved but Tess pinched his butt.

They moved on to the dance floor, and Roger dropped some of his facade. He might be gay, but that didn’t mean he didn’t know how to be serious.

“Okay, Jon, first, you need to totally relax. I’m not out to get in your pants. At least not yet.” He smiled.

“You have to let me move you. As a man you’re used to guiding, but now you have to let yourself be guided.”

Roger took Jon in his arms, and they actually made a good couple. Roger didn’t move much at first. He just shifted his arms and told Jon to stop fighting.

That led to footwork, and Jon tried to figure out how to anticipate what Roger was doing, and to go with it.

And, finally, they were dancing.

And they danced slow numbers, and fast numbers, and Jon watched Roger closely.

He was gay, but he was, actually, just a guy.

A guy with other preferences, but polite, with an oblique sense of humor.

Roger held his hand and brought him back to the table.

Boilermakers were waiting.

Roger quaffed his, smacked his lips, thanked the girls, and Jon for a delightful dance, and moved on.

“So how’d it go?”

“Interesting,” said Jon. “But I have a problem.”

The girls leaned forward, all ears.

“Can I get a boilermaker with Coke instead of whiskey?”

Grins slowly appeared and the girls sat back.

“What a wuss!”

“What a sissy!”

“Hey! You made me this way!”

“A girl’s got to be able to hold her whiskey.”

“Well, fine. But I don’t want to lose control of my senses and wake up with my dick somewhere it shouldn’t be.”

That stopped the girls.

Mandy looked at Tess. “Is he threatening? Or flirting?”

“I don’t know, but it’s scary. Could you image fucking a…a…what he is?”

They were joking, and suddenly Jon got it. Something in him clicked. Being danced by Roger, being mistaken for a woman, talking their talk suddenly made sense.

“Yeah? What am I? Am I a trans? A shemale? A ladyboy? What the hell do you Frankensteins create? Will I end up being gay? Am I a lesbian?”

“Well…”

“Uh…”

“You better figure it out and let me know. I’m in a precarious place, and you don’t want me to fall the wrong way. Do you?”

Jon turned towards the bar, raised a hand and yelled, “Two whiskey boilermakers and one Coke boilermaker!”

Tina gave a thumbs up.

Tess and Mandy were looking at each other. They were having one of those silent conversations, thinking thoughts and getting them and transposing them and answering them and… “I think we might have created a monster.”

“And I thought it was just fun.”

“It is fun, except for him. Jon’s taking this all too seriously.”

Tina arrived with three mugs. One of the mugs held its upside down shot glass in dark liquid.

“I’ve never done a Coke boilermaker, so don’t blame me if you wind up on a ship bound for Shanghai.”

There was a moment then: Tess and Mandy stared at Jon almost defiantly.

Tess lifted her boilermaker and quaffed it in five seconds.

Mandy followed suit. Another five seconds.

Jon lift his mug and said, “Here’s how, why and when.” He slipped a finger into the mug to stop the shot glass from taking out his front teeth.

He drank, slowly, his Adam’s apple going up and down. Eight, nine, ten…at fourteen seconds he was done.

He lowered the mug to the table with a smack, wiped his lips, smearing his lipstick a little, and announced. “You made me into a sissy.” He grinned, and added, “Bitches!”

The night proceeded in orderly fashion. Sort of.

Jon was happy, and cheerful, and he drank and drank and enjoyed himself.

Tess and Mandy sulked. Somehow their great experiment had gotten out of control.

They didn’t want the man to be in charge!

They were lesbians, and they wanted to be in charge! And the whole purpose of the experiment was, whether they were willing to admit it, to control a man in a certain fashion.

Jon got up and sauntered over to the juke box where a bunch of yuppie cowboy types who rode Harleys that gleamed and shone were discussing music.

“Eighties is better…”

“You can’t sing the lyrics unless they’re from the sixties.”

“How can a famous singer be gay, have such a wonderful voice, and suck…”

Then one of the men turned around and grinned. “Hey, missy. Where’d you come from?”

They all knew that she had been sitting at the table with the lesbians.  But now she was there, and maybe she wasn’t lez? Or maybe she was, but when you looked that good who cared?

“If you studs can find SOB you can drink belly shots off me.”

Looks were exchanged, a credit card was inserted, and Nathaniel Rateliff & The Night Sweats began to wail.

Jon was shorter and slender, especially now that he had a bit of liposuction and a corset on. Two pairs of strong hands helped him up on a table and he laid back. His head was just over the edge and he looked back at the table he and the girls were sitting at. Tess and Mandy were on their feet and looking upset.

A bottle of brown liquor was produced and one of the men poured a small well of liquor on Jon’s belly.

Jon was dizzy from drinking, and he jerked slightly when the cool liquid splashed on him.

One of the men leaned down, his arm brushing Jon’s big breasts, and planted his lips on the liquor. A momentary suck, and he lifted his head and yelled out, “WHOOO!”

The fellows all cheered, and another man poured a shot, and drank.

Again and again, taking turns, getting drunker and drunker.

Then one of the men placed his hand on Jon’s mons.

Jon liked it. His dick was not discernible as a dick. Pulled back tight,  his balls up in the canals, it felt like he had a pussy.

“Oh, baby,” muttered the man.

More shots poured.

One of the men kissed Jon, sloshed liquor into Jon’s mouth, and he loved it.

He wasn’t gay. He wanted women. But he was drunk and willing to experience anything. Especially now that he wasn’t what they thought he was.

Then one of the men pulled Jon up, kissed him soundly, and Jon realized that he had gone too far. He wanted to prick tease, not be raped.

And he realized a sad truth about men. About himself. He started to struggle, but they were stronger than him. He started to sob, then it all stopped.

“Get your hands off her!” Mandy was yelling. Tess was pushing, and they managed to extract Jon from the potential gang bang.

Jon was now crying openly, and the men suddenly realized what they had been doing.

“Hey, we’re sorry.”

“We just got out of control.”

“We didn’t mean anything.”

Their apologies fell on no ears, for Tess and Mandy dragged Jon out of the bar.

They walked across the parking lot, Mandy and Tess protecting him, keeping him going. They sat him down on the back seat, the side door open, and cleaned him up.

“I guess you got a little too carried away,” said Tess, wiping his eyes.

Jon nodded.

“I didn’t know. I didn’t understand.”

“Well, you learned the hard way. Sorry we didn’t get there sooner.”

“Girls have to stick together, murmured Mandy. She broke out lipstick and eye pencil and repair Jon’s make up.

“I won’t do that again.”

Mandy and Tess exchanged glances, then Mandy said, “You need to experience something before you can say that.”

“What?” sniffed Jon.

“Before, when a girl is still a virgin, she wishes. She thinks the world works all sweet and nice. Then she experiences a dick, and she understands that she is prey for the brutes of our species.”

Jon looked at her.

“When she loses her virginity she understands this, and then she can be trusted to make better decisions.”

Tess added: “You need to lose your virginity, or the lesson is wasted.

“Now buckle up. We’ll take you home.”

They drove through town. Jon sat in the back seat and thought about his near experience.

What would the men have done if they discovered he was a man? would they beat him up? Rape him? What?

Jon shivered. He had never felt so helpless and weak as when the men had turned on him.

And he was just having fun. Like any girl would.

But…he wasn’t a girl.

And he started to think about what life would be if he really was a girl. Not just a dickless wonder, but a woman with a hole, and real tits.

What would life hold for him then?

They arrived at the girls’ house and Jon got out and walked slowly up to the house. He was sober now, had sobered up almost instantly when the pack had formed and tried to take him.

Dogs…dogs that ran in packs, they would all take turns with a female in heat.

Are humans the same? In a manner of speaking? When they were in pack mode like they had been in the bar?

The girls took him into the bedroom and took his dress off.

“Jon, I want to give you that very important lesson now.”

Mandy was staring with intensity.

“What do you mean?”

“I want to fuck you.”

Tess: “We need to show you what being a woman is all about. It’ll stop you from making mistakes.”

Jon sat down on the edge of the bed and studied his two friends.

Yes, friends. Somewhere along the line they had gone from being two females conducting a pseudo-scientific experiment to being his rescuers, the people who cared about him when he was in trouble.

“You’re going to put something in me?”

“A dildo. Attached to a strap on, of course.”

“Of course.”

“Being lesbian we are good at this. We use dildos on each other all the time. Now we want to help you understand.”

Jon was silent.

“It’s not just a fuck, it’s love. When the people who love you do this…it’s okay.”

“And you love me?”

The girls sighed. Tess said, “This wasn’t supposed to happen, but we feel responsible, and the lesson goes where the lesson goes.”

“If you don’t want me to screw you, you can have Tess do it.”

Jon bit his lip, then he looked at the two. “You can take turns, if you can make it feel like real love.”

Slow smiled came to them, and the girls nodded.

They positioned Jon on the bed and Mandy and Tess put on their strap ons.

They had chosen large cocks for the breaking of Jon’s anal virginity, but they spent a long time oiling them up, making them slick and smooth with lubricant.

“I’m going to take you from the front, Jon. Then Tess will turn you over and we’ll get you off.”

“Get me off? How can you get me off? I took that chemical!”

“Don’t worry. Just leave that up to us.”

Jon lay on his back and Mandy stepped between his legs.

With very little effort, and no pain, Mandy slipped into him.

Jon gasped. He had always thought anal sex hurt, but this…this was incredible!

Mandy smiled at him and moved in and out. Tess moved up and began sucking his nipples.

John was dazed by the intense pleasure he was experiencing.

Mandy held his cockup out of the way and began pounding into him.

Jon grunted with every stroke, and the pleasure grew even greater.

Yet there was no pay off to this. He wasn’t going to get an orgasm, no matter how hard he was worked.

Mandy slowed down, almost as if sensing his disappointment. She pulled back and her hard cock flopped out of him.

Tess relinquished her lip lock on his nipples. “Okay, Jon-Boy, get on all fours and I’ll show you what it’s all about.”

Jon, puzzled, really frustrated, moved to all fours. He was still in his dress, and Tess lifted his dress and moved up to his rear.

Again he was penetrated. Again, it felt incredible.

He lowered his arms so he was on elbows and knees.

Mandy reached under him and fondled his breasts and manipulated his nipples.

Then Tess changed her position. She rose up and angled her cock down into him, and Jon suddenly felt something.

“What’s…happening?”

“That’s your prostate. I’m pressing on your prostate, and that’s going to allow you to release semen.

Jon lay there, enjoying the in and out, and suddenly it felt like he had to pee.

“I’ve got to go.”

“So go. Mandy will catch it.”

Mandy pushed a towel under him, then held a cereal bowl under his limp cock.

The pressure grew and grew, and Jon finally let go. In spite of thinking that it was really rude to pee on the bed, he peed.

But he didn’t pee.

A slimy, silvery string extended from his cock. Tess moved the bowl to catch it, and semen poured out.

Jon grunted, and he felt himself emptying.

Of course, just because his dick didn’t work didn’t mean his balls didn’t. He poured the white liquid into the bowl, and he began to feel so golden, glowing, loosy goosy.

It wasn’t an orgasm. It wasn't a big blast. It was just a nice slow leak, with a resulting build up of feeling really good.

An orgasm without the bang.

After a few minutes it was over.

Tess drew out and Jon collapsed forward. His eyes were closed and he was breathing hard. He had never felt so good in his life. He had thought orgasms were the thing, but these prostate orgasms, these ‘sissygasms,’ was ten times better.

Tess and Mandy put their dicks away and left him to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Jon loved life.

He liked to go to bars, and dance and tease, but he was careful when teasing.

He loved sleeping with Tess and Mandy, and didn’t even mind that his peeny wasn’t functional.

He liked dressing up, putting on make up, getting his hair done, and all the other things that women do.

Of course he wasn’t a real woman. And he didn’t intend to be.

He was due to have his dick start working within the month, it had been a year, but…he didn’t really know if he wanted that.

Well, he would try it for a while, then, if he felt like it, he would. take some more of that Zoladex.

He would get back to being him.

Not a shemale or a trans or ladyboy.

He was a sissy, and he loved it.

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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