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The Girly Man!

First time feminization gone amuck!


PART ONE

“I don’t want to wear that!” Jory pushed Lana’s hand away. In Lana’s hand was a wig. She had worn it for laughs, but now was tired of it.

Jory was bald, and didn’t have anything against wigs. He even had one at home that he had worn a few times.

But this was a female wig. Long, brunette hair. Wavy. Looked about as real as hair could get. In fact, I knew that Lana had paid a pretty penny for it.

“Come on, Jory. You’ll look cute.”

I nudged my hubby and said, “Go on.” And I don’t know why I did that, except we were all high and having a good time.

“I’ll look stupid,” he groused.

I held his hand down and Lana jumped forward and put the wig on his head. Lana’s hubby, Tom, just laughed.

Lana moved back and Jory started to pull the wig off, but I managed to snag his hand again. “Leave it on, lover, and you might get very, very lucky tonight.”

Tom and Lana hooted, but Jory heaved a sigh. “Okay. For the sake of getting lucky. But I look like a fool.”

Tom ordered another round and we sat around the booth. People sauntered past, and nobody even glanced at us. I let my hand wander under the table and placed it on Jory’s thigh.

“Uh,” he said. His face was bright red.

But, as the minutes passed, and the waitress brought more drinks, and as we drank those drinks, the pink tint in Tom’s cheeks lessened.

We talked football, people we’d known, and, of course politics.

And Jory started looking around, studying people, getting over his embarrassment and studying the world.

I let my hand trail over his thigh and found Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was very, very happy.

Jory had his arm over my shoulder now, and my hand was working full time.

“I don’t like his tweets,” complained Tom.

“He closed the borders,” answered Jory.

“He’s a loud mouth!”

“The price of gas was about two bucks a gallon. What is it now?”

And on and on. The old argument against Trump, which had lost teeth when Go Brandon lied and prevaricated and avoided answering and on and on and…sigh…on.

Meanwhile, Mr. Happy was throbbing. He was as hard as I had ever felt him. He was throbbing under Jory’s slacks, and I could feel every vein and pulse.

“What? You’d like Nancy Pelosi to be the next president?”

“Well, she’d be better than…”

Mr Happy suddenly went rigid, and I could Jory’s arm tighten up, and…sploit! Mr. Happy began to spew.

I turned my head to Jory and watched in shock. He had just cum! He had spit out semen! And…was it because he was wearing a wig?

His eyes were wide, and I could feel his breathing, jerky.

“Jory?” Tom leaned forward.

Jory came to himself and whispered, “What?”

“You just went into outer space there, buddy. You okay?”

“He’s fine,” I quipped. More than fine! My God! He came from wearing a wig!

Lana yawned. “Well, he might be fine, but I’m ready to go home.”

Well, we chatted a bit more, but it was obvious the night was over, and Tom went to pay the bill.

Jory, Lana and I sat at the table and finished our drinks. Lana was still watching Jory. She had noticed Jory’s sudden moment. “You really okay?”

I said, “He just came.”

I didn’t know why I said it, but I did. Probably the drink, probably because I like to joke and this was a great chance to get my hubby.

Jory’s mouth dropped open and he stared at me.

“What?” Lana blinked.

“He just came. I was playing with him under the table and he squirted. All in his panties. I think it was a big load, too.”

Her mouth dropped. She looked back and forth between us. Jory looked like he wanted to shrink up and roll away. “You’re kidding!”

Jory was making sounds, but nothing intelligible.

“No. When we get up take a look. But look quick, I’ll be standing in front of him as soon as I get out. Got to cover up his little accident.”

Lana giggled, and covered her mouth when the titter threatened to turn into a guffaw. “He didn’t.”

“Stop,” gargled Jory.

“Oh, honey,” I soothed. “It’s okay. Lana is one of the family. And, besides, it’s okay to cum in your pants just because you’re wearing a wig. Girly man.”

Now Jory was gurgling and trying to speak, but what can a guy say when he’s been found out? I turned to Lana. “I think it’s the wig. Can we keep it?”

Jory started to reach up to rip it off, but I once again grabbed his hand and stopped him. “If you take it off I won’t stand in front of you when we walk out. I’ll point at your groin and scream ‘He came! He came!’”

Jory was truly caught. And he was flaming red and beside himself with no where to go.

“Absolutely. I wanted to get rid of it anyway, and what better recipient than a girly man?”

“Excellent. Now that i know he’s a girly man…I’m going to have so much fun.”

“We. Girlfriend, we! You’re not leaving me out of this.”

“But you’ve got Tom.”

“But Tom is manly. I put the wig on him once and he just laughed, wore it, and there was no sign of excitement, and especially…especially…” she darted her eyes down in the direction of Jory’s lap.

“Well. Okay. I guess two can play with him as well as one. But no fucky fuck.”

“Really?”

“Well, unless I say so.”

“Agreed. Besides, I like Jory as a friend, not a lover. I’ve got my own lover. Man, I can’t wait to tell Tom—“

“GEERK!” That was the sound Jory made. His eyes were wide and his hands were now claws.

“Maybe you better not tell Tom.”

“You…you…” Jory looked like he was going to have and apoplectic fit. His face was red and there was actually a bit of drool coming out of the corner of his mouth.

Lana sighed. “Well, I guess.” Then she leaned towards Jory. “But you’d better do everything we say.”

“I…I…I…”

“Everything! Or I tell Tom now!”

Shamed, humiliated, mortified, Jory gave a half a sob and slumped down. And he nodded.

Lana and I looked at each other and grinned. Man, this was going to be fun!

It was also going to be hot. When I felt him squirt, and then the realization that he had squirted because I had done something girly to him…well, it made me wet. So wet that if I had slapped my legs closed I would have splashed.

Tom returned then, and Jory slid out from the booth. As he stood up Lana looked down and grinned, then looked up at the flaming Jory. She saw the dark stain on the front of his pants. “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips.

Then I was out and standing in front of him, covering up the evidence, and we all moved towards the exit.

At home.

“I can’t believe you did that!” Jory was standing in his socks and was still wearing his shirt. He had taken off his pants and boxers and was washing the stain on the front of his slacks. His boxers were crumpled up in the hamper.

I had taken the wig and placed it on a signed football he had. I was combing out the tresses. It really was a good wig.

“Honey, it was all in fun.”

“But Lana knows! And you know she’s not going to let it go.”

“So what. She’s good people. She even likes Trump. Like you.”

He arranged his slacks on a hanger and put the hanger in the shower to dry. He turned back to me and I grinned. “You know how hot it was to feel you squirting like that? In my hand? Right in the middle of everybody?”

“I thought I was going to die.”

“You survived, and tell me the truth, wasn’t it hot?”

“Well, I don’t…” blah, blah, blah/

“I said the truth.”

And he finally admitted it. He gave a curt nod and said, “It was okay.”

“Hell, it was not only okay, it was great. And think about it, sometimes you’re a little slow in getting off. I think we’ve found what really turns you on.”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. He kicked his shoes off and took off his shirt. He slid into bed.

I turned off the lights and held him. He was a thin fellow. Strong, but thin. And he was a soft sort of handsome.Tell the truth, I had often wondered what he would look like if I had trimmed his brows, maybe softened his cheeks with a bit of make up.

“You know, there is one thing that bothers me.”

“What,” he asked. He was sleepy. Of course, he had cum.

“You got off, but I didn’t.”

He was silent.

My hand slithered under the covers and found his trouser snake.

“Do you think you can get it up?”

“No.”

But he was awaker, if I can make up a word.

I stroked him.

Nothing.

I said, “Wearing that wig was such a turn on.”

Pulse.

“I wish you’d put it on right now and make love to me.”

Chub.

“You’re getting harder, and it’s all that wig. You like that wig.”

“Nonsense.”

But he was breathing harder, and getting harder.

I said, “I’m going to get up and get that wig out.”

“No. It’s late and I want to go to sleep.”

“Your dick doesn’t want to go to sleep.”

“But I just came.”

I slid under the covers and spoke to his cock like it was a microphone. “Hello, dickie. Would you like to wear a wig?”

Throb, throb.

“Stop it!”

I deep throated him. Yeah, I’m one of those girls who can use her mouth. He made gurgling sounds.

I threw off the covers and got out of bed.

“Hey!” He sat up.

I took the wig off the football and placed it on his head. It was a perfect fit. Real snug, non slip.

“Come on, Jesse. I don’t want to do this.”

“You might not want to, but Mr. Dickie says otherwise.”

He sat in the bed, the long wig streamed down over his shoulders. God, what a turn on! I wanted to get out the make up, paint his lips, even…even…I imagined him with boobs. Big boobs.

I had a moment of..of..what? Remorse? Sadness? Something else? then I was climbing on his lap.

“Jesse!”

Then I was impaled. I could feel his dick thrusting up into me. He wasn’t one of these well endowed fellows, but it’s not how much you have, it’s how you use it, right?

I began to grind on him, and, God, it felt heavenly. It was like sitting on a hot cactus, and all the stickers were attached to my nerves and shaking them.

Well, maybe that’s a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

He started breathing harder, and I knew that, even though he had just cum, he was getting excited.

I tell ya, it was the wig! It wasn’t just turning me on, it was turning him on.

I stared at the flow of hair as it spread out from his head on the bed, so rich and thick.

He reached up to grab my tits and I brushed his hands away. He stared at me.

“You’re the bitch, lover. And I’m the bastard.” I grabbed his pectorals and squeezed and turned my hands on them. I could feel his hard nipples spark up.

I rode him hard then, not giving him a chance to act male. I fucked him like I was in charge, and, you know, it felt like I was in charge. He was under me. Female submissive. I was on top. Male dominant. Grrr. Me cavemen. Him slut.

He started to rise up, to push his hips up, to get some sort of traction.

I let him, a little, but I focused on screwing my pussy onto his dick.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“Hot, isn’t it,” I murmured as I leaned and tilted and pushed.

The orgasm, when it came, was something I never expected.

When women orgasm, like as not, they feel a big, old wave sweep over them. It’s breathtaking, but it’s not as hard a man’s orgasm. But this felt hard and sharp. Instead of an ocean of hot and horny sweeping over me, I felt like I was a gun shooting. A big gun. POW! POW! POW! And then the orgasm faded. Fast.

“Fuck,” whispered Jory again.

I laid down on him, and now he felt my breasts on his chest.

“I didn’t cum!” He complained.

“Shut up, bitch.” I whispered. then I laughed and nuzzled him…then rolled over and went to sleep. No wet spot tonight. Heh.

We awoke and he still had the wig on. I had been half sleeping on him and he hadn’t wanted to disturb me, so he had just drifted off to sleep with the wig on.

But, actually, I knew it…he liked the wig.

He liked how it made me horny. And he liked how it made him horny.

In fact, he woke up with a boner.

Well, of course. He might have cum, but then we had made me cum and he hadn’t, and…I liked it.

“What are you smiling for?”

“You. You’re beautiful.”

“Oh, this,” he started to take the wig off and I, once again, grabbed his wrist.

“No. Wear it. It’s making me horny. And the hornier I am the more chance you’ll have to get lucky.”

“But…I…”

Still he lowered his hand.

And that was the way it was going to be. I would prod, he would object, and I would convince him. And it didn’t take much convincing.

I slid out of bed and tossed him my negligee. “Put it on.”

His eyes and mouth jerked open in surprise. “I’m not going to—“

“Of course you are. I’m the boss, and I just told you to. Now, put it on, and wear it to breakfast. I’ll go fix some waffles. And if you come out without that hair and negligee, I’ll…I’ll…”

“What?” he dared me. A twinkle in his eye.

“I’ll put you over my knee and spank you.”

“Crap. I’ll bet you would.”

“Oh, don’t bet. You’d lose.”

I spun and walked out of the room.

I popped the waffles in and threw some sausages into a skillet. I watched the sausages cook, listened to the snap and pop of grease, and thought about what was happening.

I’m a sexual person. I like sex, maybe even more than Jory. But I had never experienced such horniness in my life.

I thought back over my earlier life. I had minored in drama in college, and I had many boyfriends. Heck, I wore them out. I had a very male appetite when it came to sex.

But…had I shown any predilection for girly type boys? Not really. But, I realized, I had always gravitated to men with long hair. Fucked ‘em and left ‘em, but…and the next boyfriend had long hair.

And then I married a guy who was balding. Hunh!

The waffles popped and I took them out. Slathered butter on them then set them on the table with a big bottle of syrup. The politically incorrect kind with the big black cook on the front. Lots of sugar Mmm.

I shook the skillet, rolled the sausages a bit, and kept thinking.

I thought about Jory with the long hair, and it made my knees weak. I envisioned him in the negligee, and I felt the warm pulsing in my groin, like I was about to have an orgasm. I was so horny, thinking these things, I was actually thinking about putting my hand down there and rubbing one out, when I heard a noise.

I spun, and there was Jory. He was wearing the negligee, and his cock stuck out from between his legs. He wasn’t big, but somehow it seemed, in his female attire, bigger. An illusion, I thought.

And the long hair of the wig framed his face, gave it a feminine, oval look, and fell over the shoulders in sexy waves.

But the thing that had me was his high heels.

I gawped, and he smothered a laugh. He walked into the kitchen, tried to stride, but he was so damned awkward I had to smother a laugh.

He stopped in front of the kitchen table, spoke regally, “The queen has arrived.” Then he sat down and pulled a plate of waffles across the table. I could see his erect penis through the glass top of the table.

Oh, I was filled with mirth, near to busting out laughing. But I was also even more hornier.

“Oh, my God! That is fantastic. Those are my heels.”

“They’re a little small, my toes and heels are overflowing.”

It was true, but so what. It was the effect, and the effect was magnificent.

“All you need is tits,” I said.

He stopped and blinked, a forkful of syrup dripping waffle right in front of his maw. “Now wait a minute!”

I sat down across from him. “I’m just kidding.”

He smiled.

But I wasn’t kidding. The heels made his calves curvy and sexy, and they lifted his butt, gave him booty. Honestly, with boobs he would have had a near perfect female body.

“Oh. Good.” He continued eating and I watched him. And I thought: Hmmm. Lipstick.

We ate then, and it was all I could do to not put my legs together, squinch them up with a hand half inserted into my pussy. He was that hot.

And we didn’t chat much, just a word here, a phrase there, but we were astonishingly comfortable.

He was looking like a woman, and I liked it.

More important, he liked it.

Wow.

Suddenly, just as we pushed back with a sigh, the front door slammed.

We jerked and looked at each other, and Lana entered the kitchen. “Hi, kids. I just…” she stopped talking and stared at Jory.

Jory was plain to see. Negligee and heels, his penis sticking up like a little flag under the glass.

“Well, I’m just in time,” she quipped.

Jory tried to cover himself up and get up, but Lana pushed him back.

“Oh, just sit down. Nobody here but friends.”

“But…but I…”

“I’ve seen a dick before. And, not to break the news to you, slick, but your dick ain’t that big.”

“I…but…”

He tried to get up again, while pulling the negligee closed in front of him, as if that see through flimsy would stop her eyes.

“You sit there, and I’ll sit here, and let me show you my goodies. After all, you’ve already shown me yours.” She giggled.

She had brought a large shopping sack in with her and she placed it on the floor next to the table.

Jory still blathering, she sat down next to me, gave me a squeeze around the shoulders, and said, “I got to thinking about our adventure last night, and I went through my drawers.”

She pulled out her cell phone and before Jory could do a thing she snapped a picture, then another one.

He was panicked now. He tried to get up again and she grabbed his wrist and pulled. Hard.

“Sit there, Jory,” she worked the cell phone with a thumb and I could tell that she had already uploaded the pictures. Then she flipped it around so he could see.

Through the glass table top we could see Jory’s erect penis. And his negligee. And his high heels. And above the glass we could see his shocked face.

I giggled.

She said, “You sit there or I post it on Facebook.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Of course I would. You know me.”

“Jesse! Make her stop!”

“Oh, she’s not going to stop for me, are you Lana?”

“No way, sister.”

The front door banged.

“We’re in here, Tom”

“You told him!” Jory gasped.

“Of course I did. You couldn’t possibly think I wouldn’t.”

Tom entered the room and Jory about died. His face was so red it was purple. He was trying to close the sexy negligee. He was actually crying.

“My big, strong man was shedding tears like a little baby!

“Hey, Jesse.” He turned to look at Jory. “Wow. Lana said you were transitioning, but I didn’t believe it.”

“What…but I’m not…please…take your wife and leave.”

Tom sat down and pushed Jory over. “Hell. She’s not going to do what I say. She’s my wife and she has never—I repeat, NEVER—done anything I asked. And I’m a manly man.” His meaning was clear: Jory was not.

I high fived Lana.

Tom smiled.

Jory cried.

“Now, Jory, your secret is out. Might just as well come clean.” I spoke soothingly and patted the back of his hand.

“Stop…stop…”

Lana ignored him and reached into her big bag. She pulled out a garment. It was a bra. “First, sissy boy needs some support.”

“I’m…please…”

“Sissy boy. I like that,” mused Tom.

“And, I’m more his size than yours,” Lana said to Jesse, “So I got him some garters and nylons. And I’ve even got my Aunt’s breast forms. They’re big and perfect for Jory. And here’s a skin tight bit of latex…and I never wear this blouse…but I think she’d look better in this cheongsam.

She pulled out a long dress. Tight across the hips and legs, and it buttoned up to a collar around the neck. It was a dress oriental women wore. Quite sexy, made of fine silk with a dragon embroidered around it.

I marveled. “Oh, this is beautiful!”

“I picked it up in Hong Kong last year, but it’s just a tad too large and Lana never wears it. Should fit sissy boy here quite well.”

“Will you stop that?” Jory was almost whimpering.

“Nope,” answered Tom. “Heck, we’ve all known you’re a little soft, and nobody really cares what gender you choose to be. So just go with it.” He paused. “Sissy boy.”

“But I…I…”

“He doesn’t like it, Tom,” Lana pointed out. “And how would you like it if everybody started calling you a manly man?”

“Heck, I wouldn’t mind it. The truth doesn’t hurt, right?”

“But if he’s crying, hurting, then it’s not the truth?” I pointed out. I didn’t really want to watch Jory blubber anymore.

“All right. Point taken. How about if we call him Girly Man. Just among ourselves, you know.” He turned to me. “I suppose you want to keep this pretty much in the house? Or did you want to parade him around? Subject him to the whims and vagaries of cruel and ignorant people?”

“Well,” I mused, “I don’t think many people would be mean, but… here is fine, and Girly Man is okay. Now let’s see what else you have in that gift bag.”

“I’m not going to do this,” Tom was looking down. I could see his small but hard cock throbbing through the glass.

“Nonsense,” I said. “You’ll do what you’re told. Girly Man.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“You don’t have any choice,” smiled Lana, and she tapped her phone. “You do what we say or I post this.”

“I don’t care. I’ll move to another town.”

“The internet goes everywhere,” said Tom wryly.

“I don’t care. I’m not doing this.”

We all sat there for a minute, three of us thinking and one of us feeling sorry for himself. At last Tom heaved a sigh. “You know, I knew it was all going to come down to this.”

Lana and I looked at him. Jory kept his head down.

“Jory. If you go along with this…you can fuck Lana.”

Jory’s head snapped up. He was miserable, but…Lana?

I looked at Lana and she looked at me. “If it’s all right with you,” she said to me.”

I thought about it.

Lana was sexy, stacked, and perfectly built. She had a mature face with large, movie star lips. Did I want my hubby tapping into that?

“Well, I never…I…”

Tom: “You’ve known for a while that we swing every once in a while, and I’m not worried that Jory’s teeny peeny is going to rob me of the love of my life.”

“Never, big hunk,” Lana reached across the table and ran her hand along his jaw. She turned to me. “Did you know that Tom measures out at eight inches?”

Tom smiled with fake modesty I could tell he was proud as a peacock of his endowment.

I turned to Jory. “How about it, Girly Man. You let us make you up, have some fun, and you get to fuck Lana?”

Jory looked up, and he was still miserable, but he was also thinking. Those tears were starting to turn off. “But then you’d fuck him.”

“Maybe. Probably. But so what? I love you, and it’s just sex. And wouldn’t you like to see me laid out and moaning over a king-sized dick?”

“But…but…”

“And then I could fuck you, and tell you what a shrimp you are compared to a real man. Baby, I know you. That would make you so hard. Hell, you’d probably be begging me to fuck him some more.”

“This is crazy. I don’t want to do this.”

But we could all tell he did.

I stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. I took out the good bourbon and reached into the fridge for the big bottle of Pepsi.

They all watched me as I filled four glasses with ice cubes. I think only Tom saw when I filled three of the glasses with a skimpy shot and lots of Pepsi. I filled Jory’s glass with a skimpy shot of Pepsi and lots of bourbon. I brought the glasses back to the table. Tom eyed me as I placed the mostly bourbon glass in front of Jory.

“Well, I guess that’s it,” said Tom. He picked up his glass and took a drink. “Whoa, you make them strong. Isn’t that strong, baby?” He eyed Lana.

Lana took a sip, and she didn’t believe it was a strong drink, but she went along with it. “Yes. That’s more than a lady can stand.”

I sipped my drink and coughed.

Jory was watching us, fascinated. I think, on some level, he knew we were playing him. But knowing on some level and being fully aware were not the same.

He took a sip, coughed, gasped for breath, and Tom slapped him on the back. “Man, that’ll put hair on your chest.”

It was the perfect thing to say. Jory thought he wanted hair on his chest. He wanted to be a manly man, and what better way to be manly than to drink hard whiskey.

“Yeah,” said Jory, and he took another sip.

A half hour later, and one more drink, and Jory was sailing. He was sitting at the table in his negligee, his legs spread and his little cock poking up, and laughing.

I watched as he brushed his hair back and sipped again. “You guys are crazy,” he grinned. “Thinking you can make a sissy boy out of a manly man.”

“Yeah, we probably are. Of course, you might not be man enough to go through with it,” suggested Tom.

“Hell, I’m the manliest man you ever seen. I can do anything!”

We all just sort of walked around that one.

“Well, I can! What you want me to do? You want me to wear this stuff?” He fingered the lapel of the negligee disdainfully. “No problem.”

“Oh, honey. That’s the liquor talking.”

“That’s ME talking. And I can do anything. Go on, tell me what you want me to do.”

We all hemmed and hawed until Jory was near begging us.

“Well, okay.” I said.

Tom: “Better have him sign something or he’ll think we talked him into this.”

“Sure,” Jory’s head lolled a bit. “Nobody’s talking me into anything!

I got a piece of paper and Tom, being the lawyer, wrote up a contract.

I, Jory Laine, will dress like a woman for one year. I do this under no duress and of my own free will. And if I should break this contract I give all my worldly goods to my wife and agree to sleep in the doghouse outside.

Lana filmed the reading of the contract, Tom kept asking Jory if this was what he wanted, and Jory kept saying yes. Then he signed the contract. And we witnessed it. And Tom folded it up and said, “I’ll make sure this gets put in a bank box. Honey, snap a picture so Jory can have a copy.”

Lana snapped, and it was done.

We all sat back.

Jory started singing:

Back your ass ‘gainst the wall

here I come balls and all

bye bye cherry.

We all snickered, and kept looking at each other. It was perfect. My man was going to be so hot, and I was going to get sex, and even sex with a big dick.

And I had to laugh at the idea of Jory satisfying Lana with his little, teeny peeny.

Oh, man. This was going to be good.

And I felt hot and horny. Wet as a glass of water in the sea. And I couldn’t wait to get started.

I took her out into the wild wood

there I took advantage of her childhood

Cherry…bye bye!


PART Two

We didn’t wait long to start. We let Jory finish his drink and then we led him back into the bedroom. He wavered along, unsteady in the heels, and we stripped him of all clothes.

He stood there, drunk, and grinned as we pushed him into the bathroom. I grabbed a bottle of Nair and followed him.

I slathered him good, everything below the neck, and we waited until the burn started. All the while Tom and Lana were talking.

The burn started and I put him in the shower and watched as his hair circled down the drain. I pulled him out and toweled him off. He was still drunk, and he still sang, and his little dick was hard as ever.

I pulled him into the bedroom, and found Tom and Lana fucking. She had pulled her dress up and her panties down and was leaning on the bed. He had unzipped and his big cock was plumbing her depths.

They grinned at us. “Sorry,” said Tom. “But we just couldn’t wait.”

I looked at that big hunk of salami buried in Lana’s pussy and I licked my lips. Oh, baby. First Jory gets me all horny with his feminine ways, and then this log of a cock has to tantalize.

“Well, hurry up. And, Tom. You get another drink. Lana, I’ll take his left side.”

They kept fucking, him ramming it in again and again, and her groaning with each thrust of that pile driver. Finally, however, I heard her give one of those surprised grunts, and I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the way her hips were locking up and then spasming.

Tom, having done his duty, let himself go. What a man, cum on command. Make sure the woman is pleased first. I was looking forward to enjoying him.

Tom went out to the kitchen to make some more drinks. Now that we had Jory high, I wanted to keep him that way. At least until he was ‘transitioned.’ So to speak.

Lana sat down next to his other leg and proceeded to prep his tootsies. I was already prepped and painting. And the red color rolled onto his toes quickly and easily.

“This is long lasting polish,” said Lana.

“Absolutely. And we’re going to use super glue on his hands. Maybe an inch long?”

“For a first time?” she asked. Then she giggled. “Sounds good to me. Better not make them too sharp, though.”

We painted for a while, I finished, Tom brought back another round of drinks, and we sipped and continued our little project. Jory was repeating verses from his little song.

Take off all your underwear

I don’t care

I’ll go bare

Bye bye cherry

Tom laughed. “For a Girly Man he sure knows some great songs.”

“Compensation,” I said. “Jory, take a sip.”

Jory sipped.

I finished his feet and started on his hands. I sanded and pressed the cuticles back. I selected inch long ovals and applied super glue. Shortly I had his hands looking like talons, and I began painting the blood on them.

Interestingly, Tom had never put his penis back in his pants. He was just sitting there, that big hog hanging out of his zipper.

I looked over at Lana. She had pulled her panties up and semen was leaking through them, lots of semen, but she didn’t seem to care. Or maybe she was just drunk enough not to care.

I looked back at Tom. “You ever hurt anybody with that thing?”

“Nah. If it gets a little too tight I just do anal. Assholes can take more dick than pussies can.

“Really?”

“Absolutely,” muttered Lana. “First time he took me in the ass…whoo!”

“Really?”

Lana looked up at me. “When I finish this hand I’ll take care of Girly Man’s face and Tom can preach the gospel to you.”

Now that was interesting. I looked up at Jory. He was just laughing away, singing his sick, little ditties, and…why not?

So I finished his claws, blew on them, and waited for them to dry. then I stood up and said, “I think I’ll go fuck Tom now. Okay, Jory?”

Jory never did hold his liquor too well. His head waggled a bit, and he nodded and said, “A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.”

I followed Tom out into the hallway.

We had no sooner stepped out of the bedroom than Tom spun around and pushed me up against the wall. He placed one hand to one side of me and held me against the wall with his lips.

That man could kiss. His lips were soft and hot, and they were hungry. I realized, as he scoured my soul with his mouth, that Jory having a small dick…well…he had smaller urges. He was horny enough, like all the time, but he wasn’t driven and insistent.

Tom’s hand went under my blouse and slithered up my body. He cupped my breasts and I gasped. He grabbed my nipple with one hand and gently pulled it. God, I nearly came out of my skull.

“Where you want to do this?” He asked.

“Guest bedroom,” I managed to say.

He picked me up, just scooped me up, and carried me into the guest bedroom. He was strong, and I could feel his muscles holding me so easily.

He bent and placed me on the bed, then started getting undressed.

I was anxious, and I pulled my clothes off like they were on fire.

Then we were both naked, and he was looming over me. I could feel his big cock swing against my leg. My, God! He was a club!

He held himself over me, a half a push up, and whispered, “Let me fuck your pussy first, then you’ll understand and we can do your asshole.”

“Okay.” I whispered, so horny I felt like I was exploding.

“Shit! Do we need lube?”

“Lots of it.”

I snaked out from under him, off the bed, and ran back down the hall and into the bedroom.

“Hey, baby! How’s the fucking?” Jory raised his glass towards me as I streaked past him, boobs bouncing, and into the bathroom.

Lana just looked up from where she was blowing on his fingers.

I came out of the bathroom and held up the jar of lube. “Just fine, baby.”

Lana laughed. “Good call. Use a lot.”

“Is she really going to get fucked in the ass?” Jory asked. I didn’t hear Lana’s reply.

Back in the guest room Tom was waiting. He was lying on his side, on an elbow, and his big cock was sticking out like a rooster’s beak.

Giggling, I laid under him.

He rolled over, and I was near swallowed by his muscles.

Still, he didn’t let his weight crush me, and I felt his hand spreading a bit of lube on my pussy. Then he stroked his cock and got it all slick.

“All right, baby. Are you ready for the big choo choo?”

Oh, was I! I gave a nervous gulp and nodded.

He slipped into me, and right away I knew I was in for an adventure. Just the head alone was amazing. It was like a big, old tennis ball was being forced into me.

I groaned, and it hurt a little, but the lube did its job and he slid into me.

Inch after inch of that mammoth python crawled into me, and I felt like I was being slow exploded.

“Easy now,” he whispered. He fondled my breasts, took his time, and kissed me.

But those slight distractions were nothing compared to the way he was opening me up.

“Oh, God…I can’t…”

“Sure, you can. Just hold on.”

He paused, and I had a chance to come to grips with what was inside me. I just laid there and got used to it. The slight pain receded, and the desire set in. I was plugged, filled, and I wanted to feel it more. I began to move.

He stopped me, kissed me, and I was getting desperate. “Please!”

“Pretty soon now. We just want to make sure. I’ll be able to get in you all the way, but I won’t be able to really fuck you until you’ve done this a bunch of times, until your hole is stretched a bit and can accommodate.”
 

I was gulping, unable to stop, and holding on to him. The itch that is the desire to fuck was monstrous. I wanted him to move.

Finally, he did. He shoved it the rest of the way into me, and now I was panicked. It was too big. “Wait! Wait!”

He had stopped, and he held me, soothed me, and he finally said, “That’s all of it. You see what I mean?”

I nodded. “I can’t…I can’t…”

“Not now you can’t. But with time…with time you’ll learn to love it. But it will always be like you’re walking on a cliff, thinking you’re going to fall into a big abyss of pain.”

“Oh, God.” I whimpered.

“Let’s do your asshole. It might hurt more for a second, but it can take the whole thing a lot easier.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

He pulled out, and even that was an excruciating experience. I wanted him to stay in…but…I couldn’t…it was too big.

Then he was outside of me, and I was gasping and wondering where he had gone.

He sat up and picked up the jar of lube. “Over on all fours and I’ll get you ready.”

I was surprised that I could still move, but I could, so I went over on my hands and knees.

Very gently he slathered lube on my asshole. After the near pain of. my pussy it felt really good.

He pushed lube into my asshole and used a thumb to spread it around inside. The he pulled his thumb out and used two fingers.

“Wow,” I said, now recovered from the near disaster. “That actually feels good.”

“Yes, it does.” He moved slowly, pushing more lube in, now using three fingers to spread it around.

He finished, and I felt like somebody had squashed a banana up my asshole. It felt good, but squooshy.

He stood up and got behind me. “Remember, the trick is to stay relaxed. If your muscles are rigid it’ll hurt. Relaxed muscles will accept everything quick and easy.”

“Okay,” I gulped.

He shoved it into me.

I knelt there, in shock, and felt the big baseball bat laying in my rectal canal.

“I know,” he said. “But if you go slow it takes forever, and you have to keep overcoming pain. Do it quick and fast and the muscles don’t even have time to tighten up.”

“Oh…oh…”

He was already sliding back and forth, and I felt that monster rub up against my walls.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Oh, God! Yes.”

For a long minute he just took his time, and I started to wiggle my butt a little.

“How did you learn how to do this?” I asked, at one point.

“Lana used a strap on on me.”

“Really?” I froze and looked back at him.

He put an arm around my head, bent me back, caused me to arch, and his dick to move around inside me. He kissed me, and being all pretzeled it was absolutely stunning and breathtaking.

When he let me go and went back to his long, deep, slow strokes, I asked, “Can you go home and get that strap on for me?”

He grinned. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “You think he’ll like it?”

“Did you?”

“Love it.”

“Then, yes.”

He began to move faster now. The bed springs squeaked and the bed knocked against the wall. Heck, my head was hitting the wall, but I didn’t care. That peeny up my rear was all there was.

Suddenly, he gave a big lurch and froze, and I could feel his cock unload in me. God! The man had just cum in his wife and he was cumming again!

Squirt after squirt, and they weren’t sissy squirts. I felt like a bucket of cum was being shaken into my pussy.

Finally, he sagged, then he backed off. I twisted and lay down on my belly, and marveled at the sensations in my rear end.

Alive, electric, opened up. And…filled with semen.

“Just relax a while. I’ll go get us some more drinks.”

I laid there and just tried to breath and remember who I was.

When we returned to the bedroom Jory was pretty nearly made up.

“Geez,” Lana mock complained. “You guys took long enough.”

Jory was asleep. He laid there, his features slack as Lana put on the finishing touches.

His eyes were smoky grey and his lips were bright red. He had the proper amount of blush, and she had even plucked his eyebrows and shaped them perfectly.

“Wow.”

Tom grinned. “He’s going to be surprised when he wakes up.”

“He’s going to be upset,” I mumbled.

“Sure. But…let’s keep him away from mirrors and keep pouring drinks into him. Then we can slack off a bit, and he’ll sort of sober up and get used to it.”

That made sense.

“Okay,” said Lana, “Now the hard part. Let’s get him dressed.”

Dressing up a limp body in tight clothes is difficult, to say the least, and we struggled. Really, we should have dressed him first, but that hadn’t seemed likely. Fortunately Tom had the muscle, and Lana and I could adjust his clothes.

We laid him on the bed and pulled up garters and nylons. Then we put on his bra and his breast forms.

“Crap. He needs a tummy shaper.”

“Not a corset?”

“Well, yeah, but I don’t want to squeeze his body when he’s drunk like this.”

So we put an open bottomed tummy shaper on him.

Laying on the bed he was beautiful. A woman in body and face, but there was one problem. He had a boner.

We all stood to one side of the bed and stared at the little cob sticking up. It was quite pretty, be it a bit small.

“That’s got to go,” said Lana.

“Yep,” agreed Tom.

And, I hated to agree, but with what we were planning to do…his boner had to go.

But it wasn’t going to go. That dick had been fucked, and but good. There was no sperm left to leak. But he was in a state, having made me cum, and it wasn’t going to go down.

“Can you jack a man off if he’s asleep?”

“Maybe,” I said, “But he’s not going to cum.”

Lana took it in her hand, stroked it a few times. Jory merely gave a snore. She frowned and backed off.

“You know,” said Tom. “I might have a way.”

We looked at him.

“Lana? Do you remember that toy the guys gave me last Christmas? It was supposed to be a joke?”

“You mean that miniature chastity tube?”

“Yeah.”

They hummed and hawed and discussed it.

“Might be too small.”

“For that little thing? Naw.”

“We’d have to be careful.”

“We can be careful.”

“We only live a few minutes away. I can be back in five.”

“We could put ice on his pecker, get it small enough to fit into that thing.”

“What are you guys talking about?” I asked. My back door felt so good. I wanted more.

Tom turned to me. “A solution.” He turned to Lana. “Back in five.”

“Okay.”

Tom ran out of the room and down the hall. A couple of seconds and I heard the front door slam.

“What are you guys…”

“Go get some ice. Big bag.”

Well, I had better. We had been using the ice for drinks all day, and I came back with a sort of plastic bag, the kind you use for back aches and stuff.

“Oh, yeah,” Lana whispered. She took the bag and wrapped it around Jory’s little penis.

We sat back and talked about Tom’s dick for a while, and Jory’s cock slowly shrank.

The chastity tube was a little thing. Way too small for a normal guy, but exactly the right size for tiny dick Jory.

Lana took the ice bag off him and Tom fitted a ring around his package, pushed a cock shaped sleeve over his penis, then secured the whole thing with a little padlock.

“Wow.” I stared at the little thing. “Is that hot?”

“It is sort of hot,” agreed Lana.

“I don’t get it,” said Tom. “What’s the big attraction? You lock it up and you can’t fuck it. And why would a guy want to get himself all imprisoned like that? That’s got to be the most frustrating thing in the world.”

“Exactly!” Lana and I snapped at the same time, then we giggled.

“Okay, he’s still asleep. Let’s put the cheongsam on him.”

Tom lifted and we girls tugged, and we pulled the oriental style dress up his frame. Talk about luck, it was a perfect fit. We buttoned the buttons and stood back and smiled.

Jory lay sleeping, facing up. And he was a beautiful woman. His dress was snug and his tits were big. His legs, showed a little, and the nylons gave him a sleek look. There was no bulge where the chastity tube held his little man prisoner, and, most important, his hair was absolutely stunning. It wasn’t the dark, raven wing look of oriental women, but it was better.

“Well, let’s have another drink and watch the tube while we wait.”

We sat around the bedroom and watched the big screen while Jory slumbered.

An hour later, he began to stir.

“Sleeping Beauty rejoins the land of the living,” Tom murmured.

I turned off the big screen and we gathered around the bed.

Tom moaned, then his eyes fluttered. And I do mean fluttered. He had heavily made up eyes. The mascara was precise, the fake eyelashes long, and the colors absolute perfection.

“Hey, baby,” I shook him.

He opened his eyes all the way, and was puzzled, but he was also still drunk.

“My head hurts,” he mumbled.

Lana helped him sit upright. We agreed that Tom should just stand and watch unless we needed him.

“What’s on my…”

Lana stopped him from rubbing his eyes, and I pushed a drink in his hand.

“Hair of the dog, baby. Drink up.”

He sipped, but I kept lifting the glass. The liquor went between his red stained lips easily. He gulped, and he looked at us. “What’s on my eyes?”

Again, Lana stopped him from feeling his eyes, and I pushed the drink on him again. I wanted him stupid again.

“All of it. Drink it all.”

Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to. But still half drunk, he managed it. Almost instantly he was grinned.

Lana and I helped him stand up. He was taller now. And while this confused him, he looked around and said, “Am I still wearing those heels?”

“You sure are,” answered Tom.

“Hey, buddy,” he wavered and almost fell, but Lana and I had him.

“Man, I must have drunk a lot, what’s this…” he started to look down at his clothes, his cheongsam, but I pushed and Lana pulled, and the threat of motion, and falling on his face, made him look up.

Chatting, talking to him soothingly, we walked him out of the bedroom. The drink was taking good effect, and he hadn’t had a chance to see himself in a mirror.

We arrived in the foyer and had a choice. Turn left, into the living room, and avoid all mirrors, or turn right and let him see himself in the big wall mirror.

I took a big breath and nodded to the others.

The mirror.

We turned him and he turned and grinned stupidly and said, “Are we going out? I don’t know if— “ he stopped.

He had caught sight of himself, and we kept him turning. He took in himself, and his breathing stopped.

He was beautiful. Slender with big breasts. His hair flowing down, his face perfectly made up.

He was a woman, and there was no denying that.

“I…I…”

He stared back at himself. He was still drunk, but his eyes were big, and I had a feeling that he was getting so shocked that the effects of alcohol were dissipating.

“Is that…did you…”

Lana stood next to him, under his arm. She was grinning, and beautiful. I realized they made quite the couple.

I was on the other side, under his other arm, and…we made quite the couple, too.

Tom looked on from behind us, proud as a puppy with a new toy.

Then the tears started.

“Am I…am I…” his eyes filled with moisture, a tear trickled down.

“Did you…I have boobs…what…”

More tears.

We talked to him, soothed him, but the waterworks had started. He cupped his hands over his face and cried, and his mascara, though waterproof, still ran a little. Lana and I dabbed and tried to keep the damage to a minimum.

I thought: Oh, no.

But I was wrong.

Suddenly Jory turned to me and hugged me. He held on, sobbed, and kept whispering, “Thank you. Thank you.”

If we thought we had had a party this morning, it was nothing like what started then.

Tom turned up the music and Lana and I started taking turns dancing with Jory. It was wonderful dancing with my new husband. To feel his large breasts pressing against mine. To catch the scent of the delicate perfume we had spritzed him with. To nuzzle together, our faces in each others hair.

Then I watched him with Lana, and I loved how she held his face and kissed him as they swayed.

Then Tom danced with him. Tom was big and manly, and he moved Jory around just like he was…she was…a woman.

At one point we were sitting around the patio table and Jory asked, “What’s going on with my cock? I can’t see it, but it…something is grabbing it. Squeezing it. And the harder I get the more it squeezes.”

We all chuckled, and Tom explained about the chastity tube.

“Well, when do I get it off?”

“That depends on your wife.” Tom handed me the key to the little padlock. “You make her happy and maybe she’ll let you out.” He grinned in a most evil fashion. “Then again, “Maybe she’ll just keep you locked up. Let you watch as I fuck her hole big.”

Jory’ face turned different colors, his muscles worked, but, in the end, he simply nodded and said, “Oh.”

At one point Johnny Timmons and his wife came over. They heard the noise from next door and wanted to do a little party crashing. When they found out why we were partying they were astounded.

“That’s…that’s really you? Jory?”

Jory nodded. He was becoming accustomed to his new appearance faster than I thought. I mean, he was still drunk, but there was a part of him that wasn’t drunk, if you get what I mean.

Johnny’s wife insisted on a dance. Then Johnny took his turn.

More neighbors came over, the news was getting out, and I found out later that Johnny’s wife had posted to Facebook.

Finally, everybody dancing and drinking and having a great time, I nudged Lana. “Do you want him?”

She smiled big time. “Do I? Does a fish want water?”

She moved through the crowd, took Jory’s arm and swung him back towards the house. People understood what was happening, and there were a few hoots, but Lana ignored them. Jory glanced at me and I simply smiled. I was sure, that though he had been drunk, he remembered me fucking Tom.

I waited a minute, then entered the house after them.

I followed them down the hall and listened to them at the door. Then, when I thought they were into their own universe, I cracked the door and peeked in.

“Oh, baby,” said Lana. “I have always wanted to screw a woman with a dick.”

She had him on the bed, was perched on him. Seemed like everybody wanted to be on top of Jory.

“But my dick is locked up.”

“That’s okay. I brought something for you.”

The strap on was in a bag next to the bed. Tom had remembered to bring it when he had brought back the chastity tube, and she took it out and arranged it around his waist. She had to lift his cheongsam to fit it on him, but when she was done he had a big dick, bigger than his own, and she was now beneath him, waiting.

“Drive it to me, stud. Let me see how a Girly Man does it.”

Jory slid the big penis into her, and marveled when her eyes went wide. Of course, he had never seen the look of a woman opened up by a big peeny because, face it, he had a little peeny.

“Yes, yes,” She held on to him and rose up to meet him.

Then I watched the most amazing race.

Her fucking for all her might, and him fucking and not feeling a thing.

She moaned and cried out and grabbed his hair and pulled him down to her lips. Being careful, of course, not to dislodge the wig.

Jory thrust into her, again and again, and I knew he was feeling the heat. The look on his face, but…nothing was there. It was a fuckless fuck.

Suddenly she began to cry out, guttural grunts and moans, and her hips bounced up and down. “Yes! Yes!”

She came and came and came.

Jory just stayed inside her, looking down, marveling at his own detachment, his lack of sensation as she had gone crazy. I knew he had to be the most frustrated man in the world right about now.

Then she pushed him off. “Oh, God. that was good. You can fuck me with somebody else’s dick any time.”

She strode towards the door, a big, happy smile on her face. She pulled opened the door, wasn’t surprised to see me, and stepped past me.

I stepped into the room and closed the door.

Jory was sitting on the side of the bed. His cheongsam up around his waist, the dildo sticking out. I wondered if he was comparing the dildo to the size of his own puny penis.

“Hey, honey.”

He looked up.

“Did you have a good time?”

“Well, I did…I guess.”

I chuckled. “That’s what it’s like when you get fucked by a tiny peeny. You feel something, but the bang is small. Sort of frustrating.

“Is that what you’ve felt all these years?”

I answered him simply. “Yes.”

He looked  very miserable then. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I said. “I love you, and there’s other ways of doing things.”

“There are?”

I was working around his waist, undoing the strap on. I lifted it off him.

“Like what?”

“Like this,” I began putting on the strap on. It felt to have a good, hefty, hunk of meat, even though it was plastic, sticking out in front of me. I thought about how I liked to be in charge. And I thought about how he liked it when I was in charge. It seemed to make his little dick even harder.

He looked at my big dick and licked his lips nervously. “I thought you were going to unlock me.”

“Oh, Lord no. I certainly don’t want to do that.”

I pushed his shoulders and he laid back on the bed.

“Ever?”

“Probably not.”

“Then…then…”

“Shush up, Girly Man.”

He shushed, and I moved between his legs. I slapped lube between his legs and thought about how Tom had slapped lube into me. I used a lot, and really smushed it in. I used three fingers and got him hot and horny…and well lubed.

“Honey, I don’t know—“

I rammed it in and he gasped.

“What don’t you know?” I asked. I grabbed his little cock cage and shook it. The penis was trying to get hard inside, but failing.

“I…I…” he was suddenly gasping and giving little shivers.

I held his cage and pulled out and rammed it in again.

“I don’t think…I don’t…”

“Good. You shouldn’t think. You should just learn to lay down and let me fuck you.”

“Oh, God,” he moaned.

I drove it into him, pulled out, again and again. I moved around so the penis would scrape against his rectal walls, wake up all the nerves.

He was beside himself, groaning, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets.

I leaned down and kissed him, then pulled back and said, “I won’t be getting dick from you any more. Tom’s dick will work for me, and when I get tired of him I might find somebody bigger. But as for you, hubby of mine, I am now in charge. I am the fucker and you are the fuckee. Is that clear?”

His teeth were chattering and his head bobbed up and down. I grabbed his chest mounds and squeezed. “And you can’t feel this, but we’ll get you some real ones, okay?”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

Real tits, and I’m in your pussy, and you are my Girly Man, now and forever. Is that clear?”

“Oh…OH! OH!”

Jory began to cum. Again and again.

END
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She Made Me a Woman!

A man learns his true nature


PART ONE

“Honey, I’ve had enough.”

I looked at Rose and sighed. She was a strong woman, and a sometimes headache.

There was the time she decided we were going to be sun worshippers. We stood out on the lawn every morning and every evening, watching the sun rise or set with half opened eyes. The most we got out of that little play was headaches.

Then there was the time we had to eat nothing but raw meat. Cavemen ate raw meat, and they conquered the world. Beat all the animals. And look at animals, they eat raw meat and they are strong and powerful, and…she didn’t like it when I asked her where all the cavemen were now.

And there were other little ideas she came across and decided to implement all throughout the world…starting with us.

“I’m sorry you’ve had enough,” I stated succinctly, hoping that this wasn’t the start of another mad fiasco.

“I’m not kidding.”

“Had enough of what?”

“Of a world designed by and built for men.”

I had been trying to get a video player to work, but this sounded bad. I put my teeny weeny screwdriver down and pushed back from the table.

“You seem to have adapted well to this man world. You drive where you want, all the glass ceilings are breaking, and it seems that men are getting the short end of the stick these days.”

She’s a beautiful woman. Nice, tight body and not too bad in the boobs department. Her face is a bit triangular and her eyes even and quite sexy. Except when she gets uptight and squinches her look. Then she looks a bit…narrow. She was looking pretty narrow right then.

“It’s men that rape women!”

“Well, women don’t have dicks.”

Oh, God, that was the wrong thing to say. I had meant it to be humor, or at least a quick way to circumvent what I knew was coming. She, however, did not agree with my somewhat admittedly lousy sense of humor.

In one breath, and without benefit of punctuation, and I dare you to say it in the ten seconds it took her, she blurted: “Buildings were designed for a Frenchman in the thirties for a body six feet tall and cars were designed in the fifties for men with six foot bodies and women aren’t even allowed in clinical trials because they have too many hormones and that skews the results and why don’t scientists realize that they should include women explicitly because they offered skewed results because aren’t you looking for the outliers they offer alternative statistics but scientists are scared of the truth.”

I blinked, and backed off. I mean, she was wound up, and when she was tightly wound like this there was no way I was going to have any affect with my admittedly ‘male’ arguments.

“Whoa,” I said, putting up my hands. “I apologize for men everywhere. You are absolutely right and I’ll never do it again.”

She glared at me. Hands on hips.

God, I was hoping that was the end of it. I simply hated it when I ran out screaming, utterly defeated and wishing I had never been born.

She grabbed my wrist and began walking back towards the bedroom.

Now, I could have wrenched free, but there was a piece of me that still held on to the slight possibility of marital bliss. I allowed myself to be dragged back to the bedroom.

All the way down the hall she didn’t say anything. Into the bedroom, and her usually full and beautiful lips were tightened in a straight line. Her round, beautiful eyes, normally so sexy, so alive, were now an angry a slit.

“I don’t really have time for this…I need to—“

She reached into her drawer and pulled out a bra. She threw it in my face.

“Wha—“

“Put it on!”

“I’m not putting it on!”

“Put it on,” she growled.

“Why should I?”

“Because it’s time you learned what it felt like to be a horse in a harness. It’s time you walked around all day with your body all bound up and your melons forced up. It’s time you learned what it feels like to have to dress the way a man wants!”

“I won’t. I never demanded that a woman wear…wear a bra!”

“So you don’t appreciate a woman with a good set of jugs?”

Oh, man. She was using mu own words, certainly my own actions, against me.

“I do. But I don’t tell a woman how to dress or what she’s got to wear!”

“Bullshit.”

We glared at each other for a moment, and then she was off again, and this time her bite had teeth. Big, fucking teeth.

“You once told me that it was lucky that I had big tits, that that was the only reason you married me.”

My jaw dropped. “Well,” I stuttered, “I did say that! But we were just joking! It was just my way of pointing out how beautiful your…your chest is.”

“So I’m nothing but a set of tits. Good for bearing brats and letting you spit your little dick in me…”

“It’s not little!” I protested feebly.

And she delivered the coup de grâce. The death blow. The end to any and every argument I might make. “It might as well be, because until you grow up and put on this bra you will never, not ever, put your penis in my love canal.”

With that she stomped out.

I stood there for a moment. I stared down at the bra, which had fallen on the floor.

“Traitor,” I said.

The bra said nothing. But I think it was laughing.

I turned around and went back to trying to fix the video player.

It took a couple of weeks.

Oh, it might have taken longer, maybe a month or even two, but Rose turned up the heat.

That first night she dressed up for dinner. Low cut, short hemmed, legs encased in nylon, feet in high heels. She wore make up and a string of pearls. Her hair was done up French style, and was so-o-o sexy.

And she fixed me a steak. Sizzling in butter with garlic and onions. Good quality cut of meat. And mashed potatoes with what looked like a half a cube of butter on the top. And the grease drippings form the steak poured onto the potatoes until they looked like a volcano of epigastric delight. And Moose Tracks ice cream for desert. And a bourbon and Coke.

Then, while I was indulging in this orgy of delight she began taking off her clothes.

I actually forgot to eat as she slipped out of her short dress and stood there in garters and bra and hose and earrings.

The she took off her bra. Those amazing mammaries of hers fell out and I dropped my knife and fork.

Then she ran past me, giggling.

Well, I can take a hint. I was on my feet and sprinting after her. But she had a head start on me. I reached the bedroom just as she slammed the door and locked it.

“Let me in!” I begged hoarsely.

“Just a minute. I’m getting ready.”

Inside my pants my dick was doing a mambo. I mean, when she turned on the sex appeal, it stayed turned on.

A minute, and I tapped again. “Please. Honey?”

Again: “Just a minute. Almost ready.”

Another minute, and I raised my hand to tap, and the door opened.

I was grinning, lusting, happy in my heart, my dick pounding madly, and everything stopped.

She was wearing a tatty, old robe. Her hair was a maze of skewed up curlers. She had cold cream slathered on her most beauteous face.

“But—“ I blurted.

She walked past me, and pushed the bra in to my hands. “Wear it.”

I stood there for a long minute and stared at the bit of material. A fucking bra. She had to be kidding. But she wasn’t.

I tossed the bra into the bedroom and turned back to the kitchen. I arrived just as she scraped my plate into the garbage. I could see the ice cream under the steak and potatoes, and my glass was empty. All that beautiful bourbon down the drain.

I tell ya, my heart was sinking rapidly.

“But I wasn’t done.”

“Oh, you’re done, all right.”

She walked past me then. Head up, not even glancing at me.

I ended up eating a can of hash. Bleh!

And it got worse.

She pranced around the house all dolled up, then, when I reached for her, she darted away.

By the second week I was not thinking correctly.

At one point she got down on her knees and gave me one of her famous deep throats, and just when I thought I was going to blow my load she slapped my balls and walked away.

I tried talking to her, but she just listened, then walked off.

By the end of two weeks I was horny, and my thinking processes were dulled. My dick was talking, but nobody was listening.

I was sitting in the bathroom, doing my business, and I finished. I stood up and looked at myself. Gaunt cheeks, dull eyes, a nervous excitement reminiscent of Renfield’s. I was a mess.

I looked down at my dick. It was priapic most of the time now. I hadn’t had any for awhile, and I could feel semen boiling in my balls, begging to be let free.

I needed love. More than that, I needed a fuck. I needed a release.

Standing there, I grabbed my penis. Without even thinking I began to stroke.

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. Ah, gad! It felt so incredibly good. I felt like I was going to spit my baby batter and finally get some relie—

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

My head snapped to the side. Rose was standing at the door, leaning on the jamb, a laugh on her face.

“Big strong man is reduced to playing with himself Just a horny, little boy.”

I spun and fell to my knees, I grabbed the hem of her skirt and buried my face in it. “Please! Please! Mercy! I’m sorry! The world was designed for men and I am so ashamed.”

I blathered on, not really aware of what I was saying, just so desperate I said whatever came to mind.

Finally, my heart poured out on the floor, sobbing into the bottom of my skirt, she said, “Jack.”

I looked up at her, tears pouring from my eyes, gut wrenching sobs shaking my body, and she slapped me in the face with the bra.

“Wear it.”

And I broke.

Can you blame me?

I had been reduced to my lowest state. My urges had been used to whip me. I took the bra.

Snuffling and sniffing, I put the thing on. I had watched her enough  times to know that you fastened it in front, then spun it around your waist. I did, then I slipped my hands under the straps and pulled the thing up.

She reached down and put her hand under my chin. She lifted gently and I rose to my feet. I felt, with this feel of love exuding from her, like I was ascending to heaven.

She kissed me, a soft, gentle kiss that scoured me and took what remained of my breath away.

Her hand wrapped around my erect penis and began to stroke. Back and forth, and my chest heaved and my balls yelled out ‘Hosanna!’

She chewed on my mouth, kept working my penis, and, the weeks of deprivation, I was shortly ready to squirt…and she let me.

“UNH! UNH!” I sounded like a caveman begging, and white fluid shot into her hand. Again and again. My legs shook and my body quivered, and I emptied myself.

At last, I stood there as if supported by her hand around my dick. I was slumped, exhausted, ready to lay down and go to sleep.

She looked at me with a smile. “Was that so hard?”

“It was hard, all right.” I smiled. “But it’s not now.”

“Good boy.” She patted my cheek and turned away.

“Ahh,” I sighed, and I began to take off the bra.

“What do you think you’re doing?” The bitch was back, sharp tongued and ready to flay me alive.

“I’m taking this bra off…” I was a little confused. After all, I had put it on. What else did she want.

“Don’t. You leave it on. You learn what a woman has to go through for a man.”

“But…I…”

“Do we have to do this all over again?” she snarled.

“No…no!” I was immediately reduced to beggary.

“Then leave that bra on. Wear it. Learn what you’ve done to women.”

“But I haven’t done anything!”

But my argument was for naught. She turned away, stomped away, and I was left with a choice. Wear the bra and live a decent life, or take it off and be dashed down to the depths of hell.

I chose to wear it.

It wasn’t bad wearing the thing, actually, once you got used to the straps digging in. But I figured out the right amount of tight in the straps, and I got a little extender for the back clasp, and…it wasn’t bad.

Heck, I wore it under clothes, a sweat shirt really covered it, and in a suit it was totally invisible.

Of course I still caught Rose studying me, a little glare in her eyes, and I wondered if she wanted the thing to be uncomfortable. I wondered if maybe she needed to adjust her own bra straps.

I didn’t, of course, bring up the subject.

I just lived life, got used to it, and I thought everything was settled.

We started making love again, and it was even sort of cool when she put a hand on my pecs as if they were boobs, and occasionally snapped my bra.

Made me giggle, if you know what I mean.

Then we went to a party.

Rose was dressed to the nines. This was a bunch of her girlfriends, and she was looking forward to it all week.

I was dressed casual, but spiffy, if that makes sense.

We walked into Jane Strider’s house, did the greet, and found ourselves a couple of drinks.

It was pleasant. I knew everybody, we had a lot in common, and we all mingled through the house and out onto the patio where there was a bit of music and dancing. The hours slowly passed and everybody was a little bit loosy goosy, Henry and Gwen disappeared for a while, and that was okay because they were married. Then Danny and Dorothy disappeared for a while, and they weren’t married. Ooh la la. And we all grinned and raised eyebrows.

I danced with Rose, and we smiled at each other and felt like disappearing for a while. But, no. We were going to save it up for when we went home. At the end of the last song she subtilely snapped my bra, and…Nancy Smith cut in.

“Ooh! Let me dance with Jack!”

Rose grinned and headed for the punch bowl.

I took Nancy in arm and swirled through the crowd.

Nancy was sexy stacked, and I could feel her breasts pressing against me. What I didn’t realize was that she could feel something of mine pressing against her.

Well, hell. I hadn’t had any for a couple of days, she was pressing her body up against mine. Can you blame me?

“Is that a prick in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?” She misquoted deliberately and giggled. Then she snuggled closer. Nancy was always known as a prick tease, and—oh, hell. I might as well admit it—I liked it.

I’m a guy! I had no intention of being untrue, but…I responded to her closeness, to her big boobs, to the feel of my cock pressed against her pussy. No matter there were several layers of clothing between us.

What I didn’t know was that such closeness would enable her to feel my bra.

She suddenly put me at arm’s length and blurted, “You’ve got a bra on!”

I turned red. A tomato would have been pale next to me.

“Jack! This really is…why?”

She wasn’t speaking loudly, and I kept my own voice low, hoping nobody would hear.

“It’s Rose’s idea.”

“Really? Is she feminizing you or something?”

“No…no. It’s just that…she wants me to know what a woman goes through.”

The dance seemed to go on for a long time, and I explained what I could, and even went into detail about how she had brought me to heel.

All the while Nancy’s mouth started getting larger with smile. When I was done, when the dance ended, she nodded, snapped my bra strap, and said, “Thanks for the dance, Jack. It was enlightening.”

Grinning, she wandered off, and the next thing I knew she was in a corner, talking to Rose.

Uh oh. And then I watched tragedy unfold slowly, like a train wreck in slow time.

This car bashes into that car, and that car bashes into that car, and the next car overturns, and…Nancy finished talking to Rose, and started talking to Gwen. And then Nancy talked to Gloria, and Gwen talked to Debby. And then Nancy talked to…and all the women were staring at me, grinning knowingly, and I was starting to turn redder and redder.

I grabbed the bar and downed a drink. I needed to get out of here. And quick.

But quick was not on the menu that night. It was a couple of hours before I managed to get out of the party, and then only after half a dozen women had snapped my bra and muttered things like, ‘Way to go, Jack.’ ‘I love a manly man.’ ‘I’m going to put George in a bra. And panties, too.’

Oh, God. It was bad enough that the women knew, If the men had known my life would have been over.

“That was a wonderful party,” Rose sighed as I drove through the streets.

“I saw you talking to a lot of women. What were you talking about?” I knew, I just…I wanted to hear it from her.

“Oh, this and that.”

“About my bra.”

“Yes. That was brought up.”

“Oh, God.”

“Well you shouldn’t have been dancing so close with Nancy. It was obvious from the bulge in your pants that…” she suddenly clamped her mouth shut, and I knew I was in the doghouse again.

“I have to stop wearing this bra.”

“Don’t you dare. In fact,  the other women like you in a bra. They’re all going to put their own men in bras.”

“But I—“

“And Nancy said she is going to put George in garters and nylons.”

That one froze me. I actually coasted to a stop. Rose slapped my arm. “Drive.”

I managed to get the car moving again, but my mind…my mind…

“So starting tomorrow you are going to wear garters and nylons. And I’ll start looking for a pair of shoes for you.”

“I’ve got shoes,” I blurted, hardly aware of what was happening.

“And maybe a bit of make up.”

I slammed my foot down and the car screeched to a stop. Fortunately, it was late, and there was nobody behind me.

“Now just wait one minute!”

Rose watched me, sitting back against the passenger door, a quirky, lop-sided grin on her face. “What color lipstick you want, Jack?”

“I’m not!”

“Drive, Jack. The house isn’t getting any closer.”

I started the car up again. “I’m not.”

But she didn’t say anything, she just pulled out the big guns again. She reached up and pulled her low cut dress down. She was wearing a shelf bra, and when those delightful nips poked out and stared at me I nearly drove off the road.

“Watch where you’re going, Jack.” She helped me steer for a moment, until I was back on the road, then she cuddled up against me. She unzipped my pants and began to suck.

Oh, God! I tried to push my hips up and make it easier for her. I tried to steer gently, without banging my forearms into her head. I drove slowly.

Her head rose and fell, and her lips leeched on to me and slithered up and down. I could feel her tongue lashing me. She fitted her lips perfectly to the lip of my skull.

Then I was about to squirt. I felt the ignition start up down there. I tilted my hips and…and…she backed off. And she even grabbed my cock with one hand and strangled it.

“Bad, Jack!” And she slapped the head of my penis with her free hand.

“Oh…no! Let me…let me…”

“Not until you grow up and act like a woman!” She slapped my dick again.

And there I sat, driving, in charge of a couple of thousand pounds of metal and rubber and plastic—a car was like a guided missile—but my own guided missile was blunted, called back, and I was reduced to whimpering.

“Ow…no…please…ow!”

“Bad, Jack!” she repeated, slapping the head of my cock again and again.

She kept slapping and slapping, spanking my best friend, until I was actually sobbing.

Then she let go and moved back in her seat. “Let that be a lesson,” she sniffed.

Shortly after that I pulled into our driveway, and let me tell you, I was hurting.

My cock, for which I had had such high hopes this evening, was crying. And I mean that literally. The head was red where it had been spanked, and little drops of pre-cum kept squeezing out of the slit.

Rose got out of the car. She had never pulled her dress back up, and she stomped around the front of the car, the headlights illuminating her massive, hanging mammaries, and up the walk.

I turned the car off and just sat there for a long moment. My cock was crying, but I was crying, too.

But it wasn’t the pain of having my cock spanked that caused me to cry. It was the idea of wearing garters, and nylons, and…and a bit of make up.

I was a guy, dammit!

But…was I? Really?

I was already wearing a bra.

Finally, sniffing, I got out of the car and went into the house.

I think I would have been able to resist. There was, in me, still, a bit of the male. The caveman who went out and killed saber-toothed tigers and brought them home to eat. The rugged hunter who jabbed a wooly mammoth in the ass with a puny spear and somehow…brought him home for dinner.

I would have. Except…the phone call.

It was ten in the morning and I was staggering around. I was a bit hung over, and trying to read the newspaper. Looking for the comics. Trying to let the pounding in my head wane.

RING RING!

I looked at my cell. Sunday morning. Who in the hell…I glanced at the face and it said…’George.’

That caused me a frown. Nancy’s George. What the hell could he want.

“Hey, George.”

“You asshole!”

I held the phone away and looked at it, then put it gingerly up to my ear again.

“George?” I tried softly.

“You wear a fucking bra, then Nancy finds out and she wants me to wear a bra. And Henry and David and…and all the women are demanding that we men wear bras! And it’s your fault! What the fuck were you thinking?”

“George, you’ve got to understand…” I tried to explain some of what I was going through. “Rose has been…she withheld all sex and…then she threw my steak out and…”

But in the end, George simply said, “FUCK YOU!” and hung up.

I put my cell down.

I was dead meat.

I was excommunicated from the brotherhood of all men.

No man would talk to me, and…and…my thoughts whirled.

An hour later Rose got up and came out smiling. She was holding the bra in one hand, and garters and nylons in the other.

I was in my robe, naked under the robe. My cock hard as always.

I looked at the items in her hands.

Bra. Garters. Nylons.

And what was next?

And I knew there would be something next.

Heels.

A dress.

And…and…(choke)…make up.

Yet, I had no support group behind me. I had no men standing shoulder to shoulder and demanding their rights. The men had left me.

I was weak. And I was getting weaker. I had no backbone left.

If only George had understood, if we could have talked it out and come up with a plan, but planning isn’t something that cavemen do.

I reached out and took the proffered items.

She walked into the kitchen and began rattling pots and pans and making a Sunday breakfast.

If I put these things on…I would get a feast. And then, someday, I would be reduced to making the feast, and she would lounge in bed and eat chocolates and watch soap operas.

A slow path to servitude, to the reduction of my manhood to mousehood.

Yet, what could I do?

I was an inch taller and ten pounds heavier. I was strong, I could go hunt lions and win…but I was outnumbered.

I was only a man.

I placed the garters and nylons on the end of the couch and put the bra on.

I put the garter on. It was tight around my waist and the straps dangled against my thighs.

I sat down on the couch and unrolled the nylons up my legs.

She was going to make me shave my legs. Or use some of that Nair crap. And then I would have to shave under my arms. Or…or go to a beauty salon and have them wax my body.

Ouch. Red strips across my body.

And my hair…she wasn’t going to let me cut it.

All these thoughts went through my head as I snapped the snaps to keep my nylons in place.

But…I wasn’t there yet. I still had an ounce of hope in my soul. Somewhere in my soul. I wasn’t sure where, but…there had to be some way out of this mess!

I stood up and walked into the kitchen. Wearing nylons instead of socks was weird, and my legs felt cool and hot at the same time. I had on a second skin and it was…unreal.

My cock stuck out under my garter. The air was cool upon it, and it throbbed and bounced.

I sighed, and stepped into the kitchen.

Rose was at the stove, and she turned and inspected me, and gave a big smile.

She looked at me. “Have I ever told you how sexy you are?”

I shook my head, caught in the glumness of my soul.

She came to me then. She kissed me and grabbed my cock and held it, and I felt the pulse of my man meat exulting.

Traitor man meat.

“Well, you are. And you are going to be so much more sexier when I am through with you.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Now sit down and eat your breakfast. We have a lot to discuss, and you’re going to love it.”

I sat.


PART TWO

The first thing that happened, and it happened pretty darn quick, was that Rose ordered me a pair of breast forms. Big ones. Next day delivery through Amazon. And, of course, a few more bras, bigger bras, to help support the breast forms.

Heck, my first bra was a training bra. Good for 12 year old girls.

These bras were for grown ups! They were built to support, and they had a lot to support.

I don’t know what the  rules and regulations are for fake tits, but she ordered me some that were extra heavy. I mean, I never knew how much real tits weighed!

I had been prancing around in my little training bra thinking I was packing meat, and when the reality hit me…oh, baby.

“That’s what real tits weigh,” Rose assured me, as she glued them on to my chest.

“But these have got to be ten pounds each!”

“That’s about right.”

“But how am I going to…oh!” The glue was dry and the ten pounders were suddenly supported by nothing but skin.

She handed me a bra with a grin. I wasted no time. I ran that thing around my waist, snapped it, spun it, flipped it, and gave my already aching chest some quick relief.

“Wow.”

“Nice,” she said, snapping a picture.

“Hey! No pictures!”

“Come on,” she pshawed me. “You need the memories.”

“What for? Glue wears out, I can take off lingerie and stuff, and…and…”

She just smiled and patted my cheek, and uploaded the damned thing to the cloud.

I looked at myself in the mirror. The odd thing was…it was kind of cool.

I’m not a big, muscular guy, and to have a big, old pair of boulders on my chest, it really effected me.

“I think he likes it,” Rose quipped, as my cock bounced.

“I do not.”

She just smiled, and handed me my garters and nylons.

And there I was, semi naked with a big pair of tits. Looking a little feminine, if I do say so, and stuck.

Rose tossed me a dress and said I should get used to it, but I wasn’t ready for that.

Not yet.

But…I could feel myself changing.

It was sort of cool to have tits, and my boner sure was bouncing.

But I resisted and walked around the house all day like that.

And the next day.

“It’s going to get cold when winter sets in,” Rose observed.

“Maybe,” I committed nothing.

Then, the third day, she got me once again.

I was sitting in the computer room, perusing Factinate, and trying to ignore the way my cock popped up and bounced against the bottom of the desk. I was reading about some actress who had had a terrible childhood, and…

DING DING!

I sat up straight.

“Hi, girls!”

Oh, crap! They were already in the foyer! I couldn’t get out of the computer room without being seen. Parts of the conversation drifted down to me.

“Hi Rose. Nice of you to…”

“Thank you…I just think…”

“He’s doing very well…and he’s always so big now!’’’

Giggles.

Crap. When were they going to go into the living room? Or out to the patio? I needed to get to the bedroom. I’d get these tits off if I had to rip my own skin off.

“He’s right down here…”

What!

I heard a herd of high heels coming down the hallway.

Oh, fuck. Oh, shit. Oh, sweet heysoos on a horse without a saddle!

I looked around, desperate for a place to hide, but we had packed the room with shelves and cabinets, there was absolutely no place—

“Here he is. Honey, say hi to the girls.”

I turned, slowly, and felt like I was drowning. Going unconscious. Dying, and there was no heaven, only a hell full of smiling faces.

“Hi, Jack.” They all greeted me, and looked at me, and smiled.

And seemed pleased by my titly, fleshy persona.

“Oh, he’s wonderful.”

“Where did you get such wonderful breast forms. They look so lifelike…”

“George doesn’t look half as good. He looks so dowdy compared to Jack.”

“His hair is long. Are you going to style it or get him a wig?”

Slowly, I began to absorb the voices. The faces. The women from the party.

Nancy, who had first discovered my…my fetish.

Debby and Gwen and…and all of them.

And I became aware that I was standing, my face in shock, and my cock pointing at them and…dripping. Bouncing so hard that it actually flicked bits of pre-cum into the air.

And Nancy asked, “How are you doing, Jack?”

“Ab…ub…ub…” I stuttered.

“Oh, he’s still got the womanshock.”

Womanshock. They actually had a word picked out to describe the feelings a man went through when he was first feminized.

“Show him your website.”

“Yes…do…show him,” the other ladies chimed in.

Nancy moved forward and I actually flinched when she brushed by my cock.

“Careful,” quipped Rose. “You never know when that thing is going to go off.”

They all laughed.

Nancy tapped keys, then stepped back, brushing against my cock again.

I looked at Rose, who just smirked and seemed okay with the whole scene.

“There he is. Look, Jack.”

I turned, and my eyes widened.

George. In full femme. He didn’t have breast forms, but he was obviously wearing bra and panties, the lines were quite plain to see, and a full wig, and…make up!

I gawked helplessly. I was so shocked that I collapsed onto my swivel.

George. Who I had played golf with, and talked about which lineman was going to survive the cut, and hockey, and smoking cigars, and…and…he was a woman!

“But…how!?” I blurted.

“You provided the inspiration, Jack. Once he saw that men could wear bras the inner him sort of came out. Oh, it was a crazy couple of days. He was either raging, or trying on underwear. I know he called you and yelled at you, but he’s sorry for that now. I do hope you’ll forgive him. Anyway, the whole thing…”

She just kept blathering on and on, and I was stunned, and shocked, and dismayed, and didn’t know what to think.

Manly man George?

A sissy?

A sissy at heart, if Nancy was to be believed, and I saw no reason not to.

Holy crap!

Then Gwen chimed in, “We brought you a present.”

I spun back to them. I still wasn’t able to speak much, and she held out a pair of high heels.

“Rose said you were ready, and I had a pair that didn’t fit Charles…so…”

I found my hands slowly reaching out and taking the shoes. They were expensive. Black. Tall spikes. Open toed.

“Put them on!” some of the girls giggled and encouraged me.

“Yes, Jack, put them on,” Rose was standing with a half a smirk, and half a pleased look.

Dully, moving as if I was outside my body, I put one heel on, then the other one.

The girls clapped and gave little cheers of encouragement.

“Stand up, Jack,” Rose said.

I rose, and was never more aware of my cock than that moment. It was pulsing, throbbing, dancing with glee. It stuck right out in the middle of the gang of women.

They all gave cheers then, big cheers, and I became aware that I was red. Had been red the whole time, but so out of it that I hadn’t noticed it.

“What do you say, Jack?”

“Thank…thank you,” I mumbled.

“All right, girls, we’re going to adjourn to the patio and have some wine now, but I have one thing left to ask Jack.”

They all went silent and waited for whatever Rose was going to ask.

“Jack? Would you do me a favor?”

“Uh…”

“We’re going to be on the patio, we’re going to spend a couple of hours out there, and we hate to be running back and forth getting our wine…could you…do you think you would play the waiter for us?”

My jaw worked, up and down.

“It would mean so much to me if you would do that. You don’t have to get dressed or cover yourself up, and…could you?”

I found myself nodding.

The girls all thanked me, then they were gone.

I turned to the computer. George, laying odalisque on an elbow. A filmy negligee and a bra and panties. It didn’t look like he was packing much.

Heck, I always had a big, old boner when I was wearing female things. The front of his panties was smooth, and I wondered if he was wearing something that controlled his penis. Made it smaller, tied it back, something.

“Jack?”

I turned the computer off and headed for the kitchen.

I spent the next couple of hours weaving between ladies, and it often felt like they were shifting position so that my cock would strike their thighs or buns. I would turn sideways and try to slip between two ladies, and one would shift and I would have shift, and…whap, my cock would touch them.

They would turn and grin, and giggle.

Rose, of course, made a big show of slapping my cock when it happened around her.

And, here’s the funny thing, my cock alternated between dripping pre-cum, and actually oozing semen.

Not a lot of semen, just a drop here and there. But it was semen, and I was transported, felt like I was having a light orgasm all after noon.

But, I kept serving wine, and the girls became loopier and loopier, and finally, I had to drive them home. Heck. I was the only one sober.

In a negligee and garter and bra.

I sat behind the wheel and my boobs almost touched the steering wheel.

The girls laughed and hooted riotously.

They were so riotous that they were yelling bawdy things out the window, and…a cop pulled me over.

Man, that was the wildest ticket I almost got.

The cop in a spiffy uniform strides up, and I roll down the window. He blinks.

The girls are all yelling for him to take off his clothes.

He’s looking at me and I spout helplessly, “I’m being kidnapped. They made me dress like this and drive them around. They just made me serve them wine all afternoon.”

The cop had no clue, and I could, on reflection, appreciate his dilemma. Take in a bunch of loony bitches drunk to the gills, and a cross dresser. But the girls had broken no laws except for being loud. And I was obvious sober, the designated driver.

Gwen rolled down her window and tried to grab his crotch.

The cop backed up quickly, and the rest of the girls hooted and called for him to step closer.

“We’ll dress you up and fuck you…like Jack here!”

Then one of the girls shouted, “We should get Jack off.” And they all started chanting: “Jack off! Jack off! Jack off!”

Well, what could he do?

He squeaked, and I do mean squeaked, “Drive carefully, sir.”

He walked back to his cruiser, his legs shaky like he had been the one drinking, got in and drove away.

I started up again, and the girls all cheered, and I managed to drop them off, one by one.

Finally, I returned home, got the final load of women, and delivered them to their homes. This load wasn’t so bad because they were starting to get tired.

I returned home and Rose was asleep. Sprawled on the couch, naked. She had taken off her clothes and was waiting for me…and had passed out.

I went into the computer room and called up George again.

George. My once studly friend. My God!

The next day I was in underwear and heels, so…why not. I slipped a dress over my head.

Rose loved it. She walking by and goosing me, making me jump with a pinch, and even feeling my tits.

And, she was feeling very amorous.

She had been so busy teasing me that she hadn’t gotten off for a few days. And after the wild party she had put on with the girls…she felt like lovin’.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t exactly the kind of loving I was hoping for.

You see, I’m sort of a cock in the hole kind of guy. I like to slip it in, slid it around, and spit.

I know. sort of selfish, but that’s us cavemen for you.

Now that I was being converted to the…the New Women’s World Order, she wanted more out of sex.

No more wham, bam, thank you ma’am.

Which, at first, was okay by me.

“Honey, come here and do me.”

I grinned. She was in bed and I had my boner bouncing, and she said, “with your mouth.”

I blinked. I’m okay with oral sex, but not a huge fan. I mean, it’s all about putting the pecker in the pussy, right?”

Not now.

She grabbed my head and pulled it down and smushed it into her V.

Man, I ate and I ate. I kissed her vag. I sucked her clit. I ran my tongue up and down her labs for an hour.

My jaw was so tired I thought it was broken.

Then, when I thought I was going to die, she said, “Use your fingers.”

Oh, man. I rammed and jammed a set of fingers into her until my forearm thought it had died and needed to be buried.

But she had had a couple of cums, she must be ready for the grand finale now! Right?

Nope.

“Honey, Gwen lent me a strap on. I want to see what it feels like.”

“A strap on? But what about my dick?”

“That old thing! Pshaw. I’ve had that. I want to try something new.”

So I strapped on a strap on, and looked down at my new dick with misgivings.

The dick was big. Bigger than mine. And the veins stood out, and those were sure going to give her some rippling sensations in the pussy. And, when she wanted me to cum she would simply reach down and squeeze the balls. That would. cause a bunch of white semen-like goo to squirt out. A lot of semen-like goo.

She was hot then, and really ready to go. And she should have been. After a couple of hours of licking and sucking and fingerbanging and…she was ready.

I knelt between her legs. She was never more beautiful. Her skin was flushed, glowing with heat. Her lips were plump and red with her own excitement. Her hair was spread out on the bed around her, and she pulled my hips.

My own cock was underneath the fake cock, and I felt it poke into her.

“Careful. I don’t want that thing up my asshole.”

“Why not?” I leered, thinking that ‘any port in a storm.’

She just ignored that quip and pulled me into her. Correction, pulled my fake cock into her.

Her eyes went wide. “Oh, God! That’s bigger!”

I held for a moment, not sure what to do. After all, I couldn’t feel anything.

“Well, come on! fuck me!”

So I began to move back and forth.

It was weird. I couldn’t feel anything, but she was feeling everything.

I would ram my hips forward, my lower cock would feel nothing, just slap against a cheek at the most, and my upper cock, which I couldn’t feel, caused her eyes to go wide, and her hands to clutch my arms, and she moaned and groaned.

“Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me all night long.”

Man, I rammed that thing into her, and she was moaning and making guttural sounds and hunching her back and tilting her hips, and holding on to me. Her eyes looked crazy, all rolled back and flickering.

And…she came. Man, I have never seen anybody cum so hard in my life. She flopped her hands out and they began to spasm. Her legs started jerking uncontrollably. Her pelvis was shimmying, and I could feel, even through the fake penis, the muscular contractions as she came her brains out.

Then: “Squeeze it, Jack,” she whispered.

I reached down and grabbed my fake balls and squeezed them.

Man, she must have filled those puppies up. They squirted so hard that the goo actually jetted back out along the sides of the fake cock.

“Oh, God…that feels so good. Feel that. Feel that, Jack.”

But I couldn’t feel anything.

Then the exertions too much for her, she simply passed out.

I still had my plastic peter in her, and she simply started to snore.

What was I to do? My own cock was like an iron bar, ready to go, but…she was asleep!

So I gently pulled back and climbed off.

I looked down at my double penises.

The big fake cock, dripping with slimy juices.

My own cock, bright red and dripping pre-cum.

I had been right there, so close to getting in her, and yet…so far.

I cleaned the plastic peter off and put it away, then went out to the kitchen to have a drink.

When Rose came out of the bedroom, an hour later, I was two drinks down and working on a third.

It’s funny. I was just sitting there, drinking, and looking at my cock.

I wasn’t thinking anything, just studying it. It jutted out, throbbing, and dripping, framed by garter straps.

God, I was horny. But…there was something about just being horny that was sufficient.

Yes, I wanted to cum. But these last weeks, being put on hold time after time, and then having to fuck Rose with an artificial penis…it was exciting in a unique way, and I liked that unique excitement almost as much as I liked squirting. Maybe more.

How weird.

Rose sauntered in with a smile. She was naked, and quite happy.

“God, that was a great cum. And you squirted that jism in me at exactly the right moment. I woke up all gooey and feeling warm and satisfied, almost like I had really pleased you.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but…what? I had been used. I had been used much the way I used to use her. She had always been a receptacle for my lust. Now it was reversed, and I was the receptacle. I wasn’t allowed to cum, and…it felt good.

She drank a glass of water and studied me. “You look interesting.”

“Oh.”

“You’re drunk, aren’t you.”

“Pretty much. I’m high and getting higher.”

She nodded. “Are you feeling good?”

“Surprisingly good.”

“Even though you didn’t cum?”

I shrugged.

“Well, then, perhaps it is time to go all the way.”

“All the way?” I looked at her blankly.

“Sure. Come on.”

We were walking down the hall towards the bedroom when I had a thought. “Hold on a minute.”

I went into the computer room and powered up. Rose waited, puzzled, and watched.

I called up George’s website, and there he was.

Across the top menu were choices, and I selected ‘stills.’

Pictures of George. George as a boy. George as a man. George…dressed up.

And captions.

‘I had urges I didn’t understand.’

‘I snuck into my mother’s underwear and smelled them, and…wore them.’

‘I thought I was wrong, bad, even evil.’

‘I forced myself to not think about it.’

‘I had dreams…I was afraid to share.’

‘I wanted to be accepted for who I am.’

‘Who I really am.’

A timeline of his life. A sequence of young to old, with images that were innocent, and yet incredibly revealing.

And the last picture, obviously taken within the last couple of days. George in full femme. Lingerie, bra, make up, long hair.

George, who had sat next to me when WWE wrestlers body slammed one another and screamed their trash insults.

“Well?” asked Rose, a little curiosity in her voice.

I stood up, shut off the computer, and came to her.

We kissed then, our breasts pressing, and mine, firmer for being fake, winning. I tasted her lipstick. I smelled her flesh. It was positively delicious, and I wanted to smell that way. Taste that way.

Then, looking up at me, and pleased, but slightly curious as to what was going on in my head, she took my hand and led me towards the bedroom.

She Naired me, and we waited fifteen, then she had me step into the shower. I rinsed, and watched the hairs slither down the drain.

I stepped out and she had another drink ready. I sipped it while she toweled me off. She paid special attention to my cock, but stopped before I could cum.

“Not yet, big boy. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

She led me into the bedroom and had me sit on the bed. She spread a towel under my feet and proceeded to paint my toes. Bright, delicious red. Shiny red. Sexy red.

I watched her, and she smiled up at me, and focused on my nails.

Then, when they were dry, she led me to the vanity table.

I spread my hands out and she shaped them, then selected false nails and applied them.

“This is just regular glue. Should stick fine, but we can use super glue if you want to.”

I watched as, finger by finger, I grew little talons. Then she painted them. The same bright red. And lacquered them. They looked like little claws when she was done. I held up my hands, turned them this way and that, marveled at how slender and feminine they had become.

“Okay, baby. Let’s get you dressed.”

She put a corset on me. A real corset, bones and all. I could hardly breath when she tightened it, but it felt good. I could feel my body shrinking and loving it.

Then she rolled up nylons and attached them to the straps hanging from the corset.

I glanced at myself in the mirror and was amazed. I had a shape. A more feminine shape than I had ever had. And it was just the beginning.

Rose helped me into a dress, and now my hourglass shape really stood out. Definitely a woman.

And, I slipped into the shoes Gwen had brought me. The high heels. My now red toes peeked out and my ankles felt so slick and my calves had a wonderful curve to them.

“Wow.”

She sat me down at her vanity and began to make me up. She cleaned my pores, primed me, prepared the canvas of my face for the color of life.

She put the blush in my cheeks and spent a long time getting my eyelids perfectly shaded. She shaped my eyebrows, mascaraed me, and then, the pièce de résistance…lipstick.

She chose a shade that was a perfect match for my fingers and toes. She gently applied it, then added a touch of gloss. When she was done I had the sexiest, shiniest mouth in the world.

Perfect, if I may blushingly add, for kissing.

And I did want to kiss her. Deeply, savagely, to the ends of the earth.

Finally, she placed a wig on me. I had long hair, but not long enough. She adjusted the wig, clipped it on, and there I was.

We walked out to the foyer and the big mirror. She held my arm because I was a bit unsteady in the high heels, and we stood in front of the mirror and marveled.

Perfect. I was a couple of inches taller than her in my heels, but she quickly fixed that. She ran back to the bedroom and trotted back in her own high heels.

Now I was only an inch taller than her.

She was naked, so the comparison isn’t really fair, but I had bigger boobs than her.

Regardless of clothing, though, we were two beautiful women.

For a long time we stared, then she got her cell phone and started snapping pictures.

Once I would have objected.

Not now.

The world may have been built for men, but it was obvious that it was converting to women. And I wanted to be one of them.

Finally, pictures taken and uploaded, to be shared on the net, Rose turned to me. “Well, honey, there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

She took my hand and once again led me through the house to our bedroom.

You fucked me with a plastic peter, now it’s time to return the favor.

She kissed me, and we tasted our lipsticks, then she pushed me back on the bed.

“I want to take you doggy style the first time.” She began putting on the strap on. I stared at the dick until she said, “Over you go. All fours, like a good, little puppy dog.”

I turned over and my mind was in overdrive.

Yes, this was the last step. After this I would be as experienced a woman as any. But…could I take that big dick?

But, really, having come this far, I had no choice. I was now compelled.

She slapped lube on my ass, reamed it into my hole.

I shivered. My boobs hung in my bra. My hair flowed over my face.

I was about to be de-virginized. If that was a word.

My cherry popped. My virtue taken.

Was I ready?

I thought I was, and then it was too late even if I wasn’t. Rose shoved forward and her dick slithered up my canal.

Oh, it took my breath away and I fell forward, flattened out. But she went with me, and her weight impaled the penis in me as deep as it could go.

“Oh…” I grunted.

“Come on, honey. Get back up here.”

She reached around and placed her hand on my face and pulled. I managed to get back on all fours, and then she went to town.

In and out, shoving, pushing, tilting, corkscrewing. She turned that big peter every which way but loose, and I felt my hole opening up, all the nooks and crannies explored.

I couldn’t think. All I could do was just accept it, and marvel.

This was what a woman felt like. This fullness. This shivery sensation that exploded in the groin and ran right up and the backbone and down again.

I gasped.

She leaned over me, let my arms support us, and grabbed my tits and rode me.

“Oh, fuck!” I whimpered as the world opened up. “Fuck!”

Dutifully, she kept ramming that thing into me. Little pains became big pleasures. My asshole truly felt like singing.

“You’re cumming,” she whispered.

And I was. I felt like I was made of exploding gold, and semen leaked out of my dick.

Was I cumming? Not in the traditional sense. I wasn’t having spasms and jetting out the baby batter. But the baby batter was being forced out of me. Maybe by pressure on the prostate, maybe an actual prostate orgasm.

I leaked and leaked, and felt golden, and then I was empty. And all I wanted to do was lay down and sleep.

I fell forward, and this time Rose let me. She gently slipped the big dong out of my hole and backed away.

And I remember thinking, before I felt into the deep sleep.

Now I am woman.


EPILOGUE

Rose and I lived together for six months. We fucked a lot, mostly her fucking me, but we eventually grew apart.

I found that I couldn’t fuck her on those rare occasions she wanted it. My dick, you see, stopped being hard for her.

My dick was hard for being a woman, not taking a woman. It happens.

One night she came home with a pussy full of another man’s love, and I knew it was over.

A few weeks later, after a few more forays, she knew it, too.

“What are you going to do?” I asked her.

“Find a man, I guess. I do love men.”

“And will you do to him what you did to me? Will you remake him as a woman?”

She thought about it, then said, “No. Been there, done that.” Then she looked at me. “What are you going to do?”

“It’s funny. I don’t know. I love women, but I’m not capable anymore. But I don’t love men. I guess I’ll just live until I can figure it out.”

“I guess that’s the best you can do,” she agreed. “Are you going to do hormones?”

“Probably. The journey isn’t over until it’s over.”

“You got that right,” and she nodded thoughtfully.

And so we parted on amicable terms, and with the best of memories.

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


I Made Him into a Female Model!

A glorious trip down the catwalk!


PART ONE

“Oh, crap! Oh, no! What was she doing here?”

I leaned my head against the door, wishing I hadn’t even looked through the peephole. Which was odd, because the woman knocking on my door and leaning on my buzzer was a knock out.

I knew her name, Linda Burwell. And I knew she was a model…and a model for adult products. She was maybe five foot six and 120 pounds of pure sex. That’s a hundred pounds of calves and curves and buttocks and a tight waist and…twenty pounds of boobs.

“Open up, you little pervert!” She wasn’t yelling yet, but her voice was rising. I sure didn’t want to have the neighbors hearing her.

I put my eye to the peephole again. She was putting her beautiful blues to the peephole at that exact moment, and I flinched back.

God, that face, so perfect, her lips so red. I had actually spent some time on the internet searching for her ads, and when I had found them…oh, my God!

Instant boner. Just add Linda and…instant boner.

“Ha!” came her voice from the other side of the door. I saw the shadow in the peephole! You’re looking out at me! You’re in there! Now open this door or I’ll call the cops.”

Oh, my God! The cops! I could go to jail! In fact, it was a federal offense! I could go to jail for a lo-o-ong time!

Still, I couldn’t move.

“In fact, I won’t call the cops,” her voice, just her voice, was a turn on to me, “I’ll just bang on your door until the neighbors call the cops. how about that? Would you like that? Pervert?”

BANG! BANG! BANG! “HEY PERVER—“

I pulled the door open and stood revealed. “Please,” I begged, and the tears started pouring from my eyes.

She opened her mouth in surprise. Her sexy mouth. Those perfect, red lips. She had never expected to see me like this.

“You…you…” She blinked, her eyelids fluttering.

I heard a door open down the hall.

“Come in!” I begged. I had to get her out of the hall. I had to get her out of sight of the neighbors. Not because there was anything wrong with a girl knocking on my door, but because I had committed a crime…many crimes…and now she had caught me and I associated that with everybody catching me and being kicked out of my apartment and arrested and…oh, why did I ever do it?

But I knew why I had done it. I was sick. I was a pervert. I couldn’t help myself. I was like an alcoholic gambler that smoked. I was addicted…and on so many levels.

“What’s going on down there?” came a voice.

“Please,” my voice was desperate, and she grinned.

“You need help, miss?”

“Nah. The door locked on me.”

“Come in!” I whimpered.

“Oh…”

She came in.

I shut the door, put my back to it and made a moaning noise. Man, I was in trouble.

She kept walking, through the living room, glancing about, taking note of the books I read, the computer. The stacks of magazines with her on the cover.

She stopped and picked one up. Opened it to the center spread where she was centered, spreading. She fine legs open at an angle that revealed almost everything. Her breasts curved and pointing, the nipples upswept to turgid peaks. Her head lolled back with her luscious hair hanging down.

Her red lips open slightly, her eyes glinting, her expression one of ‘come hither, I really, really, really want you.

By now I was next to her. But what was there to say? I burbled and bubbled and nothing intelligent came out.

She grinned, closed the magazine and put it down. “So, you’re a fan.” Then she caught sight of the box on the kitchen table, already opened, the contents already in use, one me. “And a petty thief.”

“I’m sorry! It’s just that you’re so beautiful!”

She gave a delicate, little grunt. Her smile was a bit lopsided now, and she pushed past me and went to the table. She looked in the box. Nothing there but a little glossy tag, with a picture of the contents of the box, on it.

She looked at the tag. “I remember this. That was a great shoot. Lots of fun.”

She turned to me, looked me up and down, “And apparently you think it was fun, too.”

Caught, busted, I felt faint. I was going to be in prison. Wearing black and white stripes. Or greys, or whatever prisoners wore. I wasn’t going to be wearing what I had on now. I wasn’t going to—

Suddenly she grabbed my arm and turned me around. There was a mirror on the wall over the hutch, and we stood together.

She was in a ratty robe, well worn. I was in the contents of the box. A pale green, see through night gown.

She filled her robe with real boobs, large boobs, succulent boobs.

I filled mine with a cheap ass bra and breast forms. And not even panties. Just my hard cock sticking out.

“Do you really think you could look like me?”

I, of course, fainted. Dead away. It was all too much. Caught. Prison. Revealed as a pervert. My knees just buckled and I slumped down.

“Wake up?”

I was on the floor, and my life was over. Memories of her banging on my door, coming into my apartment and confronting me swarmed through my mind.

She had a paper towel, run under the water, and was patting my cheeks.

“Oh…” I looked up at her, kneeling next to me, her beautiful eyes, and my own eyes began to flutter.

“Come on. Don’t pass out again.”

I didn’t want to pass out…but I did. I was caught…

She slapped me in the face. “Wake up!”

I sputtered and made sounds, and she grabbed my nipple and pinched it and pulled it.

“Ow!” I found myself sitting up.

“Okay.” She stood up and looked down on me. “Now that your screaming meemies are over, get up and let’s talk.”

Slowly, I got to my feet. And I felt so dowdy next to her. Her curves, my fake curves. Her beautiful face. My lank hair and overgrown eyebrows.

While I had been unconscious she had actually ignored me, went through the kitchen and found some coffee. It was perking on the stove while I looked around, took a last look at my apartment, my beloved collection of Linda pictures, before they carted me away. I’d probably end up seeing a psychiatrist, labeled a sex offender.

“Sit down,” she said, as she sat down. I could see through the glass top of the table. Her legs crossed at the thigh, the tatty robe hanging so that one leg emerged, so perfect, so smooth and sexy and…

“You stare any harder and I’ll charge you. Now sit the fuck down.”

Yet, she was smiling.

Of course she was smiling. She had caught a pervert, and was going to put him in jail.

I staggered past her, opened up a cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I put ice in a glass, bourbon, then filled the rest with Coke. I downed a huge gulp, one hand on the sink, then turned around.

I must have looked ridiculous to her. A man in a flimsy night gown. Fake tits.

Yet she wasn’t guffawing.

She tilted her head slightly in question, and I took the hint. I took my glass to the table and sat down opposite her.

She, with the fine form, her crossed legs, her flesh so…so beautiful.

And me, a fake crossdresser. My legs apart, my cock hard and exposed, my elbows on the table. And, of course, I started crying again.

She let me cry. I think she maybe even enjoyed my crying, but, eventually, she said, “Dry up, sweetheart. I’ve got to get to work eventually, and you’re wasting my time.”

I dried my eyes, kept snuffling, and asked, “What are you going to do?”

“Well, before I make a decision, let’s talk about you.”

“What…what about me?”

“Well, for starters, it’s pretty obvious that you’re a pervert, but the question is…how much of a pervert.”

I thought about denying it, but the proof was draped on my flesh. I thought about claiming it was the first time, but that would have been ridiculous. I had already seen her looking at the stack of empty Amazon boxes. Empty…and with her name on them.

“Do you like women? Or are you gay?”

“I’m not gay!” I spouted, finally showing a bit of spirit. Then, in a lower voice, “I just like to wear clothes”

“So you get all dolled up, and then you…what? Jack off?”

Dully, I nodded.

“Got to speak up, slick. Speak up.”

“Yes!” I pouted loud enough for her to hear.

“Good. And what is your name?”

“Jason,” I whispered.

“Eh?” she cupped her ear like an old man who was deaf.

“Jason,” I said more firmly.

“Well, Jason, second question. If you’re not gay, is it me…or is it the underwear?”

Now I was stuck, and the truth just sort of blurted out of me. “It’s you…and the underwear.”

“Me and the underwear,” she mused thoughtfully. Then, a chuckle, and: “I’ve had a lot of guys want to get into my underwear, but you’ve certainly taken that to a new extreme.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll never do anything like this again. I’ll…” as I mumbled out my apology my eyes were downcast, and I didn’t see her take her cell phone out of her big robe pocket.

I talked and talked, and suddenly realized I was hearing little ticking sounds. Real soft. Like a clock. I looked up and then jumped up. She was clicking madly away, recording my…my predicament.

“Hey!”

She stopped, “Now, Jason,” her fingers were still tapping the phone. “I’m not sure what I’m going to do to you. Ah, there we go, all uploaded.”

Aghast, I realized that she had uploaded the pictures she had taken of me. But…to the cloud? To Facebutt? Oh, no!

“Wait a minute! You can’t do that!”

She laughed. “You’re telling me I can’t do something that I already did? Jason…Jason.” She shook her head.

“But I don’t want anybody to know!”

“And they won’t, if you do everything and anything I say.”

She leaned forward and those magnificent mammaries nearly fell out. They bulged in the robe, and want to come out, and I even saw a bit of nipple. Not that I hadn’t already seen the excited tips pressing against the thin material.

“Now then, drink your bourbon and listen up.”

I sipped another giant gulp.

“On one hand, I am flattered. After all. You have gone to a lot of work to stalk me. Buying all those mags…I imagine your computer is full of me…”

I nodded.

“…and even wearing the very clothes I wear.”

She sat back and thought out loud, “You’ve been stealing my Amazon boxes, but it’s obvious you’ve been ordering my underwear on your own. You must have a pretty big collection by now.”

“I do,” I whispered.

“Show me.”

I stood up, took another giant gulp, and walked to the guest room in my apartment. Except it wasn’t a guest room. It was a wardrobe room. Half of the room had rolling hangers, and on the hangers were clothes. Lots of clothes. Dresses, negligees, wire hangers festooned with bras.

Linda’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my God! This must have cost a fortune.”

“I invented a computer software program.”

She walked down the row of outfits, fingered them, then turned to me. “I wondered why a geeky guy—and you are a geek, you have good skin and all, but you act like a geek—would be in in an apartment house like this, an apartment house that caters to models and actors and such.

She studied me for a long moment. Stared at me like she was memorizing me. And she was frowning. Not a big frown, just a little down curve of those magnificent lips.

Suddenly she walked back into the living room. She stopped in the middle of the living room.

More thinking.

I didn’t say anything.

She turned to me.

“Jason, I am more than impressed. On the surface, you look like a nice guy, but underneath…you’re a flaming sicko.”

My heart was sinking like the sun into the Pacific. I expected everything to turn to steam any second.

“But, here’s the thing. You have, in your own sick way, paid me quite a compliment. So, what do I do with you?”

“I’ll never do it again!”

“”Shut up,” she said conversationally. “Of course you’ll do it again. And again and again. That’s just who you are. To expect you to stop would be like expecting ice cream to stay frozen. It just ain’t going to happen.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Well, I could get you tossed in jail. I’m sure Spike and Bubba would be fine with that. But…that’s sort of a waste. I mean, so what if you jack off. Everybody jacks off. And you aren’t hurting anybody. So…is jail the place for you?”

I shook my head and mouthed ‘no.’

“So I’m not sure what I’m going to do. But I’ll tell you this…I’m going to do something.” She grinned. “After all, a stinky, little pervert shouldn’t be allowed to get away with it, right?”

“I’m not stinky,” I whispered.

She laughed, “As if your smell is all you have to worry about.”

Nothing I could say to that.

Suddenly she placed a soft hand under the line of my jaw. She held my head up and stared directly into my eyes. “No. Prison is not the place for you, and…maybe…” Suddenly she stopped wondering out loud and spoke firmly.

“Jason. You stay home today. You drink your bourbon, but not enough to pass out. And you keep those clothes on. If I come back and you’re not wearing these ‘duds,’ I will send those photos to the police.”

She whirled and pulled out her camera and snapped a couple of pictures of the pile of empty boxes. She stepped closer to them and focused on the name and address. Then she turned back to me. “Stealing mail is against the law. Big prison time for that. So you do what I say…and I’ll see you tonight. By tonight I’ll have made a decision. And, who knows, if you do exactly what I say you might not end up sharing your cell with a 300 pound convict with a big dick and an insatiable thirst for male pussy.”

With that she spun and walked out of my apartment.

That day was the worst day in my life.

I sat at my kitchen table and cried. My life was over.

Then I heard the door to her apartment open and close. I ran to the front window, stood on my balcony behind a big plant, and watched.

She strode down the street. One of the most beautiful women in the world. Hell. The most beautiful woman in the world.

I watched the sway of her perfect ass. Those round globes were downright celestial in their perfection.

When she crossed the street I could see her tits lightly jouncing. They were heavy and full and, again, so damn perfect it hurt.

On the far corner the Uber was waiting, and she slithered in on the driver’s side. I got a glimpse of those perfect gams.

I sighed, the Uber sped off, and my world crashed in on me again.

I had been stealing boxes from in front of her apartment, boxes filled with clothes, and now she had caught me. She must have wondered where her deliveries were going, and had seen me trotting down the hall with today’s box under my arm.

Damn! Damn! Damn!

I walked in circles.

I thought about throwing out the boxes, and wondered why I hadn’t already. I mean, why keep a bunch of empty, incriminating boxes?

But I had, and I don’t know why, and now she had lots of proof of my perversions.

My perversions. I had started cross dressing when I was a child. Twelve years old and I had discovered the joy of wearing my sister’s bras.

Oh, it started innocently enough. Just holding one of those wonderful garments up in front of my chest and…wondering.

But it had, once I discovered that such flimsy garments gave me such enormous boners, accelerated to a fantastic and uncontrollable fetish.

I collected bras. I wore them. I spewed my cock juices into the toilet endlessly.

I discovered panties, and the delightful way they never quite contained a man’s package. It seemed like my balls were always falling out the side, and my cock had nowhere to go, and it was so delicious and dirty and…I jacked off more.

Then, out of college and on my own, I began ordering things off Amazon. Money for my software was coming in regularly, and mounting up fast, and I could afford my kink.

Negligees, tummy shapers, shoes—I loved high heels—and hose and garters and even wigs and…and I grew my hair long to accommodate my filthy habit.

Sometimes I would spend a whole weekend just combing my hair in a feminine style, and wear my collection of slinky, kinky under things.

Then I had found this apartment, filled with movie stars and models, and therein lay the twist.

I could afford clothes. No problem. But to wear clothes that had been holding a pussy, or large, bountiful tits…it was something money couldn’t buy.

So I went to the laundry and occasionally scored a nit of underwear. And then Linda Burwell moved in.

Oh, my God. The perfect goddess. She was one of these people that looked as good in person as she did in a high fashion spread. That shiny hair, those blue eyes. The way she filled her clothes, her…her underwear.

She was a model, and she was also an underwear model. Sometimes I would see her in a catalogue for a high end department store, looking haughty with an eyebrow raised. And sometimes I would see her in a Playboy, or one of those other magazines, laughing as she flaunted her charms, tantalizing and teasing the horny boys of America.

And she was al-l-l over the internet. There was even a small cult following. A group of horny college guys had voted her ‘The Model They Most Wanted to be on a Desert Island With.’

And I lived right down the hall from her.

Hell, it was only a matter of time—seeing her in the elevator, down at the laundry, in the swimming pool, just walking across the street from my balcony—before I started focusing on her underwear.

The problem was she didn’t leave her clothes running in the laundry. She sat and read fashion magazines and wait for her laundry to cycle through.

And there were obviously no clothes lines in the apartment house.

But there were deliveries. Lots of deliveries. People who spend their time advertising for the public, or acting, frequently don’t like to go out, and there were boxes being delivered every day. Lots of boxes. And many of the boxes were delivered early in the morning. Before these late nighters got up.

But I was up. And one day I simply walked past her apartment, as if from picking up a newspaper, and nudged her box away from the wall and out into the hallway.

I stopped, glanced around, tried to act like I had just discovered an errant box, and picked it up and took it back to my apartment.

Three pairs of underwear. High cut. Thongs. Silky, soft, stretchy here and there…and perfect to encase her pubic mound.

And my cock and balls.

Oh, Lord. I wore those panties until they wore out. And my hard on was constantly poking out. In fact, I think my dick is actually what poked those panties to the breaking point.

And I stole another box.

I tried to control myself, to do it only once in a great while. But it was only a matter of time before she got suspicious from all the failed deliveries, and then she had looked out her peephole and seen me sauntering away with her dainty underthings.

I poured myself another drink. Then I went to the computer and fired it up.

If I was going to get thrown in prison, if this was my last day of freedom, then I wanted to spend it the way I wanted to.

I spent the day staring at digital images of the most perfect woman in the world.

And I kept changing my outfits, running through my great collection of Linda underwear.

And the whole while my heart was pounding. My cock might have been throbbing, but my heart was destroyed.

I was going to prison.

And, worse, in prison I wouldn’t be able to peruse the net for Linda, thumb through the magazines with her image, to wear the clothes that she had worn.

My life was over.

I waited, sitting on the couch, the TV on but not watching it.

Four o’clock passed. Then five o’clock. That was the come home time for most people, but Linda kept different hours. Models always had different agencies, different photographers, and sometimes she came home late, even after midnight.

And sometimes she came back home an hour after leaving.

So I sat on the couch and waited.

And I went out to the balcony and waited.

Then I came back in…I was a nervous wreck.

What was she going to do?

Had she already called the cops?

Were SWAT team members already lined up outside my door with battering rams?

Then I heard her door open and close.

I went to my door and peeked out. Her door was closed. She had received a couple of packages that day, which I dare not touch, and they were gone. She was home.

I wanted to run down and pound on her door and beg for mercy. I didn’t dare.

I was the helpless, hopeless victim here. I had to wait and see what punishment she deigned to deliver.

An hour passed. A slow hour.

What was she doing?

Didn’t she know I was going crazy?

Of course she didn’t.

Then I heard a knock.

I ran to the door, swung it open.

She stood there, an amused smile on her face. She walked in, brushed past me, and said, “Miss me?”

“Please…I’m sorry.”

“Oh, shush up with that.”

She walked into the kitchen, the bourbon was still on the counter, and she poured a Coke high.

“I don’t drink much,” she explained, sitting at my table. She was wearing sweats. Comfortable sweats. Grey. The logo on the front of her sweat shirt said, in pink, curly letters, ‘Pink!’

It was quite a contrast to me and my negligee and fake tits.

“Pour yourself one and sit down.”

“I…I…” I went and poured one. I mean, what was I going to say? She was here, and punishment would be meted out.

I sat down and she studied me. “Good skin. I like the long hair. You could use a bit of moisturizer, though. Have you ever heard of Andrej Pejic?”

“No.”

“I wouldn’t think so. He’s quite famous, you might have.” She shrugged. “You have any music in this place?”

“Only my computer.”

“Put it on low. We’re going to have some discussion, and we have to do some things…I like good music. Pentatonic is great. I don’t mind Karen Lovely. Better for partying, but that girl can warp a word.”

I put the computer to one my playlists and Shania started warbling.

“Oh, goodie!”

I went back to the table.

“Go get a towel. Scissors. Wet your head.” She pushed her chair back and turned it slightly.

Puzzled, I did so. I figured she was going to razor a legend on my scalp. ‘Pervert!’ Or maybe just shave my eyebrows.

I returned and she said, “Clothes off. All of them.”

Slowly, I slipped out of the negligee. I was glad. That was all I had worn.

“Bra and boobs. Let’s see your chest.”

I took off my bra and boobs. I was naked in front of her. My dick, of course, was like a rod. She ignored it.

“Sit down here, facing away from me.”

I knelt, and she placed the towel around my shoulders. She produced a comb from the little front pouch of her sweatshirt and began snipping at my hair.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want,” she murmured. She snipped loose ends from around my ears. She began to run the comb up the back of my scalp, making little snip, snip, snips.

“Are you…are you making me look like a girl?”

“Isn’t that what you want?”

“I…no…I…”

“Better make up your mind, little perv. ‘Cause when I get done you are going to have the most wonderful set of locks.”

I sat there, cross legged like an Indian and she kept snipping. She didn’t take much off, just little bits and pieces. I felt that ‘hair raising’ sensation and didn’t know what to do.

A haircut was my punishment?

It didn’t seem right. Something was off here.

She moved my head back and forth, and her hands on my flesh made my cock harder than ever.

“You have one of those never say die cocks, don’t you?”

“What?”

“It’s called priapism. When a guy’s cock wants to stay hard all the time. Sort of cool, but it gets in the way, too. We’ll have to handle that.”

“I don’t understand.”

“We could make you wear a gaff. That’s a thing crossdressers or trannies wear to hide the salami. Or maybe we could just tie it down, but that’s always so cavemen. I knew one guy who wore a chastity tube. That’s probably the best, but…we’ll find out.

I was thoroughly confused. She was cutting my hair, talking about my weenie. I didn’t understand.

“Okay, turn your head this way…” she pressed gently and i went with the pressure.

KNOCK KNOCK!

I would have stood up, but she placed a hand on my shoulder and jumped up first. “Oh, goodie!”

She ran to the door and opened it. I was flustered all over. I was naked. It was my own living room, but, still…

“Linda! Baby!”

I couldn’t see who was at the door through her body, but she seemed very excited. She hugged and kissed cheeks, then turned and led the newcomer into the apartment.

He was slender, wore tights and a Russian style coat with two rows of gold buttons up the front. His hair was sleek, blonde and combed back, the flip done with style.

And he was wearing make up.

Not a lot, mostly eye liner and a bit of shadow, then he got closer and I could tell it was a lot. It was just so artfully applied it didn’t look so much like make up, but a healthy, robust glow.

“Hello, dahling,” he tossed at me, placing a large bag on the counter.

“This is Jason. Jason? Do you have a last name?”

“Thorne.”

The newcomer rounded on me and said in a very affected manner, “Ooh. Jason Thorne. How svelte.”

He was gay. Flaming like a flamethrower.

“Are you…”

He looked at me, a piercing look, and I could swear, he read my mind. “As gay as a kite in the summer wind, dearie. You aren’t a homophobe, are you?”

“Uh. No.”

“Excellent. And who has been doing what to your gorgeous hair?”

“That was me. Guilty. I just wanted to spruce him up. He was a rag, not deserving of your genius, and…” she shrugged.

“Well, you say the nicest things, and he does have sweet locks. I suppose I could go round and round with him.”

“Who are you?”

“La la,” he laughed. “Who am I…I have often wondered, but the birds in the trees tell me no secrets.”

“Jason, this is Estelle Harmonious.”

“You can call me Star,” he opened up his big bag and started rummaging. “I am in harmony with the stars.”

I figured out the meaning of words, but not much else. What was he doing here? Why had Linda called him? What was going on?

Estelle, AKA Star, turned from the bag. He held up clippers and a brush and looked like Edward Scissorshands.

“And if you eat your Cheerios and pray to Tinkerbell on a regular basis… you, too, will look like you are in harmony with the stars.”

With that, he advanced on me, grinning, smiling, chuckling, chortling, like a pixie on ecstasy.


PART TWO

It was difficult sitting still. He was gay. He was wearing make up. He was flaming, to say the least.

But he also wasn’t interested in me. Not in the slightest. He was interested, however, in fixing my hair.

If I thought Linda was fastidious in her hair cutting attentions, she was a butcher, a serial killer, next to the perfectionism of Star.

He put me up on a chair and took his time. He turned my head this way and that, his manicured fingernails as gentle as a wind. He snipped not locks, but individual hairs. And the raising of my hair on the back of my neck, I think they call it hackles on a dog, was extreme.

I mean, one second his made up face was peering into mine as he examined my hair as it hung over my forehead. The next second he was breathing into my ear, with soft, scented breath, as he layered my side burns.

“Oh, dearie. He does have the sweetest hair. So soft. He needs better shampoo, though.”

“I don’t think he even uses shampoo?”

“He doesn’t? And he still has this soft, furry mane? What gods have blessed him?”

Linda: “Do you think my comparison to Andrej was too much?”

“Not enough. With the right make up he will make poor Andrej jealous.”

“Oh, good.” She sighed in relief.

And he said: “Do you have the backing?”

“Plenty, if I can pull tonight off. But I can’t shake any of the others off contract.”

“You will. One show and the kiddies will be clamoring to break contract and lay before your sexy tootsies.”

I blurted, “Can you tell me what is happening?”

Star took my chin and turned my face to him. Up close, looking into my eyes so intently, he unnerved me, but, like I say, he wasn’t interested in me. He was just interested in my hair. “Dearie, children should be seen and not heard, and if you are a pleasant goose we will do better than tell you. We will show you.”

The music on my computer had gone from Shania to Nora and then to my favorite, Katie Melua, and back to Shania. Shania was singing ‘I Feel Like a Woman,’ and Linda and Star began talking about modeling. I just sat there, drifting in and out. It was very pleasant, and if I hadn’t been worried about going to jail—although that possibility was lessening—it would have been a very happy time.

I was still worried, however.

Finally, it was about nine o’clock, and Star stood back. “Voila, dearies!”

Linda came over and walked around me. “Oh, you are a genius.” She licked her lips. “We’ve only got an hour. Make up?”

“I will do the Star special. She will glow like the sunrise and little cherubs everywhere will giggle and play games. Go pick her out an outfit. Better change yours, too.”

An hour?

“What’s an hour?” I asked.

“You, dearie. So mind your Ps and Qs and life will be wonderful.”

He began to dig through that big bag of his, and he brought out little boxes. He opened the boxes and they were filled with squares of make up, brushes, tubes and vials.

“What is that?” I knew what it was.

“It’s make up, dearie. And we are going to—“

“I’m not letting you put that stuff on me!”

He frowned. “Don’t make me stamp my foot.”

“Stamp your foot all you want. I’m not letting anybody put make up on me.”

He frowned mightier, and called out, “Linda, dear. Somebody needs a spanking.”

Linda rushed out of the guest room. She was wearing nothing on top and underwear was slung over one forearm. “What’s the problem?”

“He doesn’t want to be beautiful,” Star gestured at the make up laid out on the table.

Linda bent her knees slightly and stared into my face. “Not one iota of shit. You will do what you are told.”

“But—“

“SHUT!”

I shut. I was almost crying again, but…what could I do?

Linda ran back into the guest room, throwing the under things draped over her arm onto a chair, and Star bent to my face again.

“You really shouldn’t be so silly,” he said. “Everybody wears make up. Actors live in it. Models, of course. But even politicians, anybody who wants to go on stage.” He was brushing my face with a little sponge and it was turning black. “Make up gives you color under lights, a glow of spirit when properly done. And I do it properly.”

Linda ran out of the guest room with a couple of skimpy dresses. One was open down the front. Cleavage to the belly button. The other one had no back. They both shimmied in the light. I remembered ordering them. They were expensive, but I had purchased them on special.

She asked me, “Do these fit you well?”

“Well, uh…” Here I was sitting naked while a gay person put make up on me, and I was getting embarrassed.

“Do they?”

“Yes.”

Star ignored my sudden flush of red and was applying some sort of primer to my face.

“You really need to use a better soap,” he mumbled.

Then Linda came out carrying garters and hose. She held them up for Star. “Yes?”

“Definitely.” He was dabbing something on my cheeks, rubbing it in with his thumbs. My hard on was very awake, and even gave an occasional little drip of pre-cum.

“Oh, Lordie,” he mumbled at one point. Then, he called out to Linda. “What are you going to do about his dripping?”

Linda rushed out, high heels in hand, and stared at my cock. My cock, of course, stared right back.

She looked me right in the eye. “I’ll blow him before we arrive.”

Star nodded. I gulped. I was going to get a blow job from my dream girl?

Linda returned to the guest room for one last time, and I managed to whisper, “Star. What is going on?”

He chuckled. Painted my eyelids. He had already trimmed my eyebrows and put mascara on me.

“It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime. And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“What?” I jerked my head to look at him and he pushed my face back to the position he wanted.

“Oh, you silly. That’s a line from King Kong. The original. Don’t you know anything?”

Linda came out and wasn’t carrying anything. “Okay. Time to start dressing him.”

“What is happening?” I asked weakly.

“He’s such a silly,” Star pronounced disdainfully.

“I’ll tell you in the Uber. Right now—“

“You’re going to Uber? With this delicate flower? Nonsense. I’ve got my car outside. Besides. I want to see this.”

“But…okay. And thanks.”

“For you, dearie, the sun and the moon,” Star smiled. “Now, be careful. I’m almost done, but I’ve got to pierce him.”

“Pierce me?”

“Shut!”

Star laughed.

While Star finished putting the finishing touches, which were mostly a touch up to my eye shadow and some lipstick, Linda slid garters up my torso.

“He does have a wonderful shape, does he not?”

“He does.” She pulled tiny, stretchy panties up my legs. She began rolling nylons, lifting my legs and telling me to relax.

Relax. I was being made into a freak. And she wanted me to relax? I swore to the Gods above that I would never look at an Amazon box again as long as I lived.

She fastened the nylons to the garter, then slipped high heels onto my feet.

“You really should have painted his tootsies.”

“We’re running out of time.”

“Alas. I suppose so. But I’ve got enough time to do his hands.”

“Oh, could you?”

My penis stuck out in the panties. Badly. “You better get your lips to work, honey.”

Linda sighed. “I want to wait as long as possible. I don’t want him recovered and sprouting out while we’re there.”

“I know Dickie Dixon, and he certainly isn’t going to care about a little chub.”

“Yeah, but look how big he is?”

“Bigger than Andrej, I’ll give him that. Hold still, Jason, honey. I’m going to give you some danglies.”

Then proceeded the moment that I would forever remember. A gay fellow pushing holes into my ears. He wiped with alcohol, I could smell it, moved the pin to position, and spick! I was pierced. I jerked a little, but, really, it didn’t hurt.

And, in the meanwhile, Linda pulled my panties down and put her mouth over my cock.

I gasped.

As I may have mentioned, she has the most perfect lips in the world. And they were red, my favorite color. And curvy and plump. And now they were around my best friend. Sucking, licking, while her hands played with my testicles.

Star went for my other ear. “Eat with your mouth closed, dearie. I can hear you gobble.”

Linda stroked me, her hand slithered up and down, and her touch was delicate.

And I was already turned on. But, and here is the cruel jest of all time, I couldn’t cum.

Star standing there, everything so weird, me going to prison…I couldn’t cum.

I wanted to. Lord knows I wanted to. That beautiful face, those gorgeous lips, I should have squirted from a mere look. But…I couldn’t.

Linda made gulping noises, watched me, but…

“Crap,” she finally said, raising her head. “You didn’t just jack off, did you?”

“No! I swear! I don’t know why…”

“It’s the elephant in the room, dearie. He’ll blow in the car. You can use the backseat, but you’d better not make a mess.”

“I won’t.”

Then Star said, “And you, young princess, if you don’t cum by the time we get there…I’ll blow you myself. And when I suck cock they stay sucked.”

I stared at him in horror. A gay man sucking on my cock? I actually felt faint.

“Okay. Dress.”

They pulled the yellow dress over me. My front was open and my pale skin shone.

“Stop sweating,” mumbled Star. He grabbed some powder and patted my chest.

“Oh, no…oh, no…” Linda worried.

“You shut, dearie. He’ll do fine.”

“But everything is riding on this! What if they ask him questions? He’s got no experience.”

“You just barge in and take control. I remember a meeting in Paris where you handled a room full of sissies. Me being one of them. You are…and you will be, mahvelous. Simply mahvelous. Now, come along Jason.” He said to Linda. “I’ll take the princess, give him some instruction. You bring his change.”

“Do you think he’ll need a change?”

“Nope. but better safe than sorry.”

Star took my hand with one hand, picked up his big bag, and led me towards the front door. Fortunately, I had pranced around in high heels quite a bit, and I didn’t fall on my face.

Into the hallway, and nobody was there, thank God.

“Now, when you walk, place one foot in front of the other, on a line, and let your hips swing.”

He demonstrated.

Confused, I followed him. I could hear Linda closing and locking the apartment behind me.

“Excellent, dearie. Now, remember to put the toe down first when you…” he continued talking as we navigated a short flight of stairs to the corner elevator.

“That’s right. And let your hands move like they are throwing flowers onto the ground, but you don’t want to be seen.”

We stepped into the elevator and Linda crowded in behind us. She was holding a bag and the second dress. She stared at me with a worried look on her face.

“If somebody offers to shake hands do it like this,” he offered me the ends of his fingers, adjusted my hand, and it was just a grip of the first knuckles type of shake. “And kiss women like this…” he air kissed first one cheek, then the other. “Now give Linda a kiss and let’s see how much you retain.”

Dutifully, aware of my cock sticking out under the dress, I did an air kiss to the woman of my dreams. She air kissed me back, and my heart was pounding. And my cock was pounding even harder.

“Very good, but don’t hold like a man. Just touch the forearms like this.” He demonstrated.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” Linda worried.

Star rounded on her and glared. “Don’t you dare be negative! They’ll pick that up in a second!”

“I know, I’m sorry. But he knows so little and we’ve got so much riding on this.”

Star held her arms then, focused a grim look on her face. “Honey. You won’t fail. You never fail. And that’s why I’m banking on you.”

“Okay. Okay.” She gulped, and I was astounded to realize that she was now the nervous one.

Star turned to me then. “I should be yelling at you, but you are the child, the princess, and if you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.”

We stepped out in the lobby and headed for the front door. Star still holding my hand and dragging me along. Linda following and chewing on those beautiful lips and trying not to worry.

What the holy heck were they getting me into?

“My car is right down here. Jason, walk on a line and let your hands sing. Linda. Stop that. Okay. Let’s pile into the old hot rod.”

Star drove a big Lincoln. It was black and shiny and barely short of being a limousine. He opened the rear door and ushered us in. I crawled across the seat and settled in, Linda crawled in next to me, turned to me, and stared.

Star went to the front, opened the door, gave a toot of the horn, and swung into the Hollywood traffic. “Row, row, row your boat…” he chortled as he honked his way through the evening traffic.

We drove up La Cienega to Sunset and turned left. I stared out the window. Beautiful people sauntered along the Strip. We passed the Hustler store, then the Whiskey a Go Go. It was a hot evening and Star turned on the AC so high it was shortly freezing.

“Got to keep you from sweating, dearies.” Then he passed back a stick of roll on. “And this is extra insurance. Better get to blowing, honey. We’re going to be there soon.”

Linda wasted no time. She pushed me back and once again devoured my cock with her mouth.

Now, out from under the eye of Star, a bit more relaxed, even though I didn’t think I would ever completely relax, I felt my cock wake up.

She reached under my penis and grabbed my balls. She sucked and used her tongue and I was almost over the edge, when she suddenly reached a finger under and poked it right into my asshole. I gave a weird kind of a screech, and began to unload.

Spurt after spurt. A week’s worth of gism. Pulsing up the tube, out the head, and down into her throat.

She kept up with me, didn’t spill a drop, and then swallowed.

She raised her head and watched my cock. She gave another couple of licks when little drops oozed out, but, it was done. I had just received a blow job, a world class blow job, from the woman of my dreams.

She smiled, licked her lips, and looked at me.

It just burst out of me then. “I love you.”

She blinked. I was so sincere. There was no denying I had spoken from the heart.

“Oh, my,” came from the front seat. “If you don’t marry him I will.”

Linda didn’t say anything, however, and I suddenly felt embarrassment. I had emptied my heart out, but what right did I have?

She didn’t know me from Adam. I was just the stranger in the apartment down the hall.

Heck, I had really stepped into it this time. My dream girl, and I had probably insulted her.

We followed Sunset out past the big tall buildings and down the long straight. Past the lot where a sheik had supposedly burned his mansion down, and now smaller McMansions were being constructed.

Into Bel Air, the low mountains just above Sant Monica. These were the rich homes. Not just a quarter acre, but tens of acres, hundreds of acres, and three story mansions with swimming pools and tennis courts. We passed the Hannah Carter Japanese Garden and wound our way up the hillside. The big Lincoln crept through a couple of corners.

“We’re going to be late,” worried Linda.

“Fashionably,” agreed Star. At that moment he pulled up to a gate. He leaned out and waited.

“Yes?”

“Linda Burwell for Mr. Dixon.”

The gate began to swing back. Slowly, like they were jaws opening.

Star drove between the gates, around a drive with a brick wall on one side, and came to a parking area. Beyond the parking area was a house, which is to say a mansion that made other mansions look like outhouses.

Start hopped out of the car and opened the back door. Linda crawled out first, then me.

I stood in the warm night air and gazed at the abode in amazement.

Four stories. Columns. Tall windows. World class shrubbery. It was a Mediterranean motif, but incredibly large.

“This way,” Linda took my hand.

“Remember,” Star coached. “One foot in front of the other. If you are confused don’t say anything. Believe that anything you do is right and it will be.”

The sound of our high heels resounded as we came closer to the house, and we mounted a short series of wide steps. The doors were big double doors, and they were open. We simply walked in.

We were in a big front room, lots of furniture, stairs leading up to the second story in a curve against the wall. To the right I could see a billiards room., straight ahead, through a large opening was what looked like a kitchen. To the left was a dining room, and there were several men sitting and smoking cigars.

Star guided us to the room and we stepped down a low step.

There were six men, all sitting in comfy looking Queen Anne chairs. One woman was standing in a corner, peering out a tall window. Through the window I could see several young people playing a swimming pool. Light music drifted in from outside, and the young people looked high school age.

“Ah, Linda, and I see you have brought Estelle with you. Good evening.” He air kissed Linda, gave that fingertip handshake to Star, and then there was me.

He was slightly chubby, but I had the feeling it wasn’t all fat. The piercing look of his eyes told me that this was a man who didn’t let himself get fat. He had a thin mustache over his lips, and he was slowly losing his hair. He was wearing informal, sit around clothes. Worth a couple of thousand bucks.

“This is Jason. She’s the one I was telling you about.”

Suddenly, I was center stage. Without a script. No clue.

The man took my hand, in fingertips, and held it, and scrutinized me. He looked me up and down like I was a side of beef and he was a lion. It wasn’t long, but, man, was it thorough.

Then he smiled, a flash of teeth, “I’m Dickie Dixon, my dear. Quite pleased to meet you.”

I heard the breath woosh out of Linda, and realized she had been holding her breath.

“Come now, let me introduce you.” He walked me around the room. An arm linked in mine. “This rascal is Peter Parker. No relation to the real Peter Parker.”

Parker offered his hand, and I finger tipped it.

“This is Charles Wister. And this is…”

I was introduced all around. I reached the woman.

“And this lovely creature is my wife, Shiela. Shiela as one lovely creature say hello to another lovely creature.”

The woman wasn’t bad looking. A little heavy in the make up, the nose was slightly large, and she was wearing a very expensive dress that hung perfectly on her frame. I realized that she might be old, but she had once had a body, and a face. More important, she had power.

She took my left hand, Dickie was linked with my right arm, and she held it, and her eyes were like super magnifying glasses, examining every pore, every hair, all the way down to my grandmother.

She air kissed me, only on one side, and she whispered, “Exquisite.” then she backed away, gave a single nod to Dickie, and left the room.

Dickie led me back to where Linda and Star were standing below the stairs.

“Would you like a drink before we have our little chat?”

Star said yes and Linda said no. I shook my head in the negative. When Star received his drink he didn’t sip at all, which led me to believe he was just playing for time, slowing the proceedings down.

Then we were all sitting, chairs were pulled closer together, and a slight bit of chit chat commenced. How’s your dog kind of chit chat. I had the feeling everybody was observing, making subtle judgements.

Finally, fifteen minutes after we arrived, the real talk started, and it started in brusque fashion.

Dickie sat back, scratched under his chin. “Tell me, Linda. Why should we invest in you?”

Linda was ready. “I have been in the business for ten years. I have a resume not only in the modeling end, but in the production end. I have contacts with all major players.” And on and on. She just looked them all in the eye and talked.

Yet, these were obviously men who played power games. They sat and listened, but they were just feeling her out, gathering data.

“Star, I had heard you retired.”

“Oh, dahling, I never really retire. I just threaten to to make my price go up.”

There were chuckles at that, and suddenly I found myself on the crosshairs.

“Jason.”

I snapped my eyes to the man who had spoken. “We have never heard of you, yet Linda and Star trust you enough to bring you here. Tell me, why should we consider investing in Linda?”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. I didn’t even know what was happening. Invest in what? Linda hadn’t told me, just rushed me along, and…and I had to say something. But…what?

Then Star cleared his throat. I glanced at him and he smiled. And I remembered his message: ‘If you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.’

I cleared my own throat, a million thoughts went through my head, and I blurted. “Because she can get the job done.” I looked at her. “I have never met a more forceful woman. I haven’t known her long, but she has given me such guidance as I have never known.”

I faced the men again.

They faced me.

And I believed. That’s the only way I can say it. Being made into a woman in an evening, what Star had said…Linda and he were playing a big game, and even though I didn’t know what it was…I believed.

I could feel it, the gentle sigh in the room.

Dickie chuckled. “If I didn’t know better, I would say it is true love.”

Everybody laughed then, and I looked down, embarrassed. And then I looked at Linda. She was staring at me with the most rapt expression.

Dickie turned to Star. “Estelle, I’ve known you for a lifetime it seems, and I want to ask you a serious question.”

“No other kind,” Star murmured with a tilt of his head.

“What makes you think Jason can compete with Andrej Pejic?”

There was that name.

Star moved over to me. “Observe the skin. This is not poor quality skin. And the face is perfectly adaptable to the male or the female. Jason is, gentlemen, the complete package, and in both the masculine and the feminine. I say this with confidence and as one who has worked with the wonderful Andrej.”

No sound in the room now.

Dickie turned to Linda. “Linda, my dear. You are asking us to bet a pretty penny on an unknown. What assurances do we have?”

Linda stepped forward and linked an arm in mine. “Jason is under an ironclad contract to me. It cannot be broken. Jason will get rich, but he will do it with me.” She turned to me, “Jason, are you happy with our arrangement.”

What else could I do. I gulped and said, “Very happy.”

Arrangement? Ironclad contract? What the fuck was going on? And what had I committed myself to?

“Well then, are there any other questions?” Dickie looked at the other businessmen. He smiled at Linda and I and Star. “Then let me walk you out.”

We said good bye graciously, ascended the stairs, and he walked us to the front door.

At the front door Linda asked, “When can we expect to hear from you?”

“Oh, you’ve already heard from us.”

We all looked blank.

He chuckled. “My wife gave the nod before she retired.”

We blinked, and he laughed, then he air kissed Linda, shook hands with Star and I, and that was it. The door closed, we retreated, and sat in the limo.

“Whoa. That was intense.” For a change, there was no affectation in Star’s voice.

“We’re going to do it.”

“Yes, we are.”

And I asked, “What are we going to do.”

Linda and Star started to laugh then. And they laughed harder and harder until they were literally rolling around on the seats.

I just sat there and wondered if they had gone coocoo.

Finally, Star started the car and started down the drive.

Linda, still chuckling, sat next to me. She put her hand on my thigh and leaned up against me, just like we were boyfriend and girlfriend.

“The modeling business has been great for me, and I’ve gotten rich. But there is rich, and there is rich. Add to that the fact that I will eventually come to the marketability of my good looks, you will understand why I am about to quit the biz.”

I actually felt my heart sink. “Quit? Like…no more lay outs.”

She studied me with a lopsided smile.

“I have decided to replace myself with you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. At first I thought you were just a pervert. But when I took the time to study your face, your skin, and the way you move, I realized that you could be the next Andrej Pejic.”

“Who is Andrej Pejic?”

“Andrej is an androgynous model. He can portray either sex. He has become quite famous, and has spearheaded a whole new look.”

“You want me to be…androgynous?”

Star laughed. “You already are. Now you just have to make money out of it.”

“So I am starting a modeling company, and it will be niche at first, transgender, but with you I can advertise to either sex. So I really have three models in one. Male, female, and…in between.”

“But…but…what if I don’t want to be a model?”

“Then you can quit, in five or six years. By then I’ll have made enough money to pay back our investors, and you can go live in a shack in the desert. If that’s what you really wish.”

“I can…” I stopped talking.

Star: “It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime—“

I finished, “And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“Absolutely,” he grinned in the rear view mirror at me.

“And this iron clad contract?”

“Yes, well, I did stretch, but I’m betting on something.”

“What?”

“I’m betting that you aren’t just a pervert, that you really do have feelings for me.”

“You should have heard yourself, Jason,” chimed in Star. “You declared everlasting love for Linda tonight, and in front of men who know a contract when they see it.”

I sat there, stunned by what I had heard. It had all been so fast, so crazy, yet…

“So how about it, Jason. Would you like to work for me? Make a million dollars?”

Heck. I had a million dollars. The question was…did I want two million dollars.

And I did.

But, more, I wanted Linda. I wanted to talk to her, to be with her, to come home to her. I wanted to feel her breasts against me, and her lips on mine. I wanted to go dancing. Skiing in the Rockies. I wanted long vacations in the Caribbean. Just us.

“Well, we can certainly discuss it. Why don’t you pick me up tomorrow and we can go out and you can tell me what I can do that will make you a happy woman.”

“Whoa,” blurted Star. “I felt that one.”

Linda turned to me, stared at me. Then she placed a hand around my neck and pulled my face closer to hers. We just sat there, face to face, looking into each other’s eyes.

Then she kissed me, softly, gently, with her eyes closed.

It was an experimental kiss, one that asked whether she wanted to pursue this. She pulled back, and the look in her eyes said that she did.

I said, “And one other thing…”

“Yes?” her breath was warm on my cheek.

“I may need a bit of practice being a female. Perhaps I should be a woman tomorrow night.”

She pulled me to her again, kissed me again, longer, more passionate, and when we parted she was gasping. Hell, I was gasping.

And she said, “Yes. Perhaps you should.”

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


The Perfect Male into Female Program

He didn’t even know he wanted it!


PART ONE

“Have a great month, baby.” Lisa patted my cheek, kissed me a good one, and placed a box in my hand.

“What’s this?”

“Something you can have fun with, my priapic hubby.”

“Hey, that’s not fair! I’m not priapic! I’m just a little…” I grinned, “horny.”

“Kyle, you are the original horn dog. In the dictionary look up ‘eternally horny’ and there’s your picture.”

“But…every guy is that horny!”

“No. You forget, I’ve been with every guy,” Lisa had worked in porn for ten years before we met, “Well, yeah. But I’m certainly not hornier than all those studs you worked with.”

“Baby, you’re not only stiffer, you’re stiffer longer, and you recover faster, and you have much more semen than 90% of the guys. In fact, you’re going to love this, one time we were shooting a short to inject into a movie. We filmed dozens of different animals having sex, and you outdid them all.”

“Now you’re making it up.”

“Swear!” She put her hand over her heart.

“Pinkie swear?”

“Pinkie swear on my mother’s grave.”

“With a cherry on top.”

She laughed. “Mother would love that. I’ll have to tell her.”

“Don’t.” I took her in my arms and tried to kiss her, but she wriggled out.

“Hey!”

“Sorry, babe. We did it three times last night, and I really have to go, and don’t worry, you’ll be in pussy all month long.”

That got me curious. What the heck could be in the box?

Lisa picked up her small bag, so I picked up her big bag and walked her out to the Uber.

The Uber guy’s eyes, of course, almost fell out of his head. My wife has that sexual glow about her that affects all men that way.

“Airport, slick,” I laughed. “And try to stay on the road.”

“Uh, okay.”

Lisa turned to me for one last kiss, and a rough grope. The kind that makes a guy’s knees weak.

I was almost falling down when she let go, laughed, and got into the Prius. A moment later I watched the little, grey car zoop down the road.

I looked at the little box in my hand. Hunh! What devilish little present had she foisted on me now? I turned and walked back into the house.

My wife is the sexiest woman in the world. I mean that literally. For ten years she spread her legs, sucked on cock, and did just about every possible sexual act a gal could do. And she made a LOT of money doing it. And she had a lot of fapsters out there doing it nightly.

Hell, she had me doing it.

Then I had met her, and, me the genius, I put the sex out of my mind and just asked about her.

And me putting sex out of my mind is a BIG deal.

But I did it, she liked me, we saw more of each other, and, to the dismay of jackers everywhere, she retired. Hell, she had enough money. And, she had me.

Loving me, and I was totally devoted, would lay down at her feet if she came to a mud puddle.

Of course, the penis pumpers of the world hated me, but that’s okay. I had her and they didn’t.

Now, people have asked me, and I’m sure you might be curious, how did I feel having a wife who had fucked half the population of Nebraska? Not Nebraska exactly, of course, just that number of men and women.

Hell, I don’t care. That was before I met her, and, funny thing, when I started being interested in her and not just sex, I became the only one.

And, for those idiots who give me ‘the look’ and say, ‘right!’ I’ve got one thing to say. Jealous?

So, I had the most beautiful woman in the world, and I became, of course, hornier and hornier, and one month a year she had to go to New York and attend to business. She had invested wisely and sat on a bunch of boards.

So for one month a year I was left to my own devices. So what does a guy who has been tapping the most beautiful woman in the world do when she’s gone?”

Porn.

Can you blame me? She’s got me so darned turned on that when she leaves I can’t just turn it off.

I entered the house, drew the shades, and headed back for the entertainment center.

That’s right, entertainment center. While the rest of you doofus’s are pumping the peter to little computer screens, or iPads, or even (shudder) iPhones…I’ve got a 120" 4K Smart Laser Projector by Samsung.

That’s right, while you guys are going blind squinting at those little hand held screens I am laying back in a comfortable recliner with 10 feet of laser sharp image. I’ve got sex toys to the right of me, controls to the left of me, and a popcorn machine in the back corner.

I can sit for hours and practice the fine art of onanism. Hell, it’s like the big titted beauties are inches from me.

And now you know how I survive a month without my one, true love.

I went to the bedroom and put on some whackin’ clothes. These are usually silk jammies. Easy to pull down and the chest can be unbuttoned for nipple play.

Yowza!

Then I headed for the sacred palace of pump.

I poured myself a bourbon and Coke (well, you have to eat that popcorn with something, right?) and plopped my tush down in the recliner.

Then I remembered the box.

Oh, fuck. The box. I wanted to fap, but I had put the box on the counter and forgotten about it when I made my drink. I was going to have to get up, walk all of ten feet back to the bar, open the box, and then, what? A pair of socks?

Still, my imagination was driving me wild.

What if it wasn’t socks?

What if it was a free pass to a night with one of her friends? She did that occasionally, and that was better than fapping by far.

So, sighing, I struggled out of the grip of comfort and headed back for the bar. I turned on the bar lights, and heard voices. I turned. Oh, I had turned the projector on and two women were scissoring madly, rubbing their pussies together until they had frothy orgasm. I smiled. Such a delightful sight, all that pulchritude bouncing and sweating and slithering and…I forgot about the box for a second, watched the thunderous climax, then turned back to the box.

It was a six inch cube. Regular, old cardboard. Address labels.

Looked like a chastity tube.

Now, tell the truth, I am not a fan of chastity tubes. If God had wanted my cock all scrunched up and jammed into a little space he wouldn’t have…well, I don’t know what he wouldn’t have, but I am not a fan of the infernal, little devices.

Sighing, I picked up the knife I use for cutting butter for the popcorn and ran it down the edges. I opened the flaps and looked inside.

Yep. A chastity tube. Apparently Lisa wanted me to be pure for a month. She’d pulled this crap before, and I didn’t like it. When you have the world’s most beautiful porn star on her knees, or bent over, or just spread out and ready and willing, you don’t really want to play ‘lock the cock.’

I turned the box upside down and the contents fell out.

A chastity tube, with all parts. Pretty fancy looking, had a wire embedded in the plastic. And a DVD. Huh. What chastity tube really needed instructions? And a note.

The note was easiest, so I opened it. It was handwritten from my one, true love.

Kyle. I love you dearly, but you have changed over the years. When we first met you cared about me. But, over the years, you have become more interested in sex. You are now like one of those pathetic groupies that used to follow me around with their tongues hanging out and their hands in their pants. And I am tired of it. If you want to stay married you will put this chastity tube on and watch the DVD. If you don’t I will know, and I will not be coming home. If you do follow these instructions you will be in for the adventure of your lifetime, and you will fulfill all my dreams. I do hope you make the right decision. I love you ~ Lisa.

I stared at the note for the longest time.

She was…tired of me? I was too sexed up? She was going to leave me?

Oh, God. I was shivering and close to crying. I couldn’t breath and my heart was pounding frantically.

My one true love? The finest piece off ass in the world? And she was…she was going to leave me?

Then I pulled myself together. She wasn’t going to leave me. She wouldn’t leave me if I put the stupid tube on and watched a DVD. And I’d probably have to wear the stupid thing for a month, curb my urges, get myself back under control. All I had to do was put it on and watch something on a DVD.

Okay. I could do that. I mean, we’re talking about the most beautiful woman in the world. Wouldn’t you do anything you could if you found your one, true love?

I unpacked the chastity tube and examined it.

It was made of plastic, but not just any plastic. It was made of a polymer like the ones that go into the construction of guns. This plastic would withstand a bullet!

The lock was inset and made of titanium. Wow. A bit of overkill, but…at the end of the month she would come home and let me out. And we would laugh and fuck forever and life would be good once again.

So I put the ring over my package, put my cock into the thing, and closed it.

CLICK…whirrr! Chinka chinka. Click.

What the fuck? The ring was tightening, and now I definitely had no wiggle room. I figured I’d be able to slip a finger in and maybe give myself a little pleasure, but that wasn’t going to happen.

And the tube had actually shrunk on the inside. I had felt things moving and the clasp of the thing had tightened up like a hand. Man, I wasn’t going to be getting out of this for a month. Fuck! What had Lisa done to me?

Well, whatever she had done, it was done. I went to the computer room and slipped the disk into the computer. Hunh! An icon saying, ‘Click on me,’ popped up in the center of the screen. No instructions, nothing else, just ‘click on me.’

Well, I could do that. I moved the cursor until it was over the icon and tapped the mouse.

For a second nothing happened. Then a small window opened up and a loading bar started filling. 10%, 20%, and so on, until the bar was at 100%. Then the bar disappeared and a folder appeared. I opened it and there were options for Windows and for Mac. I clicked on the Mac. The screen suddenly darkened and a message appeared.

Connect the USB cable.

There was a giff of a guy plugging in a USB cable to the computer, and then to a port on the top of the chastity tube.

What the fuck?

Stuff was already happening that I had no idea of, and now I was supposed to download something into the chastity tube?

Man, this was some high tech bullshit!

I plugged the USB cable into the two ports and nothing happened. Then a video appeared.

Welcome to the ‘Presto Chango Male Editing program.’ As you are doubtless a male, and freshly locked up, there are several instructions you need to follow. To emphasize how important it is to follow these directions let us give you a demonstration. Three…two…one…

A shock exploded in my groin. My balls felt like Babe Ruth had taken a bat to them. I couldn’t breath. I was laying on the floor. The shock to my balls had been so severe I had just slid right out of the swivel like I was instant, melted butter.

I pushed myself back into the swivel and stared at the screen. There was a message on it.

Click any key to continue.

Yeah, well, fuck any key to not continue. I wasn’t going to wear this thing any longer. I mean, my genitals didn’t need any torture.

I pulled the cable out of the port and examined the chastity tube. Sure, it was built of space age materials, but I could figure this thing out. I could—

Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!

A message appeared on the screen.

Attention! You have ten seconds to plug the cable back in. Nine…eight…

What the fuck? I just stared, gawked. What the fuck was going on!?

Three…two…one…

The chastity tube started buzzing. No big deal, but…

Attention! You have ten seconds to plug the cable back in. Nine…eight…

The  next buzz was harder, an actual shock, and I suddenly got it. The third would be more, and the fourth…until…until my pecker was nothing more than a crispy critter!

I waited through the next shock, and it was harder, and hurt more, and I plugged the cable back in.

The message on the screen stopped, the countdown stopped, and I sighed in relief. The instructional video reappeared.

To avoid shocks you must comply with the instructions in a timely manner.

You must plug the cable into your computer for an hour every day for recharging.

You must complete daily assignments.

You may use alcohol to help reduce stress.

You must…

The program droned on, and I thought about it. I was definitely going to be in prison for a month. It was going to hurt, but…at the end of the month I was going to have a serious sit down with Lisa. I mean, this thing was downright devilish. Shocking a man’s balls to make him do things? Hell, she could have just sucked them I would have done whatever.

Finally, the program came to an end, and I was given two options. On the screen were two boxes.

A message from Lisa.

and…

Your first lesson.

I clicked on a message from Lisa. And her face appeared.

Oh, God. Just looking at her perfection I was struck. Yet…she had put me in this thing.

“Hi, lover,” her beautiful, red lips moved and I listened and was in total love. “You have no doubt figured out that you’re going to be locked up till I get home…and that if you don’t follow the program I won’t come home until you do…and that means you’re going to be locked up until you finish the program.”

“Oh, baby,” I muttered at the computer. My cock was trying to get hard at the sight of total and pure sexiness.

“Kyle, I love you, but you have changed. You have become a dirty, little boy who treats me like a sex object. All you want to do it follow me around and cum…and I had enough of that when I was working in porn. So you are going to have to change. You are going to have to go back to being the Kyle who cared about me. Not the porn star me. But the real me. This program should accomplish that. So I will see you in a month…I hope. I love you with all my might.”

She blew a kiss on the screen and the program winked out. Again, I had two choices on the screen.

A message from Lisa.

and…

Your first lesson.

So whenever I needed to talk to my honey I could pull her up on the screen, but if I did all I would get would be the advice to follow the instructions.

My cell phone was to the side and I picked it up and tapped on number 1.

Ding a ding doot doot came from the other end. Then the message flashed on the screen. ‘This caller has blocked you.’

Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!

I stared at the computer. On the screen was a timer. Apparently I had fifty minutes to wait for the chastity tube to charge.

I sat for a half hour, then realized I could work on the computer while I was waiting. I opened up my mail program and sent a message to Lisa. Immediately came a response.

The recipient has refused your message.

Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!

So I read my mail messages, mostly advertisements, then surfed a little porn, which was frustrating because my cock couldn’t grow, and waited for the hour to end.

Finally, the hour ended, and the message on the screen read,

You are fully charged.

You may charge at any time.

You must recharge before 24 hours have passed.

Click here for your first lesson.

This lesson must be completed within 24 hours.

So I would need to report back to my computer within 24. But I could do anything I wanted, run around town, whatever. But I had to report back to the computer before 24, and I had to complete some kind of lesson.

I decoupled myself from the computer and walked out to the kitchen. I poured myself a large glass of bourbon, and thought.

Lisa said she loved me. But she wanted to change me. But all women want to change their men. But the Presto Chango Male Editing people had apparently figured out a way to make this happen computer style.

I couldn’t complain to anybody.

All I could do was suffer through.

Son of a be-yotch!

Standing in the kitchen in my jammies, drinking my bourbon, I realized there was only one way out. Through.

I quaffed my drink, made another one—I had a feeling I was going to need a lot of bourbon to get through this month.

I pressed on the line that said:

Click here for your first lesson.

The instructions read:

Remove your body hair below the neck.

Click here when done.

Huh! Well, that was simple.

I headed for the bedroom, removed my jammies, then used Lisa’s Nair. Twenty minutes later I was back in my jammies and in front of the computer.

Take picture of front of body.

Take picture of back of body.

I did, and uploaded the pictures, and I guess the program was able to detect whether I had hair or not, because balloons and flowers started falling on the screen.

Whee!

He’s a sissy!

What? Sissy? I was no sissy! What the fuck?

And that was the end of my first lesson. I got rid of my body hair. Big deal. Heck. This wasn’t going to be so hard.

I poured myself another drink, retired to the movie room, and began watching porn.

I felt good. It always feels nice to be ‘clean shaven.’ I had done it before and Lisa liked it and…I focused on the screen. I had pre-loaded some of Lisa’s videos, and I watched my favorite woman fuck and suck to her heart’s content.

It was so funny. In these videos it was so obvious that she liked sex, yet when I liked sex…I guess sauce for the goose is not sauce for the gander.

I watched, and grew awfully frustrated, my cock being confined and all, and drank, and had a good time until the wee hours. Then I went to sleep.

The next day was actually pretty laid back. I had worn a chastity tube before, and it’s all a matter of getting used to it. So I relaxed, went shopping, read a little, and the day passed.

So much for the big sex program I was forced into.

Heck, I’d get rid of my hair every day and a month would pass…how was this supposed to make me be less horny?

At three in the afternoon I was in the kitchen, pounding on a steak, when I felt a light buzz in my groin.

Oh, fuck. I ran into the computer room, actually had plenty of time, though I sure didn’t want to be across town when the program started up, and plugged myself in.

And the timer started counting down.

I stared at the button.

Click here for your second lesson.

Well, might just as well find out what’s going on. I clicked on the button.

Wear panties.

They must be female,

made of lycra, nylon, polyester, satin, or silk.

Then take a picture.

Holy crap! What a bunch of…but I shrugged. Lisa had lots of panties in her drawers, and it was obvious that she wanted me to complete this stupid program, so…

I waited until the tube was charged, then headed for the bedroom. I found a pair of black satin panties and pulled them up. They were tight, and my balls fell out the side, but the tube stayed in.

I sighed and went back and took a picture and uploaded it. The return message was interesting.

You have been heat scanned.

Your body temperature will indicate

whether you are wearing the panties regularly.

Do you understand?

Yes

No

What the…heat scanned? Well, I guess. I could always take them off, which I had planned to do after the picture, but maybe I better keep them on.

I clicked on the ‘yes,’ and cute, little, rubber duckies ran across the screen. They were quaking:

Whee!

He’s a sissy!

Heysoos had a sister who got a sex change! What the fuck was it with this ‘sissy’ message? Getting rid of my hair and wearing panties didn’t make me a sissy!

At least, I didn’t think they did.

Fully charged, and horny, and wearing panties on my hairless body, I went into the movie room and watched some more porn.

Today I avoided watching Lisa. This thing I was doing, this program I was on, it was making me disgruntled, and I didn’t feel like looking at her beautiful face.

I focused on big titted women. I like women with large breasts who like to fuck.

I called up Ava Addams and watched her for a while. Man, she was sweet. The way her boobs bounced up and down. Whoo!

Then I searched for Julia Ann. Oh, baby. I had met her a couple of times, and she was as real in life as she was on the screen. That little heart thing on her boob, whoo! And the way she loves to bend over and take it from the rear.

It was about that time I became aware of the ache in my groin. Watching all the porn, my cock struggling to erect, and even the threat of shock, it was working on me.

I suddenly realized how horny this was making me.

Was this Lisa’s plan? Was she going to cure me of sex by having me have too much sex? Was I supposed to feel this wonderful, delightful, pleasurable pain in my groin until I gave up sex?

Ha! Not likely.

I stumbled across Casca, the Jules Jordan clip, with those sensational lips and her breasts presented so stunningly. Heck, if there was a competitor with Lisa for best boobs, this was it.

By the time I had finished a few clips I had my hand in my groin and was almost literally pounding the chastity tube with my fist. Almost.

I stopped for dinner, and realized, when I staggered through the house, that I was dripping. There was a little hole in the tip of the tube for pissing, and now it was releasing long drools of pre-cum.

And it felt good.

Oh, it felt horny, almost painfully horny, but there is a lot of pleasure in that kind of pain.

Sitting on the patio, eating my steak, I thought about what I was going through. It had been two days, two lessons, and I was doing okay. I mean, I was hurting, but this idea of making me, or maybe I should say ‘re-making’ me, into a better man. Huh. I wondered if she really thought this stuff was going to work?

How the hell would making me hornier make me less horny?

Which thought, it goes to show, revealed how little I knew. I mean, it had only been two days.

On the third day I sauntered out to the computer, and was irritated to find out I would have to wait until three o’clock to get to my next lesson.

Geez. You’d think they’d let me just charge forward and get done with this thing.

So I worked around the house. Went for a bike ride. Floated in the pool for an hour, and drank some bourbon.

Hmmm. I was drinking more. I wondered if this was factored into the program?

Maybe.

Three o’clock. I poured myself some more of that delicious bourbon—Eagle Rare, ten years old, Kentucky straight ambrosia—spoiled it with some Coke, and headed for the computer. After an hour of recharging I hit the third lesson.

Garters and nylons.

Remember the heat scan.

Upload picture.

Click here when done.

Huh! Garters and nylons? That’s just kid stuff. Sure, it was girly, but…so what? Nobody was here to see me.

I headed for the bedroom and picked out some garters and nylons. I put on the garter belt and unrolled the nylons. On my hairless legs it felt really sexy. Damned sexy. I admired myself in the mirror for a while, turning this way and that, and actually thought about putting on some high heels. Heck. Lisa’s shoes might be tight, but they would fit. And wouldn’t that be cool?

But I held myself back. I went and took a picture and uploaded it, and Zeppelins floated across the scree, Bearded captains shot cannons out the windows and sparkles of fairy dust glittered.

Whee!

He’s a sissy!

I snorted, and just clicked off. Sissy. Not likely. I was renowned for the size of my dick and my staying power.

Then I frowned. What was staying in a super chastity tube for a month going to do to me? Was I going to shrink?

Hunh! That was something to think about. Had Lisa thought about that? Maybe that was in her nefarious plans. Shrink my dick and make me a laughing stock.

I went to the net and did some searching.

Yes.

Oh, fuck! I actually grew faint.

My cock was going to shrink if I didn’t use it!

Then I read some more, and the news wasn’t really that bad.

It would take months for my pecker to shrink to an any observable degree. And…I came across methods to make it bigger.

Yowza! I was going to be looking into those!

So, my lesson for the day done, I headed for the movie room, and somehow got hooked on women who jack off on trailer hitches.

I kid you not!

Even I was amazed.

But, there it was. Some truck would sally into the wilderness, stop on a dirt road or by a run down cabin, and some babe would pop out, run back, put a rubber on the trailer hitch, and descend upon that round, metal knob.

I watched in fascination as women groaned and moaned, pulled on their tits and bumped up and down.

And I found a lot of women fucking gear shifts. Wow! Talk about driving yourself into a frenzy!

And, of course, that led to a variety of things. Dildos, of course. And cucumbers. And bottles, lots of bottles, and hair brushes and…and I was shocked at how many different things women put up their pussies. I mean…lava lamps?

So I drank myself near to oblivion, moaned and groaned and pulled on my nipples, and realized that this horniness program was really working.

Yes, I was loving it, but…I needed to cum! I needed to shoot the juice, unleash the seed, slime the walls!

Three o’clock. Plugged in.

Four o’clock. All charged up. I hadn’t had one shocking experience,  yet, thank God!

I clicked on the fourth lesson.

Bra and breast forms.

Double D.

Glue them on.

Remember the heat scan.

What? Breasts? Tits? Boobies? I was supposed to wear women’s organs on my chest? What the F?

Now I was stuck. I was wearing panties and nylons. I was hairless. But if I was wearing tits I couldn’t go outside anymore! I couldn’t go shopping! I couldn’t even go to a bar!

And how was I supposed to find these things? Yes, I might be able to filch a bra from Lisa’s closet, but…breast forms?

And I knew enough about the beasts that they had to be fitted. If you just buy some bazumbas off the net they looked stupid! And they could even be unhealthy, cause allergies and reactions and all that sort of stuff.

Well, no choice. I had to do it before tomorrow, and I didn’t want to wake up and have to go to a boob store before the three o’clock charging.

I looked up prosthetics. Researched breast forms. Made some calls.

I ended up going down to Jennette Bras off the 405. I walked in, face redder than a spanked baby butt’s, and said to the girl, “I need a bra and some breast forms.”

She didn’t blink. And I found out later that LOTS of men were going to bra stores.

She fitted me out with a couple of very comfortable bras, sold me some state of the art breast forms, and tutored me on glue.

Glue. I was going to be wearing these puppies for a while, the rest of the month, and so…glue.

I walked out of the store, and if I thought I had been red before it was like nothing. Horns started honking, and I scuttled around the corner and ran for my car. An old lady glared at me, trying to hold my boobs up as I ran, and three kids on bicycles across the street started laughing and pointing.

I made it home. Weak and shaking and thoroughly flustered, I ran into the kitchen and poured a big glass to the top with straight bourbon.

I drank, and didn’t care that it felt like I was swallowing lava.

I was fucked. I was messed. This was getting out of control. there was no way I could continue with this program.

I was going to have to call a locksmith and have him pick the lock.

Or get a saw and risk damaging my best friend.

Or…give up sex?

Isn’t that odd? Giving up sex wouldn’t stop the program. I would still be in it for a month. But why did that thought zip through my dazed cranium?

Later, I would realize that my thought was normal for the program.

I was supposed to be de-hornicized. I was supposed to be in love and not lust.

But right then, suffering the horror and confusion of the program, illogical things made sense. And I actually thought about giving up sex as if it would cure me of horniness and embarrassment and having to wear tits on my chest.

What I didn’t know, however, was that it was going to get worse.

A lot worse.


PART TWO

The fifth lesson:

Butt plug.

And there were dimensions I needed to adhere to. And the type of material it was to be made of. And the lube I was to use. And a button for when it was done, when I had been plugged.

What the holy heysoos crucified on a dick!

I was supposed to wear a butt plug? For how long?

I had worn butt plugs before. They were great for sex, but after the orgasm I always took them out.

And, I had to go to a store and buy them. With boobs on my chest.

People staring at me. I could imagine them staring and pointing and laughing.

‘Look, mama! The funny man has tits!’

Not that there any kids in a sex store, but…my mind was going, envisioning these things, and I couldn’t seem to stop it.

But I had to get one. I couldn’t risk another one of those debilitating super shocks to my groin.

I went into the bedroom and perused Lisa’s clothes.

I didn’t know anything about dresses.

So I put on some baggy sweats, and a thick jacket, and…and it sort of looked like I just had one of those barrel chests. Sort of. If I hunched over a bit and mumbled. And didn’t turn sideways. And maybe put a pillow in my gut to make me look downright fat.

But I didn’t do all that. I was going to be pretty sad looking as it was.

Wearing the sweats and jacket I went out to the car and headed down the hill to Hollywood.

Hollyweird. A place where freaks hung out and nobody cared. Because, dammit, I looked like a freak now.

I walked into a sex shop on Hollywood Blvd and started perusing the butt plugs.

Oh, God, the mortification. I looked like I had been dipped in red paint and then lacquered up. I shone red.

“May I help you?” a girl asked. She was used to freaks. Good. Without saying a word I held out a piece of paper with the dimensions written on it.

She took it, looked at it, and grinned. “You’re on the Presto Chango Male Editing program.”

I nodded.

“Okay. Over here.” She led the way to the back wall and selected a purple plug. It had a rocker on the base. “This is the one you want.”

Emboldened by the fact that she was in the know, I asked, “Do you get many guys in here on that program?”

“Not a lot, but they’re regular. And the number is going up. More and more women are discovering that there is a way to make their man into something more…nicer.”

“Nicer?”

“Sure. You know. Love instead of lust. Ask before you poke. Don’t cum unless you are requested. That sort of thing.”

I stared at her and she giggled. “I’m going to have to find out about this program. The look on your face…”

“Oh. Okay. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome, and I’ll see you later.”

That was a significant farewell. ‘See you tomorrow.’ Oh, God.

I headed home with the plug and a mammoth jar of lube. I walked into the house and thought about it. I had 24 hours. Why not wait until the last hour before I sent in the picture? On retrospect that wasn’t a really good idea. It just sort of upset the time between accomplishing tasks.

But, on the moment, it seemed like a good idea.

So I washed TV, no porn tonight, and then had a good sleep. In the morning I would put the plug in.

In the morning I woke up, and I took the plug and the lube out of the bag and placed them on the kitchen table.

Sitting with the devious device just a foot from my stare, it looked bigger. But, knowing where it was going, anything would have looked bigger.

I opened up the lube and slathered gobs of goo on the plug. It sat there and rocked back and forth and waited to be used.

Oh, God. I took my clothes off and scooped out a big glop of goo. I bent over and reached between my legs and applied the stuff. It felt sort of good, it always feels good to have one’s asshole massaged, but…it wasn’t something that I wanted to do every day.

The plug wasn’t that big, about the size of two thumbs, and it went in rather easily. Plop! And it felt good. Filling, sort of.

I straightened up and took a few steps. Made me walk funny. Felt kinky good, but…I’d rather have good, old, missionary sex. Or even doggy style sex. Hell, any kind of sex!

But I was stuck with the plug, and I waddled into the computer room and sat down. Gently. And, it kind of gave me a thrill to have that plug pushed up into me even harder. And sitting on the rubber rocker, it must have been touching my prostate or something. Because I felt a pingy sensation. Pingy. I know, a weird word, but that’s the one I think of when I think of sitting on the butt plug.

And I found myself tilting back and forth, rocking, intuitively. Man, this plug woke up things in my butt that I didn’t want woken up.

I pressed on the button for when I had accomplished the task.

You are being heat scanned.

Rock back and forth until you cum.

You may watch porn.

Oh, geez. Heat scanned? For an orgasm? Who invented the computer, anyway? Whoever it was, I’m sure they never thought of their stupid machine being used for such infernal purposes.



Or, maybe they did. 

Well, fuck.

And, whatever.

I began to rock back and forth. It was very easy, the swivel chair leant itself to such actions, and the thing inside me moved back and forth, and I could feel it rubbing my prostate. And, oh, God! Did it feel good!

Slowly rocking, I pulled up the porn and began to look at…you guessed it…prostate orgasms.

Oh, fuck! Men! I didn’t want to see men! I wanted babes! I wanted to see tits and pussy!

But when I looked for prostate orgasm the computer gave me what it gave me, and that was men.

Yes, women had their fingers in the men, and strap ons, and even their fists, but all I really got was the sight of penises squirting and dripping and drooling.

And I would have turned away, but that feeling inside me was just turning into molten gold.

It’s funny, I once read an article that claimed that all porn did was teach men how to give blow jobs. Sitting there, feeling the growing glow in my asshole, I was reminded of that. It didn’t apply…not totally…but there was something to it. I mean, what was I learning when I watched men and women fuck?

I rocked faster and faster, and now it got bad. I wanted to grab my dick and stroke. I wanted to pump that peter until it spit, but I couldn’t touch it. So I was going to have to get to that orgasm without the help of my good, old trusty hand.

Back and forth…I managed to slow down enough to do a different search and I put in ‘bit-titted’ women. And, low and behold, I hit the jack pot. Sandra Otterson. Wifey. The world’s most orally obsessed housewife.

Sighing in delight, I focused on her, pulled up scene after scene of her bent over, on all fours, using those luscious lips of hers.

The feeling in my asshole grew and grew. Inhibitions in my mind began to shatter, and then I felt it ignite. I felt that white-hot heat that triggered the pulse of sperm.

A wave of hazy gold enveloped me. I felt like I was a giant penis…and cumming. For a long minute I just sat there, impaled and glowing, and the semen dribbled out the slit on the head of the cock cage I was wearing.

Then I slumped. I felt golden, and satisfied. I stared at the screen. A bunch of monkeys swung by their tails on tree limbs. They had baskets on their arms and they flung stars like it was the fourth of July.

That’s what it feels like when a woman cums.

Wee!

I’m a sissy!

I just sat there, a glowing bundle of excited but tired nerves, and watched the monkeys singing around.

Heysoos Xristo. What the fuck was happening to me?

I loved feeling that way in my butt.

I finally managed to stand up, though my legs were wobbly.

I walked back to the bedroom and collapsed. Oh, fuck, did I feel good.

I woke to a buzz in my crotch. I didn’t want to get up, but I knew I had to. It was time to charge up.

I staggered into the computer room and plugged my dick in. The screen opened up to my usual choices and I stared at it. The number in the corner counted down. 59 minutes to go.

I sat back and watched the numbers. I felt sort of stupid. I wanted to cum with my asshole again.

After a while, three minutes by the counter on the screen, I pulled up some porn.

I had just cum, even expended semen, and I had finally had enough sex. I just wanted to go to sleep and wake up and have the month be over.

But the ladies on the screen kept fucking, and the men kept pumping out white glop by the gallon, and I had to sit there and get all charged up and…and I couldn’t help but watch the men and the women on the screen.

In and out. Up and down. Back and forth. Endless slitherings of flesh. Ah, God. My pecker started to struggle once again, trying to defeat the undefeatable chastity tube, and I realized something.

You can’t exhaust a penis. It’s the gift that keeps on giving. It will never run out of semen. And I would never run out of horny. Even if I grew to hate horny—and that was conceivable in this program—my penis would always return, wake up again, no matter how well abused.

I was a prisoner to my penis.

My penis was a prisoner to the cock tube, but I was prisoner to it.

I suppose this was a profound realization, the state of man and all that, but on the moment it was just a tired blurp of ‘ohmygod!’

Then I was back to wallowing in the endless ruttings of flesh, with my cock driving whatever I had that goes for intellect.

I pushed back from the chair when the hour was up and staggered out. I took out the butt plug and put it aside. I went to the kitchen and tried to forget about sex. I fixed a big steak and mashed potatoes. I put a half of cube of butter in the potatoes and poured grease over the mountain. I ate. Mindlessly, enjoying the taste of steak because, dammit, it reminded me of sex.

A man puts his penis in a woman. A man puts a fork in his mouth. A man craps out his rear. And a woman puts stuff in her…what? What kind of a thought was that?

I was lamenting men and the sexual urges they endured, and suddenly I was thinking of…of women stuffing their holes?

What was happening to me?

I pushed the steak back. Then I threw it out. And I didn’t even eat the ice cream. Something weird was happening to me.

Was that…had that been…a female thought?

Men put their dick in holes.

Women put dicks in their holes.

But there was something backward, and I shouldn’t have been thinking of the women’s version of the universe.

I stood up, and was now determined to get to the end of the program. If it was weirding me out this much then I needed to.

I walked back into the computer room and hit the button for the next lesson.

Heat scan reveals you took the butt plug out.

You have ten seconds…nine…eight…

Oh, fuck!

I grabbed the butt plug, ran to the bathroom and washed it. I felt the buzzing sensation. I ran back, sprinting as fast as I could, and stuck my hand into the lube.

Oh, fuck! I felt the light pain of the third level. I bent over and inserted the thing. I sat down and stared at the computer screen.

four…three…two…

“Come on! Come on! Stop, dammit! Stop!”

SZZZZZT! fourth level, and I yelled with the pain. I had six levels to go, according to the instructions, but how could anybody stand it? There was no way…

You have ten seconds…nine…eight…

Then it stopped. I sobbed with relief. Apparently the computer took a moment to to its heat scan thing and figure things out.

But I realized something. I had to report for lessons, but I also had to make sure I was always in panties and nylons and boobs, and that I had the butt plug in all the time. There was no way around it. If I showed up without being plugged, or dressed, I got shocked down there. If I didn’t show up I got shocked.

It was the perfect Catch 22, if Catch 22 had been designed by the devil.

On the screen I saw my choices, and after a minute I clicked on the next lesson.

You may eat salads, and that’s all.

I stared at the screen in horror. Salads?

And suddenly I realized that I had thrown half a steak out.

I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I opened the garbage can, and there it was. Juicy, half eaten, covered with splashings of mashed potatoes. I reached for it, and stopped.

If I ate it now the program would heat scan me, and then what would happen?

More shock. Level five shock. Level six. And on and on until my penis fell off!

And, at that moment, I was sure that was the plan. They were going to shock me until my poor, little best friend charred around the base, then…fell off. A crumpled up, crispy critter. I would be free of the chastity tube then, but…the price!

No penis!

I felt like sirens were screaming in my head.

No penis! No penis! No penis!

I staggered back from the garbage can, as if repelled by its contents. And, let me tell you, I was.

I got dressed in sweats and bulky coat and went to the store. I picked up a dozen plastic bowls of pre-made salads. Chef’s Salad. Bacon Salad. Cobb Salad. Whatever they had.

I walked through the store, all the salads in my arms, and placed them on the endless roll.

People were staring at me. I was wild-eyed. My hair was sticking out. Most important, I was standing up and my coat was not zipped.

My boobs stood out like Mount Everest. Monstrous twin peaks.

I looked around, shamed, humiliated, and yelled, “What are you looking at:? Haven’t you ever seen a man with boobs?”

Well, of course they hadn’t. Who had?

But they all looked away. It was Hollyweird, you know, just one more freak. And so what if I had tits?

The checker put the salads in a bag and I paid and trundled out.

I walked to my car, got in, and sat there. Tears began leaking from my eyes.

What terrible program was this Presto Chango thing?

What had Lisa done to me?

How long does a man sob all by himself in a lonely car at the back of a parking lot?

How long before he realizes that sitting there crying doesn’t do anything.

I came to myself, started up the car, and headed for home.

I put the salads away, then went in and sat in the movie room.

I had left it on, and it had cycled through tons of porn, and now was showing MILFs fucking young men with big dicks.

Once I had been a young man with a big dick.

Now I was a hopeless victim.

And, unable to help myself, I began to focus on the sex on the screen.

I watched penises go in and out. I watched endless breasts bounce and sway and swing and…and the nipples…the nipples…I stopped thinking and just watched.

I awoke, and the movies were still going. I turned the projector off and struggled to my feet. The butt plug was still in place, and starting to feel good again. As I said, the gift that keeps on giving.

I walked out to the kitchen, dreaming of bacon and eggs and hash browns and waffles and…saw the salads. All stacked nice and neatly.

I would have cried, but I was cried out. I took one of the salads to the table and put it together, which meant pouring pre-packaged dressing over pre-packaged greens and stuff, and then ate it with a pre-packaged plastic fork.

It was like eating seasoned cardboard. Mmm. Yummy.

I put down my fork half way through and just sat there.

Salads.

Guck.

Bleh.

Puke.

I pushed the salad away and went to the bedroom. I was filthy. I had been so driven I hadn’t washed, and I undressed, got in the shower, and soaped and rinsed myself.

Inside my cock cage my dick tried to stand up. I could hardly feel it now. It was struggling, but I was numb.

Is it falling off? I wondered. Is this what it’s come to?

But I didn’t care. I can honestly say that, at that point, the program had worked. I had lost interest in sex. I was dying of salad starvation. I was willing to give up my dick. I was done.

But, done or not, I moved like a rather bored automaton. I put on fresh panties and bra. I rolled the hose on and snapped it in place.

And I put on high heels.

Lisa had a pair that were too large for her, but were almost perfect for me.

Why did I put on the heels?

Because it felt like the next step. I wanted to get ahead of the program. I wanted to show a hint of initiative. I wanted to make a decision before the program made it before me.

I went in and clicked the next lesson.

Make up tutorial

I went and got my wife’s make up. I brought it in and followed instructions. It took me hours. I had to clean my face, and the heat scan told me if I did it wrong, or if it wasn’t complete.

I had to prime my face, and the screen showed a dummy face with heat highlights, and I used brush and powders and liquids and whatever to duplicate the face on the screen.

I had to apply blush.

I had to figure out how to apply the eyes. To put on mascara. I trimmed my eyebrows.

On one hand, I think I could have stopped. I was exhausted. But the program kept running, and I was terrified of getting shocked, and the lesson was the lesson, so I kept going along, learning how to make myself beautiful, and…and…I was stunned when the lesson was over.

A vast panorama of people cheering on the screen.

Wee!

I’m a sissy!

I would have cried, but that would have messed up my make up.

I wandered through the house. I read fashion magazines. I watched Joy Behar, who I had once considered the ultimate when it comes to hair-brained bitches, and thought she made perfect sense.

I ate salads, picking and choosing the delicacies. Bits of tomato, specks of walnut, a bit of dressing.

I sat with my legs crossed at the thigh. Somewhere in there I began wearing dresses. Lisa had a ton of them, and I was sure she didn’t mind.

And, always, the lessons. The lessons.

Walk this way, one foot in front of the other.

When getting out of a car you must extend one leg and…

Blot your lipstick like this.

I became practiced with cleaning the house. I grew to love the vacuum. Feather dusting in heels was sublime.

I wore make up everywhere, and left the house freely as a woman. People paid me no attention, for I looked like a woman. the program had accoutered me with a wig, with jewelry, with ear piercings.

Sometimes I even got an appreciative wolf whistle.

And I loved it.

And I didn’t think about sex at all.

Not at all.

I didn’t even think of myself as a man.

I entered the room and sat down. The butt plug pushed into me, giving me a thrill. I gave a tilt of the hips and it felt so good, then being a little too busy for sex, I clicked on the day’s lesson.

Last lesson.

My eyes went wide. Last lesson? but…but…but I needed my lessons!

I clicked on it.

Take out the butt plug.

Remove your breasts.

Put aside your garments and dress like a man.

Dazed, I followed the instructions. Not because I wanted to, but because I was used to following the instructions.

The program had become my God. Or Goddess. And I followed the instructions of my God.

But now my God had told me to dress like a man.

I entered my room and dug out some shorts. A tee shirt. I put on scratchy socks, and tied my dirty, old, athletic sneakers.

It was a memory of times I had forgotten.

It was alien.

I was lost.

I stood up and walked out to the kitchen. To walk without high heels…I have never felt so strange in my life. My whole body protested.

And, on the front of the refrigerator was the note I had placed there thirty days ago.

Pick up Lisa

Airport three o’clock.

Flight 4357

I looked at the clock on the stove.

Oh, my God!

I ran out to the garage, and I felt like I was going to fall down the whole way. My body was used to the elevation of high heels! People weren’t built to move in this fashion.

I drove down the freeway, I wanted to go 90 MPH, but my program demanded that I follow speed limit.

I drove up to the terminal just as she stepped out to the curb. I skidded to a stop, leaped out, and knelt on one knee and kissed her hand.

She smiled and raised me up.

I put her bags in the trunk, then held out the keys to her. “Would you like to drive?”

“I would.” She took the keys and she took the driver’s side. I sat in the passenger’s side and gazed at her adoringly.

“And how is the chastity tube?” she asked, as she wheeled through the traffic.

“It’s wonderful,” I said.

“Did you like putting on make up?”

“I loved it.” Once that would have been a lie. But it was no longer. I missed my make up.

“Excellent. Then I suppose you don’t need this any longer.” She held up a fob and pressed it.

Click. Chinka chinka. Whirrr! CLICK!

I felt the device come loose! I looked down at my pants.

“I…I…I…”

“Go on. Take a look,” Lisa urged.

We were going down the freeway, but I undid my pants, pulled them down, and…and the chastity tube fell off!

There sat my penis. It wasn’t hard, but it looked like it hadn’t shrunken.

I looked up at Lisa.

She smiled at me. “Good boys deserve rewards.”

I took the tube in my hands and began to sob.

She patted my head, and we continued on home.

We pulled into the garage I put her bags in the house. She walked through the house.

“I so much missed this place.”

“Yes, dear. And we missed you.”

She directed a level gaze at me then. “And I missed your cock.”

“And my cock missed you.” I was responding perfectly. The program had really given results!

“Then let’s go to bed.”

I let her lead the way, holding my hand.

She stood by the bed and took off her clothes. I smiled dutifully as she tossed her blouse aside, then I scampered to pick it up. I hung it up carefully.

Then her skirt, thrown on the floor. I placed it in her closet carefully.

Her shoes. Which I placed in the closet in the right place.

Her panties, which I placed in a dirty clothes hamper, and got out a fresh pair for her.

Her bra. into the hamper. Fresh bra ready.

“Well, are you going to get undressed?

“Yes, dear.”

I took my clothes off and placed them in the proper places.

She sat on the edge of the bed and waited.

I went to her then, and she held out her arms, but I ducked down and applied my mouth to her pussy. I kissed and sucked, and she laid back and moaned. “Oh, that’s good. But can you put that big dick in me?”

I knelt above her and began hitting my penis, the way I had struck my chastity tube back in the beginning.

She stared, finally realizing that something was wrong.

After a couple of dozen hard punches my dick was erect, and I leaped upon her to drive it in before it could go soft.

Too late. It was limp again, and I couldn’t get it in her.

“Kyle?” she asked, with a tremble in her voice.

“It’s okay,” I said, and I began punching myself in the groin again.

Things were hazy after that.

I remember some nice men coming to the house. They stopped me from punching myself, and they put me on a stretcher and wheeled me out to the ambulance. I wanted to punch myself some more, it wasn’t getting hard, but they wouldn’t let me.

“You’ll be all right, fellow. Just take it easy.”

And Lisa was sitting next to me. I heard her talking on the phone.

“He’s punching himself in the groin and won’t stop…yes…okay…but I didn’t want…but…I didn’t order the sissy program! I just wanted him to lose a little male aggression…but…”

Then it faded out.

I awoke some days later. I had had nightmares, and I knew I was on some kind of drug, but I remembered who I was.

“Hi, Kyle, are you ready to go home?”

I looked at my lovely owner. She was so beautiful. I could never hope to be so beautiful, even though I would try…I would try.

“I guess so.” I was confused.

“Excellent. I brought you some clothes to wear.”

I looked at her arm. A dress, bra and panties. Garter and nylons. And…of course…my wonderful high heels. I loved my high heels.

And I looked at my wife.

“Did you bring my make up?”

“Yes, dear,” she nodded.

I smiled and laid back.

I was going home.

How wonderful.

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


The Feminine Vaccination

Every man in the country? Really?


PART ONE

I told Bob not to get a shot. Heck, why would anyone in their right mind let the government put anything into their body?

But Bob was pretty rigid. He’d been in the military, and then he’d been a cop, and now he owned a construction company, and he believed in the Democrats through and through. So when President Harris said a loyal American wouldn’t hesitate to get a shot, a vaccination for the COVID virus, he was first in line.

“Come on, Barb,” he asked me. “Be patriotic.”

“Don’t needle me,” I responded, which I don’t think Mr. Straight Arrow really understood

So he drove off in his truck, and came back a couple of hours later, proud as a peacock as he showed me the little bandage on his butt.

“Great,” I said. “Now you can grow a third eye in the middle of your forehead.”

He snorted and went into the kitchen for a beer. And neither of us suspected how close I was to the truth.

Two weeks later, not even a month, and I woke up. I stretched. I cupped my pud with my hand and squeezed. Oh! I needed some. I felt that delicious tingle running through me, warming my groin, shooting tiny, little lightenings to my breasts.

I rolled over and poked Bob with a finger.

“Hey, big dick. Get to work.”

“Uh…what?”

“I need you to fill my pussy with man meat. You got any of that?”

“What time is it?” He groused. He had been working late. Poor boy.

“Time to satisfy your wife.”

“Go back to sleep! It’s the middle of the night!”

It was past eight. The sun was big and bright and shining in the window.

I climbed on top of him and rubbed him with my tits.

Now, I have to tell you, I have some gorgeous ta tas. They are big, double Ds, with large nipples that, when they get horny and stand up, are very insistent.

They were very insistent now, and I dragged those nips all over his body.

Well, there was no way Bobby boy was going to resist those puppies.

Suddenly he turned over, threw me over, and, I gotta admit I was moist, slid that big dong of his up my sex alley. He took my breath away, banged his big balls against my ass, and then I was holding on for dear life.

Bob has got lots of muscles, and he knows how to use them. He slammed down on me, pummeled me, and I was already feeling the heat.

Yet, I have to admit it, he wasn’t quite as hard as he usually was. Yes, definitely hard, but it was like I could feel a bit of a bend and squoosh to his penis.

Him slamming into me like a maniac on drugs, it didn’t matter.

And it wasn't long until I felt the toes curling, the back arching, the spasms deep in my pussy. I groaned, half a scream, really, and I showed the whites of my eyes.

He didn’t let up, he rammed and jammed and slammed all the way through my orgasm. I felt like I was being turned inside out, and then it was over.

And he wasn’t done.

Now sex, after you’ve cum is interesting. For a man, the head gets sensitive, and even painful. If the guy is a real guy guy, he muscles through it, and he can cum again. Not many guys can do that. I’ve only had a couple during my career as a dick pleaser.

A gal, however, is different. She doesn’t feel the irritation, she just thinks of baseball for a minute, and then…it’s ba-a-ack!

So I thought of baseball, the count is two and two, the wind up, the…and that was when I really noticed that he wasn’t quite as hard. Just a little bendy, but I started to work it, to tilt and thrust and…he flopped out.

“Hey!” I yelled. “Put that back in!”

He tried, but it didn’t go. It was actually soft. I mean, one second he’s like the rock of Gibralter, then he was a little squooshy, and then he’s the stay puft marshmallow man.

“I’m sorry, babe,” and I could see the frustration. He was fucking, and suddenly gets a flat right in the middle of the race. But I sure would have liked another cum.

He pushed off me, sat on the edge of the bed and looked down at Mr. Happy.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

“Aw, come on, big guy. It happens to the best of them.”

“Yeah, but it never happened to me.”

And that was true. When it came to hard dicks, Bob was Old Faithful. I’m not going to say that was the only reason I married him, but it sure helped.

“Well, come on. We’ll try later. Heck, you’ll be twice as horny later, and I’ll suck on your schlong until it’s long. I’ll bit on your weenie till it’s not teeny. I’ll—“

“Okay,” he laughed. “I get the idea.”

That’s the thing about Bob. Not only is he a brown-eyed, handsome hunk, he is the easiest guy in the world to get along with.

So we took a shower, prepared for work, and went our separate ways.

I work for the Republican office in town. I’m not big on politics, but  they needed a secretary, and, funny thing, political types don’t really know how to do things. But that’s all politicians. They talk a lot, but when it comes time to put the rubber to the road, they are, pardon the expression, limp dicks.

So I reported for work, all made up and looking good, and organized polls, worked with community organizers, and did the things that a secretary isn’t supposed to do, but, like I said, politicians aren’t very good at actually working.

Bob, on the other hand, went on inspections. He had two high rises rising, and though he didn’t really have to do the down and dirty, he was the kind of guy who liked to be hands on, especially when it came to protecting his investments.

And that night he was home when I came home. Unusual. And packing. Uh oh.

“Got to go to the capital, babe. Got to lobby to handle some of these stupid government regulations, and some of the other contractors will be there…”

“What? But I thought we were going to handle that monstrous vaginal destroyer hanging between your legs!”

He kissed me then, a soul scorcher of a kiss, and he played with my nipples and handled my pussy. Roughly. I like a little rough sometimes.

Then, when I was out of breath and my hips were starting to thrust, he dropped me on the bed, laughed, and picked up his suit case.

“Oh! You son of a—“

I ran after him. Caught him at the door. He kissed me again. Double soul scorcher. Fuck, I thought steam was going to come out of my cunt.

“Babe, I’ll do you double when I come back. Remember, I didn’t squirt this morning, so I’ve got a full load to deliver.

“And you better!” I hugged him, then walked him out to the truck.

He was supposed to be gone two days, but it was more than a week. A week of trying not to diddle myself, of looking at my vibrators longingly. Of playing with myself in the shower and then holding back at the last minute.

Oh, I was hot and horny, and I couldn’t wait for Bob to get home.

But, when he walked in the door, I knew something was wrong. His normally smiling face was sober, thin with worry.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing.”

Yeah, right. And the Mona Lisa wears sunglasses.

I tried to take him into the bedroom, but he resisted. Said he was hungry. So I fixed a quick dinner and we sat at the table and munched, and I asked, “How’d it go?”

“Oh, you know government. They have reasons, all the great and good reasons, for raising taxes and regulating, and they don’t listen to a thing you say.”

“So it was a bust?”

And he sat there and started to say something. Then he stopped. Then he opened his mouth. Then he closed it.

“What?”

And he actually began to cry! Tears came out of his eyes and slid down his cheeks.

Now I was alarmed. I had never seen Bob cry. He was an embodiment of the old saying, ‘women cry so they don’t swear, and men swear so they don’t cry.’ And here he was, his shoulders silently shaking, and tears pouring down his cheeks.

I went to him, and he actually pushed me away.

I understood. Manly man, don’t show any weakness, but I was his wife!

“Bob!” I grabbed his thick shoulder and tugged him around towards me.

And he collapsed into my arms, and he kept crying. And after a few minutes of soothing him, and asking him what was wrong, he stood up and pulled his pants down.

“This!”

His dick was the size of a Vienna Sausage. It was small. When I finally managed to measure it, a couple of days later, it was 1 and 7/8ths inches long. And I realized that it had shrunk even more since the first time I saw it.

I almost screamed. This was weird. This was like one of those old 1950 monster movies come to life.

But I managed not to, and I pulled him to the bedroom and made him take off all his clothes. In the bright light I examined his whole body.

He was still muscular, but I could see a certain flabbiness to his shape. He was always working out, so I knew this was a change. His pectorals, in particular, were little flabby mounds. And his nipples looked red and raw, like he had been scratching them, though, when I asked him, he hadn’t.

“I don’t know what’s wrong. I didn’t notice it for two days. I was working, rushing, and I never had the time to…I didn’t…but than I saw it. And I didn’t say anything because I was scared.”

“Well, you’re saying something now. You’re going to the doctor tomorrow first thing.”

“No!”

“Listen, bozo! This is a major medical mess up. I’m tempted to call an ambulance right now. So don’t give me any shit!”

Then he just sort of caved in on himself. His shoulders hunched and he continued sobbing, so I just held him. I pressed his head against my breasts and tried to calm him down.

And, the weird thing, as I stroked his head and murmured soft reassurances, it felt like his hair was longer. Thicker. Weird.

“Well, Mr. Haskell, I don’t have any answers for you.”

I had known Doc Beacons for a long time. He was a staunch Republican, even donated, and I had called him a couple of times to thank him. He was an old fart with a heart of gold. But, for some reason, I felt like he wasn’t telling us the whole truth.

“But penises don’t just shrink like that!”

“No, they don’t. I’m going to have to call some colleagues, get some specialists involved.”

“I don’t want a bunch of people looking at my…looking at my…at me.” He was starting to sniffle a bit. Time to get him out of here.

But the more I watched the good doc, the more I felt he was hiding something.

“Doc, what aren’t you telling us?”

“I’m telling you everything I know. I just don’t know anything.”

Well, that didn’t ring true. First off, his face had gone bland, and I could tell he was making sure he didn’t blink. Blinks are a tell for when somebody is lying, or at least withholding something. Second, I just had this gut feeling. And I always trust my gut.

So we walked out the exam room, leaving the doc scribbling on a pad. And I told Bob, “Wait for me in the waiting room, I’ll be right back.”

Bob had his own problems, and he didn’t object, just walked down the hallway towards the front room.

I darted back into the exam room. “Doc. You aren’t telling me something. Now…give!”

He stared at me for the longest time, then he sighed, and he said, “I don’t know, but you’ll be better able to find out than I.” And then he got irritated. I knew he had said something he wasn’t supposed to, but what did it mean?

At home we ate. I fixed Bob a drink and we sat out on the patio, and things got glum.

I was okay. I mean that. Bob was my man. And, sure, sex is important, but human beings are more important. And nobody was more important to me than Bob.

But he was crushed. It was the loss of his manhood, as effectively as if it had been guillotined right off his pelvis.

“No kids,” he muttered at one point.

“There are ways,” I countered.

A little later, “I can’t please you.”

“I don’t need to be pleased, I need you.”

And so on, through the afternoon.

Then we watched a little stupid TV, and didn’t see a thing, and went to bed.

I wanted to cuddle, but he turned away. So I grabbed him and made him cuddle. And he cried again during the night.

Later, him cried out and sleeping a restless sleep, I had time to think about what the Doc had said. You’ll be better able to find out than I.

What the heck did that mean?

And, I figured it out.

The only thing we had in common was the Republican party. I worked there, he donated.

He was a passerby, I was in the box. I would be better able to find out. So there was something going on at work that…had something to do with Bob’s shrinking dick?

WTF could the Republican party have to do with shrinking manhood?

In fact, that was a long standing joke: that the democrats were women and short-dicked men, and the Republicans owned guns because they had big dicks.

I can’t tell you how many times I had heard, at drunken parties or just passing by conversations at the water cooler, men explaining that Democrat women were such bitches because their mini-dick men couldn’t satisfy them.

Yeah. Joke. But Bob was a Democrat. He supported Harris when Biden was declared incompetent. And a criminal. And unfit for public office.

In fact that was the only burr under the saddle of our marriage. He was a Democrat and I was a Republican. But I wasn’t that much in love with my party that…that what? My thoughts had been wandering, and had become lost, and I refocused on my realization. What did the Republicans know that would result in my husband’s tiny peeny?

Bob didn’t go to work for the next week. Tell the truth, I thought it would have helped him. Get out there and do some work, get his mind off his problems. But he just moped around the house, and I would keep catching him in the bathroom, looking at his dick, holding it between his thumb and forefinger, a look of complete and utter despair on his face.

And, a week later, I had to admit something else. Bob was getting shorter. I didn’t say anything, but I measured him by eyeball, estimating size when he was in a doorway, or the way his pants hung on him. Definitely shrinkage, and not just of his dick. He had started out at six feet, but the way his pants brushed on the floor, he had lost a couple of inches.

And his hair was longer. It was growing at a tremendous rate. I noticed, but I don’t think he noticed. About the only thing Bob noticed was the shrinkage of his dick.

Then, one night, getting ready for bed, Bob came out of the bathroom. He was nude. Had taken a shower, toweled himself off, and glanced in the mirror.

Not just at his dick, but his whole body.

“I’m getting…I’m changing.”

Truth, he had been hiding his body. Wearing robes around the house, and in bed, though I felt a certain softness to him, it didn’t register. But to see him fully naked, with a penis about an inch long, and his body rounder…rounder…round—he had breasts!

Yes they looked like fatty mounds, but I had gone through puberty, and I knew what female breasts looked like when they were budding and developing.

Last week he had been budding. This week he was developing.

“Bob,” I breathed. “You…you’re…” then I said nothing. Yes, he was growing his own set of tits, but I didn’t want to say anything. I needed to measure him.

I got out a tape measure and began holding it against his body, and jotting down statistics in a small notebook.

He had lost three inches in height. I knew that. I hadn’t said anything, and I had played denial in my head, but he was now only three inches taller than me.

His hips were bigger. He had been 36 inches. A narrow waisted man. Now he was 38 inches. But I had the feeling that while his hips were expanding, his body was shrinking, and they would go down. But they would be round…I think that was the first inkling…like a woman’s.

And his abs, normally like a six pack made out of rocks, was softer, and his waist was narrower.

And his chest was narrower, and…growing outward.

Tits. On my husband. I almost fainted.

But, and here is where I have to be brutally honest…there was a bit of me that suddenly…got warm. Moist between the legs.

I know, I have read stories of women who had husbands who transitioned, and who fell out of love, were even repulsed.

But Bob was not transitioning…he was being transitioned, and, truth, he was my man. I loved him. Nothing was going to change that. And, seeing his growing breasts, I felt that love grow even stronger.

“Back to the doctor,” I said.

So we went back, got a big fat nothing from the now openly secretive Doctor, and that was where I saw the article. It was in a newspaper left folded open on an end table. I only saw the headline, but it shocked me. But I didn’t want to read it in front of Bob. I didn’t want him thinking about this. I didn’t want him panicking. So took note of what paper it was, and what issue, and we had our exam and went home.

I fixed Bob a drink, we were both doing a lot of drinking these days, and went to the computer.

The National Inquirer.

I scrolled through the online pages, and found the article.

Men Turning Into Women!

Sources have revealed that the United States Government is covering up a drastic side effect of the COVID Vaccination. More and more men are reporting to their doctors that they are developing feminine characteristics. Men are growing hair at an increased rate, losing body mass, even shrinking. To compound the problem, there are reports of shrinking manhood and developing breasts. The White House has refused to take questions on the matter, scoffing and ridiculing the questions and those asking them. One source claimed the side effect to the vaccination has an official name. ‘Project Shrink Wrap.’ sources also say…

The article went on. It talked about doctor’s and the CDC and the fact that the government said there was no proof, but…there it was.

Project Shrink Wrap.

Bob was turning into a girl.

If he kept going he would be about my height, and maybe even more slender than I, and he might even have bigger boobs.

What to do? What to do? I paced in circles in my mind.

I walked back out to the kitchen, freshened drinks, and sat down and stared at Bob.

Bob stared back. He was a shell of a man…and the seed of a woman.

What to do.

Divorce was out of the question.

But I had to do something. I had to rescue him from the deep, dark depression he was sinking into. And I had an idea.

“Bob. I just read an article.”

He looked at me. His eyes saggy and no interest.

“According to the article, you are having a reaction to the COVID vaccine.”

“What?” Something back in his brain sparked. The fact is that as long as he didn’t know what was going on, he was victim to it. But when he knew what was going on…then there was hope. Decisions could be made. He could…fight back. “What kind of a reaction?”

“I left the article on the computer. You should read it yourself. It’s the National Inquirer, but it describes what you are going through to a T.”

He hurried into the computer room and sat down.

I poured more drinks, I wanted him drunk for what I was going to suggest.

Ten minutes later he was back, and his face was stunned, which was light years ahead of depression. “I can’t believe it.”

I shoved a drink at him. “Let’s celebrate.”

“What?” That sort of surprised him. “Celebrate losing my manhood? Turning into a…a girl?”

“You don’t mind me being a girl.”

He drank, a big, healthy slug. “That’s different.”

“It may be different, but you were never the kind of man to evade the truth.”

He said nothing then, and I kept my silence. I needed this to develop naturally. Bob was the kind of guy who, if you pushed, he would dig his feet in.”

Finally. “So, I turn into a girl. What then?”

I waited a beat, then slid a nonchalant remark in. “You learn how to be a girl.”

I could feel his surprise. The idea was novel. Bob was a manly man. To be a woman? It went against everything in him.

Yet…what was happening was happening.

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“So you’re going to be a girl wearing big man clothes?”

He frowned.

“You know, I’ll tell you, you will find it easier to run your companies as a woman.”

“What?”

“You bat the eyes and the big, strong men wait on you hand and foot.”

Now he really frowned.

“Is that what you do?”

I shrugged. “I have been known to bat an eye or two, or to wink, or even to castigate a slacker’s manhood. I tell you, once you have it figured out, the world is your oyster.

“I want to think about it.”

“I think you should, but we have something else to discuss.”

“What?”

“Sex.”

There it was. The elephant in the room. Except for desperate hugging, we had not had sexual contact for weeks. Not since he brought his shrinking penis home.

“Well…I can’t!” And this was a bit shrill.

I smiled and patted his hand. “Bob? Have I ever told you about my father?”

Daddy had died many years ago, but I knew I had never told Bob what I was about to tell him.

Bob watched me. His face was pinched and unhappy.

“Daddy lost function about the age of 60. I remember those days well, because he went for being a Santa Claus to a Grinch. It was a few years of him being all grizzly bear growly, and Mama crying.

“Then, one day, he was back to normal. He was cheerful and happy and it was as if nothing bad had ever happened.

Bob tilted his head slightly, as if to ask what had happened, but he still wasn’t talking.

So Daddy had Erectile Dysfunction, and then he overcame it.

“What happened?”

“Many years later, after Daddy died, I asked Mama, and she told me one thing. It shocked me, then I understood. I understood how a man can function without a workable dick.”

I was being a little harsh here, but I wanted to plant the idea in his mind so it wouldn’t fall out.

“What? How?”

“She said, and I quote, ‘I shoved a dildo up his ass.’”

Silence.

Bob ashen.

Me waiting, determined.

Barely breathing, he whispered, “You want to…to fuck me?”

“Gays like it up the ass.” Again, brutal, but necessary. I had to make him grab a solution. It was the only way we could overcome this terrible tragedy.

“But…but…”

“That’s right. The butt. We grease you up, a lot, and we grease the dildo. Then I can insert it, or even wear a strap on. Daddy apparently loved it, and it rescued him. Can you be rescued?”

I don’t…” he stopped talking and thought. Deep thought. Life changing thought.

When I thought he had immersed himself in thought long enough, I said, “Chances are, you’ll eventually be getting it up the pussy. So consider this practice, transition with a capital F.”

“Transition.” He picked up his drink and drained it. I poured him another. I poured myself another. If we weren’t so intense we would have been drunk. As it was, we were reaching the point where we had to be happy, or else.

“Have you ever…you know?”

“Fucked a guy? Nope. I’ve fucked the shit out of myself. In fact, that was how I got to like anal. I used a big old dildo and, I’ll admit it, it was a LOT of fun.”

He sat back, and his eyes got far away. And he said something interesting, “Do you think everybody who took the vaccination is turning into a woman?”

I blinked.

“And what are the women who took the shot turning into?”

“They’re already women. They’re probably just staying the same.”

“One of the things that passed through my mind, when this all started, was that it was my fault, that there was something in me that made this happen.”

I shrugged. “Maybe.”

“Where do you keep your dildo?”

“Stay here.”

I went into the bedroom, grabbed the dildo and a bottle of lube. I returned to the kitchen and plopped it down in front of Bob.

He stared at it.

“Pick it up.”

He brought his eyes up to me, then back at the dildo, and he reached out for it. His fingers were almost touching it when—

“BOO!”

He actually jumped, brought his hand back to his chest. And I noted how his breasts gave a slight jiggle.

He laughed. “You bitch!”

“Takes one to know one.”

He reached out again, and he picked up the tool.

“Turn the knob on the bottom.”

He turned it, and the dildo began to vibrate.

“Jesus!” he muttered, the thing hopping in his palm.

“Turn it off.”

He did so.

“Put it in your mouth.”

Now his eyes went wide. He stared at me.

“Sometimes I suck it to get it wet enough. I’m usually already a little wet down there, so it doesn’t take much.”

“You…” he was looking at the dildo. Big and pink. Shallow lines running up the side, smooth at the top.

And he slowly put it in his mouth.

“Suck it.”

Watching me, his eyes big and almost scared, he began to suck on the dildo.

“Now, you know what I want to do?”

He took the dildo out. His voice was breathy. “What?”

“I would like to bend you over this table and give you a thrill.”

“Bend me…”

“Over the table. Insert dildo, I’ll be very gentle, but when you start to feel the thrill I might start plowing you.”

He stared at me. I have never seen such wide eyes in my life.

“I love it when you ram that cock of yours into me. It opens me up. You fuck me good enough and I start to stutter and drool. Do you remember?”

He nodded.

“Let me do that for you.”

“Now?”

“Stand up.”

He stood up, and I realized how intense I was, and how wet I was. I was doing this for him, but I was also doing this for me. I wanted to take his ass.

“Drop your drawers. Excuse me, drop your panties.”

He gave a small grunt, and I could tell that big changes were happening in his mind.

I was taking charge. I was going to be the fucker, not the fuckee. He was the virgin and I was about to pop his cherry.

Doubtless, there would be a struggle, a conflict, in him. But…I felt hot and charged up, and I had a realization. This was something that fascinated men. Even when they were hopeless homophobes, there was something about getting fucked in the ass that drew them in.

Men wanted it.

And a man that said he didn’t was a liar.

Bob pulled his underwear down, and I saw his little manhood. it was like a two year old’s now. Small and pointed. And his balls were like like berries. All red and cute.

He was breathing hard.

I stood up and put my hand on his back. Wordlessly, I pushed him down on the table.

He bent over, put his chest, his small-titted chest, on the wood.

I squirted a big gob of lube into my palm and slapped it on his butt. I was deliberately rough. If he thought I was going to be rough, he would respond better when I was gentle.

“Oh!” he jerked. Then: “That’s cold!”

“I’m going to rim you now. It’s going to feel good.”

I put a finger in his butthole and ran it around gently. I could feel the texture of his anal ring. He gasped and was hardly breathing.

“Relax, and breath. If you fight it it will hurt.”

He forced himself to sigh, and his chest squashed on the table top, and I had visions of his little breasts flattening out.

“Okay, now two fingers.” I inserted two digits. I wormed them around, spreading the lube. I began to hook the fingers, rubbing the prostate within.

He gasped. “What’s that?”

“That’s your prostate. It pushes the juice. Prostate health is very important.

“Oh.”

Three fingers, and I began to slid them in and out. Slow strokes, slithering against his ass ring.

He groaned. This was good, he wasn’t fighting at all.

And, to tell the truth, neither was I. I wasn’t getting stimulated at all, yet I felt like my heart was surging, and my groin was heating up. Jeez, this was making me hot.

“Here we go,” I muttered, and I placed the tip of the vibrator against his brown button. Again, he gasped.

I slid it slowly, so slowly, into him.

I had prepared him properly, and he opened up and relaxed even more.

“Ohhh!” he exhaled, shocked at how good it felt.

Then I began to move it in and out. In and out. Slowly, lovingly.

Bob pushed back against it.

After a minute I began to lift it up and down as I pushed it in. And, a minute after that, I began to corkscrew it, as if stirring his innards.

Bob was in heaven. His knuckles were white where he gripped the edge of the table. His chest was rising and falling, his buttocks were clenching and relaxing.

He wasn’t just getting fucked by a dildo, he was fucking back. He was a natural.

“Okay, lover, are you ready for the rocket ride?”

He nodded his head. He couldn’t talk for gulping.

I picked up speed. I began slamming him. His back arched and he wiggled his hips.

And, finally, I was using full force. I was ramming him so hard my hand was making loud slapping sounds against his ass.

Suddenly, he arched his back, lifted off the table, threw his head back, and gave the loudest, most guttural groan I had ever heard. then he began spasming, thrusting his hips against the edge of the table.

Confused, I didn’t know what was happening, I slowed down, but I didn’t stop, which was good. When I did look down I could see a thin, white stream coming out of his tiny cock. Apparently I had rubbed his prostate so well that he had actually had an orgasm. A real orgasm. Not one of those slam bam thank you ma’am male ones, but a full blown, over the top, tsunami-like female one.

Gently, I extracted the dildo, and I smiled.


PART TWO

The next day Bob awoke with a smile. He had gone to sleep with a smile, he dreamed with a smile, and he rolled over to me and said, “That was un-fucking-believable.”

We kissed, and I was struck by how his face was changing. The fat was redistributing, his chin was softer, even his lips were fuller.

Oh, he wasn’t getting girly yet, but it was coming, and now that we had had a breakthrough I was getting ready.

“I’m going to get you a bra.”

He frowned.

“And I’m going to fuck you while you’re wearing it.”

He smiled.

I explained: “Tits will sag. You are a robust man, you will be a robust women. Do you want your big, old knockers hanging down to your knees.”

He laughed, and even his laugh was changing. It was a little breathy, a little higher pitched.

Oh, I don’t think that the men at his work would have noticed, but I did. And I actually had the thought that I didn’t have much time. Whatever that damned vaccine was, it was working fast.

“Now, while I go buy girly things in your size, maybe a little smaller because you are shrinking—“

He frowned.

“I’m going to fuck you.”

He smiled.

“While I’m doing that, you need to look into legals.”

“Huh?”

“In a couple of months you’re going to have long hair, big boobs, and…do you think that will translate to your driver’s license?”

“Oh.”

“And you need to talk to the passport people, find out what you are going to need. And your name…”

“What about my name?”

“Bob isn’t sissyish enough.”

He frowned.

I laughed. “What am I going to do?”

He grinned sheepishly. “You’re going to fuck my ass.”

“Speaking of which, I’m going to get some toys. Anything you want me to look for? Maybe a dildo that is three feet long?”

He laughed again. This was getting fun.

“I don’t think I need something that big. But I’ll tell you something weird, if you promise not to tell anybody.”

I looked around. I made a ‘shhh!’ sound and put a finger to my lips. “I won’t tell anybody but Facebook, the local newspaper and Vladimir Putin.”

And, again, he laughed. I was starting to love this.

Then he looked around, conspiratorially, and he said, “I’ve always been curious about butt plugs.”

“What!” I yelled. “My hubbie wants a butt plug!” We were in the privacy of our own home, and nobody could hear, but the idea was there. His face turned red and he said, “Hey!”

My turn to laugh. I jumped up and scrunched my ass up and held my hands like a bunny about ready to hop. I crossed my eyes and sang a parody of the old ‘buggy ride’ song.

Thanks for the pluggy ride,

thanks for the pluggy ride,

I had a wonderful time!

And I grunted and hopped at the end of each line.

Bob went into hysterics. Now that secrets were coming out, and we were digging a little deeper, he was relaxing and acting normal. Better than normal, in fact.

And I had a suspicion.

Did my manly husband harbor secret desires to curl his hair and finger bang his own, little cunt?

It was something to think about, and as I thought about it I began to get horny all over again.

Dildo store, first stop. I needed some new toys. Sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose, you know. I needed a little vaginal stuffing, or maybe even some butt pluggery. Maybe.

I went to work that day. I had been taking a lot of time off, which didn’t matter for two reasons. One, I was valuable, and the Repubs didn’t want to have to do their own work. And, two, we were in between elections.

In between elections is a funny time. People work less, they party more, which was fine with me. I tended to stay in the office while they partied their brains out.

So I worked, I said hi to the Senator, he’s a horny old asshole, but nice if you can stand getting your ass slapped. And I admit, I’m not one of these girls who gets upset if somebody pinches their bottom. It isn’t rape, and it titillates everybody involved, so who cares?

And, before I went home, I went in to talk to the old goat. “Hey, Senator?”

Yes, Barb, you can bear my children.”

We laughed. Old joke, and I had slapped him once when he got too friendly, and after that he knew which lines to cross and which not to cross and we got along fine.

“I just wanted to let you know I’m going to be taking a bit of time off. If you need me for something, give me a call, but you know…it’s pretty dead around here.”

“Vacation or problems?”

“Vacation problems,” I obfuscated. He smiled. Being a politician he knew when people were being honest or not.

“Well, no prob. Keep in touch.”

“One other thing.”

He raised his eyebrows. He had big, bushy eyebrows, old man eyebrows.

“Have you read anything about this ‘Project Shrink Wrap’ rumor that’s going around?”

“Why? Is your dick shrinking.” I tried to effect natural laughter. Just because he was a perverted old fool didn’t mean he didn’t have an eye for a lie.

“Nah. Neighbor’s curious is all.”

“Well, I haven’t heard a thing.”

And I knew he was lying. And the phrase ripped through my head. You’ll be better able to find out than I.

What wasn’t the good, old Senator telling me?

Yet, I couldn’t grill him. I didn’t want anybody looking at me suspiciously. I still had a manly man of a husband who needed some privacy.

“Oh, baby, have I got the works.”

“You do?” Bob’s voice actually broke. It gave a hint of a squeal. It wasn’t much, but he turned bright red.

“Don’t worry, hubby of mine, voices change, and yours will likely turn bright and bubbly like a 16 year olds before you’re done.”

That didn’t make him feel good, but it was the right thing to say.

“Now mix us a couple of stiffies, oh, sorry, no offense…”

He growled at me, but everything was working out pretty good here.

“..and get your sexy ass back in here. Yell to me how it went for you today.”

I opened sacks and bags and put them on the floor next to the couch while he shouted in to me about visits to the DMV, the passport office, talking to bank managers and lawyers and such.

The good news, there was so much transitioning going on, and I mean before this foul rumor about Project Shrink Wrap, that the legals to transitioning were getting easier and easier.

And there was no bad news. Well, except he told me it irritated him to have to sit down to pee, but…la la la. Life is tough, you know?

He came back into the living room and presented me with a tall, frosty glass. Bourbon and Cock. I know, it’s ‘coke,’ but I always call it Bourbon and Cock. It makes Bob laugh.

“So what do you have?” And his curiosity was suddenly in full view.

“Take off your clothes, little girl.” And chortled and leered and rubbed my hands together.

Grinning, he slipped out of his duds and stood.

His dick was maybe a half inch now. It was about the size of a healthy clitoris, and I wondered if that was what it would turn into.

Making myself not stare, I tossed him a flimsy garment.

He stared at the bra, and suddenly the laugher was gone. Here was the card from the bottom of the deck. Here was the truth he had been laughing about, and trying not to let bother him.

I waited.

He looked at me, then he shrugged.

“Okay. Aren’t I supposed to put this on backwards or something?”

“Until you get flexible enough to do and undo the clasps by bending your arms behind your back.”

We worked on how to put on a bra, and then we adjusted it.

He was looking good. I had guessed the right size, and he filled the small cups perfectly. And his body was getting narrower and they actually looked bigger than they were.

“Wow,” he said, coming back from the hall mirror.

“Next…” I tossed him panties.

He pulled them on easily, and I said, “Wait. Come here.”

He stood in front of me, and I felt his dick. Small and soft, just like a clit, but what was more surprising was that his marbles, and I mean that literally, were halfway up into his pelvis.

“Your testicles are moving up into your body.”

“What does that mean?” he worried.

“When balls get big, when you’re young, then they ‘fall,’ or descend. You seem to be going the other way.”

“Oh.” It was one of the most expressive ‘ohs’ I had ever heard. I mean, there was a trainload of meaning in that simple word.

He pulled up his panties, sipped a bit, and I tossed him garters.

“Whoa! But don’t I need to shave my legs?”

“Have you noticed your gams lately?”

He looked down. “Wow. They’re actually pretty bare.”

“I think you’ll start growing hair again, but it will likely be feminine hair. For right now, though, you are good to go. Here’s some nylons.”

He pulled on the garters and I explained how to roll nylons up his legs. Man, when he was done fastening that sheer material, I was blown out. And wet. His legs were SEXY! And did I mention that I was starting to get wet?

“What’s next,” he said, interrupting my train of horny thoughts.

 “I was going to get you a corset, but I want to wait a bit, let your shape stabilize, or whatever. You want to try a dress on?”

“Might as well,” but his nonchalant answer held a wealth of fascination.

Here’s a clever, little number. It’s short, so we don’t have height problems, there’s horizontal pleating, which will stretch, and I think it will adapt to you.

I held out a purple bit of cloth.

“Wow, there’s not much to this.” He pulled the dress over his head and wiggled a bit.

Click, and a flash filled the room.

“Hey!”

“I need pictures. It will help me figure out sizes, changes in the future, that sort of thing.”

“Oh. Yeah, well…”

“Now, have you ever worn a pair of high heels?”

He shook his head, and I held out a pair of three inch heels. They were strappy, and would show off his toenails, once I got them painted.

He put them on and stood up, and looked more awkward than a duck on stilts.

I giggled, and he even grinned ruefully.

“First off, point your toes forward and try not to stand with your knees pointing out.”

He adjust his stance.

“Now, the trick to walking is to place the heel first, but to do it in line.”

He tried, and nearly broke his ankle, and I laughed and laughed and he was all red faced.

“Big college athlete can’t even walk in heels.”

“You girls make it look easy,” he admitted. “But, man—“

DING DONG!

We stared at each other. The drapes were drawn, nobody could see in, but he certainly didn’t want to be caught in the middle of a fashion show.

“Go to the bedroom, I’ll find out.”

He staggered across the room, so panicked he didn’t think to just take off the heels. When he was gone, I opened the front door.

Two men. Suits. Black suits. And I immediately thought of that stupid movie, ‘Men in Black.’

“Mrs. Haskell?”

“Yes?”

“Agents Ava and Addams. We’d like to speak with your husband. Is he here?”

I thought hard. On one hand, I didn’t trust these bozos. And, the other hand, the good Senator had been at work. I knew this intuitively and instantly. I talk to him, ask a question about an article, and these bozos show up. Not a coincidence. And, on the third hand, knowing what I knew, figuring things out, I wanted to talk to them…I needed information, and I had a feeling I would finally be talking to somebody, two somebodies, who might actually know something.

Of course, the question was, could I get it out of them?

“He’s in the shower. Do you want to come in? Have a seat?”

They came in and I showed them into the living room. At one end of the room were boxes with dresses and wrappings and lingerie all about.  And Bob’s slacks and shirt. Agent Ava looked at Agent Addams and nothing was said. but a look can speak a thousand words. I felt closer and closer to the solution to Bob’s conundrum.

I went to the hall and called to Bob, who was standing there listening.

“Bob! Have you started your shower yet? There are a couple of gentlemen who wish to see you.”

Bob tip toed down the hall and called back, sounding as if he was in the bedroom. “Be out in a second!”

I turned to the two suits who looked bland and ominous at the same time, and a few seconds later Bob entered the room. He was barefoot, wearing pajama bottoms and a tee shirt.

“Hi, guys. what can I do for you?”

Agent Addams began speaking. “We’re following up on certain people who received the COVID vaccine.”

“Yes?”

“I’ll be blunt, Mr. Haskell, there are reports of certain side effects.”

“Like what?”

And here it looked like they wanted to stop talking and slink back under whatever rock they had come from. “Well, uh…certain feminine characteristics.”

Heck. They had brought it up. “You mean like men turning into girls?”

“Yes.”

So I pushed it. “Project Shrink Wrap.”

“What do you know about Project Shrink Wrap?” Agent Ava asked.

Here was a quandary. How much do I tell them. I knew nothing, and yet I had intuited everything.

“What the newspapers tell me.”

They relaxed.

“So why are you gentlemen here?” asked Bob.

“Well, uh, we’d like to…”

“They want to know if you’re changing into a girl, honey.”

A deathly silence while the effects of the bomb I just dropped were felt.

“Is that it?”

Agent Addams looked at the boxes and clothes at the other end of the room. “I think we know the answer to that.”

“So what now,” asked Bob, bitterly. “You take me away to a camp for nonconsensual transitioners? Brass knuckles and rubber hoses?

“No! No!” Both agents held up their hands, actually panicking a little at how south this interview had gone.

“Then what?”

“The government understands what has happened. We want to offer financial assistance, to help any people who have experienced these side effects.

“They want to buy you off.”

“And if you can’t buy me off, then come the rubber hoses. Is that it?”

“No…no!” the agents looked miserable now. From ominous to weasel in one easy step. “We are offering medical assistance, psychiatric counseling, and a certain financial award.

“Well, I’ll you what you can—“

“Bob,” I cut in. “Let’s hear what they have to say.” Bob was nonplussed, but I turned to the agents and asked, “Would you like a drink?”

“No ma’am,” a little relief. “But if we can all sit down and relax,” he glanced at Bob, “then we can go over the details of why we’re here.”

So we all sat down. Beavis and Butthead outlined their great plan to support the feminization of America, and we were all friends. Or, at least Bob hadn’t pulled out his assault weapon and put a few leaks in them.

Later.

We were in bed, the lights were out. I had my hand on my pussy, I like to squeeze my pussy, and Bob was wearing his first nighty.

And, God, was I wet. I know, I’m always wet. But when you have a good looking babe next to you, don’t you get wet?

Anyway, I said, “Bob. Ladies don’t get physical.”

“I wasn’t physical.”

“You were pretty close. If I hadn’t pulled the plug you would have chopped those idiots down to size.”

He snorted. There was always that bit of male machismo in him, just waiting to stand up and push out his chest.

“Admit it.”

And, finally, he grunted. “Okay.”

“Proper ladies don’t fight. They use their wiles. For instance, moi, I defused the situation, made them feel at home, and discovered something.”

“What?”

“That this Project Shrink Wrap is real.”

He turned to me. He placed a hand on my boob and started diddling my nipple. “So?”

“So I want to find out more. This vaccination thing, it’s just all too convenient. COVID comes around, the government shuts everything down, then they come up with a miracle cure…”

Miracle vaccination,” he murmured. My nipple was standing up. Little lightenings were shooting towards my groin. I groaned.

“Go on,” he mouthed my nipple and I arched my back.

“I mean, the vaccination came along a handful of months after the disease, almost like it was all ready. And…and…”

“And what?” he put a hand on my pussy, inserted a finger, and stroked me.

“Ah, fuck. What was I saying?”

“You were telling me about your great, big conspiracy theory.”

I pushed him away. “You fucker.”

“Aw, come on.” I’m in the middle of it all. I just want to forget it for a while, and get a little. Come on, baby, give me a little.”

I frowned in the darkness.

“Come on, honey. Do you want me to do you? Or you do me?”

“I want you to fuck yourself.”

“I can do that.”

And I suddenly relaxed. I realized what had happened. The Men in Black had offered money, and sympathy, and understanding…and Bob had taken it.

But it wasn’t my dick that was falling off, so I hadn’t.

I turned on my side and faced Bob. I cupped his tit. It felt good. It was warm and the nipple was erect. “Sorry, babe. I got carried away.”

He moaned. “Ah…that feels good.”

“How about this?” I sucked his nipple then, and he gasped. Poor Bob. He had been a male all his life and he didn’t understand how good a woman could feel.

“If you don’t mind, I said, cupping his mons, feeling the little peeney trying to poke between my fingers, I’ll do you. I feel strong and powerful, and I want to be on top. You don’t mind if I’m on top, do you, Bob?”

“Oh, no,” he gasped. I was pulling on his nipples. Both of them, and he was feeling it all the way through.

I got up in the darkness, went to my drawer and found the new strap on I had bought. I put it on, along with a bigger dick. Bob was going to like this.

“And, if you don’t mind, I’m going to fuck you stupid. Do you mind?”

“Leave me enough so I can make bacon and eggs tomorrow morning.”

“Ha! to fuck you so good you don’t even know how to pour orange juice. Now that is a goal. Turn over on your hands and knees.”

“Doggy style?”

“You betcha, Rover. I want to fuck you like an animal. I want you to howl for the moon. Are you ready, baby?”

He was, and I slapped a good handful of lube into his crack, then I smushed it around, pushed it into his hole, rimmed him a bit.

And, the truth was, I was actually a bit irritated.

And after telling Bob that women didn’t get physical.

But the truth of the matter was that I was pissed. I was pissed at the doctors for their vaccination. I was pissed at the government for encouraging and distributing. And I was pissed at Bob for finally settling down and accepting what the Men in Black had to say.

And I was pissed at myself because I had calmed everything down. Maybe I should have let Bob go get his assault rifle and puncturize the two bozos in black.

So, pissed off, I was about to take it out on my husband. Fortunately, he was going to love it. And I would to…when I was done.

I stepped between his legs and lifted up his nightie. I pressed the dildo against his asshole. Like the first time, he was all ready. I slid into him, and he grunted and arched and immediately began pushing back. I placed my hands on his hips and felt the extra fat, like that of a woman, and I controlled him.

“Come on, baby,” I growled.

He squealed. Actually squealed, as I pushed my big dong into him.

“Come to papa.” I banged him again, and his flesh quivered.

“Come on, baby!” I thrust and I thrust, and he held on to the edges of the bed and moaned loudly. And he tried to wiggle, to accommodate, but it was too fast, too rough, and he was finally getting a little of what he had handed out so freely when he was a man.

“Fuck, bitch! Fuck!”

Then he was pushing back, holding his own.

Somewhere in there his little clitoris discharged. I didn’t notice when, and maybe he didn’t, either.

But he did, and when I was done with him, he groaned and tried to crawl out from under me.

I pulled out and slapped his ass.

“Thanks, bitch.”

And he, laying on his belly, his ass destroyed, said the only thing he could. “You’re welcome.”

The very next day I went to work. It was Saturday and nobody was there. I walked through the office, heading for my own office, but making sure I was alone.

I was.

I went into the Senator’s office.

He was out on some boat trip, probably with a bunch of under aged escorts. Old pervert.

I went behind his desk, sat down on the swivel and considered the room.

He had a safe. And I was afraid that what I was looking for would be there.

But it might not be.

Democrats are notorious for their lack of security.

Hillary’s emails.

Weener’s laptop.

Hunter’s computer.

The Dems are a bunch of lazy ass sluts when it comes to security.

But I was in a Republican office. How strict were they on security?

Not very.

Yes, they kept better track of their computers, but I had seen the Senator toss a classified folder into his desk, or just slip it into a filing cabinet.

The question was, where would the file I was looking for be?

I opened a desk drawer. A few files, but not what I was looking for.

I wandered over to the safe. I pulled it. It opened.

Lazy ass Republicans were just as bad about security as the lazy ass Democrats.

I reached in, pulled out a bunch of folders, glanced at them, then put them back.

Huh! Where oh where…

I walked to the shelves and inspected them.

And the filing cabinets.

And even the closet with its golf clubs and tennis rackets.

Nope.

I went back to the desk and sat down.

Then I stood up and went to the wet bar. I poured myself a stiff shot of Johnny Walker King George V. Expensive slop, certainly good enough for me.

I returned to the desk and sat down and cast my gaze about the room.

Where oh where…

And I knew, the old joke. It’s always in the last place you look, because after you find it you will look no more.

And, idly, I opened the second drawer in his desk. The one I hadn’t bothered with because he never puts important papers in there.

But he put a single folder there. And the folder was printed with the legend: ‘Project Shrink Wrap.’

I smiled, and I opened the folder.

I came home, and I was so blown out that I was dizzy. I couldn’t think. My brain was officially on hiatus.

I had been fucked stupid before, but never as stupid as this.

“Hey, babe. Where have you—what’s wrong?”

I just stood and stared at him. Then I went into the bedroom and lay down.

I lay, unthinking, my mind traveling through the cosmos like it was a pinball machine and I was the ball.

Bing! Bing! Bang! I hit all the poles, was struck by the flappers. The ball bounced crazily, getting stuck between two poles that bounced me back and forth.

The universe suddenly made sense, but I didn’t want it to.

Bob came in. We had done his nails that morning, and full make up. He was pretty as a picture. A sex picture.

He was wearing a slinky dress, high heels, and his lips were red and beautiful.

How long? Another month? Then he would be full femme? Have a pussy and everything? And periods! And be able to get pregnant!

He handed me a drink. It wasn’t as expensive, and as smooth, as Johnny Walker Georgie the fifth, but it was good, and I needed it.

“Honey, you’re going to have to talk to me.”

“His voice was marginally higher, incrementally higher. Soon he would be a sultry contralto. Maybe a mezzo-soprano, but probably a contralto.

“Honey?”

I sat up and took a big glug. Then I looked at him.

“Project Shrink Wrap concerns the vaccination. The one you took.”

“So?”

“It is not a normal vaccine. It doesn’t give you a bit of some sickness so you can build immunity.”

“Yeah?” He was confused.

“What it does is inject synthetic material into your cells, into your DNA, and it ‘retrains’ your body.”

He didn’t say anything.

“In this case it retrains your body to eliminate the Y chromosome. Nothing male left. All female.”

“I don’t understand,” he was honestly confused.

“They turned you into a girl on purpose.”

“Yeah?” But he wasn’t alarmed, and the second half of the insidious equation made itself felt.

“And they retrained you not to become alarmed about it.”

He shook his head. Even as he took in the data he refuted it in his mind, but I now understood how he had been so upset in the beginning, but had come around.

“You’ll go through puberty, and you’ll have emotions, but you won’t care about what was done to you, even if you found out.”

And I was telling him, he was finding out, and he didn’t care.

“I still don’t understand what all the fuss is!”

I sighed, put away my own upset. I said, “Bob, men are too hard to control. Politics is all about control. Women are easier to control. So they made all but a few of the men into women. There’s still a few men,  mostly politicians, or otherwise in the know about this scheme, and they are the only ones left with dicks on this planet. The rest of us…we are just…just…fodder for their dicks!”

“And this is important…why?”

I sighed. I finished my drink. I said, “It’s not.” I handed him my empty glass. “Now be a dear and go do the dishes.”

Smiling, he did. He walked out of the room with a complacency that was just beginning to grow, was just altering his DNA. Soft and compliant, and perfect for the new rulers of Planet Earth. A slave with tits and a pussy, tailor made for a new civilization.

The Democrats had done it.

But the Republicans had known, and let it happen.

That made both parties complicit.

And I thought about being a natural woman. And the men were gone, at least most of the alphas were.

And the only alphas left were a few old political types, and the naturally bitchy women.

Lord love a duck. And I knew one last thing: they had changed men into women because women were more compliant, and I was one woman who was not going to be compliant.

In fact, I was going to be an alpha bitch about it all.

Maybe they had control now, but one woman can do an awful lot if she wants to…and I wanted to.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked these little gems.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


Story too short?

Didn’t want it to end?

Then check out these

FULL LENGTH NOVELS!
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And if you want to stick with the shorts,

scroll past the novels

and you will find BIG collections
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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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
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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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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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

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!

[image: ]

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories

[image: ]

I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…
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Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Men Changing into Women Stories!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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