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Boob Maximizer

He wanted biguns…he got ‘em!


PART ONE

“I guarantee it will work.”

Lance Smith snorted. “It will make tits bigger?”

“Guaranteed.”

“And how do you know?”

“Come here…” Doc Brown led Lance into a back room. In the room were several tables laden with bottles, bunsen burners, and exotic machines.

Lance was actually impressed. He had known Doc Brown since college, and while the guy was a little over the top, it was obvious that he was sincere.

“See…see!”

Doc Brown pointed at a cage on a table in a corner. Lance leaned down and peered closely. Mice. Little white mice that were a little plump on…Lance peered even closer.

“Oh, my God!”

“That’s right,” Doc Brown folded his arms and took on a smug expression. “They have tits.”

“Can I see one?”

“Sure.”

The Doc opened the cage and took out one of the two mice. He held it up so Lance could examine it.

Sure enough, the mouse was…stacked. it had big tits. For a mouse.

“Can I touch it?”

“What are titties for?” giggled Doc Brown. Truth was, he was a virgin, and the idea of sex embarrassed him.

Lance reached forward and touched the tiny boob. Sure enough, it was a tit, almost looked human, except that it was miniature and on a mouse.

“OhmyGod!”

Doc put the mouse back in the cage and closed the door. “There’s your proof. What do you say now?”

“I say I want it.”

“It’s expensive. A thousand dollars a bottle.”

“I don’t care! I’d take a dozen bottles if you have them.”

The Doc frowned. “This is a very concentrated formula. One dab should increase bust size by a full, uh, cup, or whatever they measure boobs by.

“That’s okay. I understand. Can I have a dozen bottles?”

“Okay,” and in the Doc’s mind he was thinking, ‘It’s your funeral.’

A short time later Lance was writing a check for $12,000. It was his whole savings, but…but he was so excited.

He chortled, “Man, when Mazie sees this…she’s going to love it!”

“Remember, only a single dab massaged into the skin.”

“Sue, yeah. I got it,” Lance said, not giving it much thought, then he was out the door.

Behind him, Doc Brown looked at the check and smiled. Then he frowned. If he was any judge of character, he’d better start working on an antidote, or a ‘shrinker formula,’ or something.

“Honey, I’m home!” Lance called out cheerfully.

No answer. Good. Mazie was still at work. Boy, was she going to be surprised.

He went into the bedroom, opened the paper sack and took out the twelve bottles of Boob Maximizer. The bottles were small, and they weren’t labeled. He put them in the drawer of the little table next to his bed. Then he frowned.

Truth was, Mazie hadn’t been receptive to the idea of getting implants. And he had tried creams and potions before, and she had just laughed.

“I’m a comfortable C cup. I don’t want to carry big, old behemoths around and get a sore back. You want big boobs then you better think about getting your own implants.”

Huh. Short-sighted woman didn’t know what was good for her. But he’d get her there. Once she had a massive set of mammaries she’d be thanking him.

He took one bottle and went to his wife’s make up table. Hmm. Eye shadow wouldn’t work, nor lipstick, although the idea of Mazie with big, puffy lips was somewhat appealing to him. Ah, he picked up a blue and white bottle. Cerave. Just the thing. A skin moisturizer his wife always used.

He took the squeeze bottle into the bathroom and squirted the whole thing down the toilet. Then he opened the bottle of ‘Boob Maximizer’ and started putting the stuff into the empty tube.

Oh, man, it was difficult. The old saying, ‘it’s like putting tooth paste back in the tube,’ came to mind.

Still, he put the bottle and tube nozzle to nozzle, and the stuff went in eventually. Huh. Even smelled similar. But not the same. He frowned. He still had a little space in the tube of Cerave, so he went to the kitchen. Hmm. smell and texture, they had to match. Good thing most things were white. He spurted a bit of mayo into the tube, then held it up. Felt the same. Yeah. This would work.

He heard the sound of his wife’s car enter the driveway.

Cripes! He ran back into the bedroom and placed the tube back in its position, then went out to greet his wife.

“Hi, babe.” He gave her a big kiss.

“Whoa…” she said breathlessly. “You must have done something bad to be that horny!”

He laughed. “I’ve been a good boy.” In his mind he was chuckling at how bad he had been, and how happy she would be when she had some truly bodacious boobs.

“Well, Mr. Good Boy, help bring in the groceries and we’ll get some dinner started.”

So he did. And all the time he kept sneaking glances at his wife’s form.

She was five foot five, good figure, but, like so many women, she needed some help up top. And she was going to get it. He mentally rubbed his hands together in satisfaction.

Dinner. A little TV. Time for bed.

All the while Lance kept glancing at Mazie.

“You sure you didn’t do something bad?” she joked. “You’ve been staring at me all night long.

“How could I not stare at such a beautiful woman?”

“Wow. Flattery, too. What it is you’ve done, I give you permission to do it again.”

They laughed, and he made a mental note to ‘do it again.’ Heh. Right!

They went to bed, and made he couldn’t control himself. The idea of her having mountainous mounds made him so horny. He rolled over and grabbed her breast.

“Wow, you don’t waste time, do you?” She kissed him. A gentle, loving kiss.

He managed to turn it into a tongue poking, slobbery thing, and they were off and running.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned, running his hands over her body. His chest felt warm and tight with desire, and his penis was hard a rock. An extra hard rock.

“Boy, something’s got you all hot and bothered. Babe, your dick is like a steel rod. And…my gosh, you’re dripping all over the place.”

“Just my love for you,” he mouthed her breasts, sucking on the nipples gently. And my love for your big breasts about to be, he thought.

She laid back and helped guide him into her. He was shaking with desire as he pushed forward and…

“Oh…fuck!” he blurted.

“Oh, no! You didn’t cum already, did you?”

The feel of his squirtem coating her inner thighs was the answer.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

She hugged him. “It’s okay. I should have realized you were a little too excited.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You could always get down there and do a little mouth work…” she said, hopefully.

Lance was silent. He wasn’t fond of oral sex, and especially if he had just squirted all over. One thing he really didn’t want was a mouthful of his own cum.

Mazie sighed and pushed him off her. “All right.”

Lance rolled onto his back and lay there. His balls were empty, and it felt good, but he really wanted her to have big boobs. If only she would rub that Cerave into her chest.

Mazie lay on her back and waited for Lance to go to sleep. She needed a little private time with Vinnie the Vibrator.

But Lance was restless. He was fantasizing about her chest and couldn’t sleep.

Finally, Mazie got up. She had a wet spot under her and she wanted a towel, and it would be nice to take a quick shower and wash his squirt off.

She took a luxurious, hot shower, even washed her hair, and then came out of the shower. She would have to dry her hair, but that was okay. She picked up her hair dryer and went into the next room.

She needn’t have bothered. Lance was quite awake.

She came back into the room and got into bed.

Lance’s eyes burned in the night.

Mazie rolled over, closed her eyes, and went to sleep.

And so the week went. Every night Mazie came home to the very energized Lance. The evening passed and Lance seemed extra horny.

And, truth, Mazie was getting extra horny. Lance kept squirting before she could get close, and then he lay awake and watched her with big eyes. She wasn’t able to get out her vibrator, and she ended up taking late showers. Now cold showers, to calm herself down.

Funny. People always thought it was the guys who had to take cold showers, but, not so. In fact, if Mazie got much hornier she was going to pop!

“Geez, honey, what’s got into you?” she asked on Friday night.

“I’m just a little extra in love with you,” he quipped.

“Well, that’s great.” Inside she was sort of tired of the extra attention. She just wanted an orgasm and not all this endless slobbering and quick on the trigger ejaculations.

For his part, Lance was going crazy. He wanted her to put Doc Brown’s formula on her tits. He wanted her to grow, and grow, and…GROW!

He wanted her to have massive triple Ds. He wanted to bury himself in sucking and fuck her boobs and…and she just took her showers and never used the stuff.

Finally, Saturday afternoon, they were getting ready to go out and she was sitting at her table. She picked up the tube of Cerave and squeezed a small glob into her hand.

Lance grinned and watched.

Suddenly Mazie frowned, and sniffed at her hand. “Huh,” she grunted. “Smells bad.”

She took the tube into the bathroom and squeezed it down the toilet. “I hate it when stuff goes bad.”

Lance stared, open mouthed, and watched a thousand dollars go down the drain. Fuck! What the fuck! Shit! A thousand dollars.

“Well, no loss,” Mazie said, re-entering the bedroom. “I can just pick up some more.”

Lance almost cried. But he still shot early that night.

Sunday afternoon, and Mazie went out with a couple of her girl friends. While they late lunched Lance took the empty tube of Cerave out of the trash. He smushed another bottle of Boob Maximizer into the empty container. He used more mayo, and a bit of ranch dressing. When he thought the smell was perfect he wiped the tube clean and put it aside. When Mazie got another bottle he would compare the odors and texture, make sure everything was perfect, and replace the new with his special stuff.

Heh. This was going to work out, after all.

The week passed. Lance squirting all over the place, usually before he could even get inside her.

Mazie was actually getting used to this, and she did manage to get together with Vinnie the Viber, so it was okay. A little frustrating, but not too bad.

But, by Thursday, Lance was going crazy. She hadn’t replaced the Cerave, and he was desperate.

“Are you going to get a new bottle of that Cerave stuff?” he finally asked on Thursday night.

“Not yet.”

“Well, I’m going by the store tomorrow. I’ll pick one up for you. ‘Cerave,’ that was the name, right?”

“Oh, you’re a honey. Thanks, babe.”

She kissed him lightly.

And he immediately kissed her sloppily, grunted and groaned and palmed her boobs.

She giggled. “I don’t know what you’ve been putting in your tea, but…”

And they had an almost marathon sex session. Almost, except for the fact that Lance came too soon. But at least she got him to use his fingers.

“Honey, you’ve been leaving me high and dry. It’s time to help me out.”

So he risked getting his hands all gooey and finger banged her. Yuck.

The next day he picked up a bottle of Cerave, and before she got home from work he sniffed it, made sure his concoction was just the same, then put his tube in the box and threw out the new tube.

“Thank you, honey.” She took it into the bedroom and put the box on her table.

The next night it was still there. And the next night, and the next.

Lance was almost out of his skull. He wanted her to use the stuff. He wanted her to have big boobs.

Finally, unable to stand it any longer, he asked, “How’s that new cream I bought you?”

“Oh, it’s fine,” she said without thinking.

But she hadn’t opened it.

Lance could almost cry.

A week later he saw that the box was gone and the tube was…where was the tube?

He found it in the trash. Empty.

Trying to sound nonchalant he asked Mazie, “I noticed the Cerave in the trash. Didn’t it work out?”

“No. Something stinky about it.”

Another thousand dollars down the drain! And her boobs were still the same size!

“Well, I’ll pick up another one for you.”

“Don’t bother. I’m growing discouraged with the product. I’ll find something else.”

The next week she brought home some Vanicream.

By that night Lance had managed to throw out her original cream and replace with a cream of his own making. He spent hours trying to get the smell and texture just right. At least this time it was a jar and not a tube. Made it much easier to get the stuff into the container.

And, a day later, he found it in the trash.

FUCK!

A month later he knocked on Doc Brown’s door. The Doc opened the door. He was as seedy and wild-eyed as ever.

“Yes? Oh…yes… the Lance fellow. How’s that cream working out?”

Lance followed the Doc through the house and into the laboratory. “Not good, Doc,” and he explained how he couldn’t duplicate the texture and smell and his wife kept throwing everything out. “And I only have a few bottles left!”

Doc frowned. “What kind of cream is your wife using?”

“She just got a jar of something called ‘Neutrogena.’”

“Hmm.” Doc sat at a computer and found Neutrogena. “Yes, these chemicals…uh huh…I can do that.”

“What?”

Doc turned away from his computer. “I can duplicate their formula so your wife detect the difference.”

“Really?”

“Child’s play.”

“Really? I don’t know how to thank you!”

“Of course it will cost…”

“But, Doc, I’m sorry, I have no more money!”

The Doc quickly figured the math out in his head. The cost of the chemicals, the time, about $10 total, but he was entitled to a little profit. “Well, normally it would be about $10,000 for something this complex…”

“But Doc!”

“Since you’re a valued customer, however, five thousand dollars.”

Oh, crap! Lance thought. He didn’t have five thousand dollars.

“Check or money order is fine,” Doc mentioned.

Lance’s mind raced. “How about a credit card?”

“Nope.”

Lance’s mind raced some more. He could get the cash with the card, then… “Okay.”

An hour later Lance showed up with the cash, and a bottle of Boob Maximizer.

Doc took the money and bottle and promised he’d have something in a couple of days.

Lance replaced the bottle of Neutrogena with his special bottle. Perfect. Perfect. And he went to greet his wife, who had just driven into the driveway.

And, extra blessing, his wife didn’t make him wait a week or two before applying the goop to her skin. That very night she sat at her table and rubbed the sweet smelling ointment into her breasts.

He stared at her massaging her breasts, and he gulped, and he felt faint.

Mazie stood up and sauntered towards him with a grin. “What do you say, sailor, want to show a girl a good time?”

He nodded, hardly able to breath, but when she pulled the blankets up they both stared at his cock. He had already cum.

And, the next morning…”EEEEK!” Mazie sat up and stared at her chest. Lance was instantly awake. He had been so horny and frustrated that he hadn’t slept well, anyway.

Mazie’s chest was near doubled in size! From a comfortable size C she was now a double D, maybe even a G!

Lance stared in shock. He had expected some growth, but not this much…and certainly not this fast!

“Oh, my God!” he burbled.

“What…what has happened?” Mazie got out of bed and almost fell over. Her boobs were so heavy she was going to have to find a whole new sense of balance. She staggered across the room and stared at herself in the mirror.

Her breasts were enormous! They were so big she had to hold them with her hands. And she knew she was going to need to get stronger just to heft them like this. And a bra! My God! She was going to have to see Omar the tent maker to get a bra to fit these…these…massive…

“Oh, my God!” Lance was next to her staring, and licking his lips. He had never seen so much flesh, so much pulchritude, such delicious…even her nipples had grown! They were the size of thimbles, and he had never wanted to suck anything so badly in his life.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered, drooling, and he bent his head.

Mazie pushed him away. “What happened? What is going on? How can this be…?”

“Don’t worry about it, honey, your boobs are just fine. Just the way I like ‘em.”

She suddenly got it. She stared at him. “You did this.”

“No…no, I—“

“You’ve been horny for months, and getting me all that skin moisturizer which kept going bad…what did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he moved forward, reaching for her massive chest. He needed to feel them, to suck them.

“Tell me the truth! What’s in the moisturizer you kept getting for me?”

“Nothing, honey. I just—“

She slapped him a hard one. Right across the face. Suddenly he realized that she was actually mad.

“Ow!” He stared at her.

She stood, frightened and angry at the same time, holding her huge boobs up with one forearm. the boobs overflowing and looking so delicious that Lance was in danger of cumming right then. Just looking at them and he was going to—“

“What do you do to me,” she hissed.

And, finally, mentally cornered, Lance said, “It’s just a little boob maximizer. It’s good for you.”

She slapped him again, but this time with a fist.

“Fu—!” he was knocked back.

Then she kicked him. Hard. Right in the you know where.

Lance doubled up and fell to the floor.

“You stupid son of a…” then Mazie was sobbing.

Lance groaned and tried to figure out what the big deal was.

“I can’t believe you did this to me,” Mazie said for the hundredth time that afternoon. They had spent all morning with her screaming at him, and it didn’t look like she was done. Not by a long shot.

“I’m sorry, honey. I thought you’d like a little extra, uh, femininity.”

“That’s what you call it? Extra? You made me into a freak!”

“But…but…”

Lance stared at her chest. He was so damned horny. He had never seen such magnificent boobs in his life, but her anger…wow!

Mazie picked up the car keys.

“Where are you going?”

“To get a bra,” she snarled. “And I’m using your credit card.” then she was out the door.

And back two hours later, and in an even worse mood. “You son of a bitch! You maxed out your card…I had to use my own.”

Her tits now poked out in front of her. And they were really poking. They were like road cones, big ones.

Licking his lips, Lance said, “Well, but…I’m sorry. I had to pay for the last jar of…of…”

She gripped him by the shirt front and twisted her fist. He found himself staring into her baby blues, which weren’t looking so babyish right then. “What else did you spend money on?”

“No! nothing! I didn’t—“

“How much did you spend on that stupid cream in the first place?”

“Nothing! It was free! I didn’t spend—“

Mazie went to the computer, pulled up their bank account, and stared in astonishment. “Twelve thousand dollars!” She turned to him. “You spent $12000 on some stuff to make my boobs bigger?”

“Well, I didn’t mean to. I just…he, uh…I couldn’t…”

“You stupid, fucking, son of a…come with me!”

She grabbed his shirt front again and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“Honey! Please…you’re taking this all out of propor—“

She stopped in front of her make up table. Lance could see her monstrous boobs in the full length mirror, and the mirror wasn’t even wide enough to accommodate her new boobs.

She grabbed the cream and unscrewed it. She scooped a huge glob of the stuff out and slapped it on his chest.

“You want big boobs? You got ‘em! See how you like living with these…these…these FREAKS on your chest!

She scooped the rest of the ointment out and slapped it on his chest. She put her hands on his chest and started smushing it through his shirt and onto his skin. He tried to back up, but she went with him, pushing her hands onto his pecs, squooshing the cream into his skin, his pores.

“See how you like it you son of a bitch!”

Then he was falling back on the bed, and she was on top of him, pounding on his chest with her fists and crying.

“You fucking…fucking…”

Then she was in the bathroom, slamming the door, and sobbing like her heart had been broken. Which it had.

Lance sat up, now he was crying. He was stunned, dismayed, and finally figured out he had done something bad.

Yes, his wife finally had the tits he had dreamed of, but he was pretty sure he was never going to get to touch them.

Dismally, he wiped the goop off his chest, then took off his tee shirt and put it in the hamper.

The day, as days are wont to do, passed.

Mazie came out of the bathroom. She wouldn’t look at Lance except to glare, and she was mumbling curses under her breath.

Lance tried to talk, but her withering stare, her icy demeanor, he wound up saying nothing.

Dinner…without dinner.

Her drinking straight from a bottle, saying things like… ‘If I had a knife…somebody give me a gun…son of a fucking bitch!’

Him trying to keep a low profile, and gulping frantically as he caught glimpses of his wife’s huge profile.

Her slamming the bedroom door so hard it shook the house.

Him sleeping on the couch. Sad, miserable, and scratching at his chest, which had suddenly started to itch.

Slowly, time ticked.

Midnight, scratching and rubbing at his chest. He was truly miserable, because the itch seemed to be deeper than skin, no way to get surcease from the growing itchiness.

One o’clock. He felt like clawing at his chest. The itch was worse than anything he had ever felt.

Two o’clock. Even his nipples hurt. He felt like grabbing them and ripping them off his fevered body.

Three o’clock. Rubbing his chest so hard, his pecs felt inflamed he had rubbed them so hard. They were starting to feel not just itchy, but pained.

Four o’clock. The itching had grown into a pain so terrific, and his head hurt, and he tossed and turned, and…finally, went to sleep. Or, more like passed out from the pain.

Seven o’clock. He rolled over and felt something hit him in the chest. Blearily, he opened his eyes, looked down at his chest, and…

“EEEE!”

He had HUGE tits! BIG tits! MASSIVE boobs. He sat up and placed his hands under them. They overflowed his hands and he just sat and stared.

The bedroom door opening, and Mazie was suddenly standing over him, staring at him.

He looked up, opened his mouth, tried to speak, couldn’t say anything.

Mazie started laughing. She laughed and laughed and laughed. “Hah hah! Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander you stupid idiot!”

“But…but…but…”

He was crying now, and big drops fell on the huge expanse of flesh swelling from his chest.

Mazie, laughing hysterically, returned to the bedroom. Ten minutes later she exited the bedroom. Her chest was big and high, and she didn’t look at Lance.

“Honey…please…can’t you…”

She merely laughed at him and walked out of the house.

For an hour Lance sat and held his new tits. He cried, he snuffled, he wondered what he was going to do.

Finally, he stood up, and nearly fell over. The weight on his chest made him want to do nothing but walk forward.

He went into the bedroom and put on a tee shirt. His boobs sagged and he looked ridiculous. He realized that he needed a bra.

But where does a man get a bra? And especially for boobs as big as his?

He headed out to the garage and grabbed some duc tape. The next half hour was an education in frustration and enlightenment. How does a bra work? How much of a load do the straps take? How does a strip of tape duplicate the cups of a bra?

Finally, feeling very awkward and silly, he was able to put on his shirt. In the mirror he found that he had not made a bra so much as just bound his chest. The result was a big puffy chest, and boobs that hurt.

Hurt or not, he had to do something about them.

“Doc! You’ve got to do something!”

Doc Brown’s eyes opened wide at the site of his customer with a bulging chest.

“What the heck is…”

Lance pulled off the strips of tape, and nearly died when his nipples felt like they were being ripped off.

Doc Brown goggled, then he grinned. “My stuff really works, doesn’t it?” Then: “But why did you put it on yourself?”

“I didn’t. My wife put it on me.

“Well, wow. You’re really stuck now.”

“But don’t you have an antidote?”

“Sure. $10,000.”

“WHAT!”

Doc thought about all the household ingredients he had used. And in the proper proportion. “Well, for you, $9,000.”

“Okay. You have a deal. Where is it.”

“Not so fast. Money first.”

“But, I don’t…Okay.”

He took out his wife’s credit card.

“Cash only.”

“But…I can’t…Can’t you trust me? I’ve been a long time customer!”

“I trust you to get the money first.”

Lance sighed and nodded. Head hanging, he walked out the front door.

At the bank he tried to get a loan. No dice.

Then he tried to open another credit card. Less dice.

Finally, he tried to take out a loan on his house.

Nope.

“But why not?” he beseeched the banker.

“You’ve already got a loan out.”

“I do not! I inherited that house! It’s free and clear.”

The banker reached into a drawer and pulled out a contract.

“I lent the money this morning personally.”

“Let me see that!”

The banker held the contract so Lance couldn’t reach it, but so that he could read it.

“But…that’s impossible! Why would my wife borrow all that money!”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to talk to her.”

Feeling lower than a basement in a parking garage, Lance left the bank. He drove through the streets unaware, his mind trying to come to grips with his dilemma. He was entirely aware of his big tits getting in the way of the steering wheel.

What to do? What to do?

Finally, he realized he was going to have to go beg Doc Brown. Maybe the scientist could be convinced. And, if he couldn’t, Lance began thinking of more drastic measures.

He pulled up to Doc Brown’s house, went up the walk and knocked on the door.

“Yes?” Doc called through the door.

Lance frowned. “Doc, I’ve got to talk to you.”

“I’m busy right now. Come back later.”

Lance pounded on the door. “Doc! Let me in!”

“Go way!”

Sounds behind the door. Low voices.

Lance pounded on the door so hard the latch gave way. The door swung inward, and Lance goggled.

Doc Brown was…his wife…they were hugging….they had been kissing…what…what…

Doc Brown was irritated. “I said I was busy!”

“But that’s my wife!”

Doc turned to Mazie, “But you said you weren’t married.”

“I won’t be. I’m going to see a lawyer right now.”

Doc turned back to Lance. “You see? Everything is on the up and up.”

Mazie walked out the door, as she passed Lance he noticed that her chest was normal. “Hey! Wait! Wait!” He ran after her, tugged her arm and she turned. Yep, her tits were back to being a nice size C.

“What do you want?”

“Your tits! How did you get rid of them?”

She smirked. “Doc Brown gave me the antidote. I didn’t know you had bought the Boob Maximizer from him. Good thing he was my first stop.”

“But…but, honey…”

Mazie advanced on Lance. “What?”

Helpless, he backed up and blurted, “The bank…you took out a loan!”

She smiled. “Yep. And I signed your name. Good luck on paying it off.”

“But…you can’t sign my name.”

“Sure I could. I’ve been signing it for years. My signature is now more accepted as yours than yours is.”

“But…but why?”

“To pay for the antidote, stupid.”

“But…that’s $20,000!”

“It’s not my money so I don’t care.”

“But…but…”

Mazie ended the conversation by stomping off. Lance watched her car disappear down the street, then turned back to Doc Brown.

Doc was looking at the latching mechanism and scratching his head.

“Doc! you gotta help me!”

“You really busted this door.”

“The hell with the door. You gotta give me the antidote for these… these…

“Oh, I don’t have any more of that.”

“But…you don’t…”

“Your wife just bought all of my stock. She got a good deal, too.”

“But you have to make me some more.”

“Oh, no. No can do. Your wife took the recipe, and I simply don’t have the time to recreate the formula.”

“But, Doc!”

“Sorry.”

“But…why were you kissing her?”

Doc Brown looked puzzled. “I don’t know. She just saw your car pull up and started kissing me.“

Lance didn’t know what to think of that, so he snarled, “Ahh!”

Lance drove around for a while, but soon realized that he was going to do nothing but run out of gas. He finally headed for home. When he got there his wife’s car was in the driveway. Struggling to keep his breasts up, his arms were getting tired, he walked into the house.

His wife was sitting on the sofa, smirking at him.

“Well, my stacked husband is home. How’s it going, Mr. Big Boobs?”

He trudged past her and entered the bedroom. Then he came back out. “Uh, Mazie?”

“Yes, dear?” she drawled sarcastically.

“Do you really have the antidote for…for these?”

“Hmm. I do recall having a couple of bottles of Boob Maximizer antidote. Now what did I do with those silly, old bottles?”

Lance went down his knees, and almost fell over, and began begging. “Please, honey. Please! Can’t you let me have some?”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned it.”

“No. You haven’t. You haven’t until you have fully experienced what it is like to be a woman. And especially to be a woman with big breasts.”

“But…but…but what can I do to convince you to give me the antidote?”

“Well, for starters, you look silly standing there and trying to hold your boobs up. The specially made bra I used is on the bed. Go put it on.”

Lance went into the bedroom, found the bra, took off his shirt and put it on. He felt instant relief for his sore arms. The straps were heavy on his shoulders, but he could stand the weight.

Marveling at this fact of woman’s architecture, he went back to the living room.

Mazie started laughing. “You look ridiculous.”

He stood, red-faced, and hung his head.

“You look like a man wearing a bra. Do I look like the kind of woman who would be married to a man who wore woman’s clothing?”

“Uh…but there’s nothing else…I…”

“I guess we’re going to have to make you look like a woman.”

“WHAT?”

She stood up and went into the bedroom. He followed helplessly.

She handed him a bottle of Nair. “Take the bra off, put this on, wait fifteen minutes then shower.”

He took the bottle, stared at her, but had no choice. He gave a nod and began taking off the bra.

15 minutes later he stepped into the shower. He watched dismally as his body hair swirled into the drain. He stepped out to find Mazie waiting for him. She snickered.

“Can I have the antidote now?”

“Are you kidding? We’ve just gotten started. Put your bra on and sit at my make up table.”

He did, and Mazie was right there waiting. “Now, this is moisturizer. A simple bath won’t get you clean enough.” She cleansed his face with a little pad. “Now, this is primer. This will…” and she led him through the steps of make up.

Fifteen minutes later he stared at his face in the mirror. His eyebrows had been plucked, his eyelids were shaded, his lips were red…he didn’t look like a man at all. But he also didn’t look like a woman. His face might be pretty, but his haircut was a man’s, and he still had the muscles of a man.

Mazie was biting her lip, trying to keep from laughing.

“Please,” he begged.

She stepped into her closet and brought out a dress. It was skimpy and stretchy and low cut. She tossed it to him. “Get dressed.”

“But…” but there was nothing to say. He pulled the dress on. Mazie pulled him in front of a mirror.

He wasn’t a big built man, and his big tits gave him more than enough curves. The most amazing thing, however, was the decollete. His big boobs stretched out the dress and he had about a mile of skin showing. It was so stretched that his nipples were visible.

“Oh, my God,” Mazie muttered.

“What?”

“Look!”

She pointed at his crotch and he looked down. His dick was erect and quite prominent.

“What, but, what do…” he was confused.

“You like it! You like having big boobs and wearing a dress.”

“Honey,” he cried. “I don’t! Please, give me the antidote!”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Believe me, I’ve learned my lesson.”

“It appears you’ve learned something else, too.” She rubbed up against him, and his cock grew even harder.

He pushed her away.

“What? You don’t want to get it on? I’ve got to tell you…you’re sort of turning me on. How many times have I gotten dressed up for you, just to go out and have some fun. Now you know what it feels like. Kinky and horny.”

Lance just shook his head.

But, if there was any good news, it looked like Mazie was getting over being angry. At least, she was grinning.

“Now then, try on my wig…yes, oh, that does wonders.”

He looked in the mirror at himself. His face was so red it shown through the make up, but he actually did look like a woman now. Except for the big bump in his groin.

She rummaged the dresser and pulled out a corset. “Put this on.”

He held the thing and was aghast. It was so small, and the fabric felt so…tight!”

“Come on, we haven’t got all day.”

Shamed, but still erect, he lifted up his dress and pulled the corset over his torso.

He didn’t have much of a belly, and now he had less. And the bump in his dress was less.

Mazie stood thoughtfully and studied him. She shook her head.

“What?”

“Not enough. I know. Your dick is pointed up. Put it down.”

It was difficult, the material was so tight, but he managed to push his dick so it was pointing downward. It hurt.

Mazie laughed. “There we go. And, look, you’re trying to bend a little bit. Trying to relieve the pressure?”

He nodded.

“Well, good. It makes your butt pooch out.”

“Honey, can’t we—“

“Nylons,” she tossed him a pair. “You’ve…no wait. Let’s paint your nails, first.”

He tried to sit down, and it was a struggle, but he finally made it. He could hardly breath, and he felt like he was going to suddenly snap straight and slide out of the chair.

Mazie bent down and painted his toenails a bright red. Then, while he was waiting for them to dry, she put fake fingernails on his fingers and painted them a bright red.

“Blow on your fingernails. I’ll help you with the nylons.”

He blew, and she unrolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset.

Finally, she went to her closet once again, this time bringing out some high heels. His favorite…when they were on her. High, so her calves would shape up. Open toed so he could see her nails poking out so sexy. Sling back.

But they were on him, not her. His toes, his calves.

Of course he overflowed slightly, and they were tight on him, but…they were still sexy. He could feel his dick trying to get harder and he bent over and groaned.

“Oh, I think he likes it,” Maxie laughed.

“Please, honey…I’ve had enough.”

“Nonsense. Now stand up and let’s get a picture.”

She pulled him to his feet, which made his feet truly ache in the tight shoes, and pushed him in front of a mirror. She stood next to him and snapped picture after picture. She even held the camera with one hand and felt his big tits with the other.

“Hey!”

“Hey, what?” she snapped. “You’re always groping me. How do you like it.”

And, the funny thing, he did like it. He liked the feel of his flesh being squeezed. He liked the stimulation to his nipples. He was glad the corset was hiding his excitement, because he knew Mazie would just laugh harder.

“Okay, you’ve dressed me up. Can we undress me and give me the antidote?”

“What? All dressed up and nowhere to go? Not a chance. We’re going to Charlie Coyote’s.”

“NO!”

“Yes. And we’re going to get drunk and look for men to fuck.”

“Mazie! I can’t! You can’t make me do this! Give me the antidote!”

“Not until you’ve had the full experience.”

“But I’ve had the full experience.”

She suddenly grew tired of his whining. She put her face right up to his and snarled. “You emptied our savings, and then I had to take out a loan on the house. We’re broke, in debt, and all because you wanted a bigger set of tits. Well, buster, you’ve got them now, and you’re going to find out what it feels like to have every man staring at you, looking for a feel, wanting to fuck your little, round butt. Now go get in the car. I’ll be out in two minutes.”

His mouth opened and closed.

“And don’t start crying. I don’t want you to ruin your make up.”

Totally defeated, but still with that betrayer hard on, he staggered out of the house.

Ten minutes later Mazie came out of the house. what had taken her an hour to accomplish with him she had done for herself in minutes. She was fully made up, wearing a green dress, a little more modest in the cleavage, and strutting.

Well, she was a good looking woman.

Lance stared at her.

“Get out,” she said, opening the driver’s door.

“We’re not going?” Lance said hopefully.

“Oh, we’re going, but you aren’t driving with your first set of heels.”

Lance got out and went around to the passenger side. He saw neighbors staring and he wished he could shrink into a ball and roll away.

Mazie laughed. “You don’t like the neighbors staring at your sexy legs and big boobs?”

He didn’t say anything.

“Here, we forgot to put earrings on you.”

She had a little bottle of alcohol and she dabbed his lobe, then shoved a needle through it.

“OW!”

“Baby.” She put an earring on him. it was long and dangly. Then she did his other ear.

“And don’t forget this.” She handed him a choker. It was black with little diamonds on it. This will emphasize your tits, and you want the men to notice that you’ve got a big pair, right?”

He shook his head, and was aware of the danglies brushing against his neck.

“Okay, sport. Let’s go have some fun.”

Charlie Coyote’s was an eatery during the day, and a night club at night. Every night beautiful women and handsome men slid across the small parquet floor to a five man combo.

“Oh, things are rocking tonight, aren’t they?”

Mazie locked the car and came around to link her arms with Lance’s.

“Mazie. Please don’t do this to me.”

“Heck, I didn’t do anything to you. I believe it was you who bought the Boob Maximizer.”

“Yeah…but, I’m sorry.”

“No you’re not. Not yet. Now, come on.”

She walked him across the parking lot, and it was good that he did because he was finding it very difficult to walk in high heels.

Inside the bar the place was jumping. Men and woman danced, couples and small partiers talked at the tables, and the bar was three people deep.

Mazie found a table and pointed Lance towards a bar. “A couple of drinks. You know what I like. Here’s my purse, and it might help if you tried to speak in a higher voice.”

Lance found himself standing alone, looking back at the table where Mazie waited with a grin, looking towards the bar.

It was only twenty feet away, but it felt like a mile.

Lance walked slowly, and measured his steps carefully. He was unsteady, but he managed to make it.

He stood and waited, and slowly moved through the crush.

And a hand cupped his bun!

“Hey!” He squealed, and a couple of fellows smiled at him. One fellow, a swarthy fellow with a sly look, merely grinned.

“What you want, ma’am.”

He turned to the bartender. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

“Order?”

Finally, he managed to blurt. “Pina Coloda and a Coke and bourbon.”

“What?”

He had to say it again, and he tried to raise the pitch of his voice.

The bartender started mixing, and he opened Mazie’s purse and searched for money. No money. But there was a credit card. Maybe there was a bit left on it. But maybe not. What to do…what to do.

The barman put the drinks down and asked, “You want me to run a tab?”

He nodded.

He picked up the drinks and turned around and his boobs slapped into the guy behind him.

“Whoa,” the guy gulped and stared at his chest.

“Sorry,” whispered Lance, and he staggered through the crowd.

Now he was so embarrassed that he was in a hurry. He almost fell, but managed to make it back to the table. He gave Mazie her drink and sat down next to her.

She sipped appreciatively, and he gulped his whole drink down in a gulp.

“Whoa,” she quipped. “You might want to make things last.”

“Okay. Okay. You’ve had your fun.”

“No…no. I haven’t. Now the game is simple. You’ve got to get a man to come on to you.”

“I’ve got to fuck a man?”

“Oh, maybe. You could give a blow job, or if you can find a man that likes trannies, your butthole is definitely for sale. No charge.” She giggled and sipped some more. “So, you’re all dressed up, and you’ve got to trap a man.”

“But why?”

“Because that’s what women do, silly. Why do you think I get dressed up before I go out?”

“I…because…”

“Because I want you to fuck me. I want you to suck my boobs and show me how much you love me. And now that’s what you have to do.”

“To…to have sex…”

“Like I said. A blow job is fine. Extra points for taking it up the heinie, but that’s the price of the antidote to those big pillows you’re toting on your chest. Now, watch me, and I’ll show you how it’s done.”

She gulped her drink, grinned, then stood up and headed out.

She stood in the back of the crush around the bar, and he watched as she shifted her weight and rubbed her thigh against a guy’s thigh. A look, a smile, and a conversation was started.

for a moment he felt a sharp rise of jealousy, and he could only imagine what that conversation was. ‘You come here often?’  ‘Yeah.’ ’Want to fuck?”

He looked away and tried not to imagine his wife with another man.

For a long minutes Lance sat there and wished he had another drink. Well, he had to get one, and he had to get out there and…and press his thigh against some guy’s. So he—“

“Want to dance beautiful?”

The fellow was big, athletic looking, and towered over Lance.

Lance’s mind went in seven directions, but he nodded.

The man held out his hand and Lance stood up. They stepped onto the dance floor.

Lance wasn’t much of a dancer, but he did know how to lead. Problem was, he wasn’t expected to. The fellow took him in his arms and swirled him through the pack of dancers.

Which was good. Lance found himself holding on, and being supported he didn’t trip and fall over on his heels.

They danced, and Lance actually found the sensation of being controlled and guided over the floor exhilarating. Time and again he thought they were going to collide with another couple, and the fellow picked him up and swung him this way and that, and his heart was thudding in his chest.

His over-sized chest. The fellow was staring down at it whenever he could, seemed almost mesmerized, and Lance began to feel a strange sense of power, of control over another human being.

Finally, after two quick dances, the fellow guided him to a quiet spot to the side of the bar. “I’m Johnny.”

Fuck! He hadn’t thought of a name. “Betty,” he blurted, momentarily losing control of his voice. It was the name of his cousin, and it would do.

Johnny tilted his head slightly and smiled. “So you come here often?”

Lance shook his head.

“Would you like a drink? Maybe unwind a bit? You seem awfully nervous.”

Lance nodded and whispered, “Bourbon and Coke.”

Johnny waved to the bartender and called out an order. The barkeep nodded and went about preparing the order.

Johnny moved Lance back, and suddenly Lance found himself with his back to a wall. Men and women streamed past them into the corridor with the bathrooms off it. Johnny braced one arm on the wall next to Lance and Lance found himself effectively corralled.

“You know, you really are a beauty.”

Lance stared wide-eyed. Johnny was leaning closer, talking intimately. “You haven’t been dressing up long, have you?”

“Dressing up?”

“As a woman?”

“I…I…”

Johnny laughed, showing some white teeth. “There, you’re all nervous again.”

The barman appeared and handed them drinks.

“Two more, Todd,” Johnny said.

Todd nodded and went back behind the bar.

They sipped, and this time Lance forced himself to actually drink slowly.

Johnny said, “What amazes me is your chest. I mean, those are real. Yet you don’t look like you’ve been taking hormones. How’d you do it?”

Lance’s voice sounded like it was from another planet to him as he answered, “Good genes.”

Johnny chuckled. “I guess so.”

The drink helped. Lance began to relax.

Johnny helped by holding up the conversation, smiling, and treating Lance respectfully.

A second drink, and Lance started to get dizzy.

“You okay?” Johnny asked, suddenly concerned.

“I don’t know. It’s gotten really hot. Do you feel hot?”

“We should go outside, get a little fresh air.”

“Oh.”

“Come on, we can go out the back.”

That was the point that Lance figured something was wrong. A couple of drinks never made him feel this dizzy, and it was so damned hot.

Johnny supported him and walked him down the corridor. They stepped through the back door and into a parking lot.

“What’s happening?” Lance asked. His voice was slurred.

“Come on over here. You can sit down in my van.”

“What? Don’t wanna. I need to go…”

He tried to move away from Johnnie, but the bigger man effortlessly kept him walking towards a far corner of the parking lot.

“Don’t wanna…lemme go…”

The van door slid open and another man was in the door. He grabbed Lance by the arm and pulled him.

“Wow! Nice boobs!”

Then Lance was in the van and the door was sliding shut. He felt hands on his body, grabbing his buns, feeling his tits. What had been sexy and gave him a hard on was no longer sexy.

The driver’s door opened and closed, and the motor roared to life.

“Let’s go…”

Lance tried to struggle, but he was thrown back by the sudden motion of the van. He fell and was pushed onto a mattress. He tried to move, but he was held down and hands lifted his dress.

“Fuck, this bitch is built!”

Voices laughing, then his panties were pulled down and…and thumb was pushed into his rear!

Lance tried to move his butt away, but his butt was drunk, too, and, it did sort of feel good, even though everything was wrong and…

WOOOOOO!

Red lights flashed and the inside of the van was lit up.

“Shit!” Somebody yelled.

“Go around!” Johnny screamed.

“I can’t!

CRASH!

Lance sat on the back of an ambulance and cried. He had been drugged. Rohypnol the cop had called it. The ‘date rape’ drug.

A few feet away a cop was talking to Mazie.

“Yeah, they get some poor tranny, drug her, take her out and rape her and beat her up. Your husband is lucky.”

“So you were waiting for them to make a move?”

“We’ve been watching them for a week. Just sorry it had to be your husband.”

A few more sentences, then Mazie thanked the cop, came over and sat down next to Lance.

Lance sobbed. Fuck his ruined make up. He couldn’t stop.

“You ready to go home?”

Lance nodded.

“Come on.” Mazie took his hand and led him to their car. Lance was aware of people staring, but he didn’t care.

Mazie put him in the passenger seat, then got in the driver’s seat and started the car up.

They drove through town silently, except for Lance’s snuffles and gulps. They arrived at their house and Mazie got out and came around to Lance. She got him out and walked him into the house.

She guided him into the bedroom and sat him down in the make up table. She began repairing his make up.

“What…what are you doing?” a frightened part of him was scared she’d make him go out again.

“Lance, you’re an asshole. But you’re my asshole.”

He listened as she educated him.

“Women have to watch out for men. We are weaker, we don’t know how to fight, so all we can do is pick the people we want to be with. But when the man you want to be with is a bully…that’s bad.”

He nodded, knowing exactly what she was saying.

“To be betrayed by my own husband…heck, I know you like big boobs, but I don’t want them. What you did…it was wrong.”

“I know,” he cried. The tears coming again.

She waited for him to dry up.

“Now you know. Now you’ve been helpless while some asshole has his way with you. Did you like it?”

He shook his head. He had stopped crying so she finished repairing his make up.

“So what are we doing?”

“Your lesson is almost done. But there’s something else you have to learn.” She rolled lipstick on his lips. He tasted the wax and found himself pressing his lips together instinctively.

“You have to learn the good side. The side I was experiencing before you had your momentary lapse of sanity. It would be a shame if you came out of this knowing only the bad. Are you ready?”

“Ready for what?”

“Come with me.”

She led him into the kitchen. She mixed him a drink, but with only the bare touch of bourbon. She had him drink it while she turned on the music. Then she took him in her arms.

They danced, and he felt her hips sliding against his. For the first time since the Rohypnol he felt an erection. It felt good.

They danced, swaying, not moving around much, but moving.

She began kissing him. Holding him and pressing her lips to his.

He felt the buzzing begin in his mind. He felt the heat in his chest.

She felt his boobs, gently, hefting them, holding them, palpating them.

“You can feel mine, if you want.”

He did. He touched them carefully, aware of what an asshole he had been, and he found a sweet joy, no matter that they were small, in fondling a part of the woman he loved.

They danced into the bedroom.

“Would you like to experience love as a woman?” she asked.

He found himself nodding. Gulping, but nodding.

Mazie lifted his dress and pulled his panties down.

He lay there, hardly able to breath. The corset was so tight, so restrictive, but that gave him other sensations, good sensations.

She stroked his cock, then she arranged a couple of pillows and turned him over. She went into the bathroom and returned quickly. She had a jar of Vaseline.

“This is what it feels like.” She slathered lube on his hole and he marveled. It didn’t hurt. It felt so good, and he felt himself giving minute jerks to her gentle fingers.

She inserted a finger into him and he gasped and arched.

“It’s good, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” he mumbled.

She put two fingers into him and began reaming his butthole. He couldn’t help but groan.

Then three fingers.

“Would you like me to get out my vibrator?”

He nodded.

So she did. She touched it to his brown star and slid it gently in. He was relaxed now, and it slid easily, filling him, making him open his legs and moan.

“I’m going to turn it on now.”

She did, and he began to cum. Not an explosive cum, but a sneaky ocean that swelled up and overwhelmed him.

“Oh…oh…”

She worked him, swirled the vibrator inside him, and she stroked him, and the semen left him.

Finally, she pulled the vibrator out and turned it off.

“Oh, God!” he breathed.

“Want more, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said into the pillow he had been biting.

“We can do it again. We can do it all you want. But you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“Anything.” He turned over and looked at her with eyes of love.

“Keep those tits for a while.”

“What?”

She pulled his neckline down and began suckling his breasts. The sensation was out of this world, and though he had just cum he couldn’t deny the heat going from his chest to his chest.

“You see,” she finally said, “I realized something. I realized that I like you with tits. I like you all made up. But I also like you with a dick. Do you know how wet I got making you look like a woman?”

For the first time that night, in fact since this whole thing had started, Lance found himself giving a strangled sort of chuckle.

“So I will give you the antidote, but not for a while. And I am going to dress you up and make sweet love to you. Is that okay with you?”

Lance nodded.

“Good. Now, I’ve been doing all the work. Would you mind freshening up your lipstick, then coming to bed and eating me to a frothy squirt?”

“I’d love to,” Lance answered.

And they hugged, and then he did as he was told.

END
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PART ONE

“Honey, you’ve got a problem.

We were sitting on the patio, naked, of course, and enjoying the sun and an occasional dip in the pool. A bourbon and Coke sat on the low glass table between us, along with a wine spritzer.

“Yeah, I’m done on this side.” I turned over and let the sun begin the baking process on my back.

“No, I’m serious. You’ve got a real problem.”

I opened my eyes and inspected my wife, and believe me, that was a delectable job.

Shiela is just an inch shorter than me, is actually taller than me when she wears high heels.

She is bountiful, and if you don’t know what that means you have never seen an over-sized bra. 36 DD. Easy.

She is svelte, with a thin waist.

She has a face that makes models envious.

In short, she is the most gorgeous woman in the world.

Okay. I’m exaggerating. She’s only the third most beautiful woman in the world…but I don’t know who one and two are.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I want sex and—“

“Don’t make me spank you!” She leaned over and swatted me on the ass with her fashion magazine. Those suckers are thick and I yelped, “Ow!”

Then, of course, I smiled.

So she poured her wine spritzer on me. Ice cubes and all.

“Hey! What the…” I immediately got up and jumped in the pool.

I swam in circles for a minute, became thoroughly de-spritzed, and climbed out and returned to my lounge chair. I laid down and closed my eyes and sighed.

“Honey, you’ve got a problem!”

My eyes flickered open.

“Don’t make me go make a drink just so I have something to pour on you again.”

I sighed, sat up, took a sip of my bourbon and Coke, and gave her my attention. “Okay. What is this world shaking problem that you are speaking of?”

“Your sales are down.”

I sighed, swung around and leaned back on the lounger and closed my eyes. “Sales go up and down. You know that’s what happens.”

“Not like this.”

I opened an eye and considered her.

“Like what?”

“You’ve dropped a thousand bucks in your monthly.”

I sat up. “What?”

“You’ve dropped a thousand dollars in your monthly commissions. I’ve charted it all. It’s been a slow but steady downswing for over three months.”

Man, she had my attention now. “Show me.”

Shiela opened the magazine she had swatted me with. She took out a small spreadsheet and handed it to me.

I took the paper, rubbed a hand through my hair and examined the proof.

Yep. A line that was going down. Not like falling off a cliff, but more like running down a steep mountainside.

It started last month, but you’re right, statistics go up and down, and you’ve had downswings before. That first month isn’t that much different than a half a dozen months over the last two years. But the second month made me blink, and when the third month came in…honey, you’ve got a problem.”

I studied the spreadsheet, changing it into a chart in my mind. Peaks and valleys, normally just a slow up and down, but this third month was indicative of a dive.

“Have you changed the keywords?”

“Nope. And I’ve done research to make sure the ones we normally use haven’t become ineffective. Keywords are fine.

“What about ads?”

I increased ads for this last month. I did this a week ago, we haven’t seen any increase in the dailies.

I was frowning now. My bright and sunny smile was truly upside down.

“So, any ideas?”

“Sure, but you’re not going to like them.”

I studied Shiela closely, and thought about how we ran our business. When we got married I was a struggling writer. But with her business acumen my statistics had soared, and I was enjoying the life that almost no other writer on the internet enjoys.

So I was freed to write, and she took care of marketing.

I upped my output severely, and she made sure that that output was seen by plenty of people.

“So tell me what I’m not going to like.”

“I’ve been reading the comments on our websites.”

I started to say something but she held up her hands, “Before you get started, I know that comments are the devil incarnate.”

Boy, she was right there. For every 99 people who said intelligent things, there was one who had no sense and was mean and avaricious.

‘He doesn’t use commas correctly,’ was typical.

‘He needs to have more spankings,’ was also typical.

Except that as a professional writer I did know how to use commas. And if I did suddenly alter my writings to include more spankings…my statistics reflected an instant dip.

What the commenter should have said was, ‘he needs more spankings…because I like spankings.’

For me to take that singular comment and apply it to everybody was literary suicide, if you get my drift. I had to write for everybody, not one fellow who wanted more spankings.

So I appreciated the comments, and greatly, because it meant that people were engaged.

And I tried to ignore the ones that were manifestations of personal kink.

“So what are you telling me?”

She opened the mag again and took out a second sheet of paper. It was a list of comments, and I perused them. And it was disheartening.

‘Descriptions are flat, like he doesn’t really know about women’s clothes.’

‘Writer shows an unfamiliarity with the female mind.’

‘He’s got the wrong sequence when it comes to applying make up.’

On and on. Small font. And all of them had to do with the fact that, in their opinion, I was writing about something I didn’t really understand.

I frowned and put the sheet of paper on the glass table.

“That’s why I don’t read these things.”

“No, you don’t understand. I didn’t cherry pick a few comments, these are sequential, this is what everybody is telling you!”

I blinked.

“But…but…”

“Joey, how long has it been since you cross dressed? Put on make up?”

“But…” but I was sort of stopped. It had been a while.

‘And that was what got you into writing erotica. You didn’t see enough feminization, female domination, men in compromised positions and needing to change. And what you did see was just ‘fuck writing.’ Porn for the sake of porn.’

“I still write that stuff. I love that stuff.”

“But these people are saying there is something flat in your writing.”

I frowned and thought about it. And thought deeply. So engaged in such thought, I stood up and picked up our glasses. I walked back into the house.

I had lost my touch, is what she was saying.

I rinsed the glasses out and made two more drinks.

Wine spritzer for Shiela, Tsarine Cuvee Adriana in the gold, swirly bottle. A hundred bucks a pop, but worth every sip. Cut delightfully, but some say sinfully, by ginger ale. Right out of the can.

And a bourbon and Coke, with Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon, only sixty bucks a bottle, and worth every gulp. I’m such a cheap drunk. And, of course, Coke. Right out of the can.

I carried the drinks back outside, handed Shiela hers and sat down and sipped. Well, gulped. I didn’t like bad news.

“So what is your plan?” I asked.

This was actually a tender area. As a writer I am my own counsel. I’ve gone through the editing process and understand it, and even appreciate it, but I don’t like amateurs telling me how to craft a word.

“I think you know what I am recommending.”

I sat back and frowned.

Shiela leaned over and touched my forward. “Honey, why don’t you want to cross dress anymore?”

I was silent, feeling the bourbon cool me and burn me at the same time.

Yes, why didn’t I want to. I knew why, but I had never told anybody. I had kept my dirty, little secret locked up. I had simply stopped wearing feminine clothes and gone back to male clothes.

That which I loved I had put aside.

I became a man because…because…

“Honey. I know something happened six months ago. And I have sat by and watched you deal with it. But…you’re not dealing with it. You’ve had a closed attitude for almost half a year now, and now it is showing in your statistics.”

I didn’t say anything.

“You need to talk. You need to let it out.”

Did I? I didn’t want to. Sure, I had a secret, but I wasn’t one of those fellows who went around blubbering about all his problems.

“Your statistics is down, you’re shutting me out, and if you don’t figure it out…”

She didn’t say anything more, she wasn’t threatening me with any action, she was just letting my mind leap to the obvious conclusion. I would sink into myself, stop communicating, stop writing the things that the wonderful perverts of the world rejoiced in.

Heck, truth be known, examine a few statistics and there were more perverts than so called ‘normals,’ and they were more open and accepting.

“Honey…?”

I took an extra big gulp of that sweet nectar, took a big breath, and began to talk…

“Hey! Joey! How you doing?” Rex Sinclair was a happy, dapper, sort of a guy, but with a bit of an edge.

Not really overly mean, but just sort of subtle nasty.

I was dressed as a girl. I was in corset, tight dress, had big, fake boobs, and my hair and make up was perfect.

“Pretty good,” we exchanged hand shake and almost chest bumped. That’s the thing about when you go out cross dressing. You feel cool and sexy, but other guys think you’re cool and sexy, too. And I didn’t mind a pat on the ass, but Rex…he was the kind of guy who got out of hand.

“Well, come on, let’s have a drink and you can tell me about it.”

Normally, I didn’t go drinking with the likes of Rex. He was happy enough, great jokester, but he…I was afraid of that edge of his. I mean it was one of those things…I had never seen him kick a dog, but…he had the potential. And I didn’t like to hang with people like that.

But, sometimes I don’t use the best judgement, and we ended up in a bar called ‘Samson’s,’ on third street. We sat in a booth and traded nasty jokes.

It was semi-crowded. People could still move around, but the crowd was starting.

"Give it to me! Give it to me! she yelled. I'm so wet, give it to me now! So I gave her the umbrella.”

“Oh, that’s crappy,” I laughed.

“So do me better.”

“What's the difference between kinky and perverted?” I asked.

He shook his head with a grin.

“Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird.”

He laughed, and glanced at his watch.

“You want to come to a party?”

“Well, I don’t know. Your parties tend to be a little rough.”

“Come on! Find out how the other side lives.”

“I know how the other side lives, and that’s why I’m on this side.”

“Aw, come on. You never want to party with me. And this is a good one. It’s a bunch of people like you. Crossdressers. And they’d like to see how a real lady does it.”

Oh, crap. Compliments. I’m a sucker for compliments. And, I argued against, but an hour later we staggered out of the bar and got into a cab. And he pinched my ass when I got in.

“Hey!” I yelped. But he was laughing, and I was drunk…and laughing, so we headed off for a party.

“Where was I?” Shiela asked, as I paused.

“You were at your mother’s, and I had to go uptown for a meeting with a publisher. A real publisher.”

“You never told me that.”

“It didn’t pan, and you were busy, and…”

“And you didn’t talk about that lost weekend.”

I nodded, suddenly miserable. Heck, Shiela probably could have handled the publisher. She is good at—

She interrupted my mental meanderings. “So tell me about this party.”

We drove uptown, passed through, and went downtown. Bad downtown. Normally I would have cancelled, but we were laughing, and we were telling jokes, and I was drunk…and the taxi pulled up in front of a shabby brownstone.

It wasn’t a good area. Not many people on the street, and those that were seemed furtive, sneaky.

We crossed the sidewalk, he had linked his arm with mine, and we climbed some steps and he hit the buzzer.

“Yo!” the tinny voice greeted us.

“This is Rex Sinclair and date.”

‘And date?’ I mouthed at him.

He shrugged and goosed one of my tits. I didn’t feel it, except for a slight pressure on my chest. And I should have walked out. That was the sort of stuff I definitely didn’t like. But, we were there, the door buzzed open, and suddenly we were on the inside, walking up the steps, laughing and giggling.

He told me a joke as we staggered around a landing and headed for the third floor.

"I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time, a husband says to his wife. She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, Your penis is bigger than your brother’s."

I laughed hysterically. That was the funniest…well, maybe it wasn’t. But in the moment, aslosh with cheap bourbon, I thought it was pretty funny.

On the fourth floor a door opened down the hall and a fellow looked out. He was in a boy beater shirt and had a cigarillo dangling from his lips. As we got closer I could see he had earrings.

“Hey, amigo! We thought you’d never show up!”

Suddenly I had a bad feeling, I started to back up, but Rex grabbed my arm, and the sleazy fellow grabbed my other arm, and I found myself in the apartment.

It was cheap, and made cheaper by peeling wallpaper, buckling floorboards and cracks in the century old linoleum. This had to be an original slum apartment from the dirty thirties.

There were six men in the room, and one skanky woman. A woman, but certainly not a lady. She had thick make up, pancake make up, like she was off a broadway show. But no show would ever let a girl like her on the stage. She was wearing a bathing suit and lots of pink flowers. She was skinny, and her boobs were small and saggy inside the sequined top. She was smoking a cigar, a big one, and looking at everything like she expected it to die.

“Hey! Rexie! This is the senorita, eh?”

I looked at Rex. He just slipped me a grin and said, “This is Joey. She likes to party.”

“Rex—“

But one of the men dragged me to a couch. I was literally thrown in between two guys, both bigger than me. One put his arm around me and I tried to push him away. It was like trying to push a bulldozer.

I looked for Rex to help me, but he was standing by the door, talking to a guy who was wearing a jacket over his boy beater. He had a skinny mustache and was smoking a cigarette. I saw them shake hands, and…the big guy slipped Rex some money. I could see the bills trade hands.

Then Rex turned, saw me and grinned, and went out the door. Just like that. And I was alone with a half a dozen men. And one skanky bitch who looked like she wanted to bite somebody’s dick off.

A couple of them didn’t speak any English, they just kept chattering between themselves, and I knew they were saying dirty things about me.

Two others spoke broken English, and they talked about what a fine Chiquita I was.

The big one next to me put his hand on my leg and I tried to slap it aside. He got mean, squeezed harder, and tears came to my eyes.

And they kept laughing and laughing. They were drinking, and they offered me a shot of tequila, but I refused. I was getting sober pretty fast and I just wanted to get out of there.

Then the leader, the guy who had paid Rex, spun a chair around and sat down in front of me. He had a big scar on the side of his face, and he was slightly bald, just a spot on the top of his head. And he smelled of cigarettes and tequila.

“Hey, senorita.”

“Hey, man, you got the wrong idea. I’m a man!”

He nodded, reached out for a bottle and took a big glug. Then he lit up a cigarette and blew the smoke in my face.

“Senor…senorita…eh?” He shrugged. He had a gold tooth that showed when he grinned.

One of the other men, a skinny one, giggled and asked, “Travesti?”

The guy in the chair in front of me nodded, blew smoke towards the ceiling, and said, ‘Si. Travesti. Tocador cruzado.”

The skinny one giggle, and actually clapped his hands in glee.

The leader had not taken his eyes off me. “You know what tocador cruzado mean?”

I shook my head.

“Cross dresser. Travesti, like transvestite.”

“Okay. Yes. That’s obvious. I need to go.”

The big guy next to me snugged his arm around me tighter, and the guy on the other side grabbed my tits. My breast forms. He squeezed, and it would have hurt, except my tits were fake. Still, his fingers sunk deeply into the breast form.

“So why you try fool us?”

“I wasn’t…I just like dressing this way.”

The leader leaned back, contemplated me with a glint of humor in his eyes, then rattled off a bunch of Spanish. I don’t know what he said, but the men started laughing. He leaned forward then, and reached his hand up my dress. I tried to get my hands free, but the big one had his arm tightly around me and I couldn’t get free.

He felt my panties, and he pulled, ripped them off. He pulled them out from under my dress and held them up. The men were cheeering, and he sniffed them, said something that sounded like ‘apestosa,’ and later I would research it and find out that it meant ‘stinky.’ Then he tossed my torn panties to the skinny one and reached under my dress and grabbed my balls.

It hurt. His hands were rough and calloused, and he was squeezing to cause pain.

“Why you try fool us, eh?”

He was right in my face then, squeezing, and I moaned and probably would have fainted, but he let go. I try to hunch over, but the big guy still held me.

“Okay, chiquita. You fool us good.” He laughed and rattled off some more Spanish, and they all all stood up, and the big guy stood me up, and hands were all over me.

They didn’t rip my dress off, they seemed intent on keeping me feminine looking, But they took me into the next room and shoved me onto the bed.

I will always remember how filthy that bed was. The sheets stank of barf and sex, and they were stained, and I wanted to be sick.

They didn’t put me all the way onto the bed, they just bent me over, lifted my dress, and…

Shiela was silent when I was done talking. What could she say? I had been foolish, I had gone where I didn’t belong, I had trusted somebody who I shouldn’t have, and I had paid the price.

She pushed my drink over to me, and I picked it up. Tears were coming now, and I literally cried in my bourbon. She lifted the bottom of the glass and tilted it to my lips.

I drank, and drank, and the tears slowed down.

She got up during my crying jag, came around and sat down next to me. She held me, and my body shuddered a few times, then she just sat back, pulling me down with her, and she lay on the lounger with me in her arms.

I slept.

I awoke, and felt so very refreshed. Confession does that to the soul, cleanses it and makes it shiny again.

I arched my neck looked up at Shiela, who was still holding me. She smiled, and leaned down and kissed me.

I felt like a million dollars as she stood up, took my hand, and led me to our bedroom.

We were already naked, so we just sort of fell on the bed and started screwing. Just like that.

We didn’t need foreplay because my confession had been foreplay. And I realized something.

I had not just been writing by rote, like I was filling out a form, but I had been making love by rote.

And now, for the first time in months, I was fully engaged.

Her skin was delicate, white, soft and fine pored. I felt her breasts and she arched her back and brought my mouth to her nipples.

Her nipples, glorious soldiers in the fight against sexual abstinence. I ran my tongue around them, felt the crevices and the heat.

She reached down and grabbed my erect cock. She pulled it, and pulled me into her.

For a moment we were locked, motionless in love, and we just stared at each other.

Making love is always wonderful, but making love to the woman you love…that is more than wonderful.

I began to move, to sink deep, twist, and pull.

She groaned and bit my shoulder lightly.

I thrust forward, a hard fuck, and she drove up, fucking harder.

On and on we battled each other in loving tandem. In and out, my cock slithering and sliding, her gasping and me gulping. And the end, when it came, was inexorable and tremendous. We were lifted up on a wave and crashed down, splatted on the sands of love, and then it was over.

We lay there, breathing deeply, and glad…so very glad.

I had slid down a bit and was in her arms, my face against one boob. She held me tightly, and said, “You did nothing wrong.”

“I know. But that doesn’t stop the feeling of being penetrated against my will, of being slapped, of the way they used me, laughed at me. I can still smell them, I can feel their roughness as they over powered me. No, it’s not my fault, but I am left with the debris.

Shiela was silent for a long time, and I thought she might even have drifted off to sleep, but she was just thinking.

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

“I want you to do something for me.”

“Okay.” I loved her, I trusted her.

“Tomorrow…I want you to get dressed. I want you as beautiful as you can be.”

“I can do that.” And I could. A heavy load had been taken off me and I was feeling free again.

“And then I want to go somewhere.”

“Where?”

“I could tell you, but I want it to be a surprise.”

Hunh. A surprise. Well, I was okay with that. As I said, I loved my woman.

And then we drifted off to sleep.

The next day dawned, and I still felt good.

Oh, my bad experience was still there, and I had a feeling I might have to deal with it again, maybe even get professional help, but for right now…I was fine.

Shiela awoke and we went out to the kitchen, naked as usual, and fixed a big breakfast. We laughed and joked and when I went in to do my day of writing I was feeling pretty good.

And my writing showed it. The words flowed freely, there was no ghost in my mind holding me back, my muse was unleashed.

I lost track of time, wrote thousands of words, and was sure my readers would be pleased.

Finally, early afternoon, I closed up shop and wandered out to the pool.

Shiela wasn’t there, and, in fact, was nowhere.

Hunh! how curious? She was a real homebody, but…she must have had some shopping to do. Still, she hadn’t said good bye….

I watched a little TV, and thought about getting dressed up again. I hadn’t done it for six months. Hadn’t wanted to. But now I did.

Shiela came home, and she was whistling. She brought home lunch, one of those poisonous MickeyD burgers, and we ate our lunch with a bit of chatter and laughter, then she said. “Time to get ready.”

I nodded, and got up and went back to the bedroom.

I took a shower, then brushed my hair out. I keep my hair long and wavy, and it curled over my shoulders.

We have two vanity tables, his and hers, and I sat down at mine. I handled some of the bottles. I hadn’t touched them for so long, and I took a wipe and cleaned them off, then I started my transformation.

I cleaned my face, and I hadn’t done that for so long my little sponge turned black quickly and I had to use a second sponge. What a bad girl I had been.

Then I primed my face, got rid of blemishes and imperfections, of which there weren’t many. Ooh la la, ain’t I grand.

Foundation, blush, and then the eyes.

I love eyes, they take such a delicate hand. I shaded mine carefully, added mascara and lengthened my lashes. I was starting to look good, and I put on bright red lipstick, then glossed it.

I combed my hair out, and it turned lustrous and fell over my shoulders in gentle waves.

Shiela came into the room and smiled at me. “Gorgeous. Are you going to wear a gaff?”

“I was thinking of a tube.”

“Nice.”

So I put on a chastity tube. I tied a bit of string to it, and pulled my tube between my legs and tied the string to the back of my thong. It wasn’t the most comfortable, but I loved the feeling of being confined, and it did keep the package out of the way so I could have a smooth front.

A bra, a big one, and my breast forms.

“I want to get implants,” I noted to Shiela.

“I would like that.”

“I bet you would.”

I picked out a tight dress and wiggled into it, and now I was starting to look like a real woman. Slender figure, I dieted enough that my waist was tight, big boobs, and…and I rolled a pair of nylons over my legs and slipped into a pair of high heels.

“Wow,” Shiela whistled appreciatively.

“Are you going to get dressed?”

“Sure. go fix a couple of drinks and I’ll be right out. And a bourbon and Coke for me tonight.”

I tilted my head in question. “I feel a little manly tonight.”

“A sexy man,” I quipped, and I headed for the kitchen.

We had gone out in total role reversal before. Sometimes we liked to go out as two women, sometimes as two men, and there was always the mix and match.

So she was the man and I was the woman tonight, and that was fine with me. Anything to be with my baby.

I mixed the drinks, and sipped mine, and sure enough, she was out in just a couple of minutes, in a sort of a zoot suit!

Not a complete zoot. She had padded shoulders, but the cut was sexier, feminine without being feminine, if that makes sense.

She took her drink and sipped, smiled, and then did something surprising. She took a flask out of the cupboard and filled it with bourbon. Hunh! We rarely used the flask, but if that was what she wanted, that was fine with me.

We walked out to the garage, and I heard the double tapping of our heels and looked at her feet. I grinned. She was all man, but she couldn’t give up those sexy high heels. But then, who could?

Or, maybe she just wanted to be taller than me. Nothing wrong with that.

She held the door open for me and I sat, and pivoted and pulled my sexy legs in after me.

She smiled as she closed the door, and shortly we were zooming. Down the street, onto the freeway, and off for the big city.

And I felt so-o-o good.

I was sexy, with the woman I loved, and I felt clean, relieved, ready to go.

Yes, it was still there, that terrible night, but…but I was going to make it.

I didn’t know, of course, what was about to happen.


PART TWO

We drove up the highway, over the bridge, and into the big city. It was a beautiful night, and the lights illuminated us, made our faces like kaleidoscopes. Cars whizzing past us, and us whizzing past cars. Tall buildings with lights going on and off.

Shiela turned on the CD player and I hummed as Anita O’Day sung, ‘Let Me Off Uptown…’

We wound our way through the city, horns honking, people talking so loud we could hear them in our car, and the whole thing was like a crazy, but beautiful symphony.

We pulled up to Ryan’s Bistro and a valet stole our car. We walked in, arms around each other, eyes glowing for each other, and…it was the best night of my life.

A combo was playing jazz, a lovely woman came out and sang, and we sat at our booth and ate, and drank, and were totally in love.

But, and this was the strange part, a strange part which I didn’t notice at first…Shiela kept buying me drinks.

Drink after drink, and I slowly became tipsy. Not sloppy drunk, but just that giddy place where you say silly things and everyone laughs at you, but in a nice way.

We had desert, a delicious chocolate-candy bar layer cake, then, again arm in arm, we exited the restaurant.

Back in the car, and I felt like I was on a cloud, all feathery and light and glowing.

“That was the most wonderful surprise,” I whispered.

“Oh, that wasn’t the surprise,” Shiela laughed.

My. How curiouser. “Well, what is the surprise.”

“Let’s take a drive, and then I’ll show you.”

“I can do that,” I giggled.

She laughed, reached over and caressed my face with her hand, and I kissed it, then she returned it to the steering wheel.

We drove down to the harbor, drove under an overpass for a mile, and the evening turned sad. We observed the prostitutes, desperate women with no hope, no plans, just living the life until somebody beat them too badly, or they overdosed, or were subject to some other tragedy.

I commented on that, “I feel so badly for those girls.”

“Yes,” Shiela agreed. “They may have made a choice, but…it just doesn’t seem fair. Here.” She handed me the flask.

I looked around, made sure there were no cop cars in sight, then tilted the flask. It was like drinking liquid fire. It was straight bourbon, and no matter how good and expensive, bourbon burns. I gave a cough, screwed the cap back on, and offered it back.

“You hold on to it.”

So I did, and that shiny, little metal container sat in my hand. And what do you do when you’re holding something? You use it. Wasn’t a minute until I sipped again. And again.

Lord, the lights lit up in my head, and in a strange moment of clarity I blurted, “You’re trying to get me drunk.”

“Nope.”

“What? Yes you are.”

“Nope. I’m getting you drunker.”

I laughed at that, looked around, and sipped again. The flask was half empty now, and she took it back. I think I was drinking too fast. She wanted me tipsy, happy, not sloppy and puking.

She turned the car and went back uptown. Back to the bright lights and away from the nastier side of life.

“Joey?”

“Yes?” I was lolling against the window, watching the beautiful city pass me.

“Do you believe that people should pay for their mistakes.”

“Oh, absolutely. Pay, pay, pay. I’ll give you a dollar for revenge.”

I was giddy, making no sense, and Shiela grinned.

And she kept driving.

“Does Rex still hang out at The Pussy Bar?”

I frowned. The Pussy Bar, a low life establishment which catered to the likes of people like…Rex.

“I suppose.”

She angled across town, and I realized she was going there.

“I don’t want to go to The Pussy Bar.”

She glanced at me. “You won’t. I’m just going to go in for a second.”

“Don’t wanna see Rex.”

“You might have to, honey.”

“Don’t wanna!”

She handed me the flask again. I took it, unscrewed the cap and downed a glug. Suddenly I wasn’t so happy.

We drove up to The Pussy Bar and angled into the parking lot. It was full, and Shiela found a space under the sign and near the street. She turned to me. “Honey, I’ll just be a minute. I’m going to lock the car, and I want you to take it easy.”

“Take it easy,” I repeated, but I wasn’t happy.

“Joey, you’re just going to have to trust me. Can you do that?”

“Yeah. I guess.” I pouted.

“And when I get back I want you to just go along with me. No matter what I say, no matter how weird…just go along with me. Okay?”

“Go along with you.”

She leaned over to me and whispered. “Trust me, and this will all be over soon.” Then she kissed me quick, on the lips, and got out of the car.

She hit the fob and the locks all clicked shut. I watched as she sauntered across the worn parking lot.

She was in there five minute and a few seconds. That whole five minutes I wondered what she was doing. And I prayed that Rex Sinclair was not there.

But he was. And five minutes later Shiela was coming back across the parking lot, pausing for a car to pass, and the little weasel was with her.

Rex Sinclair. Who had left me with a bunch of vicious bullies. Had been paid money to leave me with them. And that memory…that memory…

Shiela fobbed the car open. Rex got into the back seat and Shiela, with a cautious glance at me, a warning of some kind, got in the front.

“Hey, baby! I haven’t seen you for years!”

Shiela: “Say hi to Rex, honey.”

I looked at her. Even though I was drunk, I was ready to erupt. But there was something in her attitude, and I remembered her telling me to go along with whatever she did.

“Hi, Rex.”

Good thing he was high on something, probably pills and booze, because he didn’t notice the ice in my voice.

Shiela squeezed my knee in encouragement and started the car.

I opened my mouth to start in on Rex, but Shiela saw me, and goosed the car. We went under the sign, over the sidewalk and curb, and jounced in the street. Shiela laughed, a bit too hard, and Rex chuckled.

“You girls are in a hurry for a party.”

Shiela quickly said, “Rex said he could hook us up. You remember that party you told me about? The guy with the scar and the gold tooth? The party you had so much fun at?”

My mouth was open to object, but she rode right over me. “Well, Rex says he’s got it all arranged. He made a phone call. Isn’t that great, honey? We can have a great party, just like the one you went to before!”

I wanted to scream, but the way Shiela squeezed my knee, and she had told me to play along, and…and now I was confused. A part of me wanted to cry, to jump out of the car and run away. But I loved Shiela, and she had told me to trust her.

“Yeah, that’s Luis. I’m glad you had a good time. Luis and his homies, sometimes they’re a little wild, but nothing a good girl can’t handle, eh?”

He leaned forward and squeezed my shoulder gently.

I detested his touch, I was revulsed by him, but he was looking at me, and I glanced at Shiela, and she was looking at me with a caution. A look of ‘it’s all right…don’t get upset…this is all right!’

“Yeah,” I responded.

Shiela drove towards the bad section of town, and I shut up, but it didn’t matter. Rex was the original party boy. Blind to what others felt, he started in with the jokes.

“Hey, I got a goldfish that can break dance. Only for about 20 seconds, though, and only once.”

Oh, fuck. What a sick joke. I wanted to throw him out of the car.

"What's your name, son?" The principal asked his student. The kid replied, "D-d-d-dav-dav-david, sir." "Do you have a stutter?" the principal asked. The student answered, "No sir, my dad has a stutter but the guy who registered my name was a real jerk."

Shiela laughed, but it was a weak laugh. I was stone-faced. Behind us Rex laughed and laughed and laughed.

We drove into the really bad area, and Rex said, “It’s pretty close now. Right up here.”

We stopped in front of a house. It was squashed between an industrial area and an abandoned office building. The front was rotting, peeling boards. Shingles were missing, and the yard was a maze of broken cars on blocks and weeds.

“This isn’t where…you took me.”

“Nah. Luis moved. He’s still a party animal, though. Come on.”

Rex got out of the car and stretched and waited for us.

I turned and hissed at Shiela. “What are you doing.”

“Honey, I promise you, this is all part of a plan, and you just need to go with it. You need to smile, freshen up your lipstick, and I’ll take care of everything.”

I got out of the car, but I didn’t freshen up my lipstick. I glared at the house.

Rex started walking, and Shiela and I followed.

“Hey, if you give a man a match, and he'll be warm for a few hours. Set him on fire, and he’ll be warm for the rest of his life.”

Rex laughed and laughed, and Shiela whispered to me, “The car is unlocked. The keys are in the driver’s side pocket.”

I looked at her, and then, starting to come down from all the alcohol, starting to feel real concern, I whispered, “What are you doing?”

But we were at the porch, and she smiled and whispered, “Play along.”

We mounted the steps, and barely made it. The planks rattled and a few were missing. We cross the porch to the front door and Rex knocked. A minute later and Luis opened the door.

He was as I remembered him, except seedier. He was wearing the same jacket, but no shirt underneath. His teeth were yellow, and his eyes were big and dark. Luis had gotten stoned in anticipation for this party.

“Come on in, Rex, my man. Come in chiquitas, mi casa es tu casa.”

Rex chest bumped Luis, passed in, and Shiela and I followed.

“Hey, senorita, eres hermosa. Muy buena!”

He leered at Shiela, then he saw me. His eyes immediately lit up.

“I remember you. You are the good looking travesti who try to fool us.”

I kept my face carefully straight.

“So you want some more of Luis and his homies, eh?” He grinned, showing his gold tooth.

As I entered the room I caught sight of more faces. A couple were the same, I recognized them. A couple of them were different. There was no sign of the skanky girl.

“Hey, have some tequila. Jose, give these fine ladies some tequila.”

Jose, who happened to be the skinny one from months before, handed Shiela a bottle. Shiela took it, wiped the mouth, then tilted it, and that was the moment I realized something was wrong with Shiela.

Her face was fixed. A smile, but a rigid smile.

Rex was fist bumping somebody. Luis shut the door and stood next to me. He put his sweaty arm around my shoulders. “I miss you, chiquita. We gonna have fun, no?”

I hardly noticed him, his body odor, his stupid macho way of acting.

Shiela had turned to me, and her eyes…her eyes…she handed the bottle back to Jose.

Jose tilted the bottle and took a big slug, and that’s when it all happened.

She said, “You fucked my girl and didn’t ask her.”

Luis got confused. Not by her words, but by the fixed glare in her eyes. It was obvious no woman had ever glared at him before. At least, not like this.

Then Shiela reached into the pockets of her almost zoot suit and pulled out two guns.

They weren’t big guns, not any kind of Dirty Harry gun, but a gun doesn’t have to be big to do a lot of damage.

Luis didn’t take his arms from around my shoulder, but with his free hand he reached into his jacket pocket and drew a .45. I knew it was a .45 because I had seen enough movies to recognize it. He never got a chance to shoot it, though. Shiela shot him first.

She was eight feet away, too close to miss, and the bullet hit him in the center of the chest. He folded back, staggered back, looked at his chest, then sat down. He was so surprised at being shot he didn’t even shoot his own gun. He just dropped it.

Shiela turned and shot Rex. He was close, and he turned, and the bullet took him in the arm. Blood spurted and he grabbed his arm and ran out the door at the back of the living room. It was the kitchen, and he went right through the kitchen, out the door, and disappeared in the night.

I was screaming. I just bent my knees and huddled down and put my hands to my ears and screamed.

By now the other men in the room were drawing their guns. Shiela shot one more, in the leg, and he fell down, but kept shooting.

I screamed.

BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!

Bullets whizzed past me, but didn’t touch me. But then I had no gun, and they couldn’t shoot through me, so they were shooting around me, and Shiela was shooting around me, and I just stood there and screamed.

For a long moment the chaos reigned, then it was silent. Just the smell of gunsmoke. Just moans and groans.

Shiela was hit. Twice. She had taken one in the side, and she was holding it. And her thigh was leaking blood, but when she moved she didn’t limp.

I was screaming, and then, every stopped, I stopped. Shiela sagged against a couch, caught herself, and muttered, “Motherfuckers.”

My eyes were wide, I was shell shocked.

“You’re going to have to help me to the car,” she said. Her voice was very rough, gritty.

Yes, I was stunned, upset, out of my mind, but my girlfriend needed me. My love needed me. She might be Bonnie and Clyde all wrapped up in one, but…she needed me.

I darted across the room and went under her shoulder. I helped her to the front door.

“Don’t touch the knob,” she said. So I used my dress to turn the knob and pull. I wedged the toe of my heel between the door and the jam and pulled, and the door opened.

We staggered out of the house and across the porch. Going down the steps was crazy, and then we weaved our way between the wrecked cars.

“I think you’re going to have to drive,” she said.

I helped her into the backseat, where she groaned and laid down and put an arm over her eyes.

I got into the front seat, found the keys in the side pocket, and started the car up.

I was a mess. I was in shock. I was trembling and it was hard to even turn the steering wheel. I did it, though, and I drove down the street.

“Drive faster,” advised Shiela. “And try not to weave.”

I took deep breaths and tried to follow her advice. I sped up to the speed limit, and I asked, “Where’s the nearest hospital?”

“No hospital,” she whispered.

“But you’ve been shot.”

“This ain’t bad,” and I glanced back and saw the shadow of a smile on her lips.

“But…but…”

“Just drive home.”

So I did. My mind was a wreck, I was second guessing myself,  but I kept the car on the road, passed some cops going the other way with sirens blasting, and eventually made it home.

I helped her to the couch. She didn’t want to go back to the bedroom. I helped her lay down, and she groaned, looked up at me and said, “The leg is okay. Just sew it up. It’ll be a nice scar.”

“But your side…”

“That’s the touchy one, but the guy who shot me….it wasn’t a big gun. You can get it out.”

“I can?”

“Go get me some booze, and a knife, a real sharp knife, and I’ll talk you through it.”

I got the bottle of good bourbon and she swigged from it, then handed it back. “Pour the whiskey on the blade. Both sides.”

I did, spilling bourbon on our rug.

“Okay. Just stick it in and feel for something hard. A little rock.”

Oh, God. I had got her out of her almost zoot suit jacket when I had put her on the couch. Now I cut her shirt and exposed the skin.

I should have poured more whiskey on the blade, but I wasn't really thinking. I was just following directions, and I was terrified.

I was going to stick a knife in my girlfriend! I was going to be cutting into her flesh! I was…I did it. Don’t ask me how. I just remember placing my hand on her skin, next to the wound, and sticking the knife in.

She groaned, she was white, but she didn’t scream or jerk.

“Find it, please,” she whispered.

I moved the knife around, and I could actually feel the path of the bullet, the resistance was…different. It was ruptured flesh, and not as strong as unruptured flesh. Then I felt the bullet. Like she had said, like a little rock.

She felt it, too. I don’t know how, her face was pasty and she was gasping for breath, but she said, “get the knife under it. Dig it out.”

That was actually easy. In fact, looking back, after the fact, after the mix of terrible emotions I was undergoing, the whole thing was easy. I pried, and the bullet fell out. just like that.

Shiela sighed. “Fuck. That hurt.” Very conversational. “Sew me up.  Use dental floss. Give me the bottle.”

I handed her the bottle and she swigged it several times, like it was nothing more than Coke. Then she put the bottle down.

Sew her up. I had never sewn a thing in my life, but it wasn’t hard. You just stick a needle in one side, through to the other side and out.

I went to the bathroom and got dental floss. I threaded a needle, remembered to pour whiskey on the needle, and started. She stopped me. “Pour whiskey on it.”

For a second I was confused, then I realized what she meant.

Her voice was so soft, but I did it. I poured bourbon directly into the wound and she gasped, and then blurted, “What a waste of good bourbon!”

And she laughed. It was the weakest laugh I had ever heard in my life.

I sewed. The wound in her side was easier than the one in her leg, but I got them both sewed up. Then I washed the wounds again and wrapped towels around them and then wrapped duc tape around the towels. Somewhere in there Shiela went to sleep.

But my night was hardly begun.

First I cleaned up the blood on the floor. I spent a long time trying to blot the blood up, and I did pretty. We were going to have to toss the couch, but the floor was okay.

Then I went out to the car. The backseat was a mess. There was a lot of blood, and it had partially dried. I put a load of towels in the washer, ripped up a sheet, and went to work blotting up the blood. It took me hours, the stuff was in the cracks, soaked in. I finally took the whole back seat out and took it out on the front lawn and hosed it. Then I took it back into the garage and set it on end to dry, and went back into the car and tried to get the blood out of the rough carpet under the seat.

It was dawn before I was finished. There was no trace of blood in the car, but I knew there was a lot that the eye didn’t see. Heck, if the police put one of those lights on it it would glow like a mad man’s eyes.

But, there was nothing for it. I could have the car detailed, but that would only help, it wouldn’t cure complete. That car needed to be torched to get rid of the evidence.

But, so what. I was tired. I had recovered from the shock of the massacre, and I needed sleep. I went into the living room and sat down on a recliner, kicked the leg platform up, and snored…

And awoke in the afternoon. And I felt terrible. My head hurt, my mouth was gritty, and I had slept in my girl clothes and make up.

Shiela still slept, and so soundly that I checked to make sure she was breathing. She was, but…she was out like a light. A light in a house where the electricity had been turned off.

I went to the bedroom and cleaned myself up. I showered extra long, put on a tatty robe, and went to the kitchen. I ate a couple of pieces of toast, and that was all I could stomach. I returned to the living room, sat in the recliner, and conked out again.

“Hey,” her voice was soft and insistent, and I followed it to wake up land. I blinked stared.

Her eyes were open and she was smiling wanly.

I was out of the chair like a shot. I knelt next to her and cried on her.

“Hey, it’s okay,” she soothed me, brushed my hair with a hand. Then she asked, “Any news?”

Hunh! I had no idea. I had been so out of it, and so worried, that I hadn’t even thought about that.

“I’ll check. Let me check your wounds, first.”

“Oh, I’m fine. Just a little sore.”

I took the bandages off. There was blood, she had leaked into the towles, and she groaned, and gave a yip once, but everything looked normal. For gunshot wounds.

I started crying at one point, and she told me to shut up and turn on the TV. So I put a couple of pillows under her back so she could recline a little easier, and turned on the TV.

Nothing. Nada. Not a single word.

I looked at Shiela with a frown.

She just shrugged, and groaned, and said, “We didn’t touch anything. We’ve never been there. It’s an abandoned part of town. Unless they catch Rex…we’re clear.”

“But what if they catch him?”

“I don’t think Rex went there that often, and do you think a low life scumbag wants to go to the police?”

“But you shot him!”

“Just enough to get him out of the way. He’s scum, but it was those other guys…those other guys.”

Her voice sounded faint, and I knew she needed sleep, but there was something else I needed to know.

“Shiela…why did you do it?”

She smiled, and she said, “Somebody has to take out the garbage.” Her voice was just a whisper.

I knelt next to her, put my head next to her body, and she soothed me. Then, she told me something. She said, “I shot them because what they did was wrong. And because I doubt if you were the first. Most of all, I shot them because you’re mine. And I’m yours. And that’s the kind of thing people in love do for each other. Nobody fucks you but me.”

I blinked in surprise. And thought about what she had told me.

I got up and used a damp towel on her face, then told her to sleep. She didn’t complain, and shortly gave a light snore.

SIX MONTHS LATER

I sat at my vanity and admired myself in the mirror. I had my new boobs, and they were wonderful. They were big, and perfect and I just wanted to walk around in a bra all the time.

Shiela laughed at me. She said I appreciated my tits more than any woman in the world.

She was certainly right. Right then I was in a peignoir. I could feel the slithery material rubbing my nipples, and I was so excited.

“Mirror, mirror, on the wall,” Shiela chirped as she entered the room. She came up behind me and kissed the top of my head. I was wearing make up and feeling very sexy. “What’s the occasion, Princess?”

“No occasion.” Then I corrected myself. “The police closed their investigation, you’re completely healed, and…and I feel like being a woman for a while.”

I stood up and faced her. “Put on heels and…and I wish you had the zoot suit.”

“The zoot suit,” she laughed. She always thought it funny that I called it that.

We had thrown the suit out. It had a hole in the side and was all bloody, and it was evidence.

She took off her dress and started to put on a tee.

“Take it off.” I motioned at the tee.

She tilted her head.

“Now that we’re in the clear…I want to celebrate. Be a man tonight.”

She raised one eyebrow and gave a quirky grin. “Oh, ho!”

Shortly after that she was wearing slacks, her chest was bound, and she was wearing a black tee shirt and a suit jacket. it made her look flat chested. She scrubbed off all trace of make up, pulled her hair back tight and tied it.

“I’ve thought about getting all my hair cut off.”

“Nah,” I said. “Sometimes I want you with long hair. Sometimes short.”

She stood up and faced me. Her heels made her a couple of inches taller, and I looked up at her.

“Honey? Shiela?”

“Yah, babe?”

We were close and getting closer, but slowly.

“I want you to do me tonight.”

A couple of lines appeared between her brows.

“Are you sure? It’s been a long time, almost a year.”

“We haven’t done it since that night Luis and his thugs did what they did to me. But I love it, and I shouldn’t let what they did to me affect me.”

“You’re sure you’re ready?”

“I am.”

Shiela went into the bathroom and came out a minute later. Her slacks had a bulge in them.

“God, I missed this, and I’ve wanted it…”

“But you’ve been scared, too.”

“But it’s okay. They’re gone.”

“And never to return. You want to do this slow? On your back? Or do you want me to take you man style, tough and rugged with no foreplay?”

“No foreplay. I’m so hot. Just let me lube up and I’ll get on the bed.”

She nodded, and I unscrewed the big jar of lube and scooped a glob out. I bent and reached and slathered it on and into my hole.

I straightened up and smiled. “Do me good, bastard.”

She grinned back. “You got it, bitch.”

I went to the bed and crawled on. I got on all fours and waited.

Shiela didn’t make me wait long. She came between my legs, grabbed my hips, and thrust her dildo into me.

Oh, God, it was good. After a year without, after a year of deprivation and worry and depression, I needed it.

And it felt like she needed me. My hole hurt for a second, then it accommodated. She began sawing in and out. She reached under me and massaged my nuts.

I groaned, and pushed up on my hands. I tilted my butt so she could drive her dick into my prostate.

She began to pump harder, and I felt that big thing open me up, and I felt the prostate being touched. Shortly I could feel semen being pushed up my dick. Then it began to seep out of my cock. A year, and it was time. The drool seeped out in a string, with little chunks, and the good feeling came over me. I was being drained, and I liked it better than a man orgasm. Oh, those are fine, but give me a good butthole screwing any time.

Finally, I was empty, and I fell forward. Shiela fell forward too, followed me down and laid on me, her chest so flat and manly. She brushed my hair back and kissed me on the neck.

I whispered to her, “That thing you said, when you told me why you shot all those guys.”

“Yeah?”

That last thing you said…do you remember?”

She whispered, “Nobody fucks you but me.”

“Yeah. That’s it. Hold me tight. Love me. And tell me that again.”

I could feel her mouth making a smile against my neck. Her cock was deeply in me and her arms wrapped around me, held me like she would never let me go, and she said, “Nobody fucks you but me.”

Smiling, happy, I drifted towards sleep.

And she said, “And, by the way?”

“Mmm?”

“Your sales are up.”

END
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PART ONE

“It’s Voe-doe-pian-off.’

I repeated, “Wovopianov,” using the pronunciation I had just been schooled on.

“That’s right. Leonid Wodopianov. We just call him Doc Leo. Or Leo. He’s got quite a history.”

“Oh?”

The Jeep was bouncing up the trail, over ruts and through the dale. Driving in Alaska was like injecting hard rock into a six year old ballet class. It was rugged.

Beside me, Dana Lousch, pronounced ‘lush, gripped the wheel tightly and drove like a man. She wore bulky over clothes, but I had had a glimpse of her in a regulation security guard uniform. Round butt, big breasts, and when her hair was down she was all woman.

Not that she let her hair down. She was Miss No Nonsense when it came to police work. Or security work.

“Yes. He actually paddled a boat across the Bering Straits. Braved giant seals and polar bears and made it to the ‘Land of the Free.’”

“And he’s a scientist.”

“Top notch. Educated in the best Russian Universities. Let me tell you, Mother Russia was a bit unhappy when he showed up on our shores.”

“And now he’s in charge of the Alaska Scientific Studies Institute.”

“Head doc.”

“So what’s the problem that you need an FBI agent?”

Dana gave a sound that might have been a snort, but it was soft, ladylike. “Better to show you. You wouldn’t believe the spoken word, or even black on white.”

I gripped my seat then, as she wound us through a corkscrew of a cow path. Over ruts so big they should have been classified as ravines, bouncing against the seatbelt harness so hard it hurt.

“Sorry,” she said, glancing at me. “This is the only way.”

“Strange place to put a scientific institute.”

“Something about being free from the pollution of civilization.”

A half hour later, two hours into our trip into the wilds, we found a paved road. Well, more of a chip seal paved road, and it had suffered from the seasons. It had potholes so big swimming pools would drown.

Dana pulled up to a cyclone fence with concertina wire on top. She slid a card into a slot and the gate opened.

“Lot’s of security. Doc Leo afraid the bunny rabbits are going to break in?”

“Something like that,” grunted Dana. She drove through the gate and it slid shut behind us. Felt sort of ominous, like we had just entered a maximum security prison.

We rolled to a stop in a parking lot where all the lines had been weathered out of existence and she hopped out and lead the way into the big building.

It was long and low, nestled into a low peak just below the summit. It was painted brown and only had a few windows. And those windows were frosted and had bars on them.

We entered reception, and nobody was there.

“Huh,” grunted Dana. She looked around, then went behind the round desk. I looked over the edge of the desk to watch her.

She picked up a phone and hit a number. Four. Watching me, she said, “Doc, I’ve brought the FBI agent up.” She nodded, as if somebody could see her. “Yes. Okay.”

She hung up and said to me. “Have a seat.”

I turned to a cluster of squarish and very uncomfortable looking couches and picked one. I was right. It was uncomfortable. After that bucket ride up the mountain, however, it was comfy.

Dana sat down next to me.

Through the tinted front doors, the only windows in the whole place and they were too dark for easy looking, we watched a far peak. Snow on top.

“Storm coming.”

I turned to Dana and she was frowning.

“You’re probably going to be stuck here.”

“I’ll be spending the night?”

“Yes. But it’s not too bad.”

“Ring a round of roses, pocket full of posies…”

We turned to see who was singing, and my eyes widened.

She was six feet tall, Scandinavian blonde, naked as a new born. She skipped down the hall, making motions to the sides with her hands, pretending to throw out handfuls of poseys. Her large breasts bounced with every skip, and her voice was high and sweet.

“Oh, crap,” muttered Dana.

“The doctor will see you, he he he…” she giggled as she went around our couches, throwing invisible posies and blowing kisses to us. then she went back down the hallway she had come down.

“Let’s go.” Dana said, and she moved after the naked woman quickly, and I had the feeling she was trying to get away from me before I could phrase a question.

No chance. I was right on her tail. “What the hell was that?”

“Naked woman,” she muttered, not looking at me.

“And what is a naked woman doing prancing through the halls of a scientific institution?”

“Singing nursery rhymes.”

The hallway was long, and Dana was reluctant to talk. My mind instinctively went to the nursery rhyme. It wasn’t much, but it was all I had to analyze. My mind being somewhat orderly, and maybe even scientific, I sought logic everywhere, I considered the origins of the nursery rhyme.

Middle ages. The Plague. A ring of roses was a rash, the posies were a cure, everybody was falling down and dying. Fuck. What a weird thing for a naked woman to be chanting in a medical facility.

We reached the end of the hallway and turned up some stairs. To the top of the stairs, another turn and hallway, and, finally, a room.

The naked woman was waiting for us, holding the door open, smiling at us. She said to Dana, “Do you have any lipstick?”

Dana shook her head.

We entered the room.

It was a simple office. Nothing scientific or medical about it. Oh, there was a very small bookshelf behind a potted plant. The books looked like they were medical tomes.

At the back of the room was a desk, to one side was a small conference table. On one wall was a large picture of nature. Mountains and rivers, snow and in the foreground massive trees. The Alaskan outdoors. Just a few feet away, but only visible in picture. With naked women dancing in the halls. What a place.

“Doc Leo. This is agent Samuel Burns.”

Leonid Wodopianov was short, maybe five foot six. He was in his sixties and had fringe grey hair around a lot of baldness. His eyes were an odd mix of sharp and rheumy. He had bright, white, false teeth.

He stood up and came around the desk, “Excellent. Excellent.” He shook my hand. Mine was regulation FBI, hard and backed up by muscle. His was limp, soft, and felt sort of squishy, like he had doused it in too much hand lotion.

“Please sit down.” We did.

The naked woman chirped, in a pouty manner, which made it a weird sort of a whine, “Doc? Can I have some more lipstick?”

“You know what it will do to you?”

“Yeah, but I really need to look good for…” she glanced shyly at me, “For Mr. Big Gun. He’s got a gun! Did you know that? I could see it when…”

“Hush, Gwendolyn. Of course he has a gun. And you may have some lipstick.”

Doc went back around his desk and opened a small wall safe set on a credenza. He extracted a tube of lipstick and handed it to Gwendolyn.

Squealing with glee, the naked woman painted her lips. I watched in fascination. Just an aside, I have always been a lipstick man. Bright red lipstick was powerful, and it effected me. Hack. It gave me an erection.

I suffered my erection, and Gwendolyn handed the tube of lipstick back to the Doc.

“Off with you now,” he had a slight accent. Hard to pick up.

“Okey dokey,” Gwendolyn clapped her hands and pranced out of the office. We could hear her as she danced down the hallway. “London Bridge is falling down, falling down, falling down. London Bridge is falling…”

Her voice faded and the silence left behind was downright portentous.

“We’ve had more…more people have changed?”

Wodopianov sighed. “Yes. The workers think it’s an outbreak.”

“What kind of an outbreak?” I asked, suddenly nervous.

Sudden silence. I cocked my head and waited.

Wodopianov studied me, then told me. Straight from the hip. “I have invented something and I’m not sure what it is. Its effects, however, are…varied.”

“Varied as in…?”

He changed pace on me. “What do you know about chromosomes?”

“A joke and there are two.”

“A joke?” Dana wrinkled her brow.

I didn’t even smile as I repeated the stupidity. “How do you tell the sex of a chromosome?”

She shook her head.

“Pull its genes down.”

She looked blank for a second, then a quirky ripple twisted her lips. What went for a laugh in the world of the serious Dana.

Doc Leo, on the other hand, grinned. “That’s funny.”

I shrugged.

He said, “There are actually more than two chromosomes.”

“X and Y is what I was taught.”

“A woman is XX. A man is XY. The other two would be YX and YY.”

“What?”

“And, to be honest, there are permutations beyond that. In fact, there are as many permutations as there are numbers in a binary code.”

Binary code. The only numbers were 0 and 1. But one could count to infinite using binary code. It looked like this

0 = 0

01 = 1

10 = 2

11 = 3

100 = 4

101 = 5

110 = 6

111 = 7

1000 = 8

And so on.

It was a system that left out 2 through 9, A system that could be developed only by geniuses who built computers and wrote codes…or a man with only two fingers.

“I understand…but not really.”

“XXX. XXY. XYY. YYY. And so on. Then XXXX. XXXY. XXYY—“

“I get it. But what does that have to do with the price of tea in Alaska?”

Doc glanced at Dana. She glanced at him. They both watched me.

“The initial invention released constrictions on DNA.”

“Huh?”

“We are now producing all manner of X and Y variant.”

I looked confused.

“Dana, could you show him?”

Dana stood up and began taking off her clothes.

“What are you—“

“Patience, Agent Burns. Seeing is believing.”

She took off her Alaskan over jacket, then her cop top, then her tee shirt. Finally, her bra. She had a nice set of jugs. Not as big as Gwendolyn’s, but sizable. The tips were light, and they stood up as if excited.

Hell, they were excited. She was excited. I could see it in the gleam of her shiny eyes.

“I don’t know what is…”

She unbuckled her belt and pulled down her pants. She was wearing boxers.

A woman? Wearing boxer shorts? What the—

She pulled down the boxers.

A penis. Not a big one, just three or four inches, but it was stiff. Erect. Pointing at me.

I could feel it then. The careful wall she had kept in place on the drive up, I thought it was professionalism, a lot of cops, security cop in her case, have wooden expressions.

But now, with her clothes off and her sex revealed, I could feel lust in the air. And it was directed at me.

I didn’t feel like lust. I stared at it, at her, then turned to Doc Leo.

“No. She was not born a hermophrodite. She was infected. By my invention.”

“So it’s…it’s airborne?”

I was stunned. Airborne meant I might be infected.

“Not to worry. You won’t grow breasts, at least, not until you apply my invention, my lipstick, to yourself.”

“Put on…” I stared at Dana, who leaned towards me.

I leaned away, fended her off, and turned back to the Doc, “What…is…”

“Technically, she is a hermaphrodite, be it one cultivated in a lab. Deep down, in her genes, because of the lipstick, she is XXY. Dana presents as a woman, with one slight Y addition.”

“You call that slight?”

“I call it a penis. I suggest you measure your words carefully. While Dana is forgiving, she can also be emotional.”

“Can I have some more lipstick?”

“Of course, my dear.” He handed Dana the tube.

She turned the base and watched me with hungry eyes. The red column rose up and she touched it to her lips. She rolled it across her mouth and…I got an erection. Damn me. Why did I have to have that one, unique kink?

She rose up and took a half step towards me.

“No, Dana. Not now.”

“If not now…when?”

“I’ll let you know. Now, back to your duties.”

Dana left her clothes on the floor and skipped out of the room. As she went down the hallway I hear her singing,

“Here comes a candle to light you to bed,

And here comes a chopper to chop off your head,

Chop, chop, chop, chop, the last man’s dead!”

I sat and stared at the doorway. Then I turned and stared at Doc Leo.

“Would you like a whiskey?”

I nodded…then I shook my head. Hard.

He chuckled. “Only the lipstick makes change. The whiskey is pure Kentucky.”

He didn’t ask me again, he simply walked over to a small cabinet and took out a bottle of Yamazaki 12 year old Single Malt. He half filled the glass with ice cubes, then poured amber liquid over the cubes, then raised his eyebrows at me. “Would you like to ruin it with water? Or anything else?”

“Coke,” I croaked.

He nodded, amiably enough. “Coke it is.”

He took a Coke out of a small refrigerator and opened it, polluted my drink and put the half empty can back into the frig.

He handed me my glass, then returned to the cabinet and frig.

“I prefer Vodka.” He poured Ultra Premium Vavoom into a glass. Straight. He might have no hair on his head, but he certainly had hair on his chest. And I wondered…

“Are you…have you…”

“Taken my own lipstick?”

So weird the way he said it.

“Yes. I happen to be XYY. I present as a man, but with an extra does of…how should I say it…manliness? Horniness?”

He sat down and sipped his brewski. He rolled the glass in his hands and looked over the top of it at me.

“The good news is that I am able to control myself. I want to fuck everything in sight, but…I don’t.” He shrugged. “I am a paragon of self control.”

That made me think. “What…emotional characteristics do the various mutations present?”

“Good question.” He nodded. “Thus far emotion is still presenting. The more X you have the more emotions you have, the less discipline you have. The more Y you have the more…forthcoming, you are. That ‘forthcomingness’ is usually tempered by the amount of discipline a person has. Discipline depends on what kind of a person you were in your ‘pre-lipstick’ life.

“Dana was a cop. His name was Dan. But as his DNA presented, as his chromosomes adjusted to his real desires, he became more woman.”

“I thought he…she…was a cop and then grew a penis.”

“No. No.” He chuckled. The penis is shrinking. Not sure how much. Maybe all the way, probably all the way, and the breasts are growing.”

“What about Gwendolyn?”

“XXX. Started out as a woman, became more womanly. Oh, you wouldn’t believe how mousey and flat-chested she was.”

It was hard to imagine that Valkyrie as flat chested.

“Now she is so womanly I have to inject her with estrogen blockers, and testosterone. If I hadn’t done that she would have taken you to bed.”

“I don’t think so.”

He actually laughed. “When she is not inhibited by my chemicals she exudes a pheromonic ambience. You would find yourself falling under her spell. You would be unable to resist her.

“I don’t—“

“Let me make you another whiskey.”

He stood up and did so. While he hummed merrily along, preparing libations, I was left to conjecture.

Men turning into manly women. Women turning into womanly men.  And Doc Leo was a double man with just a trace of woman in him. How far did this go?

“So why am I here?”

He settled down behind his desk, sipped some more vodka, this time straight out of the bottle, and said, “Many reasons. First, there is science. We must observe experiments.”

“I’m an experiment to you?” I didn’t let out any of the disgust or bitterness in me.

“Tut, tut,” he waved a finger, swigged from the Vavoom. “And then there’s the need to share the wealth.”

“Share the…you want to infect me?”

“I guess you could say that.”

“Please, don’t be ambiguous.”

He smiled. “The downside of my being XYY, in your viewpoint, is that I want more and more women in the world.”

Of course.

“So you want to make all men into women?”

“More or less. I need more women to satisfy my appetites, but I also need to reduce competition. What better way than to change the men into women. Eh?”

“So you’re going to infect me, and I’m going to turn into a woman.”

“Nope.”

And with that brief negatory the conversation was over.

Oh, we talked some more, just not directly on the subject. And he told me much about the changes I would go through. He told me where to get women’s clothes, there was a whole storeroom in the complex that would see to my outfitting, when I so needed it. He discussed how I should behave, how my behavior would change. He even talked about style and fashion and what would be best for me once I changed.

As for my part, though I didn’t want to talk to him, especially about girly stuff pertaining to me, I did want him talking. I needed to learn more. I hoped he would say something that might give me a clue as to how to avoid the coming changes.

Changes which I knew nothing of, and especially how to avoid.

He said he wasn’t going to use lipstick on me. So what was he going to use?

The only thing I learned, that evening was that he hadn’t really invented his ‘chromosome transferrer,’ which is what he called it at one point.

Apparently he had received a sample of cosmetics from a place called Stepforth Valley. He had laughed, figured it was a mistake, and given the box to his secretary. That had started the ball rolling. He had noted men turning into women, traced it back to interaction with cosmetics, and began synthesizing the cosmetics on his own.

But as to how he himself had changed, he said nothing.

“Well, it is getting late,” he finally said, “And my appetites are rising. One of the blessings, for me,” he smiled, “is that my cock is quite large, and needs a lot of women to satisfy it. So I will have Gwendolyn show you to your room.”

He used his phone and called the nubile Valkyrie to his office.

“Gwendolyn, dear. If you could see to Agent Burn’s comfort for the night?”

I missed the nuance there, curse me.

“Surely, Doc. Can I have some more lipstick?”

“Of course, my dear.”

I sat and watched while she rolled on a fresh coat of beautiful red, then she smiled at me, handed the tube back to Doc Leo, and led me out of the room.

“I’ll take you the back way.” She giggled, linking her arm in mine.

I let her guide me. “Gwendolyn? Do you know what the doctor has done to you?”

“Oh, yes,” she chirped. “He has made me feel so womanly. I have never felt so nice and sexy. Wouldn’t you like to feel nice and sexy?”

We were going down a flight of stairs. “Actually, no. Tell me, could you do without the lipstick?”

“Why would I want to? But I could. It’s just that I don’t want to.”

Listening to her talk, she was a bubblehead. But I thought under it she might be smart, just effected by her change and exploring a new life, new emotions, a new body.

But, bubblehead or not, she was having a strange effect on me. I kept seeing her roll on the lipstick in my mind. My penis was getting a little robust at the memory. And the way she held my arm, her breasts, her naked and large breasts, rubbing up against me…she was having an effect.

“Anyway, I’m taking you the back way because I don’t want any of the other women to see you.”

“Why not?”

“Silly. Because they’re all women, and what does a woman want more than anything else?”

A man. Oh, crap. I suddenly realized I was the only man in the place. And all the women, according to what Doc Leo had told me, were going through hormonal changes. They were feeling their sex, and their sex was being denied simply because there were no men…and that meant…that meant they would want me. The only available man on the mountain.

Except for the Doc, of course.

The Doc. A scrawny, little piece of shit who was probably banging his way through the night even as I walked down the dark corridors with Gwendolyn.

We arrived at a room and entered. It was a simple room. Just a table and a bed. And a refrigerator. I looked into the refrigerator. TV dinners. But no microwave. Coke. Whiskey. What the fuck?

Gwendolyn locked the door and turned to me with a smile. If I hadn’t been so numb nutted by my situation I would have perceived the lasciviousness of her sharp teeth.

“I’ll just stay a while and make sure none of the other girls finds you.”

She turned a switch next to the door and the lights dimmed. “Save a little electricity, eh?”

I stared at her.

She brushed her long, blonde hair back with one hand and said, “Let me pour you a drink. You must be tired after such a long day.”

I nodded.

“Just sit on the bed.”

I did. There were no chairs in the room. Just the bed and the table and the frig. I wished there was a microwave. I was getting hungry.

Gwendolyn handed me a drink. Apparently I would be drinking my dinner this night.

She didn’t make a drink for herself. She came and sat on the bed next to me.

Naked.

Big breasts.

And my dick was getting harder. And harder. And harder.

“You’re so handsome.” She gazed at my face.

I smiled and drank. Heysoos. I was starting to feel a little a bit loopy. The Doc giving me drinks all afternoon, and now this Valkyrie babe giving me more.

And the way she held my arm, the way her breasts brushed against my arm.

“Isn’t it getting hot in here?”

I nodded. It was hot. Or, at least I was flushed from all the bourbon…and from the overt sexual ambience in the room.

“Let’s take off your jacket.”

She helped me out of my jacket and we sat on the bed. Right next to each other. Me drinking.

“You look so strong. Can I see your muscles?”

I laughed and flexed a bicep. I felt like a school kid on a date with the prom queen. Would I get lucky tonight?

Somehow, she managed to get my shirt off, and I sat there in my teeshirt.

“You look so uncomfortable,” she said. “Let’s get you out of those pants.

She unbuckled them, her long nails fumbling with the buckle, then she gently pulled my pants off.

My penis was hard as a rock.

“Oh, my,” she said, reached down, pulling my underpants down a bit, and stroking my tool. “This is big. I’ve never seen anything so big.”

I grinned. I did have a big prick. I had had a big prick all my life. I liked having a big prick. Girls liked my big prick.

“And the head…it’s like a tennis ball. Except, not green.” She giggled.

I looked down to where her hand stroked me. My head was red, and pre-cum was leaking out of it.

“Honey,” Gwendolyn said, staring at my monster. “How big is it?”

“Nine inches.”

“Wow.”

I could see the desire in her eyes.

And, I could feel my own desire. Man, was I horny. I hadn’t felt this horny in…suddenly I got it.

I stared at Gwendolyn. “You’re doing this.”

“What?” she licked her red lips and stared at my cock.

“That ambience thing. You’re putting out some kind of pheromones. You’re turning me on.”

“I sure hope so,” she spoke softly. She pulled my underwear all the way off, actually ripped my tee shirt in uncovering me.

“I’m not going to get infected by…by…”

“By fucking me?” She used the word coyly, and in a way that inflamed me.

“Yeah.”
“No.”

I tried then. I tried to hold myself back. “But I shouldn’t. We shouldn’t.”

“Why not?” she pushed me back on the bed, I was weak under her hands.

“I’m an FBI agent. I’m here on assignment.”

“I’d like you to assign me…with your dick.”

She was leaning over me, holding my hands down, and she touched her lips to mine. Such a gentle, soul searing kiss. I felt my dick roar with lust. My whole chest felt aflame with desire.

“Honey,” she whispered into my ear. “I really need you.”

“I shouldn’t…I shouldn’t…”

“You should. You should.”

She held my lips down with hers. She stroked my penis. She fondled my testicles.

I could feel my heat rising, more and more. Heysoos, I needed relief. I needed to put my dick somewhere.

“Do me, baby,” she crooned to me.

My dick.

The pheromones.

Her naked body pressed against mine. Her large boobs squashed against my chest. I needed to…I needed to…

She brought her legs up, perched over me. She held my dick in one hand and began sitting down, lining my dick up and pushing it into her hole.

I felt the soft wonderfulness of her pussy surrounding my head. I felt her labia sliding down around my shaft. I felt the incredible moist warmth of her sliding down, down, until she was sitting on me. Her round buttocks against my upper thighs, her chest hanging over me. Pendulous, white globes in the dim light.

I reached up and grabbed her breasts.

She moaned and twisted, and it felt like somebody was wringing my cock out.

I sucked her nipples, and she leaned forward, and her pelvis tilted and slid along my shaft.

“Fuuu…” I whimpered.

I had never felt such a woman in my life. I had never known sex could feel like this.

“Oh, yes…” her voice was just a breath, but that breath scoured my soul, ripped me open and laid me bare. “Do you want to cum?”

Yet, I intuited that she was already cumming. I could feel little spasms happening deep within her cunt.

“Oh, yeah!”

“Then cum. Fill me up with your precious life. Fuck me. Take me. Squirt your big penis in me.”

I began to jerk, my hips twisting and writhing, and I could feel my balls ignite, the fluid coming up the shaft.

“Fuck,” I said. “Fuck.”

I was gulping madly as my semen shot into her.

She ground down on me, writhed on me, took from me.

Joyously.

Like a real woman would.

“Fuck! Fuck!” I groaned, punctuating my pulsing cock, my shooting liquids.

She just held on, lost in the rapids of her own orgasm. Orgasms.

And, when it was all done, miraculously, I was able to do it again.

Of course. She was all woman. Of course.


PART TWO

I knew, immediately upon waking up, what had happened.

I had become enraptured by Gwendolyn’s XXX ambience, her pheromones, and had kissed her. Her lips had the lipstick on them. I had, inadvertently, applied her lipstick, the lipstick, to my own lips.

I knew upon waking because I could feel it.

Gwendolyn wasn’t there. She had fucked me three times, I guess one of the benefits of screwing a triple X woman is that she keeps you overly horny. Horny enough to rise to the occasion three times.

So I woke up, and before I even opened my eyes I could feel changes happening in my body.

First, the hard on. If I thought I was horny the night before, it was nothing compared to now. Now I was a raging telephone pole of lust.

I wanted Gwendolyn. Or, for that matter, any woman. Or even a knothole in a tree. I was horny.

Second…why was I horny? Did men get horny when they changed into women? So when would these terrible lustful ravages stop? I mean, it was distracting!

I stood up, and my dick stood out.

I pulled on my underwear, and stopped when I found they wouldn’t go comfortably over my penis. I put the underwear aside and was thankful that I hadn’t worn tight pants. I pulled up my pants, took note of the obscene bulge in the front, then put on my shirt and jacket.

The room was unlocked and I simply stepped into the corridor and looked around.

Cement. A few doors here and there. Stairs at the far end of the hall.

I walked towards the stairs. I thought I would be able to find my way back to the Doc’s office.

Up the stairs, down a corridor, and…lost.

This place was big, and I had been half drunk when Gwendolyn had taken me downstairs.

So, when in doubt, wander. I walked down hallways, opening doors and checking out the rooms.

Labs. Offices. Computer rooms. Storerooms. Classrooms. And so on. Everything the modern scientific institute needed to make synthetic Chromosome Transferrer.

I eventually found the lobby. Huh. There was the door. Could it be this simple?

I went to the door and pushed. Locked.

Frowning, I picked up a chair and threw it at the window. It bounced, nearly hit me on the rebound.

I went to the window, shaded my eyes and looked out.

Mountains. Wilderness. No snow storm. So the threat of a storm was just to keep me there.

I went behind the security desk and picked up a phone. A dial tone! Ah hah!

But I couldn’t dial out.

I did, however, get a voice on the line.

“Section G.”

“Hi. what’s section G?”

“You silly. It’s where I am! We make perfumes here. We used to isolate pheromones, but Doctor Wodopianov figured that out and now we make perfumes.”

“Oh. I’m in the lobby. How do I get out of here.”

I could feel the hush of thought on the other end. Funny how you can actually pick up emotions and other things on a phone line. “Are you…are you a man?” She spoke in a whisper.

“So far,” I answered honestly.

“Just stay there. I’ll come get you.”

On one hand, I exulted. After a morning of wandering through empty corridors I was going to see a human being!

On the other hand, I worried. The way she had asked if I was ‘a man,’ was she…horny?

Still, nothing for it, I went to the waiting area and had a seat and waited.

I didn’t have long to wait. A giggling, nervous woman came sliding around a corner. She was short, a brunette, and stacked. And naked. Her bubble cut flounced a bit, and her large breasts swayed a lot.

She straightened up to a walk, and she eyed me like I was a rabbit at a coyote convention. I could feel lust exuding from her.

“Hi, are you…who are you?”

“I’m Sam.”

“And you’re a man?”

“Last I looked.”

She looked down at my crotch, her eyes grew wide and she giggled nervously. “And you’ve always been a man?”

“Would it matter?” I asked, curious.

“Not really,” she breathed out. “But…I would like to think…”

“Well, I’ve always been a man. And…have you always been a woman?”

“Would it matter?” She was close to me and her eyes gleamed hungrily.

“Yes.”

That stopped her. She was so horny that the idea that somebody wouldn’t want sex, her sex, was odd.

“Oh.” Then she brightened up. “I’ve always been a woman!”

“Excell—“

She was on me. Like a passel of coyotes on a rabbit. She flew through the air and landed against me, her arms locked around me. Her lips flattened against mine and her hips pressed against my obscenely bulging cock.

I found myself kissing back. I should have pushed her away, been the diligent FBI agent, but I couldn’t. The lust in her soul ignited the lust in mine, and my dick wouldn’t have it any other way.

Her mouth mashed against mine, her hands worked my belt, then she pulled it out of the loops and flung it away.

She grabbed my super erect cock and stroked it. She fell to her knees and gobbled me.

I moaned. I couldn’t believe how good it all felt. I mean, sex is always good, but this sex, with super horny, super stacked women…it was enhanced. I mean, really enhanced.

I became the aggressor. I cupped her thighs and picked her up. I walked into her, my penis penetrating her, her mouth opening in a big O as she gasped with pleasure.

I walked, holding her onto me, until she hit the security counter, and then I pressed her ass on it and jammed hard.

My cock filled her all the way, and it never felt so big.

She grabbed me and held on. She groaned. “Oh, you’re stretching me!”

I grinned and pulled back and rammed forward. Again and again. It was not subtle, it was not polite, it was a ravaging. It was lust unbridled. It was me taking what I wanted.

And her giving what she wanted.

“Oh…yes…yes…”

I tilted and twisted, and the big tip of my big dick rubbed against her inner walls.

I leaned my head down and took her nipple in my mouth. I pulled one nipple with one hand and sucked the other nipple with my mouth.

She was holding on, tight, and her hips ground into me and took as much cock as she could. And she could take a lot.

She reached down and squeezed my balls, and that did it. I began to spew. With a groan my balls unloaded and the semen surged through my shaft. I began painting her insides with my whiteness.

She whined, knew what was happening.

“Cum, you bitch,” I commanded.

Maybe it was my polite language, or maybe it was my guttural growl, but she began to pop. Her inner muscles spasmed and gripped my cock, again and again.

She began crying. Tears actually streamed down her cheeks, and she humped and held on and cried.

I pumped my seed into her for a full thirty seconds. I mean, it was a lot, but eventually I emptied out. My dick sagged and went limp, and I pulled it out of her.

“Oh, God…God…” she whimpered.

I put her down, and she fell. Fortunately, I had placed her before one of the chairs in the waiting area, and she fell back and collapsed onto the chair.

“Fuck,” she said. “You can really fuck.”

“Excellent,” I said. Now that I had cum my mind was already on to other things. “Can you tell me how to get out of here?”

“Out of here?” She was honestly confused. “Why would you want to leave?”

“I’ve got a job to do.”

“Job? We all have jobs to do here.”

“What’s yours?”

“Well, I’m in charge of perfumes. But we’re branching out into blush and concealer. So I’m doing some of that, too. Then, of course,” she smiled proudly, “I make love to Doctor Wodopianov every Tuesday.” She sighed. “I work hard. Maybe I can get promoted to two times a week. Wouldn’t that be groovy?”

Groovy. Must have had a mother that was a hippy.

“Say,” she brightened up. “Maybe I could do you a couple of times a week? I’m young, my pussy is tight…and I can do lots of things.”

“What kinds of things?”

“Oh, I can give good head, and I swallow. I can also take it up the rear. Heck, I can do just about anything. I really want to be a good woman.

Her statement of abilities made me think.

Before lipstick she was probably plain Jane. Now she was hotter than hot.

If Doc was to be believed the lipstick did it all, unleashed the sexual monster within.

“Do you…do you put on the special lipstick every day?”

“Oh, no. I’m all changed.”

“Do you want to?”

“Not really. Doc says a person will lose the desire for lipstick once he or she has completely changed.”

“So how many men work here…and are they all women now?”

For the next half hour we talked. We had sated our desires, and I was able to get a lot of questions answered.

Half the work force had been men, but they had all changed. Now everybody was a woman. Except for the Doc.

“So when do I change all the way?”

“I don’t know. Everybody is different.”

“If I take more lipstick…does that change me faster.”

“I think it does, but I don’t know. Doc knows, though. He passes out the lipstick, and he keeps records of how much lipstick everybody gets, and other cosmetics, and what the effects are, and all that sort of thing.

Doc Wodo again. Hmm. Son of a bitch really had this placed figured out.

Or did he?

After all, I wasn’t locked down, I was wandering around. Maybe there was something I could do…if I could stay free.

“Can you get me some lipstick?”

“Oh, no.” But there was hesitation in her manner.

“What?”

“Maybe I could…like, kiss you when I get some on. would that work?”

“Yes.”

It wasn’t a bad idea, especially since my cock was starting to twitch. Apparently an orgasm, even a world shattering one like I had just had, was only good for a half hour or so.

And I wanted to see where this change was going to take me.

Believe me, I didn’t want to be a woman, but the changes were happening, and…and something was compelling me.

I think underneath it all, I realized that change, the hormones being released, were compelling me, pulling me forward. Right then, on the surface, I just made justification and wanted to keep going.

In truth, I liked the horniness that possessed me. I liked my big dick being unleashed. I especially liked the way these women—I had only screwed two, but they seemed representative of the whole—wanted to latch on to me.

“What about other women.”

Her eyebrows lowered slightly. “Are you going to be untrue to me?”

“Oh, honey,” I smoothly stood up and took her in my arms. “There will never be anybody but you.” Such a liar. Funny, I hadn’t been a liar before, but this fire in my groin, it was making me do things. “But I need to complete the change. The more women I kiss the faster I’ll change, and the happier we will be.”

On the surface, and down in the depths, for that matter, it was not logical. But I was finding out a certain truth: women aren’t logical. They are emotional. And I was in a such a position that I wanted to, had to, use that emotion for my own purposes.

So began my odyssey. I lived in the little room downstairs, and the women came to me. They brought me gifts. Little things to show their appreciation for my big cock.

They brought me food. Little viands they prepared specially for me.

They brought themselves. Naked and wearing lingerie. And fully made up…with bright, red lipstick.

I gobbled their mouths. I hungrily kissed their lips. I smeared their lipstick onto my mouth. I absorbed that wonderful color into my soul, and I waited for the changes.

My cock, my wonderful cock, if anything, seemed to grow bigger, more stout, stronger.

And my semen came out in ever increasing floods.

But my chest remained flat. Relatively flat…I was gaining a little muscle. In fact, I think I had gained 10 pounds, and none of it flab, even though I wasn’t getting any exercise.

The women came, horny and lusting.

The women went, satisfied and loose-legged.

When was the change going to occur?

I was starting to get desperate, and that’s when Doc Wodo lowered the boom.

“Special Agent Samuel Burns.”

I froze. I had been raiding a vending machine when the announcement had burped out form the loudspeaker system.

“Agent Burns. Please report to Doctor Wodopianov’s office.”

I didn’t.

Several times during the day I heard the announcement, but I didn’t want to see him. Instead, I hid in the laundry room. I curled up in the towels and sheets and white uniforms and took a nap.

Hmm. What did the bad doctor want with me?

I had been in the institute about a month.

I actually expected the FBI to send a team out to find out what had happened to me. But bureaucracies are notoriously slow, so…so what did the Doc want with me?

The next day. More announcements.

Then Gwendolyn found me.

“Here you are!”

She ran to me, snuggled into my arms, and we laid back in the sheets and uniforms and fucked madly. It was easily done because she wore no clothes, and I had given up wearing clothes, so I simply inserted and we bounced and, a while later, I spewed copious amounts of fluid into her.

“I’ve missed you so much!” she cried when we were done.

“What does the Doctor want with me?”

“I don’t know.”

“Can you find out?”

“I could ask, but then he’d know I knew where you were.”

Hmm. I needed to know, but I didn’t trust the doctor. He probably had a new perfume or something. I snorted. Weaponized perfume. How insidious.

“I think you’re just going to have to go find out.”

“Go see him,” I stated without giving it much thought.

Yet, I was going to have to think about it.

“He’s going to catch you, you know.”

“Oh?” I looked at her.

“Yes. I heard he’s forming a ‘Catch Sam Corps.”

“And how would he catch me?”

“He could threaten to withhold lipstick from the women until they found you.”

Yeah. That would do it.

“Okay,” I sighed. “Why don’t you tell him I’ll come to his office tomorrow morning.”

“Okay,” she sighed happily and snuggled into my arms. Her hand felt my dick. “Oh. It’s soft.”

“Another fifteen minutes. Then I can do you.”

“Oh, goodie!” She snuggled further into me.

Eventually, after another tryst, she left, to go talk to Doc Leo, but she also talked to other women. All night long the ladies came to me. It was like they were sniffing me out, maybe it was me that was exuding pheromones, but they found me and they hugged me and they fucked me.

And what could I do? What’s that old saying? ‘Eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we die.’ On the morrow I was going to beard the dragon in its den. I was going to see the man who had changed men into women. Who had made regular women into super women.

Who knew what plans he had? What schemes he had concocted to…to what? Trap me? Ensnare me? Imprison me…to kill me?

And I didn’t doubt that this was the case. What he had done…changing people’s DNA, altering chromosomes…he was capable of anything.

At 10 in the morning I arose and kicked the women out.

They huddled together, some of them sniffling back tears, and stood in the hallway and waited.

I got dressed. First time in a month. Fortunately, my dick was limp, and would be for a half hour. I was temporarily drained and could wear pants without the obscene bulge.

I picked up my holster and put it on.

My gun.

Did I need it?

Would I need it to fight off whatever the nefarious doctor’s plans were?

Whatever, I would be ready.

I stepped into the hallway and the women tried to hug me.

“No,” I spoke firmly, loudly, and they contented themselves with touching me as I passed.

Over the month I had familiarized myself with the Institute, and I knew where Doc Leo’s office was.

I walked down the corridors, climbed the stairs, and made my way to his office.

And stopped outside it.

The door was open, and I could swear I could hear him listening. Extending his perceptions and looking for me.

I stood, breathing deeply.

“Come on in,” his voice didn’t surprise me. For I could feel him.

I stepped into the doorway and looked into the office.

Same carpet. Same picture on the wall. Same conference table and ‘frigerator and safe and everything.

Same doctor sitting behind his desk.

But, no. Something was different.

Sniffing the very air, suspicious, I entered the room.

Doctor Wodopianov watched me, a wry expression on his face.

No poison darts from the walls. No pit fill with poison dipped stakes. No vipers or pistols or other methods of cutting me down to size.

Just the doctor. And the look on his face, it was…wry. And rueful. And…satisfied.

“Agent Burns. How nice to see you. Though it seems you’ve been avoiding me.”

“I don’t trust you. Can you blame me?”

“Why don’t you trust me?”

“Because of what you did, are doing, to everybody.”

“So I do what I do. Why does that bother you?” He was actually curious.

“Because you never asked them. You just did it.”

He nodded. “I understand, and you’re right. But, in my defense, as I explained a month ago, I was compelled. The chemicals that changed people, they compelled me, altered my way of thought, made me do things I normally wouldn’t have.”

“That doesn’t reassure me.”

“No. I can see that.” He sighed. Then: “that it would come to this…I never thought…”

I waited, but he said nothing more, then: “Would you like a drink?”

“The last time I had a drink with you I woke up a woman.”

He looked startled, then he started to laugh. And laugh and laugh.

Put off by his belly laugh, I waited, a confused look on my face.

“You really don’t know, do you?”

“Know what?” I asked.

“Know that…but, wait. It’s obvious you don’t understand, so let me explain it. Then maybe you can laugh with me.”

“I doubt it.”

“Then pour us some drinks. I’ll take my Vodka on the rocks. And let us have a final chat before…before…” he started chuckling again.

Put upon, not having any real choice, I went to the frig and made drinks.

Me, bourbon and Coke. Him, vodka. I brought the glasses to his desk, placed his in front of him and looked at the chair waiting for me.

He laughed again, just a bark, and he said, “Come now. Sit. If I was going to trap you I would have chosen a better and more insidious method.

So I sat.

We stared at each other over the expanse of his desk.

He smiled. Rueful.

I waited.

“Do you know what happens when a Queen Bee dies?”

What the fuck? I looked mystified by this sudden non sequitur.

He smiled at the look on my face.

“The other bees select a fresh egg and feed it special jelly, a ‘Royal Jelly,’ and, voila, we have a new Queen.

“In this poor analogy I am building I suppose the Stepforth Valley cosmetics are the ‘Royal Jelly.’

“At any rate, I missed one, little factor.”

“What’s that?” I asked. There was something in his attitude that was intriguing me.

“I thought,” he said, “I thought I was immune. Maybe it was something as simple as age. Maybe I had superior genes. But I thought that, since I didn’t change, that I was immune. That the ‘Royal Jelly’ didn’t effect me like it did the others. But I was wrong. I just happened to be the first male to be effected by the cosmetics. I had been having an affair with my secretary, and she kissed me, and I developed into an XYY. More man.

“The other men…they came after, and there was no need for a ‘King Bee,’ perhaps I should say ‘another’ King Bee. So they became women.

“Or, perhaps I really did have good genes.” He shrugged.

“Anyway, I was in charge, and I looked into synthesizing and making the world into a paradise for me, the most manly man around. Every one else a woman, designed to please me. Then you came along.

“I made sure Gwendolyn pleased you, and in the doing was able to apply the lipstick to you. I figured you would change into a woman, and I would have one more subject, and I would be closer to world domination.”

“I don’t…”

He talked over me. “But you didn’t change. At least, not into a woman.”

“But what…”

“Instead, you were more manly than me. Even though I was XYY, you were more manly. Maybe my age, maybe something else, but you didn’t change into what I wanted, you changed into what the ‘hive’—I guess I can call our little enclave here a hive—wanted.

I still—“

“You are YYY.”

I was silent.

Your dick is bigger. You can please more women than I can. Go on, look at yourself. Pull out your dick and let’s measure up.”

I sat, frozen. I couldn’t figure out what this trap was.

He stood up and pulled down his pants, and took off his shirt, and I had my proof. His dick was shrunken. Limp. Useless. On his chest he had saggy tits. Old tits.

We stared at each other.

“So, my friend, who backfired on me. I am about to abdicate, to leave my desk, to turn it over to you. Before I do, however, before I do what my chromosomes are demanding, I want to tell you certain things.”

He sat down and began speaking, and I listened. And, at the end, he stood up and walked out of his office.

I stood up, walked around the desk, and took his seat.

I was the ‘King Bee.’ I had the dick. I had the eternal lust. I would fill my women with seed and propogate the race, a new race.

Was this what Stepforth Valley had planned?

I thought not.

I thought that when Doctor Leonid Wodopianov had synthesized the ingredients of Stepforth Valley’s ‘Royal Jelly’ he had made a mistake. He had deviated from a plan where certain men became women, and others didn’t. And the new plan, according to the Alaska Scientific Studies Institute, was that only one man would be superior. And all the women would bend knee to him. And even the men would change into women and bend knee to him.

And I wondered what the original plan of Stepforth Valley was, and how this bizarre aberration would effect it.

Well, no matter. Someday I would find out.

But, until then, I would do what Doc Leo had told me. I would implement his plan.

I would continue his research into the Royal Jelly, and I would keep the institute running and supplied.

And I would gather people to us and expand our sphere of influence. I would change more and more men into women, and I would enhance more and more women.

We would take over the world, and I would lead…until another came along. A bigger YYY. Or maybe a YYYY.

Until then I would lead, and the world would follow.

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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Bad Boy Medicine

Cheating husbands and women’s revenge!


PART ONE

“Eat your vegetables, honey.”

Was it my imagination? Or was Marcy snickering?

“Of course, dear.” I spooned the mixed vegetables into my mouth. Hunh, it tasted like she put a little extra butter on them. Oh, well. Vegetables were okay. Tasted like buttery cardboard, but I could stomach them.

Not that I liked them, but my mother used to give me heaping helpings of the darned stuff, and giggle, ‘Puts lead in your pencil.”

I was young and didn’t really understand, and when I got older I didn’t want to understand, but…here I was again, eating vegetables. And my wife, bless her heart said the same damn thing.

So I ate my vegetables and had no idea that it was all a nefarious plot.

“Are you going to be working late again?”

“Uh,” put down the guilt, up with the excitement. “Yep.”

“Poor dear.”

“That’s okay, I don’t mind.”

My wife just smiled. But…was there a bit of a glimmer in her eyes?

For a brief moment I worried that she might know.

But, no, she couldn’t know. No way she could know. I was safe.

So I finished my dinner, smiled, and went back to work.

I work at Hanson’s Guarantee downtown. Yep, I’m one of those financial advisor guys. It’s not a hard job. I talk to people on the phone, tell them to invest, or get the heck out, and get a commission.

To people who don’t understand money it’s hard, but I’ve got a talent, and I could do this in my sleep.

In fact, I have. I got a case of Covid last year and went home and did all my work. Nobody ever even knew I was sick, they just thought I had decided to work at home.

I drove into the parking lot and parked, got out and entered the building.

This time of night only a couple of us diehards are there. But I wasn’t a diehard. At least not about money.

“Hi, Mr. Jones,” the night guard called. I waved to him and went up the elevator.

“Hey, Johnny,” one of the other finanace guys greeted me on his way out of the building. “Not enough punishment, eh?”

“Never enough,” I grinned. He went down the elevator and I walked back into the offices. Through the maze of the beginners, into the row of the Veeps.

I’m a veep. You make enough money they make you a Veep. We have over 20 Veeps. I’m one of the high producer Veeps so I get my own office, a key to the Veep bathroom, and an unGodly bonus at Christmas.

“Hi, Mr. Jones,” Stella Barretti, a very sexy secretary came out of an office. She looked a little tousled, straightened up her dress. Man, she looked good. The office she had just come out of was Sam Wither’s. Man, I didn’t know he’d been tapping her. I didn’t even know she was tappable. I’d have to look into that.

I opened my office, stepped in, closed the door, and she attacked me.

“Oh, Johnny!” She kissed me voraciously. She near sucked my tongue out of my head. Her arms were around me like pythons on steroids.

“Oh, baby,” I kissed her back. I felt her mighty and magnificent bazooms.

She was Shiela Constance. The best looking secretary, with the nicest set of bosoms and the most velvety snatch in the company. In the town. In the whole damn world.

Her hands started undoing my zipper, and in a half a sec she had the zip down and the monster out.

I’m a hefty lad. Over eight by a smidge, and chunky. Makes it look smaller, it’s so wide, until it gets time to put it down a throat. Oh, baby, that is the only real drawback to having a big dick. Some guys say you’re too big for the snatch, but that’s not true. Heck, babies come out of them snatches, and while my dick is big, it’s not as big as a baby!

No, the real drawback is that a lot of women can’t give head to it.

I know, the old joke, women have big mouths they should be able to…but…reality is that while women love to play cock queen, fucking the biggest dick they can, almost none of them want to suck on a fire hose that’s going to make them gag, and that before it even spews out a gallon of the good stuff.

“Oh, baby, I couldn’t wait.” She pulled my dick, and me, towards the couch against the wall. As she moved me she palpated my testicles and kissed the head of my big guy.

“Easy, girl, don’t make me cum before I get into you.”

She giggled, let go of me long enough to pull her panties down, then she bent over the arm of the couch.

Man, I was looking at grade AAA, prime, not government inspected pussy. With a capital P. And U…S…S…Yippee.

She was moist, and I was slick from her mouth. I gripped her by the flare of her hips and pointed my dick right down into her tunnel of love.

“UNH!” She groaned as I plumbed the depths. We felt my penis expand her walls, my big veins ripple along the length of her.

She reached between her legs and gripped my balls. She squeezed in time to my thrusts, and it wasn’t long before I was on the edge.

“Oh, baby,” I muttered. I began to squirt. And squirt, and squirt. I’m a big cummer, and the white drool leaked out of her hole and slid down her legs.

“Oh, fuck,” I finished, slapped her ass and stepped back.

“Fuck!” Shiela whined. “I didn’t cum yet.”

“Don’t worry about it, just give me a minute.”

She got off the couch, moving a bit awkwardly, and stood up. She grabbed a wad of tissues from the box on my desk and began wiping her legs off.

“They oughta invent a cumless cum,” she stated.

I laughed, sat down behind my desk and swiveled my chair.

I looked out the window over the big city.

I was on the top floor of a pretty good-sized building. I had it made. I had a wife to cook and sew for me, a girlfriend who took care of my other needs. I was wealthy, didn’t even have to come into work if I didn’t want…life was good. Really good.

Shiela pulled up one of the conference table chairs and sat next to me. “Want a drink?”

“Yeah, sure.”

She went to the bar in the corner and mixed a couple of light bourbon and Cokes.

I sipped, and enjoyed the twinkling lights, the idea that a million people were beneath me, living their small lives while I lived my grandiose one.

Finally, Shiela whispered to me. “Are you hard, yet? Johnny?”

I grinned, swiveled towards her, and—that’s when it hit.

From a leering grin I went to a kicked in the stomach groan.

“What?”

“My belly.”

It hurt. It felt bad. I put my hands over it, but even the touch of my hands hurt.

“Are you okay?”

“It hurts!”

I bent forward a little, but the pain, if anything, increased.

“Johnny?” Shiela was alarmed now.

I was alarmed, too. I felt like a mule had kicked me in the belly. I felt like my stomach was a miniature cement mixer, and my guts were going around and around.

Shiela got me dressed and helped me down to the lobby.

“Get me an Uber,” I said. “I can’t drive!”

The Uber pulled up in front and Shiela and guard helped me out to the Prius.

The driver took one look at me, “You ain’t gonna…” he looked at Shiela and the guard, “He ain’t gonna puke, is he?”

I lay across the backseat. I wished I could puke. But all I could do was feel the pain. Funny, it felt like the pain was lower now, in my lower intestines. And it seemed to actually be focusing. I felt shards of pain shooting down towards my groin. “Drive.”

“You ain’t gonna puke! you better not puke!”

“I will if you don’t drive.”

The driver took off, and fast. He was hoping he’d get rid of me before I could empty my guts all over his backseat.

“Oh…fuck,” I moaned. The pain was in my groin now. Right in my pubic area, above my cock. Shooting pains, hurting pains, no thoughts of a hard on now.

The Prius driver pulled up in front of my house. He helped me out of the car. “Thanks for not puking, man.”

“Unh,” I whimpered.

The front door opened as he got me up on the porch and Marcy took over.

“I’m sick,” I cried.

“I know,” Marcy managed to tip the driver, then she was walking me through the house.

“I’m really sick.”

“I know.”

I managed to look at her. I was miserable, my hair lank, sweat pouring off me, my stomach roiling like ben wah balls were fucking in my belly.

She didn’t look concerned. She was just acknowledging me.

“Call a doctor.”

“No need for a doctor.”

“But…but…”

She walked me into the living room, got me to a couch, and sat down…pulling me across her lap.

“Oh!” I was all fucked up, and now confused. What was she doing?

Marcy undid my belt and pulled my pants down.

Oh, she was getting me ready for bed. But why didn’t she do this in the bedroom?

She pulled my tighty whitey’s down. I felt the cool air on my fanny, and I felt like I was going to regurgitate my kidney. And spleen and liver.

“It’s okay, honey.”

“It’s…doctor…” I was whispering. I didn’t have the energy to speak.

“No, dear. You don’t need a doctor. You just need a little of this—“

SMACK!

I lurched upward. the sudden pain of her hand on my ass shocked me. I was sick, and she was spanking me?

SMACK!

Yet, even as I lurched upward from the pain on my ass, the pain in my belly lessened. I could feel it. It just…dimmed and damped and started to go away.

SMACK!

“Ow!”

SMACK!

“Don’t be a baby. This is what you need.”

SMACK!

“But I don’t feel well!” But I was feeling better.

She paused, rubbed my now sore fanny briefly, and said, “Johnny, you need this because…you’ve been bad.”

SMACK!

And…SMACK, SMACK, SMACK!

I woke up and the sun was shining. Marcy had just opened the drapes, the sound of them opening had woken me, and now she sat in a chair next to the bed and considered me.

“Oh,” I said. I expected there to be pain. I expected that my gall bladder had exploded and needed to be removed, but there was no pain.

“What?” I sat up. Actually moving quickly. Surprised by the lack of pain.

“Good morning, Johnny.”

“What happened?”

“You cheated.”

I kept control of my face. There was no way she knew. I started to push the covers back, to move my legs out, and she said, “I gave you some special ‘medicine’ at dinner last night. In your vegetables. If you used your penis outside of mariage it would result in you getting sick.”

“What? You gave me something?” I was trying to push away the other part of her statement, about me using my penis.

She shook her head sadly and I studied her closely.

My wife is beautiful. Big boobs, nice ass. Shiny blonde and always keeps herself in top condition.

So why do I cheat? I don’t know. Because I’m a man? She certainly wasn’t lacking in the fuck department, I could tap into her whenever I wanted. But there was just something more exciting about fresh poontang.

Look, I know I’m wrong. But that’s just me. I gotta have the good stuff, no matter how much good stuff is waiting for me at home.

“I gave you some medicine my grandmother told me about. You know my grandmother? The old crone?”

Oh, fuck. Her grandmother was from the old country, and I had once made the mistake fo referring to her as an old crone. Marcy never let me forget it.

“What…what was this medicine?”

“Bad boy medicine. That’s what my Grandmother called it.

“Bad boy medicine.”

It’s long lasting. Will last the rest of your life. The first stage you’ve already gone through.”

“The pain I was in last night.” then I remembered and my eyes went wide. “You spanked me!”

I did. And it was quite enjoyable. I remember my granny telling me how much fun it was to spank a man, but I didn’t understand. Now I do.”

She nodded slowly and thoughtfully.

“But…why? I was sick. I was in pain. And you give me more pain? That doesn’t make any sense!”

“It makes perfect sense. You had the pain because you were bad. I spanked you for being bad, and the pain went away. Believe me, if the pain hadn’t left…well, the fact of you having pain proved that you cheated.

I was sitting up, still slightly covered by the sheets, and staring at her.

“So you give me some vile concoction and risk my life because you think I’ve been cheating.”

“Medicine only works on people who have been bad.” She watched me.

I struggled with this. I didn’t want to admit to anything. I had heard horror stories of people who had been taken to the cleaners by a divorce.

I didn’t want a divorce. I loved my wife. but giving me some ‘old world potion,’ that was crazy!

She let me have my thoughts for a minute, then she dropped the second bomb.

“That’s the first phase. The pain. Then there’s the second phase.”

“What?”

“Lift the sheets and look at yourself.”

I blinked. What the…?

I looked down and lifted the sheet.

My penis was there. About half the size. Four inches, not eight.

Suddenly I felt the shock. My heart pounding so hard I thought it would bust out of my chest, the sinking feeling, like my stomach was trying to drop down and get out of my asshole.

I began to shake and stutter.

“What…what…what…”

If you didn’t cheat the medicine has no effect. You cheat and…” she shrugged.

I put my hand around the penis. Instead of holding a hunk of man meat I was holding a Vienna sausage.

“What…what…?” I looked up Shiela, down at my puny peeny. Up at Shiela.

She wasn’t smiling, but she was enjoying.

“But…what…why…Can you…”

“Can I do something about it? Of course I can. But you’re not going to like it.”

“What…do something! Give me the antidote.”

“Didn’t you hear me? It’s for life. No antidote. But there is a way to make it stop shrinking, even make it bigger again. Do you want to hear about the third phase?”

“Third…third…” I can honestly say I was mind blasted. Flabbergasted. Gobsmacked.

I felt like a herd of monkeys had just performed a cranial lobotomy on me and were dancing in a circle, playing catch with what was left of my brain.

“The third phase is that, should you choose not to take your medicine, your penis will disappear. It will shrink, and turn into a clitoris. Yes, my beloved husband who cheats on his wife, if you don’t take your medicine then you will turn into a woman.”

I still spoke, protested, but words didn’t come out. Just blitherings and drools, sputterings and mumbo jumbo.

Shiela finally smiled. “Would you like to know what the cure for your ‘medicine’ consists of?”

My mouth was trembling, jerking open to shut, jerking shut to open. My eyes were blinking. My brain was like a revolving door that just kept spinning and spinning and spinning.

“This is the funny thing,” Shiela said, a slight smile now decorating her face. “It’s going to sound stupid.”

I said nothing, just watched from my shuddering, quivering face.

“Applying pressure to the buttocks in an impactful manner tends to send shock waves through the necessary parts of the body. This tends to reverse the shrinking procedure.”

“What are you…” I was so confused.

“Spanking.”

“Spanking?”

“It causes a vibration which stops the shrinkage, and even makes the peeny big again. Isn’t it funny? Like hammering a nail and watching it come out the other side of a board.

“Spanking.”

“Would you like one now? It works pretty quickly. I could probably give you an inch with fifteen minutes of fanny tanning. A spanking a day make the peeny stay. And even grow bigger.”

“Spanking.” I was dumfounded and didn’t really know what to say.

“Come now. Lay across my lap. My hand is sore from last night, but I’ve got a hair brush that is marvelous. And we can get a ping pong paddle. Maybe drill holes in it so it will go through the air faster. Wouldn’t you like that? And then there’s belts—men love to get whipped with their own belts—and switches and, of course, all sorts of crops and whips. We’re going to have so much fun.”

“I don’t…do you…”

“Come, dear. Let me give you a spanking and you’ll grow, and that will make you feel so much better.”

“I…I…”

She leaned forward and took my hand. She sat down in a chair and said, “Look at your penis. It’s about four inches. When I get done it will be about five. That will be proof. Right?”

“I…I guess…”

SMACK!

Oh, my God! I didn’t realize it, but my ass was sore from the night before. Each smack, though not delivered as hard as the night before, was twice as painful.

“OW!”

“Oh shush up. Take it like a little boy.”

SMACK!

She picked up speed. I would have crawled off her lap, run for it, except that the pain was too much, and I was stiff and sore from feeling the stomach pain the night before.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Tears came to my eyes, dripped on her legs.

“Oh, he’s crying. What a baby.”

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

For ten minutes, though it felt like an hour, she spanked me. Hundreds of strokes. Finally, she finished, rubbed my ass with one palm, which made me jump, then pushed me off her lap.

“Oh, ow!” I cried, touching my ass and looking up at her reproachfully.

“Look at your dick.”

I blinked and looked down.

It was about six inches.

“Hunh,” she grunted. “I thought it would take more. I guess the extra pain from it being a hair brush, instead of just a hand, made it grow more. Want to make it grow bigger?”

“I…but…” Tears were streaming down my face.

“A little secret, not commonly advertised, but Granny told me that pulling on the penis would make it grow. And a blow job, pardon me, a suck job, would make it grow, and if you fuck and actually squirt, well, baby, that should really do it. In the marital bed, of course.”

“You’re…you’re…you want to suck on my penis?”

“No. Not a chance. There’s no telling where that filthy thing has been. And, let’s face it, you haven’t been trustworthy, I don’t feel like doing my wifely duty and laying down for you.”

“But then…what…what…”

“Jack off.”

“What?” My voice squeaked.

“Sure. Stroke your little peeny and cum. Your penis will actually grow a bit. Pull on it for a while, it’ll grow, and if you squirt, that should really make it grow. Why, heck. You could be back to normal in no time. Unless, of course, you have an aversion to playing with yourself.”

My ass was terribly red, and now my face was red. “You want me to…to masturbate.”

“Right here, right now, right in front of me.”

“Why in front of me?”

“I’m the one you did the bad thing to. Any sexual activity should take place right in front of me to have the best effect.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Look at yourself now. Six inches? You squirt and you’ll have your proof.”

I looked down at my weenie. Six inches. Throbbing and pulsing. Did it actually enjoy the spanking?

Traitor!

“Go on. Here’s some hand cream. Make it easier.”

She held out a tube and squirted a big glob of lube onto my hand.

“Oh, fuck,” I muttered. I was so sore I couldn’t sit on my ass. I tried to do it on my side. Shiela smirked, and I finally stood up. I began to slide my hand back and forth.

Oh, God, was I embarrassed. I was humiliated. It felt like the cells in my face were going to catch fire.

Shiela watched interestedly. “Hmm. Looks good.”

I whimpered, but kept stroking.

It was odd, it felt like it wasn’t even my penis. It felt small. Besides, I hadn’t jacked off for years, not since I was a teenager and had discovered that girls were better and easier than a hand.

“That’s it. A little rhythm.”

I glared at her, but kept stroking. I could feel an end in sight.

“You should play with your balls. Or maybe your nipples. It’ll make it easier.”

“Huh…huh…huh…” I stroked.

“I don’t have balls, but nipples, yes, they really get you going. Trying pulling on your nipples.”

“You…jack…off?”

“All the time.”

“Why don’t…you…take the…medicine?”

My hand was rubbing faster, it was a blur, and I could feel the semen roiling around inside.

“I’m not a cheater.”

“You…jacked…you…”

“I only jacked off when you shot too soon and left me wanting. That’s another thing, honey. You have been very selfish. Squirt and roll over and go to sleep. It’s not cheating, but it’s pretty rude. Don’t you think you should be getting me off?”

“I…I…”

I was close.

Shiela unbuttoned her blouse and reached inside. I slowed down, surprised, and watched. Was she going to fuck me?

Her hand went back and forth, two fingers inside her bra. She was playing with her nipple!

“Fuck!” I whined, and tried to pick up the speed.

She smiled, and the other hand went under her skirt. She wiggled a bit and I realized she had reached inside her panties.

“What…what…?”

“God. I know you find this embarrassing, but this feels good. If you cum I cum. Is that cheating?”

“I…I…” I began to spew. the white sperm just shot up the cock and surprised me, it was so violent. Drops flew across the room and landed on her feet.

“Oh! YES!” She came. The sight of me shooting my juices made her shoot hers. Her hips jerked back and forth, spasmed, and locked up. Her eyes rolled back a little, and I could tell she had had a good one.

As for my cum, it hurt. It hurt because it felt like somebody was pulling on my dick, stretching it out. I didn’t groan in pleasure, I yelped in pain, yelped with every shot of the sperm.

“Fuck,” I cried, and let go of my dick. It kept pulsing, and semen came out, but, most amazing, it was almost normal size.

“Fuck!” I repeated, and: “That hurt!”

“Yes. I thought it would. Having your dick pulled until it’s two inches bigger, that should hurt.”

Still, it was back to normal. Looked a little red, but…back to normal.

“Well, that was entertaining,” Marcy got up and walked out of the room.

I didn’t do much the rest of the day. What had happened seemed surreal, impossible. Like a memory that wasn’t real. but…could I doubt?

Looking at my cock in the afternoon, feeling it, everything seemed normal.

So, did it really happen?

It had, but I was trying so desperately to deny it.

So I worked from home, Marcy worked around the house, hummed a little, and ignored me.

She almost seemed happy that I was in such dire straits.

We had dinner. Sent out for Chinese and ate it while watching the tube.

I realized that my world had changed.

I was getting horny. I wanted to go fuck Shiela. I mean, that stuff didn’t really happen to me. It was just a dream. I drank too much beer, fell asleep and had a nightmare.

But Marcy was so smiley. And I was still giving an occasional shiver.

At eight o’clock I received a text. Just a question mark. It was from Shiela.

I texted back. ‘Not tonight.’ Then I sat and thought, and finally added, ‘Tomorrow.’

Yeah. Tomorrow. Tomorrow I would be over this bug or whatever it was. Tomorrow I meet up with Marcy. Tomorrow I would be feeling like a million dollars and I would work out my cock like it was in training for the Olympics. Tomorrow.

I went to bed, and Marcy snuggled up to me. Placed her hand on my cock. Yet she showed no interest in going further.

I sort of wanted to, but I sort of wanted to save it for Shiela. I wanted to prove that this cock shrinking, suck it back to normal shit was just that. Shit.

So, in spite of my hard on, I managed to go to sleep, and I woke up the next day feeling like a million dollars.

I looked at my cock. Yep. Old faithful. Standing up straight and ready to spew.

I was humming as I showered, then got dressed.

Marcy fixed me breakfast, no expression on her face, just sort of a…a ‘waiting attitude’ to her.

Let her wait.

I kissed her good bye—she was fine with a peck on the cheek—headed out for my car and zipped down the road.

“Zippety do dah…zippety ay. My oh my, my cock is shooting today.”

Can you believe it? Singing as I drove, so happy, ready to prove I was a man who couldn’t be dictated to.

I went upstairs, winked at Shiela as I passed her desk, and threw myself into my work.

Lunch with a couple of the guys, along with a couple of drinks, and back to the office.

Another wink at Shiela, who looked hot and horny and ready to go.

Then, along about five o’clock, everybody starting to go home, I picked up the phone. “Hey, babe. I’m sorry, but I have to work.”

“Okey dokey.”

No other comment. No snideness or bitterness. Just, ‘okay, go ahead and work. I don’t care.’

Hunh. I’d show the bitch. All this bullshit about a shrinking cock. Three phases. Hunh!

Six o’clock and everybody’s gone.

I smiled. I waited.

Click, my door opened.

Click, it shut.

I stood up, and Shiela attacked me. She kissed me so hard I thought our lips would become one. She grabbed for my balls and cock and began manipulating me in the most delightful manner. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard and ready to go.

She stripped off her clothes and bent over the end of the couch. Excellent. Doggy. My favorite position.

I stripped off my pants and underpants and moved up behind her.

She was wet and moist and dripping. Her skin was flushed and smooth, velvet to the nerves in my manhood.

I slid in, and it was delicious. It was like slipping into a hot bubbly bath while drinking a bottle of bourbon.

“Mmmmmm!” came out of me.

“Mmm?” Something was weird…

“MMMM!” What was that…what was…

“OW!”

I pulled out of her looked down. Right before my very eyes my cock was shrinking! It grew smaller…and smaller. It reached the halfway mark. Four inches. Then it continued. It stopped shrinking at two inches.

Two fucking inches? What the fuck!

I was moving around the office, and Shiela was following me. “What’s wrong? What’s wrong?”

“This!” I turned to her.

She looked at my cock. Laying in my hand. And she didn’t understand. then she figured it out. Two inches laying across my palm. Two, small, teeny weeny, little inches!

Fifty millimeters, but even saying that large number didn’t make my cock any bigger.

My cock was small. Shrunk.

Oddly, the pain had gone away. Maybe if I had stayed inside Shiela…but I don’t see how I could have. Two inches was so small it would have fallen out. I mean…two inches!

And, to make it worse, Shiela started to giggle.

“Hey!”

She giggled some more. “I can’t help it. It’s just so darned…cute!”

“It’s not cute!”

How could she call my tragedy cute?

“But it’s so small. Can I suck it? You’ve always wanted a blow job, and now it’s not too big.”

“No!”

I was actually afraid for her to take it in her mouth. What if…what if it got…smaller!?

“Oh, come on, honey,” she tried to stop giggling, but her face was broken out in a monster smile. “It’s not…it’s okay…we can still…” then she totally lost it. She started guffawing, bent over and holding her belly, laughing so hard I thought she would, literally, bust a gut.

“Shiela?” I implored.

But she wouldn’t, couldn’t stop laughing. She put on her clothes tried to stop, but couldn’t.”

“Shiela? Where are you going?”

“I…I think we’re done here.” She pushed on the door, leaned against the frame. She was laughing so hard she could hardly walk. She turned back to me, looked at my helpless face, my tragedy stricken eyes…and laughed even harder.

“Yeah, we’re done,” I whimpered.

She staggered down the hallway, down the elevator, and out of the building. But she whispered something to the security guard, and when I came down ten minutes later he was biting his lip and had a huge shit eating look on his face.

“Good night, Mr. Jones.”

I didn’t say anything. I was mortified. I couldn’t talk. But I hadn’t taken but a couple of steps outside the building before I heard him bust into a bellow of laughter.

I got in my car and drove home.


PART ONE

I didn’t say anything, but I didn’t have to. Marcy knew. She took one look at my hurt and confusion, and the bright red humiliation on my face, and she looked away real quick. Biting her lip and trying not to laugh.

To her credit, she didn’t laugh. But it was right there, her lips wiggling with the desire to bust out, the look in her eyes.

“So you tried to do it again, eh?”

My mouth opened. I wanted to say shut up. I closed my mouth.

What do you say to the truth?

“It’s supposed to be worse as you go along. How big is it?”

A bare whisper: “Two inches.”

“Oh, my Lord!” She clapped a hand over her mouth and physically held herself in. Held in the guffaws and titters and everything else that goes for laughter.

I walked past her, tears in my eyes. I went into the living room and stood for a moment. Then I walked into the kitchen. Then outside.  I was so messed, I didn’t know what to do. Finally, I sat down on a patio chair.

It was dark. About nine o’clock. I felt like screaming, shrieking, crying. In fact, I was crying, tears just kept coming out and leaking down my cheeks.

What was happening to me? How could this…how could my dick…what was I going to do?

A few minutes later Marcy came out and handed me a drink. She sat down in the chair next to me and sipped from her own.

“What now?” I asked, my manner completely subdued.

“What now what?” she asked.

“How do I get my dick bigger.” Yet I wasn’t asking, I was affirming, and expected her to step up and volunteer to tan my fanny.

“I don’t know. You could try to jack off, but two inches, that’s not much to grab.”

I stared at her. I had sipped my drink, and now I took a big gulp.

“Aren’t you going to…to spank me?”

“Hunh. You’d like that, but…no. Tell the truth, while I love you whining and crying and all, it hurts the hands.”

“Use a paddle,” blurted out of me. I was desperate. I wanted my dick back.

She thought about it, and said, “My arm will just get tired and sore. Besides, why should I help you? You’ve cheated on me. Maybe it’s time you learned what life as a little dick is like.”

“And that’s it? You’re just going to…to abandon me?” I paused, then threw it out. “You’re just going to laugh at me?”

She turned her head and considered me. There was enough light from the house that I could see her wide grin. “I’m not the one who decided to cheat, to break vows, to stick my dick in an unauthorized vagina.”

Nothing I could say to that.

“And, just so you know, do you know what happens if your dick doesn’t grow back?”

“What?”

“Phase three. It will eventually keep shrinking, turn into a clit. You’ll probably grow breasts, though granny was a little unclear on that. But, chances are, if you don’t handle this situation, you’ll end up being a little girl. Well, good night.”

She finished her drink, stood up and went back inside.

Let me tell you, those next couple of hours were the darkest in my history. Probably in all of history.

Robbed of my manhood. Threatened with becoming…what? A transgender? A woman? Sex change? What do they call it?

And what was the solution? Find somebody to spank me.

I began to consider. I could ask one of the guys at work to spank me, but…but they would laugh and make fun of me.

Maybe one of my old girl friends? Surely they’d be willing to slap my ass for a while, right?

But the more I thought about it the more I didn’t want that. I didn’t want people knowing about my little cock, and I really didn’t want people thinking I was a class AAA perv, asking for spankings.

Then I had images of myself wandering the streets, going from town to town, asking people to spank me.

It was not a reassuring thought.

Finally, I pulled myself out of my funk. I was going to have to figure this thing out by myself. So I went inside, to the computer room, and fired up the computer.

Yep, I was going to that place where you find al-l-l the answers. I was going to the internet.

Within an hour I had a solution.

The next day I set about implementing that solution.

First, I asked for a couple of weeks of vacation. I just called up one of the presidents of my company and asked for my overdue vacation time. Done. No problem.

And, I have to admit, I felt a sort of relief. I didn’t want to face Shiela and have her giggling at me. And she would probably tell everybody in the company. And even the security guard was probably telling everybody.

Second, I went to the hardware store. I bought lumber, nuts and bolts, a small motor, ping pong paddles, and various other bits and doo dads.

I returned home, and Marcy watched me back up the car and unload the goods. A twinkle in her eye, she asked, “What’s all this?”

“You’ll find out,” I answered, and I set to work.

First I moved all the boxes and crap out of the garage. Cleaned the place out good. When I was done there was nothing but the stuff I bought and a weight lifting bench, which had already been in the garage. I began to measure and saw, to fit and hammer. By noon I had the contraption more than half built. By that evening it was almost done.

Marcy kept coming out to see what was happening, and she finally got it. Her eyes went wide, she giggled, and went back into the house.             

The motor was mounted next to the weight lifting bench. I had drilled holes in the cement floor to make sure nothing would move.

On the side of the box was a flywheel. Attached to the flywheel were half a dozen ping pong paddles.

I tested fired the machine, and the paddles started revolving. I put my hand out and…

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“Ow!” I jerked my hand back. A little too hard. I adjusted the speed, tried it again, and it was perfect. Hard enough to cause a bit of pain, but it wasn’t going to split my skin.

Marcy stood in the doorway to the kitchen, a huge smile on her face. “So that’s your big plan. A spanking machine.”

“You betcha. Where there’s a will there’s a way.” I was pretty proud of myself.

“Fire it up. I want to see this.”

Fine. Bitch. I grinned.

I got onto the bench and presented my fanny. I clicked a switch and…

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

I turned it off. Hunh. Too soft, but…no, wait, I was wearing clothes.

Marcy watched as I shut the garage door, then took off my clothes. She giggled a bit at the sight of my tiny weeny.

I walked past her, made a drink. Quaffed it. No, it wasn’t going to break my butt, but I might have to do this for a while. Better to be a bit lubricated.

I got back on the bench, my small dick hanging down. Well, it was actually too small to hang. It just sort of stuck out there, like a ten year old’s.

I clicked the switch.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

First, I groaned. I could do this, but I had to get used to it.

Second, almost immediately I got a hard on.

It wasn’t much, just a little extra stiffening of my puny peeny, but…blood was rushing into my cock.

Good. The more blood that rushed in, the more pressure pushed it out, it would start growing in no time.

After ten minutes I got up and looked at my cock. Yep. It was bigger, but not by a lot. But it was bigger. I went in for another drink.

Marcy was doing the dishes and she slapped me on the ass when I passed.

“Ow!”

“Just trying to help your frame of mind.”

“Well, don’t.”

“Oh, poor boy. He’s all angry because I won’t give him a spanking.”

“You laugh now, but I have a plan.”

Actually, I hadn’t, but she got me angry and suddenly I had a plan. Heh heh.

I drank my drink, then went back into the garage.

By midnight I had grown an inch. And I was drunk. And my ass felt like a herd of beavers had been slapping me with their tails.

I mean, it HURT!

But what’s pain when compared to the size of your dick, right?

I crawled into bed. and Marcy placed her feet on me and pushed.

“OW!” I had landed on, of all places, my ass. “What’d you do that for?” I looked up at her from the floor.

“You stink. You perspired all day, and spanking is making your pores leak, and you smell like you’ve been drinking all night.”

“Fuck!” I got up and went to the shower. When I finally got back in bed I didn’t stink, and Marcy didn’t kick me out. But she didn’t roll over and tell me how much she loved me, either.

It took me six days to get my dick back to normal. An inch a day, but, of course, the days were a little broken up. I could only take so much spanking before I needed a break.

I went out and bought a gallon of lineament and spent a lot of time rubbing my ass.

Marcy, of course, kept laughing at me.

But I think maybe she wanted me to get my dick back. Maybe she wanted me to use that big, old engine of destruction on her.

Well, I was delusional. And the reason that I was delusional was that I was getting about as horny as I had ever been. The spanking was forcing blood into my cock. Being naked and having my dick and balls jiggle under the impact of the paddles was making me horny.

And, of course, I wasn’t getting any.

I had been having sex once every day or two ever since I had discovered girls, now I wasn’t getting any. Not from Marcy, and I didn’t even see Shiela and the other girls at the office.

I tell ya, my cock was rigid, like an iron rod, a big, iron rod. And my balls were filled with semen. Lots of semen. And, of course, my balls were turning blue.

But, no matter how horny I was, I wasn’t about to go begging. Besides, I had a plan.

I took a day off and let my fanny recover. It was pretty tender, and I just lazed around the pool.

I caught Marcy staring at my resurrected prick, and I could see that she was thinking about it again. Marcy did love a big dick.

I grinned on the inside. Hah. Now we’d see.

On the eighth day I went back on the bench. The paddles whirled around, and Marcy came out and stared at me. “What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” I chuckled.

Nothing, indeed. If six days of paddling grew me six inches, then what would four more days of paddling do?

I’ll tell you what they would do. A foot. I would have twelve inches of cock!

And, there was an ulterior motive. If I had twelve inches I could fuck Shiela, or somebody else, and I would shrink six inches…and still have six inches left!

Heck, I could fuck anybody I wanted, with as big a dick as they could handle, and I could just regrow it when it shrank.

Marcy watched for a while, a frown growing on her face. “She finally muttered, “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“You don’t want a bigger cock?”

“Big is big, but then there’s too big.”

“Come on, you’ve always been a size queen. You’d love to feel a bigger cock.”

She shook her head, but I knew she was thinking.

“Every woman wants to fuck a bigger cock, even if only once. Come on, admit it.”

“Heck, I’ll admit that, but you’re playing with the old legends. If spanking made for bigger cocks then men would have been demanding spankings since time began. There’s no stories of this…this extra spanking, this cock growing. There’s probably a reason.”

“Reason Shmeason. We’ll see what you say when I ram this big, old hog to the hilt in your pretty pussy.”

She didn’t say anything, but she was thinking. Oh, yes. She was thinking. She might be mad at me, she might have given me some sort of ‘dick shrinker,’ or whatever, but just like any woman, she wanted to know what a truly big cock felt like.

But she was going to have to wait. First I had a date with Shiela. Shiela, the girl who laughed at me. I’d teach her a lesson or twelve (inches).

Besides, after all that had happened, I still wasn’t convinced that cheating on my wife would cause me to shrink. I had to be sure.

So, the day I hit 12 inches I smiled, kissed my wife good bye, and headed for work.

I strode in the front door, and I was wearing a white shirt and tight pants. Tight enough to show the massive salami in my pants.

I walked up to the front desk and the security guard was there. A black man, and black men are supposed to have sizable hogs, but he stared at my crotch, couldn’t believe the super dong outlined, then looked up at me.

“Good morning,” I chuckled, and passed him by.

I strode into the secretaries area, and grins that had been borning were suddenly stifled. Eyes went to my pants and mouths opened.

“Hi, ladies,” I grinned.

They just stared at my crotch, then up to my face, and they licked their lips.

“Hi, Marcy,” I stopped by her desk. The bitch who had laughed at me.

She had been talking to a friend, but she turned to me, grinned, and then saw what I was packing.

“Oh, my…” words failed at her.

“I might need to give you some ‘dick’tation tonight. If you’re available.”

Available? Was she available? From the look in her eyes she was more than available. She’d be ready for anything this evening, with bells on her toes.

I sauntered through the common area, men and women blinked and their jaws dropped. I chuckled and made small talk, and made my way back to my office.

In my office I settled back, laced my hands behind my heads, and swiveled to look out the big window.

The city spread out before me. Little people…with small penises. People who could only live in envy of my super-sized hog. Ah, yes!

I worked the day through, made lots of money, and all the while my penis was stiff and ready. It was dripping, and I called Shiela into my office and asked her for a kotex.

“What?”

“I seem to be leaking pre-cum. You wouldn’t have a Kotex?”

She did. She had to go to the bathroom for it, but she handed it over, and watched as I lowered my pants then my underpants. My dong stood out like a baseball bat ready to hit a homerun. A steady stream of drizzle emitted from the slit. I slipped the Kotex into my underwear and pulled my pants up.

Shiela stood and stared like she had been hit with a stupid stick. Her mouth open, her eyes blinking, not believing what she was seeing.

“But…you’re bigger. How did you get so…big?”

“Trade secret,” I offered glibly. “Off you go now.” I shooed her out of the office.

“I’ll be here for your dictation right after dinner.”

“I know,” I grinned.

She backed out of the office, as if scared that if she took her eyes off me and my giant cock I, and it, would disappear.

I went to dinner with a couple of the fellows. We had a few drinks, and they plied me with questions.

“Is that really you in your pants?”

“How’d you get so big?”

“I’ve always been big,” I answered. “Got good genes. You just never noticed.”

They noticed now, and they all wanted to hang with me, probably hoping that some of my magic might rub off on them.

I went back to work, and Shiela was waiting for me. Boy, was she waiting for me. She had my cock out of my pants faster than fast, and she was down on her knees licking and slurping my mighty tool.

But she couldn’t get it into her mouth. Of course not. I didn’t expect her to. Besides, I didn’t want the mouth, I wanted her hole.

“Come on, baby, let’s do this right.” I opened the couch up into a bed. All us Veeps have couch beds. Sometimes we work so hard and round the clock that we need a place to sleep.

“Lay, down, baby.”

Shiela sat on the bed, then laid back. She was wiggling out of her clothes, and shortly she was ready for me.

I knelt between her legs. I needed two hands to hold my massive cock, and I aimed the head for her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” I chuckled, rubbing the huge head against her plushness. I took a breath, she opened her eyes wide, and I shoved forward.

What happened then…I didn’t understand, but…it happened. I was doing one, long shove, but as I shoved the head didn’t go into her pussy, it just shrunk. My weight was dropping, I couldn’t stop myself, I just felt a ripping pain as my cock shrunk.

The closer I got, the smaller I got.

I started at twelve inches, at eleven inches I had shrunk to eleven inches. At ten inches I had shrunk to ten. Ateight inches I was down to eight, at four inches I was four inches.

My cock stopped shrinking at one inch.

One fucking inch! Not even a prick! Barely a clitoris!

“Get off me!” Shiela screamed. I did, and she jumped off the bed and stared at me. “You freak!”

“I…I don’t know…” I was lost and helpless.

“I thought you were going to give me a thrill, but this…this…” she pointed at my teeny weeny peeny, “it isn’t even a dick!”

“But, honey…I don’t know what happened!”

“Well, I do. You faker. You little dick!”

She picked up her clothes, all while mumbling, “I don’t know what you did with your regular dick, but this…this is just…I’m getting out of here.”

She scrambled for the door. I begged and pleaded, but she was gone. Really gone. And I knew she wouldn’t come back if I had a twenty inch dick.

And everybody in the company would know. That smug asshole security guard would know.

I was finished.

I would have to work from home forever, there was no way I could show my face around here again.

I gathered up my clothes and put them on, and, one more weird thing on this night of weird things, they didn’t fit right. My shirt was too big, even though it had fit when I had come to work. My pants dragged on the floor, and they were loose. But they had been tight when I had come to work.

Even my shoes were a bit loose.

I ran down to my car, past the security guard without a word. I didn’t want to see the look on his face.

Then, shock of shocks, the car was too big! Who the fuck had…had stretched my car?

I had to push the seat all the way to the front, and then I could hardly reach the peddles.

I drove home, and into the driveway, and got out and ran for the front door. I was tripping on the pants material under my feet.

I closed the door and put my back to it. I was gasping for breath. My mind was shatterered.

“Johnny?” Shiela stepped into sight, took one look at me, and knew. Her hand went to her mouth, her knees shook, but she came to me. “You…you fucked somebody.”

“I didn’t believe you,” I sobbed.

“But you’re so short!”

“Do I still have a dick?” I pulled my pants down, which, as they were so loose, was very easy.

Marcy stared at my crotch. She reached down and touched my…my thing.

I couldn’t even call it a cock. It was…it was a clitoris.

“Oh, my. Granny told me, but I didn’t believe her…” she looked up at me. “You’re changing into a girl.”

“But how do I stop it?”

“I don’t know…I don’t…”

“The spanking machine!”

Slowly, Marcy nodded. “Maybe. If it isn’t too late. But you’re going to have to have a real spanking. Not one of these polite, little panky panks.”

I ran to the garage door, pulling over-large articles of clothing off my shrinking frame. I was only about five foot six now, and I had lost weight. A lot of weight.

I climbed up on the bench, and found that I was now too short. My butt was too low for good paddling.

Marcy came to the kitchen door and watched.

“Help me,” I begged.

She came and lent her muscle, and I lowered the flywheel and got up on the bench again.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“It needs to be harder,” she said.

I jumped off the bench and adjusted the machine. I got back on and the paddles whirred.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

“OW!”

“Good!” shouted Marcy over the sound of the motor.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

I cried. I moaned. I sobbed. My ass felt like somebody was taking a baseball bat to it.

For an hour I forced myself to kneel on the bench while the machine wailed away.

Finally, so bruised that my fanny was swelling, Marcy turned off the machine. She helped me off the bench and into the house. She gave me a drink, laid me down, and applied lineament. With a spray bottle. And even that hurt.

“It didn’t work,” I sobbed.

“I…no. It doesn’t look like it did. In fact…”

“What?”

“You’ve got little breasts.”

I pushed up on my hands and looked at my chest. Sure enough, my pectorals weren’t just swollen, they were shaped like little boobs.

And I had no doubt they would grow bigger.

“What happened,” I whispered, staring at my tits.

“I think you went too far. I think that the spankings don’t force blood into your penis because…well, because you don’t have a penis. But they do force the blood into your…your breasts.”

“But I don’t…I don’t want to be a girl!”

Marcy didn’t say anything. She just went and poured me another drink. She came back, handed it to me, and I sipped. I asked, “What are we going to do?”

“We?”

“Well, we’re married, aren’t we?”

“Hmm. Yeah. About that. I think the marriage license says man and woman.”

“Yeah, but…but I’m a man!”

“Hmm. Well, I don’t know. Don’t men have penises?”

I started crying. I mean, really crying.

Marcy sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my back.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I should never have cheated on you.”

“I know,” she said, and she was deep in thought.

“You know,” she said, “there might be something we can do about this.”

“Please! Anything.”

Of course, you might not like it.” She was speaking softly, more like musing to herself.

“I don’t care what it is! I’ll do it. Anything. Just tell me.”

So she did.

I walked into the bar and waited. Within two minutes a handsome fellow had come up and bought me a drink.

Of course he did. Who wouldn’t buy a drink for a girl with curvy legs and a big bosom? Who wouldn’t want to get to know a girl with long, blonde hair and big, blue eyes?

Especially if she was wearing a short skirt and a low cut blouse.

So I sipped the drink, and me and handsome chatted, and then we danced.

I don’t mind dancing with guys, but I get a little twitchy when it comes to kissing.

Oh, I’ve tried it, and sometimes, especially if I’ve had a couple of drinks, kissing a guy can be fun. Really different, but fun.

So when the guy became a little amorous I said, “You should meet my roommate.”

The guy blinked. What? What is this chick saying? I giggle because guys are so obvious. It’s written all over their faces.

“Yeah, I was supposed to meet her, maybe you should come along,” and I showed him a picture.

Marcy. All fixed up, in lingerie, big boobs, to die for.

“Whoa,” he looks back at me.

I giggle, “Maybe we can even do a little two on one. You wouldn’t mind a couple of girls going down on you, would you?”

“Well, uh…I…I guess…uh…”

It’s funny. Guys dream of this, but when opportunity knocks they get all tongue tied.

“Well, come on!”

We left the bar and he followed me in his car. We drove through the streets, and I was careful not to lose him. He was handsome, strong, happy…just what Marcy wanted.

We arrived at my house. I parked in the driveway and he parked in the street. I waited for him, then we walked into the house.

Marcy was waiting, smiling. No subterfuge, no games, we weren’t into that.

“Hey, baby, come on into the back.”

She took over and led him away. I went into the kitchen and made myself a Coke high.

I sat and listened to the sounds of their love making. We had set up a baby cam so I could listen in. The reason was so that if somebody went bad I could go rescue her.

Though, with a five foot four female body I didn’t know how helpful I would be.

But we hadn’t had any trouble, and I listened to the kissing, the light talk, the sound of their union.

There is something unique about a dick in a pussy, the  ‘slurp, slurp’ sound.

I listened, and I smiled. I was actually starting to like this ‘audio porn.’ At least my pussy was getting wet.

Heck, maybe I should get over this aversion to men.

But not yet.

Marcy had said she would go first, and if it didn’t work for her, then I would have to get over my ‘boy nerves’ and learn how to fuck. Like a woman.

The plan is this: Marcy gave herself the potion she had given me. Now she’s cheating, and if the potion works then she will change into a man. I think I could overcome my ‘boy nerves’ real quick if I knew it was my own wife that was fucking me.

And, if it doesn’t work, then she’s going to try giving me the potion again, and she’ll have to go out and find men for me.

Find men for me. The concept gave me butterflies in the stomach. I didn’t want men to fuck me. but I might have to learn.

If Marcy doesn’t change, and then I don’t change, then I am stuck being a girl.

I listened to them in the bedroom, and I could identify sounds.

That was the sound of him sucking on my wife’s tits.

And that was definitely the suction and pump of the old ‘in and out.’

He was fucking my wife.

And it was making me horny.

And I returned to wondering. Maybe I should force myself to like men, then I could stay a woman for a while.

I could keep these big boobs, and wear make up and really neat clothes, and the world would buy me drinks.

Yeah. Maybe I should think about that.

“Oh…YEAH!” came over the baby cam.

I smiled. Marcy had just cum.

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


Horn Dog Comeuppance

The cure for bullies is simple…feminize them!


PART ONE

“Baby, I love you.”

Sherry stared up into his eyes. They were so dark and beautiful. She felt like she could believe anything he said, and what he was saying now…her heart was pounding with excitement.

“I love you, too, Tommy. But…isn’t this a little fast?”

He put his drink down on the coffee table and slid across the sofa and took her hands in his. “I know, you’re scared. I’ve got a bad reputation. But, I swear, this is different. I know that I’m in love with you.” He leaned forward, moving slowly so as not to scare her. He touched his lips to hers.

She almost swooned from his kiss, the only thing that held her steady was the fact that there was a little niggle in her mind. Just a small voice that said, ‘Wait a minute…Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!…Too good to be true. Too good to be true.’

She leaned back from him, and he was wise enough not to push it. He was an expert at seduction. He knew all the tricks. And he wasn’t about to fall in love. But chicks, they had to think you loved them or they wouldn’t put out.

“What is it, baby.”

“I, uh…nothing. I just have to pee.”

He smiled. That was usually code for ‘I have to put in my diaphragm.’ Or ‘I need to take my spermicide.’ Or, worst case scenario, ‘I have to call my girlfriend and talk about this.’

“Oh, sure,” he leaned back and gave her plenty of room to stand up.

The truth of the matter, however, was that she really did need to pee. She stood up and headed for the bathroom. Just before she turned down the hallway she glanced at the big picture window. In the reflection she saw Tommy lean forward and drop a pill in her drink.

She blinked because, quite honestly, she couldn’t believe her eyes.

Did he really just drop a pill in her drink?

She walked down the hallway unseeing, her mind roiling. He loved her…and he dropped a pill in her drink.

What? A roofie? Rohypnol? So he could mentally control her and physically take her while she was so addled she didn’t know what was happening? So he could rape her?

She entered the bathroom and just stood there and went over possibilities in her mind.

She could excuse herself and try to leave. He might let her leave, he might not. She had heard a rumor once that he had gotten physical with a girl, but she had discounted it. Now she wasn’t so sure.

She could accuse him, but that might result in him being more forceful.

She sat on the toilet, not taking care of business, her mind trying to grasp what was happening.

KNOCK KNOCK!

“Sherry? Are you all right?”

She jumped. “Yes, sorry, give me just a minute.”

Fuck. He was already suspicious.

Quickly, she raised her dress and lowered her panties. She sat and tinkled, and finally came to a decision. Her mother had warned her of times like these. And she had given her something to be used in defense.

Fortunately, she had brought her purse with her, and she rummaged through it and found a small bottle. She flushed the toilet, wiped herself, and unscrewed the cap. She poured a single pellet into her hand.

She didn’t smile, she didn’t exult, she just tried to stay calm. This had to work.

“Hey, Tommy. Sorry I took so long. She sat down next to him, the pill caught in the folds of her hand. All she had to do was pass her hand over his glass, and stall him for 30 seconds. The pill would dissolve, and the shoe would be on the other foot. If she could avoid drinking her own drink, of course.

“That’s okay,” he said.

She sat down and leaned forward to pick up her drink. Then she paused, her hand right over his drink, and looked at him. “You know, you’re a lot nicer than I expected.”

Plip, she heard the little pellet hit the bourbon and Coke in his glass. Oh, fuck. She hoped he hadn’t heard anything.

She sat back without picking up her own drink, making it look like she was more interested in saying something than drinking.

He leaned towards her, but didn’t make a move. He was obviously waiting for her to take a drink and make his job, his assault, easier.

“What did you expect?” he asked with an innocent smile.

“Oh, I don’t know,” mentally she was counting the seconds. “I heard rumors that you, you know, ‘loved ‘em and left ‘em.’”

He sat back, trying to appear relaxed rather than defensive. “Loved ‘em and left ‘em, eh? You know, I’ve heard those rumors, and in all honesty, I’ve had a lot of girlfriends. But I’ve never met anybody like you.”

Thirty seconds had passed, give it more time. If there was any residue in the glass her pill would fail. He would notice, and then he might really get violent.

“You say that, but…I was talking to Janey Harkins the other day.”

“Oh, yeah, Janey. She is such a beautiful person, but we didn’t click. I hope she isn’t upset about our break up.”

“Well, she might be,” she leaned forward to pick up her glass, but stopped and faced him. Better make sure the pill totally dissolved. “But the fact that you’re so open and willing to talk about it, I think I can understand. She’s not a bad person, things just didn’t work out, and I can understand if she’s a little grumpy about you.”

“Yeah, grumpy,” he was starting to look a little anxious.

She leaned forward and picked up his glass. She put a thoughtful look on her face as she swirled it a bit, making sure there was no trace of the pill she had placed in it. She looked at him.

It was obvious that he saw she had picked up the wrong glass and was about to say something. She blurted, “But I think you’re nice!”

He smiled. “Well, thanks.” He opened his mouth to point out she was holding his glass, but she noticed herself before he could. “Oh, this is yours, here you go.” She handed him his glass and picked up her own.

He grinned. She could see the relief on his face.

“Well, bottoms up!” She started to tilt her glass, and saw that he was lifting his own. She quickly lowered her glass and poured half the contents on the carpet. She hoped he wouldn’t see the wet spot, there was no reason he should from his position on the couch. And he was wearing shoes, so he shouldn’t feel it. And he was drinking so he shouldn’t smell it.

He lowered his glass, and the Coke and bourbon was half gone. He smiled and smacked his lips.

She had brought the now half empty glass to her lips and now she lowered it. “Wow, that’s strong. I’m not used to really strong liquor.”

He said, “Don’t worry, baby. You can drink as much as you want. I’ll take care of you.”

She controlled herself. She couldn’t believe he had said that…and after lacing her drink with an unknown substance which, let’s face it, had to be a roofie.

She placed her drink down. He didn’t seem to mind, apparently he thought she had drunk enough for the drug, whatever it was, to be effective.

He finished his own drink. Now he didn’t seem so anxious to close with her. Now, she thought, he’s just waiting for me to go unconscious so he can do what he wants to me.

“So what did Janey really say about me?”

“Well, she said you went out on several dates, and…”

She blathered on waiting for the pill she had administered to take effect.

Tommy just smiled and let her blather.

After a half hour she said, “Wow, it’s getting hot in here.”

He showed fake concern. “Are you alright? I feel fine.” Though he really didn’t. It was actually getting a little hot for him.

She fanned herself and sat back.

He leaned forward, anxious now, and she knew he was just horny and waiting for her to go under.

“It’s just so hot. Aren’t you hot.”

“No…no. Do you want to take off your clothes? Get a little cooled off?”

“Why Tommy,” she giggled, and put on a show of lightly reeling. “Are you trying to get into my pants?”

“No! I’m just worried about you.”

He leaned forward and unbuttoned one of her buttons.

She brushed his hand away and giggled drunkenly. “That was really strong liquor.”

“Just normal, babe. I can get you a drink of water if you want.”

“No, no. I just…”

“You should take off your clothes. Get comfortable. It won’t be so hot if you take off your clothes.”

He was speaking more directly now. She knew he was figuring that she was going under, and the veneer was coming off.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Come on, Sherry, take off your clothes.”

“Well, I would, but…you should take off yours first. She acted like she was dizzy. She blinked, and she laughed like she was trying to laugh the whole thing off.

He was grinning now. “You want me to take off my clothes? Sure.”

He stood up and stripped off his shirt. He was well built, and proud of his muscles. He tossed the shirt aside and staggered. “Whoa. Guess I drank a little too much.”

“Did you?”

“Yeah,” his words slurred and he tried to stand on one foot and pull his jeans off. He almost fell, but he caught himself and managed to get one leg out. Then the other one. He was having more and more trouble standing. He put a hand on the end of the couch and gave a shiver. “Wow.”

“What’s the matter, Tommy?”

“What?”

“Didn’t your roofie work?”

“What? What are you…roofie?” He was trying to appear innocent, but it was difficult with the world spinning around him.

“What were you going to do? Rape me? And tell me that I enjoyed it?”

“I don’t know what…” he staggered across the room. His belly felt like it was imploding. His head felt like it was exploding.

Sherry stood up and followed him. She held the half finished glass in her hand.

“Is that what you did with the other girls?”

“No…I…don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Well, Tommy, I’m going to have this analyzed, and if it is a roofie then I better not ever see you again. Ever. You got that?”

“I don’t feel so good.”

“Then you’d better go lie down.”

“Yeah, yeah.” He staggered into his bedroom, bouncing off the door jamb, tripped and fell the last foot, belly flopping on his mattress. The mattress he had planned to rape her on.

Sherry followed him, sat down next to him, shook his shoulder and he managed to turn over. The room was spinning wildly, life was a collidoscope, and everything was tilting and spinning. Worst of all his belly was roiling, making him sick, but not in a way that included vomit.

“What is happening?” he muttered. “Wha’s happnin…wha’s…”

“We could have had a good time, Tommy, but not now.” She looked at his body. His penis was nice-sized, she could have enjoyed it. She wished she could have. But…a guy that gave drugs to women?

“Please…plea…hep me…pea…”

She put her hand around his penis and hefted it. So nice…and so gone.

“Good night, Tommy.” She dropped his penis, let it lay on his belly, and stood up and walked out of the room.

Tommy moaned, and the world went round and round, and he felt things happening.

His groin hurt.

His chest hurt.

He felt like he was being turned inside out.

And his face…his face felt like it was turning into hot butter and being stirred. Violently.

What…what…

He suddenly bent at the belly. He would have barfed, but any extra juices in his body were being rendered for the extra energy that was required to change him.

“OW!” he wailed, not caring if anybody heard him. Let people hear him…he needed a hospital.

His stomach roiled, and it felt like he hadn’t eaten for a week. He felt like his belly was shrinking.

Then the pain in his belly lanced out. His arms, which he had lavished so much attention on in the gym, felt like they were turning into strings. Pain shooting through them, and…they felt like they were shrinking!

But how could he be shrinking! People didn’t shrink!

He groaned again, and rolled over.

Surprisingly, his dick didn’t flop. In fact, he felt nothing down there now, except a deep, bone chilling pain.

Heysoos! What had happened? Did he drink bad liquor?

Pain exploded in his pectorals and he grabbed his chest. Fuck! He felt his chest expanding…and shrinking. But how could that be?

He tried to roll over, finally succeeded, and felt his chest. It was growing! It was getting bigger, but he could feel the sheet underneath him sliding, and it felt like his body was getting skinnier.

“Fu-u-u…” His throat hurt and he stopped emitting sound. He didn’t try to yell for help now. It felt like somebody was grabbing his throat and squeezing it, making it smaller and smaller.

He tried to sit up, and his hair flopped over his eyes.

But he didn’t have long hair! How had it gotten long?

Finally, the pain getting to be too much, the changes assaulting him more than his mind could grasp, he passed out.


PART TWO

The first sound Tommy heard was a groan, and he figured out it was him. Then he woke up, it didn’t sound like him.

He sat up suddenly and two things happened. One, his brain felt like somebody had thrown it splat into a skillet. Two, his chest flopped. And bounced. And…he looked down.

“AIIEEE!”

He had breasts. Boobs. Tits. The things that went on women’s chests.

But he was a guy! He wasn’t supposed to have boobs!

Or long hair! His hair was supposed to be short, almost bald, and now it was hanging down over his face.

Or a smooth face. He always wore a scruffy beard, it looked cool, like he was half a caveman, grrrr. But now his beard was gone and his face was soft and smooth.

Real soft.

He scrambled to the edge of the bed and stood up, and almost fell over. He was shorter, and slender, and his hips were big and…and the tits!

He turned to the mirror, and it was like a scene from a horror movie, the camera slowly showing the monster looking through the window.

Except it wasn’t a monster, and it wasn’t a window. It was the mirror over his dresser, and the monster was…he was…a girl!

He brought his hands up to his face and stared in horror. Long hair, soft, oval features. His strong jaw was gone, his aquiline nose was gone. Now he was pert and…and…sexy!

He felt to his knees, and his boobs bounced mightily. They were large. They weren’t little pimples, they were blimps!

The weight of his breasts, so unfamiliar, dragged him over and he caught himself on his hands. His boobs fell and his nipples brushed against the floor.

He shivered as sexual feelings shot through him.

He bent his head down, managed to get it low enough to look between his ginormous boobs, and saw his crotch. His male-less crotch. His groin empty of dick and testicles.

A snatch. He had a pink, little slit.

He felt faint, dizzy, and he tried to crawl back to the bed. Slowly, he used his hands to lift himself up, then he stood up.

Swaying, his mind totally blasted.

He was a girl! What had happened?

He had been with a new girl, one he had never gone out with. Her name was Sherry, and she was a looker, but a little slow to make love.

He remembered putting a roofie in her drink, just to help her along, and then…then he had woken up like this!

Sherry…it had to be her.

And he knew he was going to have to track her down, find out what she had done.

He sat back on the bed, sort of collapsed, and took note of the way his tits bounced and unbalanced him. He folded his arms under his large chest and supported himself, and he knew why women wore bras.

He sat for a long time, not worrying about work. Not thinking about anything. Just wanting to do something, to get to the bottom of this terrible situation, to…to change himself back.

It’s a dream, he thought at one point. It’s a dream and I’ll wake up.

But he didn’t wake up because he was already awake.

An hour later, finally understanding that he had to move, to do something, he decided to get dressed.

He went to his dresser and opened it. He held up a pair of boxers and snorted. He would be lost in those.

Next, he held up a pair of tighty whiteys. They had been tight the day before, but…he slipped them on, but when he let go of the waist band they slipped right off.

Okay. No underwear.

He took out a pair of jeans. Oh, crap! He was six feet tall…before. Now he was only an inch or two over five feet. He tossed the pants aside and picked out a pair of shorts. He stepped into them, and found himself wallowing in the waist band. He had stretched the waist before, now he had to gather in handfuls of material to keep the shorts up.

He had an old robe hanging in the closet and he took the sash out of it, ran it through the loops and tied the shorts up. Crap, it was still baggier than an old man’s ball sack, but if he was careful it would work.

He looked down below the shorts. His legs were bare. And curvy. Crap. What happened to his muscles?

He went to a drawer and pulled out a shirt. It would be like trying to wear a tent.

He went through his tee shirts and picked the smallest one. It was still baggy, but it would do to cover him up. But when he looked in the mirror he could see that his boobs were sticking out, and his nipples were outlined, very erect and poke-y.

He found another tee shirt and slipped it on. He was a little better hidden, but…but he was still so big and bouncy under the material.

He realized, with a shock, that he needed a bra.

But he didn’t have one.

He looked at socks, and gave it up.

Then he looked at shoes, and almost cried.

Finally, he took a pair of flip flops, cut the back end off, and looked down.

His feet were cute, petite, and they…they…needed polish!

Oh, God! The idea of polishing his nails, of coloring them some sexy red color, shot through his mind.

That was the moment he knew he was REALLY in trouble.

It was one thing to wake up in a different body.

It was another thing to have a feminine thought. Polish his nails. Color them. As a male he NEVER would have had such a thought.

He went to his dresser and grabbed his wallet and car keys, then went out the door.

Driving proved to be an adventure in itself. First, he was so damned short. He had to slide the seat forward all the way, and he still had to stretch his feet to work the pedals. Second, this close to the steering wheel his boobs got in the way.

So, stretching his feet, holding his breath, he drove through town. He arrive at Sherry’s house, stopped the car and walked up the walkway. He wanted to fold his arms under his chest and support himself, but if he did that he would have to let go of his shorts, and they would fall down.

He finally cross grabbed his shorts and held them up, while using the other arm to support his boobs and hold his first arm to help in the pants department.

Giggles.

He looked up.

Sherry was sitting on the porch. And she wasn’t alone. Tommy’s eyes widened. Janey Harkins was with her! And Susie Snell! OMG!

“Hi, Tommy.”

`He stood frozen.

“It is Tommy, isn’t it,” the girls all stood up and leaned on the rail.

Tommy’s face was bright red. It was redder than a fire engine made out of sunburned tomatoes.

“Hey, Tommy,” asked Sherry. “Did you want to give me another roofie?” She hadn’t bother to turn the glass of bourbon in for analysis. She had decided this little scene might be even better. When she called Susie and Janey and explained the situation they were all in.

Tommy hung his head. OMG! he breathed. OMG! She knew.

“Of course I knew, Tommy. I saw you drop the little pill in my drink. So I decided to drop a little pill of my own. It’s not a roofie, won’t make you all stupid and rape-able. At least, not yet.”

Tommy glanced up. There was something twisted in what she had said.

The girls filed off the porch and sauntered down to him. They walked around him in a circle.

“Wow. He’s stacked.”

“She. We’ve got to call him a she now.”

“Yes. And she really doesn’t even know how to dress herself.”

Tommy mumbled something.

“What’s that? Thomasina?”

“I asked if you could change me back.”

“What? You don’t want to be a girl?”

“No,” he whispered.

“But it’s fun! Guys look at you…you get to wear make up and heels and everything…it’s fun.”

“But…but I’m a guy!”

“Huh! You don’t look like a guy.”

Tommy finally raised his head and forced himself to speak in louder tones. “Look, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done what I did, but you’re not hurt…and I really want to be a man again.”

The girls stopped and chuckled.

One of them, Janey, asked him, “Don’t you want to get into my pants?”

He shook his head.

“But as a girl you would fit. You could really get into my panties. Don’t you want to get into my panties?”

Moisture filled Tommy’s eyes. “No. I’m sorry. Please.”

“So Thomasina wants to be boring, old Tommy again. My, my.” Sherry spoke drily.

“Please…I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” said Susie. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that’s good,” pronounced Sherry. “Because to undo the effects of the pill I gave you you have to do something.”

“Please! Yes, sure. Anything!” Tommy begged.

Sherry smiled. “If you let us dress you up I’ll tell you how to change yourself back.”

“Dress me up?” He turned white. He had had enough of this girly stuff.

“Dress you up. Nails. Make up. Do your very messy hair…everything. You let us do that and I will tell you the very easy thing you have to do to shock your system back to normal.

Broken, Tommy gave a small nod.

“Oh, goody!” Susie clapped her hands. The other two girls smiled, then they linked their arms through his and walked him up to the porch. Susie ran ahead and opened the door and bowed and made a sweeping ‘enter’ motion with her arm.

Tommy stepped into the house.

Tommy sat in a chair in front of a make up table, frozen, as the girls worked on him.

“You see, Tommy,” Susie explained, painting the long nail extensions on his fingers. His toes were already bright red. “You see, women are smaller, not as strong, so it really is wrong for you to be bully and pick on us.”

Tommy watched in the mirror as Janey styled his hair. It was now not a frizzled mop, but a long, wavy set of curls. “Yes. And giving a girl a roofie? that’s the lowest of the low. How would you feel if we drugged you and took advantage of you?”

Yesterday Tom would have chuckled in glee and said, ‘Yeah, baby.’ Today the reality had hit home and he was thinking, oh no!

Sherry was painting his eyelids, making them sultry and sexy and shadowy.

“We mean, do you enjoy being nothing but a sex object? A toy for us to play with?”

“No,” he mumbled.

“So now you understand. Janey, do you still have that bra you used for the play last year? The one we stuffed until it was bigger than watermelons?”

“Sure.” Janey ran into the back room and returned with a monstrous pair of cups. But even though monstrous, it was a still a little tight on Tommy. He held his breath as Janey fastened it, and was dismayed when she hefted his boobs and they still bounced.

Sherry giggled. “If you’ve got ‘em…flaunt ‘em.”

The other two girls giggled.

Finally, dressed and made up and even wearing heels, Tommy stood up. Interestingly, he was learning this new sense of balance, and he was even able to walk in the high heels.

He realized that this was his girl think coming out. He was adapting to this new body by changing his thought patterns.

“Take a look, girlfriend,” Sherry moved him in front of a wall mirror.

He stared at himself. A sexy brunette with all sorts of curves…and the biggest set of tits he had ever seen.

“You like?” asked Janey.

Tommy was surprised to find himself nodding. He did like. And he felt the equivalent of what he would have felt, a boner, when he was a man. He felt wet. His pussy was…moisturized. It felt slick. Heck, just taking a simple step he could feel the flesh of his thighs slipping against each other.

“Okay,” he said. “You played dress up. How do I change back?”

The girls grinned. “Let’s go party, and we’ll tell you.”

They linked arms with Tommy again and walked him out of the house and down the steps.

“I’ll drive,” said Janey, She was a couple of inches taller than Tommy, and her boobs weren’t so big, so she had no trouble fitting behind and operating the wheel.

They zoomed down the street, top down, hair in the wind, laughing and giggling. Except for Tommy, who felt the tears constantly threatening to overflow.

They entered a bar at the other end of town. It had taken Tommy a lot to force himself into the bar, but with the muscle of the girls and the constant chiding, he managed to follow them in. He stood in the dimly lit entrance and looked around.

Yesterday he would have sauntered in, ordered a drink, and checked out the bitches.

Now he was trembling, terrified, and men were checking him out!

He was not one of the bitches! And suddenly he was sorry he had ever tried to take advantage of a female.

“Come on, Thomasina, let’s grab a booth.”

The girls walked him to a booth, slid in—him in the center—and waited for the waitress.

“Hey, ladies,” the woman with an armful of drinks sashayed by. “Be right with you.”

While waiting the girls occupied themselves by checking out the men.

“There’s a hunky one.”

“Wow, look at the package in his pants.”

“Probably fake.”

“But I can see the head outlined!”

“I’ll take the fellow at the end of the bar. You can really see his muscles.”

The talk went on, and Thomasina tried to follow the conversation, but was totally distracted by his condition.

“What do you think, Thomasina?”

“What?” she blurted.

“Should we try to pick up those three guys at the table by the women’s room?”

Tommy stared at the three men, and horror filled him as he realized he was actually thinking about it, considering men from a woman’s viewpoint.

The waitress finally came and took their orders. A couple  of minutes later she brought a platter filled with drinks for them.

“Hey! That Shirley Temple’s mine!”

“Hands off the spritzer.”

“Oh, give me a sip!”

Tommy stared at the three girls. As a man he had thought they were knuckleheads, hair brains, snatch on the market. Now he was thinking differently. All that ‘valley girl’ nonsense and affectation…it was just an act.

He suddenly realized that all the times he had been on the hunt…he had actually been the prey.

Finally, he couldn’t help himself, he blurted. “Tell me!”

The girls giggled, but settled down.

Sherry said, “It’s really easy, Thomasina. You simply pick up one of the men here. That’ll be easy with those milk sacs of yours. Then you convince them to fuck you.”

“I…what? Fuck me?”

The girls giggled.

“That’s right. If the man puts his dickie in your pussy you stay a woman. It will feel right. But if you can convince the man to put his peeny in your butthole, that will feel wrong, it will shock the system, and you will change back.”

“And fast,” added Janey. “I hope you brought some man clothes with you.”

“But…I can’t…you don’t expect me to…”

“Thomasina,” stated Sherry. “Those are your options. Go get fucked, and which hole you get fucked in will determine whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man.”

Tommy stared at them. Aghast. He had never had anything up his poop chute. The idea of somebody fucking it…he couldn’t handle it.

On the other hand, he had never had anybody up his pussy. Hell, he hadn’t even had a pussy!

“So what do you think, Thomasina? Are those three guys at the table worth meeting?”

Tommy shook his head, tried to speak but only nonsense came out.

The girls giggled, then they stood up. “Well, while you’re thinking about that, we’re going to go meet them. You can come along, or just stay here and wait to be picked up.”

Sherry, Janey and Susie sauntered across the bar. They moved like a group, giggling and goosing each other and having the best time.

Tommy watched them. He gulped his drink. He was totally befuddled and had no idea what to do.

Suddenly a shadow loomed over him. He looked up.

The fellow was a biker, with a hairy, round belly and a beard that smelled of marijuana. His eyes were bloodshot, and Tommy found himself looking down to the man’s crotch. The man’s cock was huge and sharply outlined in his greasy jeans. The head was big and bulbous.

“You like what you see?”

Tommy looked up and opened his mouth, and closed it, and opened it, and closed it.

The big man chuckled. “Come on, baby, let me educate you.”

Then he was reaching down and grabbing Tommy’s arm and lifting him.

Thomas gulped, and tried to keep his bile down. He was scrunched into the man’s arms, and being carried across the room in what looked sort of like dancing, but was just an excuse for the big, greasy biker to hump him.

“Oh, God,” Tommy thought.

Then the dance was over, and the big man had Tommy in the hallway, between the bathrooms. Outside the hallway the girls were laughing and pointing at him.

The brute had him trapped, hands on the wall on each side of Tommy, and he leaned forward as if to plant his big, fat lips on Tommy’s delicate red lips.

“What do you say, baby. How you want to do this?”

Bleakly, Tommy thought about it. How did he want it?

And, the terrible thing, in the back of his mind was a little fascination, a focus on…taking it in the pussy.

Being a girl.

Staying a girl.

He’d never been a girl, and the boobs bouncing on his chest were getting addictive. And the way men looked at him, all admiringly. And…and which way did he want it?

END
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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 were.

Too Tough to Feminize


She Transgendered Me

A horn dog gets his comeuppance!


PART ONE

“Don’t worry about a thing,” I said, as my wife packed her suitcase.

“I’m sorry, honey, but she’s my sister and I have to help her through this.”

“Hey, I told you not to worry. This is going to be three months of drinking beer, watching football, and doing all the things I like to do.”

And my point was in the second, unstated half of the sentence, ‘…that you don’t like me to do.”

Carrie straightened up and face me. She frowned. “You are such a caveman. It’s almost like me going and helping my sister through chemo is like an opportunity for you to…”

“…To what?” I asked innocently, already thinking about the fun and degradation I was going to have.

“Jimmy, I know you’re a kinky bastard. And I don’t like it when you watch all that porn and…and…jack off. And the idea of letting you degrade yourself and abuse yourself for three months is…disgusting.”

She almost spat the last word, like it was a bad tasting pill.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’m not going to masturbate to nekkid women on the net. I’m a grown man.”

I was, of course, lying through my teeth.

She turned back to her packing, muttering, “If there was only some some way I could be sure.”

I chuckled. “Now who’s kinky.”

“What?”

“You’re thinking about putting me into one of those chastity device things.”

She sighed.

I laughed on the inside.

I had been trying to get her interested in that kink for months, but she had shown no interest. What she didn’t know was that I had a chastity device, along with some other toys, and I was going to be abusing the hell out of myself as soon as she left for the airport.

“You are so sick,” was all she said, closing her suitcase with a snap. “Well, come on, bring my bag to the car.”

I picked up the bag and followed her out of the house. As she walked I watched her round butt sway. Man, I was lucky, I mean, she had the perfect butt, and her tits were big and round…man, I wanted some of that. Even though she had fucked hell out of me all night, I wanted some more.

She went through the front door, down to the car and opened the trunk. I placed her bag in the boot and turned to her. “Sure you don’t want to get a little before you go.”

She smiled ruefully. “Always horny, aren’t you? Don’t you remember doing ti three times last night?”

“Hors d’oeuvres, baby.” I put my arms around her and we kissed. And it was a good, hot, steamy kiss. Then she hugged me for a long moment. Then she looked up into my eyes.

“My caveman husband. Unrepentant horniness. Nasty, porn watching kinkster. I want you to keep your hands off yourself while I’m gone.”

“Honey, I promise.” My fingers were crossed behind her back.

Carrie sighed. “Well, anyway. Try not to play with yourself so hard you pull it off.”

“Carrie!” I acted shocked, but we both knew I was mocking.

With that she kissed me again, then got into the car and headed for Nebraska. Good old wonderful Nebraska. Leaving me alone for three glorious months. Three months of porn and booze and pounding my pud until it begged for mercy, But it wouldn’t. Beg for mercy, I mean.

As the car drove down the street I waved good bye. I smiled as her slender hand raised out of the driver’s window and fluttered at me.

I entered the house, sauntered to the bedroom, and began my journey into sluttiness.

I opened the closet and reached for my box of ‘toys.’

I sat down on the bed and opened it, and began getting ready.

First, a butt plug. God, it felt good as I greased it up and inserted. I loved the feeling of the big bulb sliding into me, pushing against my anal ring, and then popping in.

I sat down, gingerly, and fastened the chastity tube. Man, it was snug, and I just barely made it. My cock was struggling and straining and trying to get hard. It made me so horny I couldn’t believe it. Just sitting there, my cock in a tube, all locked up and nowhere to go, I actually shivered with sexual fervor.

Then I put on a bra. Just a bra. I’m not one of those fairy guys, I just like a little kink.

Finally, I rolled a tube of red lipstick on my lips. Just lipstick. Like I said, I ain’t one of those gay guys.

I stood up and stared at the bed in anticipation. Oh, baby, was I going to have fun.

I attached the hand cuffs to the bed posts. Four sets. Yeah.

Then I got onto the bed.

I fastened my ankles. Check.

Made sure the key was on a sturdy piece of fish line and tied the fishline to my wrist.  Check.

Blindfold. Check.

And, I snapped the handcuffs around my wrists. Check and double check.

I lay back, my cock throbbing in its cage. Pulsing, trying to erect, and making me horny to the Nth. There is nothing so hot as being close, wanting to, and not being able to.

I lay for a minute, then began my delicious struggling. I twisted, I turned, I rolled half over and tried to rub my caged cock against the sheets.

Anything for some relief!

Yet there was no relief for me, just mounting frustration, rising horniness, and a delicious sense of being helplessly fucked.

I scootched my butt down and wiggled and the butt plug shifted and rubbed against my rectum. Oh! It felt good! I was filled and fulfilled and my cock pulsed so very hard. But every pulse only served to enforce more and more sexual fever on me.

Finally, I was thrusting my hips up, slamming down and driving the butt plug in harder and harder, and I was reaching that peak. That place where I was almost blind with the need for sex. The bed began bouncing, the hardboard slammed against the wall, and I reached it. I was unthinking, desperate, had to cum. I used my fingers to pull the fishline and got my hand around the key to the cuffs. I undid my cuff, but couldn’t wait to undo the other cuffs. I grabbed my cock and began jacking, frantically, desperately. Within just a few seconds I felt that white heat exploding within me.

“GAHHH!” I squirted and squirted. I shot into the air, unloaded my load and felt it rain down and splatter on my naked chest.

Fuck…fuck…what a great way to start my three months of sex and fun.

Finally, my cock oozing, my balls empty, I laid back and went to sleep. I didn’t even get up or take off the other hand cuffs. After a good cum…you know?

A couple of hours later I poured myself a Coke and bourbon and set about fixing dinner. Steak. Lots of sauce. Instant mashed potatoes with tons of butter. Hell, more butter than potato, that’s my motto. When everything was done I sat down, lifted a fork and…DING!

Ah, fuck. Who the heck was calling me?

Well, being in charge of myself for the next three months, I came to an easy decision. Ignore it.

DING!

I reached for my phone, intending to turn it off.

DING!

WTF? Whoever this was, they seemed pretty insistent. So it wasn’t a robot calling from New Jersey, and probably not a lawyer from Nigeria, so…what if there was a problem? What if it was Carrie?

I sighed, opened the face and turned white.

I mean real white.

If you drained the blood from Casper…that white.

If you painted a polar bear in a snowstorm white…that white.

No blood in my face at all.

It was a picture.

Of me.

On the bed.

Tied up and blindfolded, but wearing a bra, and lipstick. I could see the lipstick.

My hand frantically moving up and down. A still shot that was so good you could feel the motion…feel the sexual frenzy I was in.

I was dizzy, near swooning, but I managed to look closer at the message.

But there was no message.

Just the picture.

And the phone number. I didn’t recognize it. 169-7734.

By whoever this ‘7734’ was, they had managed to slide through my filters. I didn’t give my email out to anybody, and Google hadn’t given me any ‘spam risk’ warnings.

So who…who?

I sat there for the longest time. My steak grew cold. The ice cubes in my drink dissolved. The sun went down.

Who was it?

Who was 7734

How did they get to me?

More important…how did the picture get taken? It was from a side position to the bed, close. You could see my pores. Literally three feet from me, and wide angle so you could see everything. The handcuffs, the bra…oh…fuck!

What if Carrie got a hold of the picture?

Or, what if it was posted on Facebook? Or Tweeted! My life in this town would be over. I would be divorced, left to roam, homeless, in a bra.

Oh…FUCK!

I walked slowly back to the kitchen. I sat down at the table, shoved my plate and drink to the side, put my elbows on the table and my face in my hands.

What would I do? What could I do?

DING!

I scrambled for the phone. I opened it.

Follow Directions.

I stared at the phone. Follow directions? What directions?

DING!

Video as you flush the key.

What? Flush the key? But I wouldn’t be able to get out!

I looked down at my groin.

After my sexual episode I hadn't taken anything off.

Why take it off if you’re just going to do it again? Right?

So I was wearing the chastity tube. I wasn’t horny, but wearing it would help my horniness rise again.

I was wearing the bra. It helped.

And I was wearing fresh lipstick.

These things helped me recharge my cock so I could do it all again.

But now…now…flush the key?

DING!

Now.

Send video.

I typed back.

Forget it.

I was trying to put up a good front, say something that wouldn’t reveal my quaking nerves.

DING!

Look at Facebook.

I started to tap my phone, then stood up and ran for the computer. I needed some horsepower. I called up Facebook.

It was the picture. Me. Handcuffed. In chastity. Blindfolded. Bra and lipstick. My hand moving a million miles an hour.

But the face was blotted out.

As wild panic swept through me I yet felt a bit of relief. My face was not visible.

DING!

Flush.

Video.

Or I show the face.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

As I sat there and stared at the picture I could already see comments appearing.

What a loser!

And:

How’d that get past the censors?

And:

What a kinky, little bad boy.

I tried to ignore the comments and typed on my phone:

Okay.

Five minutes.

Another comment:

I bet his dick is small.

It must be small to fit inside that thing.

And:

His poor wife.

I was almost crying. I turned on the video camera on my phone, picked up key from the bedside dresser, and walked into the bathroom.

I have never felt so dismal, so lost, so out of control.

I stood over the toilet, staring at the key in my hand. I dropped it into the water and flushed. I watched as the water swirled, moved the key, and it suddenly disappeared.

Tears were actually coming out of my eyes, and…I felt my dick throb.

What?

It throbbed. It was locked, caged, and now it couldn’t get out, and it throbbed. And throbbed again.

I think, on some level, that was when I knew I was in trouble.

Sure, I was kinky, but I was always in control. How could being out of control cause a sexual reaction in me?

Yet my cock was throbbing and trying to get hard. And here is the bad part. In staring down at my dick I neglected to turn off the video camera. I was unaware as my phone recorded my reaction to the loss of my…the loss of my manhood. Yes, that’s what it was, the loss of my manhood. And my cock just throbbed and surged and filled the tube and bulged at the edges. It was obvious. There was no hiding my horny reaction.

Finally, shaking myself out of my stupor, I lifted the phone, tapped it with my finger and sent the video to…whoever.

Oh, why oh why didn’t I check the video before sending it? I could have deleted it! Because not only did it show my reaction, it showed something else.

Shaken, utterly destroyed, I walked back to the bedroom. I was going to take everything off. Everything but my cock tube. That was on to stay, at least until I cut the lock. I could do that tonight. I could go out to the garage and get a pair of pliers and…and I sat down at the make up table and picked up a moist towelette to clean off my lipstick.

DING!

Of…fuck!

I opened my phone.

Put on make up.

What? No! I couldn’t…

DING!

Dread filling my soul, the mystery person had sent me a video.

I didn’t want to look at it. That’s why I hadn’t checked it in the first place.

But I had to.

I started the video and watched myself.

Picking up the key.

Walking into the bathroom.

The key splashing, swirling, disappearing, and then my cock trying to get hard. Desperate to get hard. My reaction to my helplessness plain to see.

But that wasn’t the worst.

In the next scene I shifted my position, moved the phone around, and it recorded…the bathroom mirror!

It was me! Face revealed! No doubt!

No! No! No!

DING!

Make up.

Now.

Video and send.

I was actually sobbing. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I was gasping. I was having an anxiety attack.

But what else could I do?

I sat down.

DING!

Oh, fuck! What now?

Set phone to I can see.

From here on you will always

have your phone recording.

Stream it.

Oh, heysoos forked a dork!

I placed the phone on the make up table, propped it up so it wouldn’t fall, and hit the buttons.

Whoever it was watched as I tried to stop crying. Were they laughing as I made myself up? Who was this sick person?

Well, sick or not, I was trapped.

I had played with make up over the years. I was more into just a bit of lipstick, but I had explored and knew what I was doing.

I cleansed my face. I primed it. I did everything. Foundation, blush, bronze. I even did my eyes, painted them a smoky grey, and then my lips…

DING!

Use plumper.

Plumper! Oh, shit! Sure. I had some. I had everything. but plumper tended to last a few days. I mean, it was the weekend, but, still, Monday would come.

But what choice did I have?

I picked up the plumper and made my lips bigger. Then the lipstick. In the mirror my face was now round and feminine, and my lips were bright red. And my heart was pounding. And my cock was going crazy.

DING!

Stop crying.

More eye liner.

I sat and looked at myself, and that made me want to cry even more. I was a man! Sure, I had some kinks, but they were just to jack off, to have some extra great sex. I didn’t want to look like a woman!

Finally, I turned away from the mirror. I couldn’t stand to look at myself. It was one thing to get made up and be horny. It was another thing to be forced to put on make up.

DING!

Look at the mirror.

Camera should always be on.

I typed:

I can’t stop crying.

Seeing myself makes me cry.

DING!

Poor boy.

Look at the mirror.

I faced the mirror and waited for the tears to stop. It took a long time, but at least the dinging stopped. Whoever it was must have accepted the fact of what I was going through.

Finally, after a couple of hours, the tears were done. And I felt emptied. Exhausted. Not even resisting.

DING!

Put on baby doll.

Go to sleep.

Tomorrow is a big day.

I did as I was commanded.

DING!

I awoke with a groan. I was hungry. My face was a mess and I had left make up all over the pillow. Still, I sat up and held the phone.

Good morning.

Huh! Good for who?

DING!

Get up.

Fix your face.

Get dressed…in your new clothes.

I typed:

What new clothes?

The answer:

Amazon in an hour.

Hurry.

Be fed.

Amazon was going to deliver clothes to me? WTF? Still, I had no choice. With an aching heart I showered, cleaned my face, and made myself up again. Every once in a while I would get a ding.

Plump lips again.

Get rid of male lines with more foundation.

And so on.

A half hour later I was done, so I fixed breakfast. Threw away the steak, which had set out all night, but drank the bourbon down quick. I was ready to pour another one, but…

DING!

Amazon is almost here.

Put on robe.

Answer door.

Set up phone so I can see.

Oh, crap! Answer the door? With a female face? What kind of torture was this?

Still, nothing for it, I put on a robe. Unfortunately, the only robe I had was nothing more than a flimsy negligee. The Amazon driver would see my naked body. My male body. And he would laugh.

I began thinking then, and decided that, maybe, if I had a wig on and moved quickly, he wouldn’t see. At least, I could hope.

So I put on the negligee, got out my wig, it was a blonde, Marilyn Monroe cut, and fastened it in place. Just in time. I heard the Amazon truck squeal to a stop.

I ran to the foyer, set up the phone, and opened the door as the driver rolled a bunch of packages up the walk.

DING! And I knew what it was.

I opened the door wider.

The driver was a pimple faced guy, maybe early twenties. Probably lucky to have a girlfriend.

He slowed down, his jaw dropped and he gaped at me.

“Delivery for…Jim Allen.” His voice was fading and he was staring and…he looked frightened. As if I was going to jump out and molest him.

Ha! Attacked by a sissy while delivering for Amazon. It sounded like the title for a bad erotica story.

“Leave them on the—“

DING!

I knew.

“Bring them in.”

I stood aside, aware of my arms and legs and body, embarrassed at the shiny cock cage in my groin, humiliated by the make up on my face.

He turned and backed the dolly over the threshold. He moved far to the side, trying to keep away from me. He tilted and slid the dolly out from under and almost jumped back to the porch. I thought it was done, but he had one last humiliation for me.

“Got to sign…” He held a clipboard out to me.

Fuck!

Into the daylight, because he wasn’t going to step closer to me. I prayed the neighbors wouldn’t be able to see. I signed the clipboard and almost jumped back into the house.

I mean, I was so embarrassed my whole body was red. Real red. Almost lipstick red.

I closed the door and leaned against it, almost sobbing with relief.

I looked at the phone, which looked right back at me. It didn’t say anything, but I knew what it wanted.

I opened the top box and took out panties and bras, garters and nylons. At the bottom were two corsets.

Oh…damn.

I moved the box aside and opened the second one. Dresses. Skirts. Blouses. Clothes for every day. At the bottom were two maid outfits. Black with white trimming, chiffon to raise the short skirts.

Crap!

I moved that box aside and opened the bottom one.

Shoes. Mostly high heels. And a make up kit. And several wigs.

I stared at the stuff. What the heck was going on. What did—

DING!

You will dress as a woman from now on.

I felt the tears trying to start up again. I went into the computer room and sat down at the computer. I typed:

I don’t want to do this.

I don’t want to be a woman.

DING! And there was no message. Just the picture of me.

DING! DING! Stills from the video. My cock trying to get stiff. My face in the mirror

DING! A still of me making myself up, putting lipstick on my plump lips.

DING! A final picture of me with the door open, wearing the negligee and make up and wig, signing the clipboard for the Amazon driver. I didn’t look like I was doing anything that wasn’t normal.

DING!

Facebook will love you.

I did cry then. I just leaned forward and cried into my hands.

CLICK!

Click? What…I looked up at my computer. A jpeg flashed on to the computer. It was me, crying, just then. What…how…?

DING!

I am everywhere.

Oh, no! They were into my computer! I had been hacked!

DING!

Get dressed.

Video yourself.

We’re going to look at porn.

My mind was a shriek, just a shrill scream, but I had no choice. I  picked up my cell phone and began recording and stood up and left the room. Moving like a zombie, I went to the bedroom and went through the new underwear. I put on panties and a bra, and I found a pair of breast forms. I slipped them into my bra and looked at the mirror.

I was crushed, destroyed, but…looked sexy. I didn’t have a big, muscular body, and the addition of real boobs made me a bit curvy.

I put on the garters and unrolled new nylons up my legs.

I hated it, I was disgusted, but…it felt…kinky. I felt my cock trying to talk down there.

I put on a short dress and studied myself in the mirror. All the time my cell phone recorded and streamed me to…whoever.

I left the Marilyn wig on, my make up was fine, and I went back to the computer.

DING!

High heels.

I sighed and went back to the boxes. I picked out a pair of high heels and put them on. They fit perfectly. I went back to the computer.

DING! Sighing wearily, I wondered: what next?

Take everything off.

use Nair.

Paint your nails bright red.

Get dressed.

Oh, double crap!

So I got undressed, used a bottle of Nair, which I found with the make up kit in the boxes, and waited fifteen minutes. I was starting to itch, it was getting a little hot, so I jumped into the shower. I stared at the drain as my manly hair swirled and whirled and went away.

I stepped out, and had to redo all my make up.

Sighing, I sat down at the table, and cursed my cock.

That’s right. The damned fool kept trying to get hard. While I dressed, while I showered, and especially when I put on make up.

What was wrong with me?

I mean, a little kink was fine, but Mr Happy was enjoying this too much.

In fact, he was becoming uncomfortable. So packed in there, struggling. Distracting me.

But, heaving cock or not, I put on my make up and got dressed again.

And it felt different.

My limbs being smooth the nylons felt electric, and my skin was…horny. Alive and horny.

Made my dick struggle all the more, and I actually hunched forward and pushed down on my groin with one hand.

DING!

How’s it going?

I typed:

Please.

Stop this.

DING!

Come on.

This is every man’s dream.

Be sexy.

Now enjoy it.

Go to the computer.

I went into the computer room, tottering on my high heels, and sat down and powered up the computer. immediately, a chat window opened.

I turned on the mike

so you can talk to me.

“Please let me go. Don’t do this.”

Ha!

This is too much fun.

Besides,

your dickie says he loves it.

I looked down at my traitor penis. He surged and surged. I groaned.

Okay, let’s surf.

Go to Wikihow.

Search for ‘how to walk like a woman.’

Blinking, I did so.

Read and practice.

“But…but…”

A picture flashed on the screen. Me in full make up, zipping up my dress. Big boobs thrusting out.

I slumped, then I opened a page. Wikihow, with 11 steps on how to walk like a lady. I read the pictures, then stood up and walked back and forth across the room. It was difficult in high heels, but I tried. I tried to relax and have an outthrust chest. I tried to take shorter steps and put my feet in a line. Oddly, the movement was comforting. It was a way I could concentrate…and forget about my dilemma.

After a half hour of walking, and being corrected by whoever was stalking me…yes, I call it ‘stalking…I looked okay. That was confirmed by the next message I was sent.

Very good.

Reward time.

Google Carolina Ramirez.

I did, and found a Columbia actress. I frowned. What the…

DING!

Carolina Ramirez porn.

I added ‘porn’ to the name and up popped several different sites. I started blinking hard. The sites said things like ‘transgender’ and ‘shemale.’

What the…

“Open the Xvideo page.”

I did, and I was so stunned I almost fell over in my swivel. I mean I pushed back and goggled and shook my head.

Carolina was a slender brunette with large breasts. And a large dick. And balls. She, he, whatever, was a shemale. Both a woman and a man.

Start watching.

“But I don’t want to…it’s, she’s a …transvestite!”

No.

She’s a shemale.

the best of both worlds.

Watch and enjoy.

Once again I was deprived of choice. I had to do what I was told, and I began watching.

The woman, in spite of having a big cock it’s hard to think of her as a man, played with herself, flicked her nipples, stroked her cock, and ended up shooting large streams of jizz all over the place.

I tried to object a few times, but whoever had hijacked me—it was no longer just my computer that was hijacked, but me—didn’t care. They just kept telling me to watch.

It wasn’t long before I stopped objecting. I wasn't into dicks, but staring at her sweet face, feeling her sexual cummings, I couldn’t help it. She was so beautiful. Her breasts were so round and perfect (were they real, hormone wise? Or implants?)

I watched as she kept stroking and squirting, big, long squirts, tons of white foam squirts, sometimes even no handed squirts, and I began to fall in love.

My hand was down on my groin, my cock was straining, i was breathing hard, I wanted to cum right along with Carolina. i wanted—

DING!

Dazed, I looked around. I was on the computer? Why hadn’t this person just written a chat to me? And then I realized…they had. the chat box on my computer was filled with messages.

Jim.

Jim.

Earth to Jim.

Jim, look at the chat box.

Jim!

JIM!

JIM! JIM! JIM!

But I had been so engrossed I hadn’t noticed.

But how could that be? I wasn’t into men!

But I had never seen a woman with a cock!

I had…uh oh. I had been fascinated by a man with boobs. A woman with a cock. Whatever Carolina was.

Whatever she was, she was beautiful, and sexy, and…and I wanted to watch more.

I typed:

Yes?

I expected a lecture or something, but whoever it was didn’t say a thing about my being mesmerized.

Get lunch.

Change into your maid uniform.

It’s time to work.

Tell the truth, I was a little bit dizzy. I had been focusing on Carolina Ramirez so hard I had ignored the world, and…I was dizzy.

So, in a daze, I stood up and stretched. And almost fell over because of the high heels.

I caught myself and went into the kitchen, all the time wondering at myself.

Had I really been enraptured by a…a shemale? Had I? I mean, that was sick! That was…perverted! Was I really perverted? Heck, I thought a little lipstick and handcuffs was fine. I didn’t mind that stuff, it just made me horny and gave me a good masturbatory episode.

But now I was seeing myself. I was digging deeper, and I was finding out about myself.

How could I be so enthralled by a man with breasts?

And, underneath it, slinking and gawking, was the concept, did I want breasts?

Yeah. Seriously. Only a couple of hours of this…this forced life, and I was…what was happening to me?

Well, regardless, whatever was happening was just starting. Things were about to get worse. A lot worse.


PART TWO

I fixed hot dogs for lunch, and wondered where the time had gone.

And here is another oddity, when you are are doing something you like time disappears. When you do something you don’t like time drags. Time had disappeared. I had been so frantic, even desperate, and I had been dressing like a woman, and learning to walk like a woman, and, then…getting horned up by Carolina.

What was wrong with me? Time had disappeared, so did that mean I liked it?

Did I like putting on make up and wearing undergarments and dresses?

I kept asking myself: what was wrong with me.

But there was no answer. There was only the task in front of me. I was so dazed I couldn’t see beyond my immediate duty. My immediate duty was to dress up like a maid.

So I finished my lunch. Then I did the dishes, and I wandered back to the bedroom.

I took off my dress and laid out the maid uniform. Cripes, it was going to be tighter on me. I shook my head.

DING!

Corset.

Oh, man. I held up the stiff material and stared at it. I tried to pre-adjust the straps and ties as best I could, then I stepped into it and tried to pull it up my body. It took me several tries, I had to keep adjusting the straps, but I did it.

Man, it was hard to breath. The material squeezed my innards like a boa constrictor makes love to a rabbit. I could feel my ribs being pushed together. My chest seemed to swell up a bit, and I was having a hard time breathing. Finally, I realized that I had to take short, shallow breaths.

Now in the corset, I had to slide into the maid uniform. Struggling into the little, black thing, I actually thought about greasing up my body.

Still, I managed to do it. God, it was hard to bend over. It took everything I had to bend over and put on the black high heels that went with the little dress. Finally, I had it on.

DING!

Check your make up.

I crossed the room, my cock throbbing, going from bedpost to doorway to chair, and sat, sort of, on the chair in front of the make up table.

I say sort of because the corset was shaping me, making it difficult to bend, and therefore to sit.

Still, once again, I made it, and I checked my make up.

Yep. It was in trouble. Apparently I had been sweating, and there was blotchiness, and my lipstick had worn half off. I quickly fixed myself.

DING!

Dust everything.

Oh, Heysoos! What was this!

But, sadly, I knew. It was dust or get busted on Facebook.

I went to the little cupboard next to the garage door and took out a duster. I went from room to room, dusting. I did bookshelves and the edges of doorways. Mid way through the phone dinged again. I began again, this time holding my phone in one hand and showing whoever was controlling me my work.

I went from room to room, dusting every surface. There wasn’t a lot of dust, Carrie is pretty thorough in that department, but there was enough, and it took me an hour to do it to the satisfaction of my tormentor.

Finally, I put the duster away.

DING!

Polish the wood.

Oh, man! When was this going to end? Time may have gone fast when I was looking at porn, but it was starting to drag. My calves hurt from the high heels, and I was getting a work out with the bending and contorting of cleaning.

Still, I went to the cupboard and pulled out some lemon Pledge and some rags. I began polishing all the wood surfaces in the house, and I had never realized how many there were. Bed frame, desks, tables, table legs, ledges…wood, wood, wood.

Finally, done, I put the Pledge away.

DING!

Wash and wax the car.

I groaned and tapped out a message.

Please. I’m tired. Can’t I rest?

DING!

A woman’s work is never done.

Hop to, slave bitch.

Slave bitch? Slave bitch? Who the fuck did this…this whoever…think they were talking to?

DING!

Ha ha!

Gotcha.

So the ‘slave bitch’ remark was all a joke. Hard de har har. It didn’t sound so funny to me.

Fortunately, our house is situated a little catty corner on our lot, and there are some bushes, and by putting the car in the upper corner of the driveway I was pretty well hidden from the street. If I hadn’t been I don’t think I would have been able to do it.

But I did it.

I washed the car, trying to stay dry, and then I waxed it. It took me a long time, those damned high heels, but I did it. I staggered back into the house and collapsed on the couch.

DING!

Aw.

Is poor slave bitch tired?

I picked up the phone and realized I could speak into it. Jeez. I had been so befuddled that I had been typing into it. I hit the speaker and said, “Please, I need to—“

RING RING RING!

Oh, my fucking God! Carrie! She was calling at the same time as… “My wife!” I gasped.

RING RING RING!

DING! I didn’t know what to do. I had been talking, now I had to talk to my wife, and I was already on the phone with…whoever…and…and…

I pressed the phone icon on my cell.

“Hey, honey?”

I tried to sound normal.

I tried to sound like I had just rushed in and picked up the phone.

“Where have you been?”

“Oh, I was outside. I was washing the car.”

“You were…washing the car? Really?”

I never washed the car. I took it to the car wash. But no way I was going to drive to the carwash in a maid’s uniform. Or any type of female clothing.

“Sure.” Then inspiration: “I want everything cleaned up and shiny for when you get back.”

“But…I’m not coming home for three months!”

“That’s okay,” I blithely quipped. “I miss you so much that I’m getting an early start.”

“You miss me?”

“Of course I do.”

A moment of silence. Then: “Well, I don’t know what kind of drugs you’ve been taking, but take some more. I like this new you.”

New me? Fuck. The new me was wearing a maid’s uniform and sbeing a slave. I wanted the old me.

“So what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to let you know that I’m here. The drive was long, but…I’m here.”

“That’s great.”

Pause, and I had to fill the space, I was compelled to keep everything easy and natural. I didn’t want her to suspect me. I blurted. “I really miss you.”

“Oh, that’s sweet.”

Well, I did. My cock was pounding down there. All morning it had been squirming in its cage, but now, my sole source of sexual release on the phone, it wanted out. In a BIG way.

“Well, I do.”

“I’m liking this new you more and more.”

Now, I had been walking aimlessly while talking to Carrie, and I had wandered into the computer room, and I sat down.

“I’m going to have to visit my sister more often.”

“No…I just…”

Suddenly, right in the middle of my speaking, the chat box on the computer had erupted.

Put her on speaker.

“…I just think of our last night together…” I was talking, blurting, saying whatever came into my head, trying to figure out what was happening.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER!

“That was hot. We did it like three times.”

“Three big times,” I spoke calmly, but my mind was breaking into little pieces.

PUT HER ON SPEAKER

OR IT’S FACEBOOK!

Oh, fuck. I tapped the phone and put her on speaker. Now the…the person on the computer could hear her.

“Yeah. God, it was just yesterday, but just talking about it is making me tingle.”

Tell her you want to fuck her

“I’d like to make love to you right now.”

“Oh, you horny bastard. I guess it’s the absence…the heart grows fonder and all that, but I wouldn’t mind—are you watching porn!”

“No! No!”

“Are you sure? This isn’t sounding like you!”

“Believe me, honey, it’s me. And I love you.”

“Wow. New you.”

Tell her about Carolina!

Now!

“But, I did watch a little bit this morning. A girl named Carolina. Just a little bit, but the girl reminded me too much of you, so I stopped.”

Good save.

Carrie was silent for a second. “This is so unlike you. Usually you just…slough me off. But you’re actually…maybe I should look up this Carolina who looks like me.”

FUCK! shrieked in my head.

“No…no. You’re right. I think porn is sort of…distracting. I shouldn’t be watching it.”

“I can’t believe it. I don’t believe it. Are you sure you’re Jim? My Jim?”

“Oh, yes, honey.”

“Well, isn’t this weird. You’re telling me porn is bad, and I’m thinking maybe you should watch more of it. After all, if it makes you horny for me. Does it really make you horny for me?”

“Believe me, honey, you’re the only person I want in the world.”

Wow.

What a mush you turned out to be.

I ignored the screen. I said, “I am so horny, and to think that I’m not going to be able to be with you for three months…it’s making it downright painful down in the you know where.”

“Oh, honey. This is music to my ears. Is this what they call phone sex?”

“Well, uh…sort of.”

“Oh, goody, let’s do it some more.”

Oh, this is going to be good.

Shut up!” I hissed.

“What?”

“The cat just scratched me, sorry.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Now, about this phone sex thing…do you want to make love to me?”

“Oh, yeah.” I was honest there. My cock was trying to break the cage in the worst possible way.

“Are you touching yourself?”

I put my hand down and felt my cage through my maid uniform. I lifted my dress and grabbed the shaft. “Oh, yes.”

“Oh, goodie. I’m touching myself, too. Let’s jack off together.”

My mind was officially blown. When she left she had been Miss Straight Lace. Now…now…”Okay.”

“Okay, I’m touching my nipples. They are erect and stiff. They are so stiff they almost hurt, but in a good way. Tell me about your cock.”

“My cock is…hard. I can feel it pulsing. It’s all red and it wants you.”

“Oh, my. That is hot. I’m reaching down to my vagina now. I’m touching myself. Oh, that feels good.”

“God!” I blurted. “I’m stroking myself.” Well, I was. I was stroking the plastic tube around my poor dick.

“I’m going to put a finger in myself. Why don’t you rub the underside of your dick. you know, that area that you say is so sensitive.”

“Oh,” I gasped. This was really doing things to me. I couldn’t touch myself, but touching myself in my mind, it was brutal!

“I’m moving my finger in and out. I haven’t masturbated since I was in high school. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Are you getting close?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Men,” she laughed. “You’re so easy.”

I listened to her deep but ragged breath. She sounded close.

“Tell me when you’re about to cum,” she whispered.

“I will.” I made sounds like I was fapping.

She moaned and groaned. When I thought she was ready I grunted and said, “I think…I’m gonna…”

“OH!” she yelled, actually hurting my ear drum. “I’M DOING IT!”

“Me, too!” I gasped, trying to make myself sound all frantic.

“Oh, God…Oh, God!”

“Yes…yes…yes!”

We gasped and choked and came. At least, she came.

The chat box on my computer:

That was so good

we’re going to take a break.

I sighed and sagged. Carrie had just told me she loved me forever and then hung up.

The chat box said:

Google ‘How to be a Woman.’

I sighed, but did so. Up came a book. ‘How to be a Woman,’ by Caitlin Moran.

Download.

I did so, and shortly found myself reading. And stopped thinking. And actually chuckled. It was a book on how to be a woman, complete with awkward questions, femininity and all the things that shape a woman in today’s modern society. It was definitely not a book I would normally read, but…shrug of the shoulders.

I read for the remainder of the ‘work day,’ then broke for dinner. The computer didn’t chat me, and the phone didn’t ring, so I was good to go.

I was sort of tired, walking around in the maid uniform and the high heels, plus the actual physical work, they were getting to me. So I went into the bedroom and sorted through the clothes that had been in the boxes.

I wanted something that I could relax in. I found a simple housedress, took off my corset, and slipped it on. And sighed. Oh, God, it felt good. After being ‘bound up’ by that corset, I just wanted to relax and let my belly out.

I decided to go barefoot at that point, and started to walk out of the room.

DING!

Heels, bitch.

I groaned, went back and put on the heels, then I started out of the room.

DING!

Make up.

Oddly, I didn’t groan so much this time. I was growing to like looking at my face, watching it transform, making it softer and prettier. So I sat down and repaired myself, and then, finally, made it to the kitchen.

And a bourbon and Coke.

I finished my steak and potatoes and sat back, and oddly enough, enjoyed the feeling of the dress. My legs were feeling sleek underneath, and I was experiencing a freedom most males never experience.

And my boobs. Even though they were fake, they felt good. I stood up and looked at myself in the window. I was a woman. At least, I looked like a woman. And it was cool. And it made my cock excited. If only I could take off the chastity tube and have at it. I really wanted to—

DING!

I sighed. I had been free, just enjoying myself, but it was about to start up again. I wanted to throw the phone out at this point, but I couldn’t. The mystery person insisted I keep it on at all times, that I run a video and keep it streaming. I looked at the message.

Go to your computer.

I did. And the chat box came up.

Charge your phone.

You can drink as much as you want,

but you must watch porn.

My mouth opened. What was this? I was being allowed to do what I wanted to do? What? Why?

But, you don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I made a stiff drink, stiff because I didn’t believe I was going to be allowed to drink all I wanted.

Then, a quick cough at the harshness of the bourbon, I went back to the computer room. I sat down and began to surf.

I love to look for porn on the net. It’s so easy, and it’s free.

I called up Wifey’s World. Zowie. Big boobs and all the cum a gal could want. Her. She’s the one. I really enjoyed watching her guzzle it by the gallon.

I sat there, fully en femme, and put my hand on my encased cock. It was hot, and I could feel it pulsing, trying to get hard right through the plastic.

Heysoos! I had banged my wife three times before she left, but it was like I hadn’t had any for months! Being denied by being caught and the key stolen, dressing like a woman, being forced to watch Carolina Ramirez, the whole thing was making me ten times hornier than I had ever been in my life.

From Wifey I went to MILF.com. I love MILFS. I like ‘em big and busty, skinny and scrawny, old and young, whatever race. I just like to watch MILFs play with themselves, take it up the fanny, go doggy, girl on girl, whatever.

And, later on, a couple of drinks and a couple of hours down the road, I started looking for Carolina.

I realized, through my drunkenness, that I had been captured. I wanted to see more of big dicked, bit-titted men on the internet. I wanted to watch them, to fantasize, to think about what it would feel like if…if my breasts were real.

I had discovered bras when I was a kid.

I had discovered lipstick in my twenties.

I had fantasized and stroked and experienced huge orgasms.

But where was the bottom of this pool? What was I doing? Where was I going?

It was a deep question with lots of ramifications.

I pondered it deep into the night as I drank and watched and pretended I could stroke myself.

Finally, even though I knew I shouldn’t, I put in a butt plug.

The person who was controlling me hadn’t said anything about a plug. I knew the plug would make me hornier and hornier. But I couldn’t help myself. I needed to be filled. I needed to be fulfilled.

DING!

I stirred, then opened my eyes. The world was red and oozy, and then I realized it was my eyes. What time had I gone to bed? What time had I staggered away from the endless loops of women doing themselves, of men with breasts, of articles about shemales and ads for Thailand.

I didn’t know.

I reached for the phone, pawed it, figured out which end was up, and looked at the message.

You lazy slut.

sleeping the day away.

Get yourself ready.

We’re going further today.

We were going further?

I still had a plug up my butt, and I was wearing a flimsy negligee and make up.

Where was further?

I took out the butt plug, and my ass said, ‘Oooh, that felt good, do it again!’

I stripped off my clothes, including the bra and breast forms. I stepped into the shower and washed away the remains of my make up. I determined that I was going to have to clean my face at night. I had a couple of pillows messed up with make up, and I wasn’t fond of doing the laundry ten times a week.

Quickly, the hangover dissipated and I began humming.

Humming. Happy. Dressing like a woman and happy. How could that be?

What was I learning about myself?

I jumped out of the shower.

DING!

Use the CeraVe Moisturizing cream.

Your whole body.

I found the cream in the box of make up and spread it over my body. It had a delightful feel and scent, my skin felt fresh and my nostrils woke up and grinned, and my cock felt spry and ready to sail…if it wasn’t all locked up.

After that I put on my make up, then got into a skirt and blouse. I looked in the mirror and was stunned by how good I looked. The skirt gave a flare to my hips, my bust was big…I liked what I saw.

And I was worried because…I liked what I saw. What was happening to me?

Whatever was happening, I had to keep going. There was no way out for me.

Garter, nylons, heels, I walked out to the kitchen.

DING!

Computer.

I powered up the computer and the chat box appeared.

Here’s your new diet.

Diet? Oh, no! What was this?

I downloaded an attachment and opened it up.

Salads. Light helpings of fish. Fruits. Vegetables.

Nowhere on the menu was the sign of a steak. Not even a potato!

I said, more forcefully than I had spoken for the last day, “No! I can’t do this! You can’t do this to me! I’ll die!”

The chatbox responded with:

A woman has to watch her figure.

You will eat the breakfast as described,

and then we will do Yoga.

Yoga? I laughed at Yoga! I sneered at Yoga! Yoga was for…for idiots!

Go eat!

I stood in front of the computer and wondered if I dare revolt.

What if I said ‘fuck it,’ and let the pics be posted on Facebook? What would happen to me?

Sure, I’d be a pariah, but…but wasn’t that better than starving to death?

I stood there and let the conflict play. I chased down threads of thoughts, I dealt with what ifs, and I was almost ready to stand up and fight back, except…I thought of my wife.

What would Carrie say? I think I suspected, at that moment, that she would some day find out that I was a crossdresser. But I thought…I could weather that…I could…not.

My shoulders slumped in defeat and I shuffled into the kitchen.

Then I went back and downloaded the menu. I pasted it on the refrigerator in the kitchen.

I began my breakfast of oatmeal and slices of apple. And I felt like crying, that the world was ending.

Would I ever eat a steak again?

After breakfast I did Yoga.

I didn’t want to do Yoga. I liked weight lifting. I liked to play basketball. I liked baseball. I didn’t want to do gymnastics, ballet, or Yoga.

So I did the Downward Dog and the Cow Lips and the Man in the Moon Licks Brown Popsicles, and I suffered.

And it didn’t help that I was working on a very insufficient breakfast.

And, after a very insubstantial lunch I cleaned the house some more.

And, after a dinner of squash and toadstools, or whatever it was, I was commanded to have a drink and watch sexy women, or whatever, on the internet.

Man, I needed that.

And, so the days went.

Eating carrot salads and drinking pineapple smoothies and doing yoga and cleaning the house.

Nighttime I surfed the net, sated myself on sex and kink and sex and then more sex.

And all the time I was horny. I was wearing woman’s clothes. My cock was constantly trying to erect. Within a week it started to constantly drip. Drop, drip, drip. I had wet spots on my dresses, and finally I was told to wear small pads in my underwear. Panty liners. Gah!

But I grew used to it. I would wake up and not even think about it as I put on my underwear and boobs and dresses and high heels and things. I wore make up all day, and I repaired it often.

And I thought that was it.

And I would talk to my wife, and we would have phone sex, often as not, and she sounded quite happy. I kept telling her that I was cleaning the house and everything would be sparkling when she returned. And I wore dresses and make up and did my female routine every day…and I simply didn’t think about what would happen when she came home.

I couldn’t. And I became…stupid.

Not in normal ways, but in how I pushed everything out of my mind and concentrated on being a woman.

I could pass an IQ test pretty easily, but I kept avoiding the thought of what would happen when my wife returned and found me…dressed up.

And maybe that explains why I did what I did, when the box came after two weeks.

The box. It wasn’t big. Only four inches by four inches by four inches.

It was wrapped tightly and it gave me some grief until I figured out how to use scissors to open it and not break my nails.

So I opened it, and inside were two bottles.

One bottle was labeled ‘estrogen.’ I don’t want to tell you the brand. But it was ‘Blah Blah Estrogen.’

The other bottle was labeled ‘Blah Blah Testosterone Blocker.’

I stared at the two bottles. I had a vague idea of what they were, of what they did.

I stared.

DING!

Take your pills as directed.

Take the pills. I felt like Alice in Wonderland. Take a pill and grow taller, or shorter, or whatever.

Except, in this case it was take a pill and grow your dick smaller, or softer, or whatever, and take a pill and grow your tits bigger.

I knew it. I had no illusions.

I stared at the bottle.

I was a woman.

I was hiding from my wife. Not letting her know what was happening.

I was lying to her…and why?

Ah, there it was. Why was I lying to my wife?

Because I was finally, after a lifetime, telling the truth to myself.

I liked wearing underwear and dresses. I like walking around in high heels. I liked the feeling of boobs bouncing on my chest. I liked make up and…and I even liked doing Yoga. Yes, it was growing on me. And the salads…I was so hungry that I gobbled them up, and so I was relishing them, desperately enjoying them.

I stared at the two bottles.

What was that old Jefferson Airplane song?

One pill makes you larger

And one pill makes you small,

And the ones that mother gives you

Don't do anything at all…

Well, these pills were going to do something to me.

And my wife was going to come home and find out.

And there was nothing I could do because…the choice was already made.

The choice had been made that first day when somebody snuck into the house and took pictures of me lying naked, yanking on my cock.

And, when you think about it, the choice had been made earlier than that, when I was a gruff, manly man. Lording it over my wife, hiding my kinks and thinking she was the one with the problem.

So, I stared at the pills, and I started crying, and I opened the bottles and took my medicine.

My medicine.

And it was medicine.

It was good for what ailed me.

I was in the backyard, raking leaves. I was wearing high heels, full make up, and a summer dress. I was actually just lost in enjoying myself as a woman.

KNOCK KNOCK!

Who the heck could that be?

I entered the house and crossed the living room. The curtains were closed, I didn’t like the idea that people could stare through the window at me. Even though not many people ever came to visit.

I opened the door, and my jaw dropped.

“Hello, honey,” Carrie entered breezily, kissing my cheek, holding my biceps and inspecting me. “You look marvelous. Good job on the make up.”

Behind her, her sister entered. Sharon. A good looking woman, as good looking as Carrie. Well built, brunette, and laughing eyes.

Laughing because she was inspecting me.

“Nice dress, Jimmy. Or should we call you Jamey?”

“I…I…uh…I…”

“Look, she’s tongue tied. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Carrie said, “Our bags are in the back of my car. Go get them. Slave bitch.”

My jaw was already dropped, I didn’t think anything could surprise me any more, but that did it.

“Slave…slave…bitch?”

“Go get the bags, then sit down and I’ll educate you. By the way, your tits are really coming along. They are beautiful.” She reached forward and goosed one of my tits with a hand.

Somehow I found myself at the car, and somehow I found myself carrying the bags into the bedroom, and somehow I found myself sitting in the living room, listening to the sisters talk.

They chatted happily, discussed family members, people they had known, and, finally, got around to me.

“So how do you like being a woman, Jamey?”

“I, uh…it was you on the…on the…”

They laughed at me, thoroughly enjoyed my dumfounded confusion.

“But…how…how…”

“Shush, Jamey, and pay attention.” she turned to Sharon. “You want to tell her?”

“Sure.” Sharon looked at me. “Carrie came home to get something she forgot, and guess what she found.”

“At first I was pissed,” chimed in Carrie.

“Then we got together on the phone, and I’m pretty good with a computer, and we started having our revenge.”

“Ours. Because when you hurt me you hurt my sister.”

“We didn’t really plan this so much as let it evolve. We were pretty surprised at how easily you fell in line.”

To my wife I said: “But I talked to you at the same time as you were on the comput—oh!”

There were two of them. Double the fun, and twice as easy to fool me.

They began laughing, snickering, chuckling, enjoying my dilemma.

I finally managed to stutter out, “So what happens now?”

They both smiled.

“Well,” said Carrie, “The good news is that, while your dick is a little smaller, it still works. So you’ll use that on me. Every once in a while. When I’m not using a dildo, or maybe even out with a boyfriend. But, the bad news is that you aren’t going to cum.”

“Why not?”

“Because I,” jumped in Sharon, “like sex the other way. I sort of enjoying putting on a strap on and fucking my men. I especially love it when I fuck them so hard their prostate pushes out the juice…without the orgasm. So I will be fucking you, and then you will be fucking Carrie, and we’re all going to be one happy family. But Carrie and I will take care of the orgasms, and you will be keeping the house clean, making the meals, and if you can wrap your head around that then we will make you our little fuck toy. What do you think about that?”

“I…I…what about your chemo?”

“Oh, I kicked the cancer a month ago. Turned out to be small potatoes.”

“Then you’re going to live here and…and…”

“And have fun. What do you say? Are you up to it?”

I sorted through things, tried to figure it all out, tried to come to grips with what had happened, what was going to happen.

“And I’m going to fuck you,” I looked at Carrie, “and you’re going to fuck me,” I looked at Sharon, “and I’m not going to get to cum.”

“That’s about the size of it,” they smiled.

“At all?”

They looked at each other.

Then Carrie said, “We’ll let you come every once in a while, but not often. For instance, it’s been a couple of months…would you like to jack off for us after dinner?”

Sharon: “Would you like to get out of that chastity tube for a few minutes? Maybe kneel in front of us and rub one off? Before we lock you back up for a few months?”

“But…I…” I gulped, and forced myself to calm down. And, after a minute, them watching me with big, satisfied grins on their faces, I managed to say, “Yeah.”

END
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We Feminized a Burglar!

Crime pays off…big time!


PART ONE

Jerome sat on a stack of discarded pillows and watched the warehouse. No lights. No motion. Yet he waited. He nodded a few times, but made himself stay awake. It was almost time.

Suddenly he heard the sound of a Jeep and he smiled. The security guard was right on time.

The Jeep came down the street, turned into the parking lot, and angled for the building. A quick rattle of a doorknob, and the Jeep was returning. Jerome was hidden between the dumpsters and he relaxed and waited for the sounds of the Jeep to fade.

He stood up, stretched, and slung his knapsack onto his back. Looking both ways, as if there was somebody on the long street to run into him, he crossed to the parking lot. He entered the gate and turned right, walked along the side fence.

There were no people. No sudden coughs. Nothing to alarm him. Which was as he expected it to be.

He turned left and followed the fence to the alley next to the warehouse. Right before he reached the alley he glanced at the sign over the big rolling doors. ‘Erotic Toys.’ He grinned. Pervert stuff. Big money in pervert stuff, and perverts deserved to lose their money to him.

He entered the darkness of the alley and picked his way through discarded boxes, giant spools, and other debris.

Halfway down the alley he came to a stack of pallets. He had arranged the pallets there the night before, along with an aluminum ladder. He lifted the ladder onto the pallets, made sure it was steady, then climbed to the roof of the warehouse.

Atop the roof he lay flat, like a spider, distributing his weight so nothing would give way under him. By turning his head he could see miles of rooftops and street lights.

He crawled slowly towards the skylight. He reached it and felt the lip of it with a gloved hand. No latch. But when he had been in the building the day before it had looked like a simple ‘swing up’ affair. He was prepared to get out the small hammer and break the glass but, on a hunch, he lifted, and the skylight came up.

Son of a bitch! They didn’t even have a lock up here!

He slithered through the opening and balanced on a beam. Like a tight rope walker he walked down the beam to a catwalk. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out a rope. He secured it to a rail and threw the coil into the darkness. He listened and heard the rope strike the cement floor.

Quickly, he slid through the rails and handed himself down to the floor.

He was next to to a forklift. Good, maybe he could just fork himself up when he left.

He took a step and almost collided with a table. On the table were packing supplies and a sampling of products. He turned on a small flash and gazed at the goodies.

Dildos. Butt plugs. Skimpy nighties. All the things an aspiring pervert might need to keep himself entertained. And worth a lot of money. Which money was about to be in his knapsack.

He grinned, went around the table, and headed for the office.

At the end of the warehouse a small ladder, three steps, led to the office. He took the three steps in a quick jump and stood before a door. The top half of the door was made of glass, and he thought he might have to break it, but like the skylight, the door was unlocked. He turned the knob and let himself in.

He took a camping light out of his knapsack and lifted the top. A bright cone of light illuminated the office, and he quickly turned it down to a dull glow. He was alone, but why take chances.

The office was typical. Two desks at one wall, a batteered conference table in the center, a coffee machine in a corner, and a row of filing cabinets.

A safe against the back wall.

The safe was old, no, it only looked old. It was a Rhino Longhorn, the keypad became visible as he approached it.

He put the tent light on the top of the safe, and stopped. There was something on the safe. He lifted the lantern and looked at the object, and laughed.

It was a chrome tube, the shape of a cock, with a ring underneath it.

A fucking chastity tube.

He picked it up and examined it.

GONO

GO NOwhere!

The world’s first truly escape proof chastity tube.

Chuckling, he hefted the thing. Who, in their right minds, would ever lock up their junk?

Yet, he felt a tiny quiver down there. It was sort of kinky. Get all locked up, want to fuck but can’t…can’t even feel yourself.

But, man, when you took it off you’d be super excited, super hard. The girls down at Jock’s Roadhouse would certainly love to feel him like that!

He shook his head and put the chastity tube back on the safe.

He knelt in front of the safe and took out his power drill. He set the angle and leaned his weight onto the drill. As the drill bit into the metal he kept glancing at the chastity tube.

So weird. Get your junk all locked up. And then not be able to use it. What was the point of that, eh?

Minutes later the drill broke through the outer wall. He put it in reverse and backed out. He put the drill into his knapsack and took out his picks.

He was an expert with the picks. He could pick any door in the world. Even big, thick mofos like this one.

He felt the inside of the door, felt the mechanism, and started manipulating it.

His senses were alert, and he propped himself against the safe and used just the sense of feel. His eyes were still open, however, and the tube was right in front of him.

A tumbler clicked, and he grinned, and his smile was reflected in the chrome of the tube.

GONO. Huh. What a weird name.

Another tumbler clicked, and he had an image of himself standing with a tube on. His feet spread, his package looking bigger, and women hugging his legs.

They all wanted what they couldn’t have. Heh heh.

Another tumbler, and another.

The safe door swung open.

Jerome lowered the light and inspected the contents. Letters, looked official. Probably deeds or something. A roll of gold coins. That was always good for something. He picked it up and put it in his knapsack.

He pulled open the door at the bottom of the safe and there it was. Three stacks of green. Moolah. Cash. The stuff that greased the world.

He picked up the three stacks, one at a time, and put them into his knapsack. He stood up, was about to sling the knapsack over his shoulder, and his eyes fell on the chastity tube.

Huh. A plaything for perverts. He picked it up and held it at his groin, imagined himself wearing it.

His cock twitched.

Fuck, he thought. Why not.

He unbuckled his pants and dropped his drawers. His dick was starting to jerk a bit, so he had to hurry. He slid the tube over his cock, then slipped the ring over his balls. There was a single, metal tab, and he shoved that into a slot.

CLICK! Whirrr.

Whirrr? What the fuck?

He stood for a moment, inspecting himself, feeling the kinky-ness of it all. His dick started to get hard, and he felt it pressing against the cool metal. Shit, this damned thing was tight!

He tried to pull the tab out of the slot, but it wouldn’t come.

What the fuck?

He pulled on the whole tube thing, all it did was pull on his balls.

What the fuck?

He tugged and turned, twisted and yanked, but he was caught.

Well, shit! he thought. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled. He could figure this stuff out later. There wasn’t a lock in the world he couldn’t pick. So this was just a temporary inconvenience Heck, maybe he could even pawn it, when he managed to extricate himself from it. Sell it for a few bucks.

What a laugh, eh?

He slung the knapsack over his shoulder, exited the office and headed for the fork lift.

There was a remote on the side of the forklift, and he hoisted himself up to the catwalk. He untied and coiled his rope, put it into the sack, and walked across the beam to the skylight.

He smiled. He had panicked a little bit when that damned thing hadn’t come off, but it was cool. He could get himself loose easy enough once he got home.

So thinking, he pulled himself up to the skylight and started to slither through.

ZAP!

“AIIIE!”

His groin felt like it had exploded. The pain ripped through him like lightening through a lightening rod. He fell back and barely managed to catch himself on the beam. He sagged over it, tried to recover and figure out what to do.

He climbed backup on the beam. He felt his groin. The tube thing felt hot. He had an image of his poor penis over a torturer’s fire. Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t hurt himself.

Well, fuck this, he thought, and he crawled back along the beam. He must have set off some weird sort of electronic security thing, and the metal in the tube had conducted the shock. Better to just go out the front door.

He walked back along the catwalk and stepped onto the forks. In seconds he was on the ground.

He walked to the front door. It was locked from the outside, but had a simple lever on the inside. He turned the lever and opened the door and peered out. So far so good.

The night was cool, silent, ready for him to make his escape.

He opened the door and stepped—

ZAP!

“AAIIEEEE!”

He jerked back and gabbed his crotch. He could feel the heat of the tube with his hands. He danced a little bit, trying to relieve shock of the electrical charge, and slowly the pain faded.

Heysoos! It felt like his cock had been spitted and roasted! So that’s what guys felt like in the electric chair1 Holy Heysoos chewing gum with false teeth!

In the back of his mind he had a niggle, a little bit of panic, and the panic began to grow.

The fucking security system was hooked up to the chastity tube! There was a perimeter, and he couldn’t fly out, tunnel out, and certainly not walk out.

His mind started to race.

Maybe if he could insulate the tube thing. But he couldn’t think of a single thing in the warehouse that would enable him to do that.

Or, what if he drilled in and…no. His high speed drill would take a bit of time to wind down, and before he could take it out of a hole it would have been pulled forward, right into his cock. Heysoos, Heysoos, Heysoos!

He turned back to the warehouse. There had to be a key somewhere. Or tools that he could use.

He hurried through the warehouse back to the office, his eyes searching the darkness, looking for that magic chastity tube remover.

Into the office, and he didn’t bother with his tent light. He turned on the lights and began tearing the place apart.

He opened all the drawers, pulled them out, felt through them, turned them over on the table, then swept the drawer contents off the table. Next drawer.

He found screwdrivers and pantyhose, nail clippers and make up.

Drawer after drawer, and the area around the table became a mound of office supplies and personal belongings.

Old purses, used batteries, new batteries. Flashlights, eyeliner, dimes and nickels. Bottles of vitamins, paperback books, journals, logs.

He ripped pages out of books, searched everywhere, but there was no key. And he was so panicked now that he didn’t even stop to think about the fact that there was no keyhole on the tube.

He lifted the coffee machine and looked under it, then threw it on the floor.

He emptied cans filled with tea bags onto the floor, his eyes searching.

He ripped a clock off the wall, then several paintings.

He went into the small bathroom on one side of the office and tore that apart. Everything in the medicine cabinet, lifted the plate on the back of the toilet. Felt along edges under and around the sink and the toilet.

Nothing.

Out to the warehouse, hurrying down rows, his eyes searching for something, anything, a tool, a key, anything to get him out of this damned GONO.

He went to the door. He thought about making a break for it. Trying to get out of the force field, or whatever it was.

But the memory of his cock feeling the shock, and the heat of the tube. He knew that wasn’t an option.

He could see a line of  light rising over the horizon.

He ran back through the warehouse, now totally panicked. He turned over desks, broke windows, not even thinking about what he was doing, just desperate for release form this strange, cruel prison he found himself in.

Interestingly, his cock was still trying to erect. It had been trying to stiffen up the whole time. But it was all crammed up and jammed and couldn’t do anything but…hurt. A mild, annoying pain that was, he hated to admit it, sexual in nature.

Fuck! What the hell had he been thinking?

Slowly, he began to run down.

Dawn was coming. He was caught.

He sank to his knees. He fell to his forearms.

And, totally overwhelmed, he fell on his side.

He lay there, unthinking, wishing for a way out of this mess.

And, he fell asleep. Like a soldier in the middle of a battle, pushed beyond exhaustion, he slept.

“What the fuck!”

What a mess!”

Jerome opened his eyes slowly, afraid. The night came crashing in on him.

He had burgled, and been caught in the worst possible way, by his cock.

“Get up, you son of a bitch!”

Jerome rolled over, sat in the cross legged position. His head hung down and he was near limp. His mind was totally blasted. He had never been caught, but now…now…

There were two women. Late twenties, Barbie doll bodies, and gorgeous faces.

One was a blonde, looked a bit like Anna Nichole Smith. The sensually curved lips, almost a sneer, but a sneer that said she loved you. Even though, at the moment, Jerome was sure she didn’t love him.

The other was a brunette, looked a bit like Raquel Welch. The eyes that devoured and gave boners with a look.

The blonde nudged him with a foot. “Get up.”

He struggled to his feet. He was hungry, desperate, wanted to run.

“Look,” the blonde nudged the brunette.

The brunette chuckled a mean chuckle. “The dope actually put on a GONO. What the hell was he thinking?”

“Can you…can you take it off?”

“Sure. Let me get a saw, or better yet, a hatchet.”

“No! I mean…please…can’t you…”

“Shut up.”

“Can I leave? Is it safe to leave?”

The brunette laughed a bitter laugh. “Sure. Let me turn up the juice first.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a fob.

Jerome eyed the fob, it crossed his mind that he could grab it, turn the electrical field off and make his mistake.

She knew what he was thinking. She turned the fob so he could see a row of little buttons. “Good luck with the code. By the way, three tries and your weenie will look like it’s been on the grill for a week!”

He sagged. “But…I need to…can’t you…”

“We’re calling the police.”

“No! Please don’t!”

The brunette pulled out her cell and hit 9 and 1…and the blonde put her hand on the girl’s forearm. “Wait.”

The brunette looked at her friend. “What?”

“Call Rod.”

“Instead of the police?”

“He is the police.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Do you want the police nosing around? The next thing you know we’ll have the city inspecting us. The county coming by to ask about taxes. We’ve been keeping a low profile, everything legal, but do you want the attention?”

The brunette frowned. Then she looked at her phone and hit a real number.

Jerome tried again. “Please. I’m sorry. If you let me go I’ll disappear and—“

“Shut up!” They spoke in unison, totally shutting him down.

They told Jerome to sit in a corner, and they left him there. They went out to the warehouse, to discuss things, and to wait for this ‘Rod’ fellow.

Jerome watched them through the open door. A cop car pulled up, and Jerome lost it.

He had never been caught! He couldn’t go to jail! He had to get out!

He ran out of the office and jumped to the floor. The girls yelled at him, and he heard the cop’s car door slam shut, but he knew there was a back door. He had to find it, go through it, jump over the fence and make his getaway!

He turned down an aisle, went behind the office, and saw a door. The word ‘exit’ was glowing red above it.

He heard footsteps pursuing him.

He reached the door, he opened it, he—

ZAP!

“AAAIIIIEEEE!”

He fell back into the warehouse and collapsed.

“Crap, look. It’s smoking!”

Jerome heard the words, but everything seemed so disconnected.

Hands lifted him to his feet. He staggered, his eyes opened and he saw a badge.

He looked up. A cop’s face. Serious. Topped with a cop’s hat.

“Oh,” he groaned.

“Nah, that’s just dust from when he fell back.”

“Well, it looked like smoke.”

“Well, it’ll smoke next time. I turned it all the way up.”

The brunette pulled on his arm and he turned. She was right in his face. “You hear that, numbnuts? Next time you run your weenie is going to burn until it looks like a raisin!”

He found himself nodding. Not understanding completely, but knowing that he was caught and there was no way out…outside of burning his dong off.

“You want me to take him in?”

“No,” mumbled Jerome.

“Well, we don’t want the attention out here. We don’t want people poking around. Besides, you know how we feel about prison. People don’t really get rehabilitated…”

“I’ll never do it again.”

They looked at him, then ignored him.

“Well, unless you report a crime, follow through with pressing charges, there’ s not much that can happen. Do you want to just let him go?”

“No!” The brunette and the blonde chorused.

“We need this place cleaned up. And he’s done a lot of damage. The cost of the safe alone, and then…look at this place!”

“I’ll clean everything up and you’ll never see me again.”

They turned to him, and now they were thinking. Jerome pushed, “I’m sorry. I’ve never done anything like this, and I’ll—“

“His name is Jerome Mason. We’ve had our eye on him for a while.”

Jerome stopped talking, his mouth hung open. They had been watching him? They knew about him?

“We can’t let a hardened criminal loose.”

“I…but…you…”

Jerome blathered.

The cop smiled. “So…that GONO thing. Is it really escape proof?”

The girls looked at him. Brunette said, “We were trying to decide whether we should carry it. That was a sample we set up to test it. We think it’s too good. We weren’t going to carry it.”

“The funny thing is,” blurted the blonde, “we were just talking about it being used to rehabilitate criminals. We were just joking, and we left it on the safe. We had no idea numbnuts here was going to pay us a visit the very next day.”

Jerome cursed inwardly. Heck, if he had burgled the place the day before, or the day after, the GONO thing probably wouldn’t have been on the safe. Certainly not hooked up to an electrical type of fence.

“You could probably keep numbnuts locked up until he has fixed everything, paid for damages. Of course, I’m assuming you’re just going to let him go. I’m a cop, can’t stand by and watch somebody forced to work, but…you could probably even have him sign a contract, make sure you’re protected legally, that sort of thing.”

“Hey,” Jerome said, not liking the sound of Rod’s proposal.

“Shut up,” the girls chimed together.

Blonde: “So he could work here, get paid, but his pay will go to repairs. He can fix things he broke, and make up for the damage he caused.”

“Sure. If he wanted to.”

Seeing it as my only way out, I blurted, “Sure. I want to do that.”

Rod: “Sign a contract? Do guard duty at night, let the girls bring you a sandwich or something?”

“Yeah! Yeah. Sure!” I was so anxious to get out of going to jail I didn’t realize what I was getting in for.

The cop nodded. “Well, I can take him to jail, or perhaps you’d like to have a chat with Mr. Mason, see what kind of an agreement you can hammer out?

Jerome turned his attention to the girls. “I’d work hard.”

“Stay here all night and guard against freaky assholes who want to rob us?”

Jerome gulped. He knew the brunette was deliberately describing him. “Yeah. Sure. Can I have a sleeping bag or something?”

“Huh,” Blondie said, then: “What about all the things you broke?”

“I’ll fix everything! I can fix everything.”

“Well, okay,” Rod grinned. “I’ll be going,” he focused his gaze on Jerome, “But call me if you need anybody arrested. Statute of limitations is five years for burglary.”

Jerome wanted to object, to say something, but he knew he had to butter up the girls. “I can fix everything.”

The blonde turned to the brunette, “Let’s set up the video.”

“Video? What for?”

“To protect us, numbnuts, in case somebody thinks we’re abusing you.”

“You’re not abusing me!”

“Not yet,” the brunette muttered. “I’ll get the video equipment.”

The brunette walked out of the warehouse, opened her trunk and started rummaging around.

“Good thing we didn’t leave that stuff in here,” the blonde remarked.

Jerome looked around, then he bent down and started picking up papers. “I’ll work good. You can believe me.”

The girls didn’t, of course, believe him, else they wouldn’t have set up the video equipment.

Fifteen minutes later the brunette clicked the on button. She hurried around to where a couch had been set right. Jerome was in the middle, between the two girls.

“Hi!” bubbled the brunette. “I’m Tammy!”

The blonde said, in equally cheerful manner, “And I’m Linda. This is Jerome. Jerome is our favoritist person in the whole world.”

Jerome blinked. He was a favorite? Maybe things would turn out okay.

“Jerome has been simply dying…” Tammy put a hand against her chest and valley girled her words, “…to be our live in slave boy. And because he is just the sweetest thing in the whole wide world,” Linda kissed his cheek and he blinked and tried to look at her, but Tammy had her hand behind his head and pulled his hair to keep him looking away from the camera. “We’ve decided we’re going to play this game with Jerome.”

Linda said, “See? He’s even put on a GONO chastity tube, to remind him that we’re having such a fun game. Tell everybody why you like to wear a chastity tube, Jerome.”

They had told him what to say, and that he better look happy saying it. He spoke brightly, “I just love it when my cock is all trapped and everything. It’s so cool to be horny. I want to be horny the rest of my life.”

“Okay, Jerome-y, we’ll keep your little peeny a prisoner for you, what do you say?”

Jerome turned to one, then the other, “Thank you Linda. Thank you Tammy. Thank you for making my dreams come true.”

Linda turned off the camera, loaded the video to her phone, and sent the thing up to the cloud.

Jerome sighed. Done. Now maybe he could get out of this GONO thing. He asked brightly, “Can you let me out now? I have to pee.”

“Oh, shut up,” both girls said.

“But I thought I was your favoritist!”

“You’re our favoritist asshole. Now shut up before we spank you.”

Heck, let’s spank him anyway.”

Normally Jerome would have liked two girls talking about spanking him. Right then, the expressions on the girls’ faces, he felt like a tuna sandwich at a shark convention.

“But. I thought…” then he was quiet. It was very ominous in the office, and he was starting to feel uneasy.

“Okay, numbnuts,” Linda finally said. You will begin by picking up every piece of paper in this office. You will put them on that table, sorting them into stacks. Contracts there, receipts there, letters there…”

She picked up a couple of pieces of paper and got him started, then she picked up the camera and headed for the door.

“Wait! Where are you going?”

“I’m taking this video contract to a place outside the range of your GONO.”

“But aren’t you going to help me sort through these papers?”

She spun around and stepped right into his face. “You messed it up, you fix it up.” then she was out the door.

Jerome looked at Tammy, but Tammy ignored him.

It took Jerome several hours to sort through the paper on the floor. During that time Linda returned, and the warehouse kicked into gear. Surprisingly, they had no employees. They did all the work themselves, and there was a lot of work. They answered the phone while packaging orders, they called vendors while stocking shelves, they even took did video conferences on iphones while in the bathroom.

And, speaking of this last, they were completely unembarrassed. They simple went into the toilet, left the door open, and crapped. And wiped. And they didn’t care that Jerome was in the next room, sorting papers and trying to fix the coffee machine or something.

All of which was having an effect on Eugene. The tube was making him horny.

As he figured out the sorting of the papers and the fixing of the furniture, as he relaxed from the tension of almost being arrested, he began to feel his cock trying to stir. He felt it pushing, swelling and being stopped, and it was a sensation that was almost painful, even as it turned him on more and more.

“I meant it when I said I had to pee,” he said at one point.

“So pee,” snapped Linda.

“But…don’t I have to take it off?”

“Nope.”

He went into the little toilet and tried to close the door, then realized why the girls had been so unembarrassed. In tearing up the office, in looking for the key that wasn’t, he had broken a hinge on the door. He couldn’t close the door, and the girls were sitting just a couple of yards from him.

“What’s the matter, numbnuts? Can’t close the door?”

He ignored her and tried to pee while standing up. His stream splattered all over the floor and the back of the toilet.

“Fuck!” He said, trying to stop peeing.

“Sit down, numbnuts.”

He spun and sat, and felt the relief.

“And make sure you clean up the mess.”

He sat with his head down. What the hell had he gotten himself in for?


PART TWO

Later in the day, Jerome was done with the sorting. “I’m done, can you take this thing off?”

“Nope. And stop asking.” Linda swiveled towards him and contemplated him sourly. “Do you know how much damage you did in here?”

He did’t.

Thousands of dollars worth. At minimum wage, and you’re not really worth that, you’re going to be here a few weeks. Maybe even months. So I suggest you figure out how to fix things and keep a VERY low profile. The last thing we want to do is see your stupid face.

Jerome backed off. He went out to the warehouse and found a chair and sat in it.

For the dozenth time he wondered what he had gotten himself in for. He sighed, and sat, and sighed again.

Finally, nothing to do for it, he went back inside the office and picked up a chair he had broken. He opened up his knapsack and took out his power drill. He found a screw that had fallen out of one of the drawers he had upended, and set about repairing the chair.

A half hour later he turned the chair over and put it next to the desk where it had originally sat.

He went to the coffee table, took the machine off and began fixing the coffee table.

Tammy came in, saw the chair, glanced at him, then gingerly sat down. She rocked back and forth, banged it up and down a little, then blurted, “It doesn’t tilt anymore.”

“Really?” Linda tried it out and a surprised expression crossed her face.

“Hey, numbnuts, how’d you level this chair?”

“Level it?”

“Yeah, one leg was short, it used to tilt whenever somebody sat on it. How’d you get rid of the tilt?”

“I don’t know.” He shrugged and continued working on the coffee machine table. He didn’t notice the girls glancing at each other.

The truth of the matter was that Jerome was handy with tools. He had always liked tools, he had learned how to use tools in the most delicate manner when learning how to crack safes, and he had actually become a craftsman. Simply, he had a fine eye for detail.

And he didn’t really understand that himself. He just cracked safes and was unaware of his burgeoning talent.

Five o’clock. The girls kept working. In a small operation like theirs they put in the long hours. At six o’clock they ‘Uber Eated’ for dinner. The Uber arrived, Tammy paid and brought the bags in and set them on the big table. “Soups on, kiddies.”

Jerome was trying to undent a cabinet and he stared at the food on the table. He hadn’t eaten since before he had burgled, and he was hungry.

“Come on, numbnuts. You, too.”

He walked over to the table where the girls were unwrapping dishes. Tammy pushed a cardboard carton towards him and he sat down. Shortly he was eating real Chinese.

“What is this stuff?”

The girls blinked. Tammy said, “It’s Chinese.”

“But it doesn’t look like Panda Express! I mean, it sort of does, but…” he put a bite in his mouth and near swooned. This was far more delicious than fast food Panda.

Tammy snickered.

Linda said, “What a numbnuts.”

Jerome didn’t care what they called him. He was eating, and it was ten times better than his usual MacDonalds fare. Then he slowed down, his hunger blunted, and he did care.

“My name is Jerome.”

Linda and Tammy glanced at one another.

“After what you did in here…your name is ‘Shit for Brains.’

Glumly, he realized that he really had messed up. “Look, I am sorry. Usually I’m neat and tidy. I just want to get in and out. I’m not interested in making a mess.”

“Could have fooled me,” Linda spoke wryly.

“How come you’re a burglar, anyway,” Tammy asked.

Jerome shrugged. “I couldn’t get a job. And the jobs I could get all paid crappy, not enough to live on. So…” He shrugged again. He was in a shruggy mood.

The girls didn’t have much to say to that; the reason he gave was why they had gone into business for themselves.

“Are you going to make me wear this thing all the time?”

“That’s our insurance guarantee that you won’t bug out. Besides, didn’t you say on video tape that you loved living this way?” Both girls smirked.

Linda said, “What’s the matter? A little bit tight?”

“I would like a larger size. This one is…I can’t…”

“You can’t what?”

“I can’t get a hard on.”

Linda snickered. Then she sobered. “We are going to have to check him out every few days, make sure he’s clean. We don’t want his junk rotting off.”

“What?” blurted Jerome, his eyes widening.

“We’ll just tie him up and check him. We’ve got lots of ways to tie him up, right?”

The girls grinned.

Jerome suddenly found a fortune cookie. He cracked it, extracted the little piece of paper. It said, ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’

He crumpled the little slip of paper up. Not funny.

At nine ‘clock the girls finally knocked off. They went to their cars and drove away.

Jerome looked down at the sleeping bag they had left him. He snorted.

He went to the office and turned on the computer. They had bought a new one to replace the one he had broken, so he didn’t feel badly about using it. After all, he was paying for it, right?

First he looked up the GONO. He inspected the site thoroughly, even hacked into the site and looked for ways to get out of the GONO.

Nothing. It was actually foolproof. Or, escape proof.

He pulled his pants down and examined it. He looked at the fob, which Linda had left on her desk. He should be able to figure a way out, but he was a little worried about setting the thing off. What if he turned the zapper part of it on and then couldn’t turn it off? He would be cooking until dawn!

Finally, since he was on the computer anyway, he went surfing for porn.

Inside the GONO he was hornier than a rhino in heat. His cock had been trying to escape all day, and if he hadn’t had the stupid thing on he would masturbated ten times over.

He searched for ‘big boobed babes boffing.’ Lots of wanking material, and he pushed on his chastity tube, wishing he could feel his cock, wishing it could expand and…and spit.

Then he searched ‘females fellating ferociously.’ Oh, man, there were thousands of vids. So many vids and he only had two eyeballs.

Then he searched for ‘copulating cunts corkscrewing.’

On into the morning he surfed, getting more and more excited, and more and more frustrated.

Finely, he had had enough. Frustration without the relief. He couldn’t stand it. He slid into the sleeping bag and tried to sleep.

He was too horny to sleep.

He was so horny, and he wanted take his mind off it.

But what could he do?

He could run around the warehouse…there wasn’t any place he could take a cold shower….what could he do?

Finally, he dozed off, and was awake almost instantly. At least his cock was awake, morning wood, and he felt like somebody was compressing his cock in a garbage compactor.

He jumped out of the sleeping bag and ran for the bathroom.

“Ahhh!”

He came out of the bathroom, zipped up, and saw that it was only five in the AM. Fuck. Maybe three hours sleep, and he was wired. What to do…what to do?

He looked out at the warehouse. The order table was filled with orders. He had seen the girls do it, and it was easy. Match the invoice with the order, box it up, put on a label, do the next one.

So he spent an hour filling boxes and tossing them into the mail cart.

Six o’clock. Fuck. And his cock was still throbbing, trying to get hard.

He went back into the office and looked around. The window that opened on the warehouse was painted closed. Stupid. He took a wood chisel out of his knapsack and cracked a line in the paint, then he sanded edges. When he was done the window opened smoothly and even looked good.

Six thirty. He tried to ignore his penis pushing in his prison. He grabbed a mop and cleaned the bathroom, then scraped up paint spatters. He was just finishing when the girls arrived. He went out and sat on the ladder to the office and waited for them.

They opened the big door and let some sunshine in. They strode up the center of the warehouse and Jerome watched them. When they passed the mail order table Linda nudged Tammy and whispered something.

Jerome didn’t notice. He was trying to ignore his cock.

“Here’s breakfast.” Linda tossed him a bag. McCrapo. With Mcsuckfries and Mclousyeggsandwich.

Still, he was hungry, and he began eating. He made some coffee while he was chewing, and washed the swill down. Hunger abated, he went to work.

In the light of day he could see why the mail order table was twisted and saggy. He broke out the power drill and fixed it. Then he sanded off a few splinters. To Linda he remarked, “If you have a power sander I can fix this table up right.”

Linda blinked. Jerome turned and headed for the forklift. A vendor had just arrived and plunked five crates just inside the warehouse.

Linda went into the office and stood at the window, the freshly repaired window, and watched Jerome wheel the forklift around.

“Do you believe this guy?”

“The coffee machine works better now. And he cleaned the bathroom.”

“Hunh.”

Jerome worked all morning. He didn’t talk much, he just focused on work, and tried to ignore the pounding, throbbing lust in his cock cage.

That afternoon he rewired the phone system, getting the excess wires tightly wound and pushed out of sight.

Tammy looked at Linda and opened her hands helplessly. She figured they were going to have to bully Jerome all month, and finally tell him he was done just because they wanted to get rid of him. but this was…ridiculous. He was actually a good worker.

They didn’t eat lunch. Too much work, and the girls usually just munched on a power bar.anyway. They tossed a bar to Jerome, who devoured it, then went out and did jumping jacks, and push ups, and squats, and other exercises. in truth, he was doing something, anything, to get his mind off his poor, hurting cock.

That afternoon he rearranged the warehouse system, getting all the dildos in the same area, cataloging kinky underwear, and making the place twice as efficient.

Dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs. A big Coke. They sat around the big table in the office, and Jerome ate slowly, his head down, having his own thoughts.

The two girls sat at the other end of the table and watched him. In truth, they were stunned. Nearly all the damage Jerome had caused was repaired. He still had to pay a lot of stuff, but they were now actually functioning better than before he had burgled his way into the warehouse.

Back to work, and Jerome filled in the orders that had accumulated since the afternoon mailing.

That night he again perused porn, but stopped after a while, it was just making him hurt.

He didn’t know what to do. He did some exercises, but there were only so many jumping jacks and push ups he could do.

Finally, he decided to repaint the office.

He found an old and rickety ladder and some paint. He laid out some plastic liner and began painting.

The ceiling. Two walls. Skip the bathroom for now. He needed better paint for that anyway.

Finally, he was on the last wall. He moved the ladder into place, held the paint brush in one hand and stepped up the ladder. The third step broke and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the corner of the table.

“Jerome? Are you all right?”

He looked up at Linda, whose face appeared uncharacteristically worried.

“You didn’t call me numbnuts,” he mumbled.

She took no notice of his remark, just helped him up. He looked around. “Oh, crap, I’m sorry.”

The paint can had spilled across the floor. The thin rug was caked and quite ruined. The ladder was broken and laying on its side. But at least three walls and the ceiling were done.

“What the heck?” Tammy blurted, stepping into the office.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome begged. “I didn’t mean to mess it all up.”

Tammy stopped talking and took it all in. The perfectly painted walls and ceiling, the accident with the ladder.

“I’ll fix the ladder. And I can throw away the rug. I’m sorry, I guess I’ll have to work to pay for another one.”

The girls looked at each other, then, for some reason, they backed off.

“Okay,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” murmured Tammy.

Jerome went to the old bathroom in the corner of the warehouse and washed the paint out of his hair. Then he took out the ladder, rolled up the carpet and dragged it out. He forked the rug and took it to the end of the warehouse. All the girls had to do was run it a few yards to a dumpster, then tilt the forks.

Disconsolately, Jerome walked back towards the office.

Tammy stepped out on the ladder. “You’re a mess. You’re clothes are ruined.

“I’m sorry,” Jerome almost felt like crying. He had thought painting the office would be a big brownie point, and now he was in more trouble than ever.

“Well, we can’t have you looking like that. We’re going to have an open house next week. We’re thinking about opening to the public, and we can’t have you looking like that. Throw those clothes away. It’s time to check and make sure your cock is all right.

Jerome went back to the forklift, took off his clothes, even his shoes were ruined, and stacked everything atop the folds of paint ruined carpet. Naked, except for the GONO, he returned to the office.

Tammy and Linda were to one side. They were fastening ropes to the struts of the metal shelves.

“Come here, Jerome. Put your hands up and spread your legs.

His face red, Jerome spread, and the girls tied his wrists and legs apart. He stood there, paint spattered, and waited. He felt like a steer waiting for slaughter.

Tammy brought a hose out, fastened it to the slop sink faucet and started spraying Jerome off. Linda stripped down to nothing and began scouring him with a brush. The brush wasn’t stiff bristled, but it wasn’t a normal, soft bath brush, either.

Linda worked his back, scrubbing traces of paint off. Then she moved to the front. The brush excited his nipples, brushing over them again and again, and Jerome moaned.

“What?” she asked.

“It…the brush. My nipples are sensitive.

Perversely, Linda grinned and ran the brush directly over his nips.

“Oh, fuck…” he whimpered. His cock was cramped inside the GONO, and his legs quivered with the pleasure of the sensations.

Linda laughed.

“What’s so funny?” asked Tammy.

“Watch.” Again she ran the bristles over Jerome's chest, and again he shivered and his knees buckled.

Tammy laughed. “You want to check his junk now?”

“Might just as well.”

Linda went into the office and returned with the fob. Jerome watched as she clicked in some numbers, but he couldn’t see the sequence. The GONO suddenly whirred…then clicked open.

“Oh, GOD!” Jerome shrieked in relief. His cock hardened fast and the GONO fell on the floor.

Linda and Tammy began laughing.

“Geez, Jerome,” Lina said. “It’s only a cock.”

“You’re only saying that because you don’t have one.”

Tammy, meanwhile, put the hose down and lifted his cock. She sniffed. “It’s okay. Needs a little soap and water, but it’s not going to fall off today.”

For a second Jerome worried. What about tomorrow? But he didn’t say anything.

The girls got some soap and began stroking him. His cock was red and erect and started to drip.

Tanny chuckled. “He’s not too small, is he?”

“Any bigger and I’d call it a cock.”

Jerome moaned and lurched and thrust his hips into her hand.

“No, no. Mustn’t be a bad boy.”

“Please,” Jerome begged. “This thing is killing me. I’m horny, and it hurts cause I can’t grow. I need to get off.”

“And how did you propose to get off, Jerome?” Linda was laughing on the inside when she asked this.

“I…I can…”

“You can what? Masturbate? Your hands are tied.”

“You can untie my hands.”

“And then you could untie your feet and run right out of here.”

“I won’t.” He was pleading. “Please, I promise.”

Linda was stroking him slowly, not enough to get him off, but enough to drive him crazy. “You’ll forgive us if we don’t trust you.”

“Why can’t you trust me?”

“You are a thief, after all.”

There wasn’t much Jerome could say to that.

“However, if I stroked a little faster,” she hurried her hand for a moment. Jerome started to twist and lurch in his bonds. Then Linda stopped.

“However, giving pleasure to a burglar isn’t my idea of justice.”

“But I’m fixing everything! And I’m trying to be good! Can’t you please…can’t you?”

His eyes were pleading.

“You know,” Tammy observed, “You might have to.”

“Why?”

“How we gonna get his cock back in the tube if you don’t?”

Linda frowned.

“Yeah! You have to get me off! You have to!”

Linda protested, “I don’t want to have to jack this fool off every couple of days.”

“You could always use your mouth?” Jerome offered.

Both girls looked at him with disgust, and shrunk a bit.

“We could take turns, and he isn’t dirty, so we can go another day, maybe two, maybe three.” If we only have to clean him say every five days, then you would only have to jack him off every ten. That’s not bad.”

“Yeah, but I hate getting all that jizz all over my hands!”

“So…make him clean your hands.”

That was an electric moment. Jerome gaped, Tammy grinned, and Linda considered Jerome.

“How about it, Jerome. Will you lick your stuff off my hands if I get you off?

“Hey…but…I don’t…you can’t…”

Linda giggled. “Come on, numbnuts, you want to get off or not?”

“But I don’t…you…I can’t…”

“Okay, then we just leave you here until your dick gets small enough to be stuffed in the GONO, and I don’t care how long it takes.”

Jerome begged and wheedled, but Linda wouldn’t break. finally, so horny he couldn’t stand it, he gave a nod.

Linda grinned and sped up and within half a minute Jerome was moaning and twisting his hips and filling Linda’s hand with his white baby batter. His head was tilted back, his eyes rolled back, and he was obviously experiencing an orgasm of unbelievable intensity.

“All right,” Linda smiled, “Here’s your extra special treat.” She held her hand up.

Jerome was disgusted, sick to his stomach, but she held his nose and tilted her hand in front of his mouth. Having to breath, he opened up, and his slimy juice slithered down his throat.

He gagged and choked, but swallowed, then it was done.

“See? That wasn’t bad, was it?”

Jerome opened his mouth and waggled his tongue, wishing he could drink something and wash the residue out of his mouth.

“Okay dokey,” Tammy picked up the GONO and put it back on him.

Jerome felt disgusted, and relieved, but then, to his horror, his dick started trying to get hard again.

“Wait a minute! It’s getting hard.”

The girls laughed, and Tammy pushed the tab into the lock and he heard the CLICK! and whirrr.

They untied him.

“What about clothes?” asked Linda. “We can’t have him running around in his birthday suit.”

“Why not?”

“Well, okay, we can. But we have the open house coming up the week after next.”

Tammy frowned. “I don’t want to go out and buy some male clothes.”

“So give him some of the clothes he ruined.”

Tammy smiled.

“Hey, wait a minute! What clothes I ruined?”

“We had a crate of sample clothes. Everything from hats to high heels. You threw a large Coke into the box when you overturned the mailing table.”

“Oh…but…aren’t those girl clothes?” In truth, there were only girl clothes in the whole warehouse.

“You can walk around naked if you want.”

“Okay,” he took a defiant stand.

“Of course we won’t be willing to jack you off next time.”

“What? Why not?”

“You may not have noticed, but we only hire girls here.”

“But you’re the only girls here!”

“I rest my case. And if you ever hope to get out of here then you’re going to have to at least look a little bit like a girl.”

“But…I can’t…you…”

Tammy went to a big crate that had been pushed aside. She held a hand out as if to present it, “Jerome, meet your new outfit. Outfit, meet Jerome.”

“I won’t do it!”

“You will, or you will never leave here.”

“You can’t! That’s human trafficking.”

Tammy turned to Linda, “Do you see any humans around here?”

Linda shook her head, “Nope. I only see a burglar.”

“And are there any laws against burglar trafficking?”

“Nope.”

Jerome was close to tears now. He didn’t mind fixing everything, it was sort of fun, if he could ignore the pounding in his groin. But dressing like a girl?

Linda stepped up next to him. She placed a hand on his GONO and patted it gently. Jerome felt the surges of horniness starting up.

“Now, Jerome, there’s nobody here to see you.”

He folded his arms. “Nope.”

Tammy walked over to the slop sink and picked up the fob. She held it up. “Jerome. We have a business to run, and we don’t have time for your fake modesty.”

“Fake modest—“

“So you are going to wear what we tell you to, or you’re going to find out how this fob works.”

Jerome eyed the fob. Oh, crap! Could it give him a shock? He knew intuitively that it could.

“No…”

“Linda, hand him some underwear. If he doesn’t put it on I’m going to press the button and give him a crispy critter. How about it, Jerome, feel like having your hot dog cooked until the skin is black and crumbly?”

“No! No!”

Linda reached into the crate. She brought out a thong. She handed it to him.

Tears now starting to fill his eyes, Jerome took the underwear and pulled it up. The string snugged into his asshole, and he felt the sting of pleasure.

Linda handed him a bra. He tried to put it on, but he couldn’t figure it out and she had to help him.

“Excellent, Jerome,” Tammy smiled. “Linda, go get that pair of breast forms that were returned.”

Linda disappeared down one of the aisles in the warehouse, then returned with a massive pair of breasts.

“Aren’t these a bit large?”

“He’s a man. His chest is wider. These will work.

Linda shoved the breast forms in, and muttered, “We’ll get you some glue so these won’t shift around.”

Jerome was stunned, he didn’t understand what was happening. “I…I…I…”

“Okay, he’s skinny enough, give him a dress.”

Linda held up culottes and a sheer blouse.

“Sure,” Tammy agreed.

Shortly Jerome was standing in very feminine garb.

“No bad. We have to shave his legs, and comb out his hair.”

“How about the locking heels?”

“What?” blurted Jerome.

“He does need shoes,” Tammy agreed.

Linda ran into the aisles again, then brought back a couple of pairs of heels. She sized his feet, selected one pair, and helped him into them. Finally, she laced them up and clicked the lock at the top of the heels.

Jerome stared down. His cock was struggling! WTF?

Tammy put the fob in her pocket and came to him. She walked around him, inspected him. His face was red and his cock, struggling inside the cage was likely much redder.

Heck, he had just squirted, and now his dick was going crazy in its prison.

“I like it. He needs make up.”

“Let’s let him get used to his new clothes, then we’ll do the whole thing.”

“Why are you doing this? Jerome sobbed.

“Because we are going to have an open house, and we can’t have you running around like a stupid male.”

“Males aren’t stupid!”

“They are if they try to steal other people’s stuff.”

Jerome soughed in disgust, and tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Well, time to get to work.”

Jerome worked all afternoon in a funk. Oddly, the split dress thing was sort of sexy, the way it rubbed his legs, and the bottom of his legs were naked, and felt…cool. Sexy cool.

The weirdest thing was the boobs on his chest. They bounced, they swayed, they made him aware of how he walked and moved.

The hardest thing was the shoes. By the end of the day his feet were killing him. Yet he couldn’t take the heels off. By the time the girls left for the day he was reduced to sitting and trying to rub his feet through the shoes.

“Poor Jerome,” grinned Linda.

Tammy: “Now you know what women go through.”

“Can’t you take them off for the night?”

“Well, we could, when you get ready for bed.”

“I’m ready!” Hell, he’d lay awake all night in the sleeping bag if he had to.”

“No you’re not.” Tammy grinned and held up a baby doll.

“Oh…no!”

“Oh, come on. You’ll like it.” she tossed the short nighty to him. “It’ll feel so sexy.”

Again, Jerome was almost reduced to tears. He took off his clothes…leaving the bra and tits on, as Tammy commanded, and slipped into the baby doll.

“Damn, Jerome. “You’re one sexy bitch.”

He stared after the girls angrily, but they merely laughed and  sauntered out of the warehouse.

But the short night gown thing actually did feel good. His legs were electric, all bare and tantalized by the bottom of the garment, his chest still bounced and flopped around, and the material slithered across his skin.

All of which caused his wanna be boner to struggle and push against the cage.

He didn’t bother with porn, it was too hurtful in his caged condition. Instead he went in search of something to read. He found a few websites, lots of dirty jokes, but finally settled on ‘War and peace.’

He read for a few hours, trying to forget his condition, even as his condition struggled to remind him. Finally he dozed off.

RING RING RING!

He sat up abruptly. The phone. He glanced at the clock. Seven in the morning. The girls weren’t here. but the phone was ringing. He struggled out of the bag and leaped for the instrument.

“Hello, Exotic Toys. May I help you?”

“Hey, who’s this? Where’s Linda? I want to order some stuff.”

“She’s not here, but I can take your order.” He grabbed a pen and paper. He didn’t know what he was doing, but he had seen the girls take orders, so…

Tammy and Linda had carpooled that day, and had had a flat tire. They were an hour late. A grumpy hour. All the orders they must have missed, all the money down the drain. They stomped across the floor with snarly faces. They climbed the short stairs, entered the office, and stopped.

“Sure, we can do that. This Friday. Sure, I’ll put a rush on it myself. Yes. Your credit card just went through. You’re welcome. Have a rest of your day, too.”

Jerome hung up, finished scribbling his order, and looked up. “Nobody was here so I took the orders. Is that okay?” His expression revealed that he was worried that he might have screwed up again.

Linda and Tammy stepped to the table and inspected the invoices. Every one was done right, in easy to read block letters. And every one of them had been paid.

Tammy picked up one order. “You got Fred to pay up front?”

“Yeah, is that okay? He didn’t want to but I explained we couldn’t just give stuff away and he was okay with it. Did I do okay?” Jerome was sweating now.

Tammy couldn’t believe it. NOBODY had ever made Fred Hawkins pay up front. And he always stalled for months before paying his bill.

She looked at Jerome, who’s eyes were begging for approval.

“I guess you did okay.”

He sighed in relief.

“Now go put on a dress, a real dress, then you can eat.”

Jerome didn’t hesitate. He was so relieved to find out he didn’t screw up that he zipped down the stairs, trotted to the big crate and picked out a dress. He pulled it on, then he even bent down and locked his high heels on.

Tammy looked at Linda. “Do you fucking believe it?”

Linda just shook her head.

For two days Jerome worked around the warehouse, prancing about in dresses or even lingerie, and the girls watched him disbelievingly.

“I can’t believe it. He’s…he’s happy.”

“Seems that way.”

“If this keeps up he’ll have worked off his debt to us by the open house.”

“I never thought I’d say this, but I’ll be sorry to see him go.”

“You and me both. Shall we give him the works tomorrow? Start getting him used to make up and such?”

“Yes.”

In the warehouse Jerome turned the forklift, lifted crates, and…and he actually had a half smile on his face.

Ten days later…Jerome was up early. He made sure his legs were shaved, and his chest and his back and his arms and everything. His boobs were glued firmly in place. They would bounce sexily, but not shift around.

He fastened a garter belt, then rolled his stockings up. He snapped them in place, made sure there were no runs, then pulled his panties up. They fit snugly over his cock cage, and the thong felt so good on his brown button. He wiggled into a dress, then reported for make up.

He was learning, but he still needed help. Linda made him up, colored his eyes and applied red lipstick. She handed him the gold tube when she was done. “Keep it with you. Refresh often. People are more apt to buy from girls with red lips and big boobs.”

“Okay dokey,” he answered breathily, making sure his voice was high.

He looked down, and Tammy was done with his nails. They helped him into a sexy pair of open-toed heels, and he stood up and smiled.

His hair had been done the night before, and it was a tangle of lush curls. His earrings sparkled against his neck, and his rings emphasized his long, slender hands and nails.

“Okay, you have the prices memorized?”

“Yep.”

“And you know about the specials for large orders.”

Jerome turned to her, “Don’t be a worry wart.” Then she turned and sauntered out to the warehouse. As she descended the ladder Linda could see the first cars entering the parking lot. She smiled. This was going to be a busy day.

“He’s paid off, you know.” Tammy observed.

“You want to try and hire him?”

Tammy sighed. “No. He’ll be anxious to go.”

They watched as Jerome greeted the first people into the warehouse.

It was going to be a profitable open house. And they were going to have to hire somebody. But…Jerome…he was perfect. But they knew he wanted to get out of chastity and return to his life.

His life of burglary. Which saddened them. Such a waste of a good human being.

“Well, let’s go.”

The two girls descended to the warehouse floor.


EPILOGUE

The open house was a raving success. They had had way more visitors than they had planned. Orders had gone through the roof. They needed somebody to help them fill the orders, but it was the end of Jerome’s ‘employment.’ After the Open House was done and all the people had left, Tammy and Linda called Jerome to the office.

“Hi girls, what can I do for you.”

Linda held out the fob and pressed it.

Whirrr! CLICK!

Jerome looked down. He felt the release of pressure, he felt the chastity tube sliding off his dick and hanging up in his panties.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. He lifted his dress and grabbed the cage. He held it up, grinned, and looked at the girls. He placed it on top of the safe, where he had first found it.

Tammy held out an envelope. “Jerome, you did better than we ever expected. Here’s a couple of hundred to help you out. Are you going to give up burglary?”

Jerome was silent. Burglary was all he knew.

Realizing they didn’t really want to hear the answer, the girls hugged him, and presented him with one last gift. Male pants and shirt and shoes. A few minutes later Jerome walked into the dusk, free at last. His knapsack of burglary tools over his shoulder.

Behind him the girls sighed, and turned away.

“Too bad,” said Linda.

“Yeah,” agreed Tammy.

They set about closing up shop. They were heading out for a bite to eat, maybe a little champagne, and a discussion about how to expand the business. Both of them felt that little niggle of sadness. They were already missing Jerome.

Seven in the morning, Linda and Tammy drove into the parking lot. They parked and strode across the lot to the front door.

They pushed open the big door and walked in.

Down the center of the warehouse.

Up the stairs, and they stopped.

A trash can had been upended and a small mound of trash was on the floor.

A bottle of Jim Beam was open on a desk, and it was empty.

Jerome was on the conference table, wearing his bra and breast forms and nighty. His cock was locked in the GONO.

Linda pushed on the table. Jerome stirred, then sat up and faced the girls.

“I guess I went back to burglary.”

Linda, with a smile, “You know this is going to cost you.”

Jerome nodded, “I hope so.”

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: ]
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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 tot he truth of the world.


From Male to Female

How one man made the decision

Original title:

Made into a Woman


PART ONE

“John. Come in here.”

I was doing the dishes, but I immediately stopped what I was doing and walked into Barbara’s office.

She was sitting at the computer, leaning back in the swivel, and staring at the screen intently.

“Yes, dear?”

She turned to me, and she had a very intent expression. “John? Do you love me?”

“Of course I do!”

“I mean, really, really love me. Like ‘do anything for me’ love me.”

“Of course I do.”

Now, to be honest, I do love my wife, but do anything for her? Doing anything takes in a lot of territory. And, to be doubly honest, I was pretty compliant when it came to following her demands because, well, because she can be a bitch.

Oh, I love her, always have, but…but I suppose I should admit one other thing here…I’m not one of those alpha type of guys.

I’m sure that’s why we hit it off so well, and eventually got married. I wasn’t a push and shove kind of guy, and I sort of enjoyed knowing my place, not wondering what was going to happen next.

She, on the other hand, delighted in push and shove.

So we married, and we lived and loved, and it was nice, and…it was pretty much a Female Led Relationship.

We both worked hard, I did most of the housework, she made a lot of the decisions, and…I liked it.

But…do anything?

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, a little bit worried.

She hummed. Hemmed and hawed, pursed her sensual lips. “Well, I was looking around on the net, I have a problem with the company, and…and maybe you can do something for me.”

“Like what?”

“I’ve got to comply with government regulations. I need to be more inclusive in my hiring practices.”

“How is that a problem?”

“Government regulations demand I hire, but I don’t need anybody, but I need to have….”

“What?”

“I need to hire a transgender person.”

“So hire one.”

“I don’t need another person. Furthermore, I don’t like the government telling me what to do.”

“Oh.”

“But you might be able to help me.”

“Of course.”

“I hire you, and you claim you’re transgender, and…and you don’t have to come in to work, you just keep doing what you’re doing, and everything turns out hunky dory!” She smiled.

I frowned. “I know where this is going.”

“Honey?” There was a bit of a warning in her tone, but I braved the lion and kept going.

“I know you’ve wanted me to be a bit more, shall we say, feminine? I think this is all just a ploy to get me to do that. To wear a dress full time, and not just every once in a while. To act more like, well, like a maid.”

She shook her head. “I’m that obvious.”

“You’re that subtle. But…I know you.”

“John, go get a couple of drinks and come back here. We need to talk.”

Shuddering, I hate that expression, ‘we need to talk,’ I left the room.

People always said ‘we need to talk’ when they were about to hit you over the head with a plan they liked but you didn’t.

Still, Barbara had asked for drinks, so I made her a wine spritzer and myself a Coke and bourbon—I know, Coke and bourbon is a man’s drink, and I wasn’t the sterling example of a man, but I like Coke and bourbon!

Five minutes later I was sitting in a chair, facing her, and sipping my bourbon.

“John, I do have the problem with the government. It is serendipity, it’s meant to be, so I’m going to have to insist on this.”

“And I’ve told you before, I don’t mind wearing a dress, even a bit of make up for you,” mainly because it resulted in some of the best sex I had ever had, “But you want me to go a little further. You want me to take hormones. And I don’t want to risk losing my dick.”

“But you don’t mind looking a little more feminine?”

“I don’t mind that. I can always put on different clothes, have padded shoulders, whatever.”

“Okay. I want you to look at something.”

She turned the computer screen towards me.

It was porn.

“Oh,” I said.

“Look at this person.”

The person was Carolina Ramirez, and she was beautiful. Perfect breasts, an hourglass form, her face was soft and wonderful, and…she had a huge cock.

I blinked. “That’s big.”

“And watch! See how much she is coming?”

Carolina would sit back, actually let go of her cock, and it would spew amazing amounts of semen.

“That’s what I envision when I think of you.”

“Wow.” I was fascinated. The video was a cumpilation, and I watched endless amounts of jizz spew forth.

“That’s a lot of cum.”

“You can do that.”

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

“Drink up,” she said.

I did.

“I have researched this, I have explored what kind of hormones are needed, and how we can make you more feminine, and inside your pants is going to be a monster cock.” she shivered. “God! It makes me so hot! Having a woman…that can fuck me!”

“Is that what you really want?”

“Oh, I don’t want a woman like I’m a Lesbian. I want you. But I want the softer, 2.0 version of you. I want to feel your breasts and suck on your nipples, and then feel that giant key jammed into my ignition.

I smiled. “Key? A key in the ignition?”

She smiled back, a devious smile. “It’s all I dream of, baby. Look. You’re perfect. We’re perfect. We compliment each other. You’re the perfect househusband, and I…”

“You’re the perfect alpha female.”

“You hit it right on the head.”

We stared at each other. She was breathing hard. Almost gasping. She was super turned on.

I sipped my drink. I had resisted her on this for so long, but to see that tranny with the big wang, to think that I could look so good—I do like dressing up a little—it was…it was enticing.

“So how about it?”

I pondered deeply. I knew that once I said yes Barbara was going to go gung ho balls to the wall crazy on this. That was just the kind of drive she had.

“Can I think about it?”

“What’s there to think about? I want it, and…look at your panties.”

She never called my jeans jeans, or trousers, she always called my bottom wear ‘panties.’

I looked down. There was a wet spot. I was actually pre-cumming. “Heysoos,” I breathed.

Yes, it was really starting to look appealing. Hey, a dick can’t be wrong. They don’t get hard for ugliness or skullduggery…they get hard because you like something, want something.

“If you do this I will give you sex every day for a year.”

I blinked. She was a hard charger, but she wasn’t highly sexed.

I was highly sexed, especially when I got to wear a little pansy stuff, put a little lipstick on.

So I would be begging, but unless I had made myself real pretty, she usually didn’t want to do it.

For a second I was lost in another world.

It was true. She responded sexually when I was soft and feminine acting. The more feminine I was the more she responded.

So why should I resist? Why shouldn’t I give her what she wanted…if she was going to give me what I wanted?

I came back to earth. I looked at her, and asked for a little bit more.

“Prove it.”

She smiled. I had challenged her, and that was what she liked. She wanted a chance to win the game, any game.

She stood up. She took my hand. “Come with me. Now.”

She led me back to the bedroom.

I wasn’t crossdressed right now, but the idea of what she wanted was overpowering to her. She stripped out of her clothes and I could see how wet she was.

I had taken my clothes off and she said, “Lay on the bed, the way I like it.”

I laid down and spread my legs.

She walked up and stood between my legs. She pushed mine further apart and moved hers apart, then she moved forward and slid my dick into her hole.

This was weird. Usually woman spreads and man fucks. But she absolutely loved it when she moved in and, even though she was being penetrated, it was from a male dominant position. She was between my legs, but engulfing me. It was called the ‘Amazon’ position.

“Fuck,” she grunted.

“Oh,” I said.

She began to move back and forth, and as she moved she spoke. “I need your hips a little rounder. And boobs. You don’t have to be big, but we definitely need some mounds. And you need to make your hair more stylish.” I had long hair, but just combed it back. She wanted more.

With every description she pushed forward, slamming her pubic against mine. I could feel myself deep inside her, but she controlled the action. She took in how much and how hard I was able to penetrate her.

She reached forward and grabbed my nipples and twisted.

“Oh!” Little shocks ran through me.

“Are you close?” she asked, her eyes slits of pleasure.

“Almost!” I groaned.

She pummeled me harder. She even leaned forward and kissed me. She’s not a big kisser, but now she did, and I knew she was pulling out the stops. She really wanted to transform me.

“Oh…here it comes.”

She backed off, grabbed my dick by the base.

“Oh…oh…let me…go!”

She laughed. Her eyes were bright and shining as she ruined my orgasm, stopped my sperm.

I hated this…and I loved it.

I kept jerking and twitching, and when it was obvious I was not going to cum, she let go.

I grabbed my dick.

She grabbed my hands and pushed my arms back using her weight. She held me there and I was almost sobbing with frustration.

“Fuck!” I finally whined. “You said we were going to have sex!”

“We did have sex.”

“But I didn’t cum!”

“Sex isn’t always about cumming.”

“It is enough.”

“Not anymore.” She let go of my hands. I looked at my dick sadly. She sat next to me.

“How do you feel, lover.”

I stared at her. I wanted to throw her down and rape her, but I wasn’t alpha enough to do that.

“Doesn’t being horny feel good?” She placed her hand on my cock and began stroking. But gently. Not enough to rile me up and get me to the point of cumming.

Don’t you want to experience this? Imagine being this horny for a year.”

“No,” I gasped.

But, in my heart of hearts, I wanted to. There was just something in me that begged for domination. I wanted her to keep me in that sexual neverland, subland, I think they call it, where I just moaned and groaned and wrote bad checks.

“Okay.” She let go stood up and walked away. At the door she stopped and turned to me. “And no jacking off.” She left. And poked here head back in. “And you should probably wear a little something today. I bought you some new lipstick. It’s in the bag on my make up table.” She left.

Oh, man. I was throbbing. And I wanted to cum, but I didn’t take myself in hand.

Looking back on it, I’m surprised I didn’t just do it, take the hormones. I wanted to. But I guess that the sissy in me just wasn’t brave enough.

I could handle dressing like a woman, but…hormones? That’s a pretty big step.

Anyway, there was tension in the house that night, and we slept a bit apart, no snuggling, except for an almost hand job before she turned away and ignored me.

By the next morning I was even hornier, and I really couldn’t stand it. I got up, thought about putting my chastity tube on to help me stay a little calmer, but…those things end up adding to the horniness.

I put on bra and forms, and a peignoir. I left my cock hard and pointing. The thin material would rub me and excite me and keep me hard. I loved having boobs and these, even though they were fake, made me feel so womanly. They would also tease Barbara. She loved it when I was big in the chest.

“Good morning, lover, and woo woo!”

She was sitting at the dining table and reading a report. She pulled her reading glasses down and studied me with a smile.

“Bacon and eggs?” I asked.

“Just oatmeal. And better hurry. I’ve got a big meeting today…with the state.”

I looked at her and she looked down at her report. It was obvious what she meant. She had to dodge official questions and put them off, all because I was being so stubborn.

I fixed the oatmeal, put a dash of cinnamon in it, a bit of honey and a pat of butter, and I kept thinking about what she had shown me the day before. Carolina, of the tits and big, spewing dick. I placed the oatmeal before Barbara and sat down. I just sat there and stared out the window.

“”Whacha thinking about?” Humor was in her eyes.

“Oh, this and that.”

“Mmm,” she ate her oatmeal. Then: “Do you need to wear a chastity device? Are you going to stay true to me?”

I sighed. “I think I can hold off.”

“You’d better.” She slid her chair over and began manipulating me. Long, slow strokes, a pat to the balls. My heart was pounding and I was breathing hard, but she was just teasing, bring me to the edge and keeping me there.

I sighed when she let go. She just chuckled and picked up her briefcase and went to work.

I cleaned the house when she was gone, feeling my dick brushing the material of the peignoir. Fuck. This was too good. I found myself stroking myself, and had to forcibly restrain myself.

Hormones.

But a big dick like Carolina. Could it actually happen?

I thought of the lewd, old song. ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick in Carolina in the morning.’ Except I found myself changing it to, ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick like Carolina’s in the morning!’

I ate a light breakfast, just some toast and apple jam, and my mind kept returning to the thought of growing my own set of boobs. Of wearing woman’s clothes full time.

That would be the result, I knew, if I took hormones. My body wouldn’t wear male clothes as well, woman’s clothes would fit better, and…and woman’s clothes were more fun to wear.

But what if my dick shrunk? What if the hormones backfired, and my pride and joy became my shame and sorrow?

Hmm.

“Dinner that night. Lamb chops, a bit of asparagus, applesauce. I worked for a long time that afternoon, making sure everything was perfect. And I thought.

“Mmm, this is delicious. You really outdid yourself.”

“You want me to be a woman.”

“No.”

It was rapid fire, almost non sequential. I was accusing, and she was refuting. No subtlety there.

“Do you want to be a Lesbian?”

“I want you.”

“But what if my dick shrinks?”

“First, if anything like that happened, we would immediately take you off the hormones. Second, you should check my research.”

“Okay.”

“Okay.”

Silence.

“These lamb chops are heavenly.”

“It was a happy lamb.” We smiled at each other.

She really wanted me to give in. She had never been so insistent.

But I was hesitant. I didn’t want my dick to shrink.

She let me have my thoughts.

The rest of the week drifted by.

Sure enough, she stroked me every morning, and every night she let me into her.

I know she’s not fond of being penetrated, but I think she was thinking of me on hormones, because she had this big smile on her face. At one point she even said, “I could get used to this.”

That was after she had stroked me, sat on me, then used a vibrator on herself. Well, I had used the vibrator. God, I love it when she cums. Even though it just makes me horny.

Friday night. We had a little soirée to attend, a museum thing, and I dressed masculine…with feminine underthings. Tap panties, a bra, pantyhose.

We sipped wine, chatted with people, and watched the art work sit on the walls.

And we met people. People with money. Artists. Beautiful ladies and handsome men.

I studied the men. I was one of them. I was handsome, but not…hard charging. It seemed like all the men I was meeting were movers and shakers. And I noted that Barbara was totally unimpressed.

Heck, she could work them into the ground. She chewed up males like they were logs being made into pencils.

Then we were introduced to Samuel. Pronounced ‘Sam-u-well.’ He was the artist of the night, and maybe the month and year, and he was a delight.

And he was affected. It was pretty obvious he was gay. The mannerisms, the way he looked, a curious mixture of brazen and shy, and…the lip gloss.

Me, not being a hard charger, stood back and smiled. And watched Barbara go…apeshit.

She shook his hand, she giggled and they air kissed, and I could tell she was smitten.

Big, handsome studs were nothing to her. And I knew it then: she wanted a friend. She wanted to be friends with men, not competition.

I wasn’t competition, and I was her best friend.

But, in her eyes, for her needs, I could be a better friend. I could adjust and make myself over for her. I could be like Sam-u-well. I could cause her to not just love me, but to titter in giddy glee.

And she had said if I started shrinking we would take me off the hormones right away.

No harm, no foul.

Just give up being a man in appearance. And be feminine all the time.

Hmm.

We were tipsy at the end of the night, so we Ubered home. We sat in the back of a Prius, her hand on my knee possessively, and stared out the window.

I reached into her purse and took out her lipstick. I handed it to her.

She grinned. “Hey, Uber man?”

“Yes?”

“My husband needs a little lipstick. Okay with you?”

“As long as you don’t put lipstick on me.”

Barbara laughed, and gripped my cheeks and I pursed my lips.

The Uber man looked in the mirror once, then just ignored us. Heck, he had probably seen it all.

She painted my lips thoroughly. Then she took out some gloss and shined them up. She showed me in the mirror.

I had female lips. Red, plump, moist looking.

And she had a hold of my cock.

And was rubbing.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was so strong and powerful. I knew, in that moment, that I wanted to give myself up to her.

“I think it’s strap on night.”

The driver pretended he didn’t hear anything, but even the hairs in his ears were listening.

We sashayed into the house, giggling and kissing and smearing our lipstick. We stood in the foyer and made out like teenagers.

Inside the kitchen I poured a couple of drinks. We sat down in the dining room and sipped, and couldn’t keep our eyes off each other.

“So it’s a strap on night.”

“It is.”

“Why?” she challenged me. She liked doing this. She liked to humiliate me a little and make me beg for it.

“Because I’m so horny I need to be drained.”

She leaned back, sipped her drink some more, and contemplated me. “Even if that draining results in you being even more horny?”

“I know. I can’t help it.”

She was fantasizing, seeing me as a female.

She had put her purse down on the table and I took out the lipstick again. She watched as I freshened the color on my lips. I looked deliciously slutty. A bit of red smear around my mouth, and fuck me on my lips.

I gulped the last of my drink and put the glass on the table. In front of her. My lip print facing towards her. “Think about this, then come in and do what you will.” I hope, I hope.

I sauntered down the hallway, placing one foot in front of the other, making my ass sway in a most feminine manner.

In the bedroom I quickly stripped, then took off my bra and put on one that accommodated breast forms. I then put on a sheer nightgown that opened in the front. I wished I could put my dick in chastity, but it was too hard. Besides, thinking what I was thinking, having made up my mind, I didn’t want to make it small. For the next few months I wanted it big, and to stay big, and to stay hard.

I finished just in time. I was reclining on the bed, odalisque style, when Barbara walked in.

She took one look at me, and grinned like a shark at a meat market.

She took off her clothes, taking the time to fold them, letting the anticipation build.

She took out the strap on and put it on. “Big dick or small?” she asked.

“I feel like big tonight.”

She took out the big, black dildo, 8 inches long and thick, and snapped it into the harness.

I stared at her, my heart pounding. She was statuesque. Taller than me in heels, her breasts large and jutting. She was immaculate. She was a Goddess come to earth. And she was about to bless me.

“You’re dripping, you filthy man,” she chuckled.

I looked at my dick. It was making the peignoir a bit damp.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

“Don’t be. I like my men to drip. All the time.”

She came to the bed then and looked down on me.

“Turn sideways. Face up.”

I turned and lay on my back and looked at her. My cock was like a rocket about to go off.

She spread my legs and began applying lubricant. Lots of it.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said, conversationally, as her fingers rimmed my asshole and made me jerk my hips upward.

She took my cock and stroke it, held me up, in an arched position.

“I’m going to fuck you like a man fucks a woman.”

“Oh, God,” I was almost whimpering with anticipation.

“And when I’m done I’m going to turn you out on the street and make you turn tricks.”

I laughed…and she pushed in.

My eyes opened wide. Every time she did this to me was like the first time. Every time took my breath away and blasted my mind into smithereens. There was no possible way I could mount a thought when she had her dick balls deep in me.

She fucked me, slowly, lovingly, and watched me with a smile on her face.

One of the reasons I had chosen the big dick was that it had a nub on the back of it, and that nub rubbed against her pussy.

I could see her responding to the rub of the nub, and she began to lunge and thrust. I felt the big thing go to town, open me up, and she began to search for my prostate with the end of the dick.

“Ah…God!” I groaned, fucking back.

She found it, and she was getting close.

She stopped. “Don’t move,” she hissed.

“Okay,” I gulped.

She tilted her hips and slammed, and held, and she found it. I could feel the prostate being pushed.

“Yes!” I said.

She held, and semen began to ooze out of my cock. It was a thick discharge, clumps in a stream, and it was a lot. Of course it was a lot. She had primed me all week.

“Oh…”I said, suddenly feeling the happy, loose feeling that comes with being drained. In a way, it was better than an orgasm.

She massaged my balls while she waited. I don’t know if that makes for extra gism, but I think it does.

And, just as the last drops erupted, as I became drained and empty, she suddenly jerked. Her eyeballs actually rolled back in her head and I could feel the dick suddenly jerk as her knees grew weak.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and she shivered and shuddered as the orgasm rolled over her. The nub on the back of her dick had really worked. She lay there for a moment, recovering, then she rolled back. “You are going to be so horny, and I…you’re going to be horny.”

“Jeez,” I said. “I just came and I’m still horny.”

She grinned. “You ain't seen nothing yet.”

“This is going to be interesting. Can I withstand my own sexual urges.”

“Heh heh,” evilly.

“Are you sure you don’t want a Lesbian relationship? A woman? A real woman?”

“Ha. I could have a woman if I wanted one. You’d know about it. No, there is just something about exchanging power that turns me on.”

“Well, you’ve already got a lot of power. Isn’t there enough of a power exchange when you drain me?”

“It’s good, but you know me…I want more.”

“Greedy bitch.”

She just smiled.

The next week I made an appointment with a doctor. Not a medical doctor, but a psychiatric doctor. While Barbara was at work I bopped on down to a medical building and sauntered in.

“Hi, John, a pleasure you meet you.” Dr. Mandy Howsen was grey haired, but in fine condition. She was thin, but had a nice set of ta tas, and it was obvious that she worked out.

I sat down on a couch, she took a chair catty corner to her, and I said, “My wife wants me to transition.”

She nodded. “What do you think?”

“I’m intrigued. I’m fascinated. There’s a big part of me that wants to, but I worry.”

“About?”

“Hormones, health, that sort of thing.”

“Do you worry about what people will think.”

I smiled. “I don’t mean to be sociopathic, but I don’t give a rat’s ass what people think.”

She laughed. She had a good laugh, a tenor chuckle that made people want to join in. Then she surprised me. “Do you think sociopaths are incapable of love?”

I blinked. I had joked, I had mocked my own knowledge of mental conditions, but she was serious. I immediately felt I was in the right hands…because she made me nervous. Weird, huh?

“I don’t think anybody is incapable of love.”

She nodded.

“Hitler loved Eva Braun.”

“Yes, he did.” She made a note on a pad of paper.

“What are you writing down?”

She grinned, “My grocery list.” Then: “So tell me about your wife.”

I did. I described her, I detailed her energy and drive and how she always got what she wanted.

“But now she wants you to do something you don’t want to.”

“No. Something I’m unsure of.”

“So let me ask you, if you were sure, would you do it? Transition?”

“I think I would. But there’s a lot of unsureness to handle.”

“Let’s talk about your sex life.”

Wryly, I said, “I thought you’d never ask.”

And we talked away the afternoon. And made an appointment for the weekend, for both Barbara and I.

“What?”

“I made an appointment for us with a psychiatrist.”

“Are you serious?”

“Why not?”

She didn’t say anything, but it was obvious she was unhappy.

“So we go, we talk, and I get more information. What’s wrong with that.”

“Nothing.”

“Then why not?”

“I don’t like to talk about myself.”

“You talk with me.”

“You’re different. I love you.”

“And…?” I arched my eyebrows.

“And I don’t want to talk about my childhood.”

“She didn’t ask me one thing about my childhood.”

“Hunh.”

“And you can always tell her you don’t want to.”

“As if that wouldn’t open the door.”

“Look, babe. We’re talking about me transitioning, becoming a tranny, I think a medical opinion might be worthwhile.”

She studied me carefully. “And you’re not going to unless I see this doctor.”

“It would certainly tend to kick the door shut.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Okay.” And that was that. I was pretty sure she would make the appointment. I was also a little nervous. Barbara got along well with women, but that’s because she was always in charge. The good doctor marched to a different tune, however. I would be crossing my fingers that there were no fireworks.

“Can you fuck me?”

She grinned. “I fucked you just the other day. Don’t tell me you’re already horny again?”

“You have no idea.”

“I might have an idea.”

“So?”

“So I’ll use you, but I’m not going to drain you until after we see the doctor.”

Good she was willing to go. Bad, if she didn’t like it I might be in trouble.

Saturday came, and we entered the Doctor’s office.

“Pleased to meet you, Barbara. I’m Mandy Howsen. Call me Mandy.”

“You don’t want me to call you Doctor?”

“Call me what you want, just don’t call me late for dinner.”

Barbara blinked. She had been challenging. Low key, but challenging. Mandy had deflected her, and with humor, easily.

So we sat.

“John. Did you wear your female underthings?”

“I did. I’m wearing a bra and panties and a garter belt. I’ve got nylons on.

Barbara stared at me. She hadn’t known I was going to do this.

“And how do this make you feel?”

“A little kinky. Warm. I like it.”

“Any embarrassment?”

“Nope. It’s my secret. Nobody knows.”

“I know.”

“But you asked me to. So you knew.” I shrugged.

She nodded and made notes on her ‘grocery list.’

“Barbara, how do you feel about John cross dressing?”

Barbara didn’t want to speak, the words came out of her grudgingly. “I like it.”

“Why?”

“Because, uh…” she trailed out.

Mandy smiled. “Who’s in charge of your relationship?”

“I am,” Barbara answered instantly.

“How would you feel if John asserted himself.”

“He won’t.”

“He might if he was a woman. How would you feel then.”

Barbara got a far away look in her eyes. Then she whispered, “I love him.”

“I know. But how would you feel?”

“I wouldn’t like it.”

“Why?”

“Because, uh…” Again, she trailed out.

“Barbara, we’re going to play a game.”

Barbara’s eyes narrowed.

“I’m going to make…’suggestions,’ and you are going to tell me how you feel. Snap answers. What you feel. Okay?”

“All right.” Suspicious.

“John as a dog.”

“Woof woof.”

“John as a cat.”

“Meow.”

“John as a table.”

Now Barbara was confused.

“John as a truck driver.”

“Honk?” Really confused.

“John as a masseuse.”

“What is this?”

“John as a eunuch.”

“I’ve had enough.” Barbara stood up. But she didn’t leave.

Mandy looked down at her pad and scribbled something. She looked up and said, “The game is over. Please sit down.”

Then the most fascinating action of the day occurred. Barbara didn’t sit. She glared at Mandy.

Mandy didn’t glare back. She just waited.

Barbara opened her mouth to speak. Shut it. Opened it…and it was obvious what was happening.

Barbara was looking for something to revolt against. She was looking for a reason.

Mandy was giving her nothing. Absolutely nothing. Barbara could leave or not, she didn’t care.

And, finally, Barbara sat down, and it was the first time in my life I had ever seen her lose at something.

I stared at Barbara. I looked at Mandy.

Mandy just observed me for a long minute, then she asked, “John, let’s talk about how you feel when Barbara sodomizes you.”

“That did it!” Barbara was on her feet again.

Mandy ignored her. “John?”

“Well, I sort of…” and I began speaking.

Barbara sat down. And it was obvious that she confused, and didn’t know what to think, and was…stuck.

So the afternoon went. An hour of me answering questions. A lot of questions. And interspersed were questions directed at Barbara.

“Have you ever had a Lesbian relationship?”

“Has a man ever hurt you?”

“What does it feel like when you put the dildo in John’s anus?”

I answered my questions easily. Barbara appeared to answer easily, but deep things were happening in her.

Finally: “John, I’d like to see you a couple of more times. I’ll tell you honestly, you’re one of the most well adjusted people I have ever met. I want to make sure you understand what transitioning entails, the effects of chemicals, lifestyle changes, that sort of thing. Easy peasy.”

She turned to Barbara. “I’d like to see you again, Barbara, but without John.”

“Why?”

“I’m not worried about John adapting to changes, but I’d like to discuss how his transition might effect you.”

“I’ll be fine.”

For the first time I saw steel. “I’m the doctor.” And now she was challenging. She was challenging Barbara to be willing to give up her preconceptions, any notions she might have, that sort of thing.

Barbara frowned. I could feel the upset welling under the surface. “I’ll let you know.”

Mandy filled out a card and gave it to me. “Next Thursday at ten.”

“I’ll be here,” I returned cheerfully.

“Let’s go,” said Barbara.

“A moment?”

Barbara turned to Mandy. Mandy filled out a card. She held it for a moment and looked at Barbara. She said, “If you can’t even talk about it, then how can you handle his transition?”

Barbara looked mad enough to chew horseshoes and spit nails, but she took the card.

“It’s for next Saturday, ten o’clock. Please cancel on Friday if you’re not going to make it.”

We left.

We walked through the building, and I could feel Barbara boiling and seething and ready to blow the lid off.

We got into the car. I took the wheel, and fortunately Barbara didn’t notice. She was so dark underneath I feared that her emotions would derail her operating a vehicle.

“The nerve of that bitch. I told you I didn’t want to…” blah, blah, blah. “And then those stupid questions…” blah, blah, blah… “And what does she mean I can’t talk about it?” Blah, blah, blah.

She was venting, and fortunately it wasn’t directed at me. In a way, it was directed at herself, and I managed to just sit and listen.

Back home.

Into the house.

Blah, blah, blah.

I made drinks. Barbara didn’t go change, or hit the computer, she just stayed by me, spewing her bile.

And it was bile. I had never seen Barbara act like this. Funny, not ‘ha ha’ funny, but odd funny, because I didn’t see that the doctor had really encroached, yet there were things here that…that were ready to explode.

I put a drink in Barbara’s hand and listened.

She sipped, talked some more.

“Come on,” I said, and I led her out to the patio. She sat down on one of the lounges and I turned on some Pink Floyd, low, background, and sat next to her.

Now she wasn’t talking. In a way, I thought that was even worse. Finally, she blurted: “I’m not going back.”

I sat, time passed, and drinks disappeared. I went and made two more, and came back.

The sun was low in the sky, and Barbara seemed to be talked out.

I said, “I think I know what’s upset you.”

“I’m not upset!” She didn’t notice how grim her voice was.

“You’re afraid that she’ll talk you out of wanting me to transition.”

Barbara’s mouth opened and she turned to me. She was breathing hard, like she was running out of air, and then she broke. She leaned over to me and hugged me. She sobbed. Her tears ran down her cheeks and onto my shirt. It was the first time I ever remembered her crying.

“John…I’m sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry for.”

The tears slowly stopped, but she didn’t let go. She held me, and sighed, and the gloom of evening slowly began to engulf us.

Finally, she let go and sat back.

“Do you care if I don’t go?”

“Honey,” I said. “You know that you’re going to do whatever you want. And you know that I need some sort of resolution if I’m going to do this thing. Maybe this will come from Mandy, maybe from somewhere else, and, maybe…it won’t resolve. But I don’t demand a solution, or any particular action, from you. Heck, we both know where that would end up if I tried to take over in this relationship.”

I spoke wryly, and she suddenly sniffed, and a very, very blurt of a chuckle escaped her. “I know.”

“So go or not. It’s up to you. The only thing I know is that I want you in a peaceful frame of mind before you fuck me tonight.”

Another chuckle escaped her. “You don’t want a mean, raging bitch pounding you in the asshole?”

“Well, it sounds like fun, but…no.”

“Could you make me another drink?”

“Absolutely.”

I disappeared into the house and returned with the ambrosia. I handed her a glass and sat down. She sipped, and leaned over and undid my pants and began playing with my dick.

“Oh, whew,” I muttered.

“Oh, shut up,” she said pleasantly enough.

She stroked and stroked. I could feel all my eternal horniness bubbling to the surface.

“Do you want to cum?” she asked.

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“Good,” and she giggled.

I laughed. “I thought, for a second, that you were going to let me squirt.

“Ha! Not on your life. But, I got so worked up today…I think I’m going to need a squirt.”

“Wow,” I said softly.

She stood up and undressed, then sat down on me. But not on my dick. My dick was in front of her groin, pressed up against her belly. Her flesh was warm and I felt my heart surging within.

She leaned forward and kissed me. Reamed my mouth with her tongue, pulled on my nipples.

“Oh,” I said, suddenly breathless.

She sat up and reached down with both hands. One hand grabbed my cock, the other one began tickling herself.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered, watching my eyes.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Only in your mind, lover.”

She inserted a couple of fingers in her snatch and began pulling, looking for her own G-spot. For a long minute she ran her palm around the head of my cock and tickled her vagina.

I could hardly stand it. I was close, but not that close, just close enough to drive me insane.

Then she started groaning and bucking. “Unh…uunh…FUCK!” She shouted loud enough for the neighbors to hear. And the neighbors aren’t that close.

That week was interesting. I was so damned horny I was dripping all the time, and I spent every waking hour in sexy lingerie, wearing tight dresses, and even putting on more make up.

Barbara loved it. She would stop me whenever we passed, sometimes make a point of seeking me out, and she would kiss me and feel my groin.

“Good,” she would say. “It’s getting harder.”

“Heysoos, babe, I need relief!”

“Not until Saturday night.” That was the night we had decided on for my weekly draining.

Usually, we only drained me once a month. Just another part of our kinky play. But now she was pushing it. Draining made me hornier and hornier, I started dreaming about sex, and if I had gone eight days without I probably would have had a wet dream. But getting drained at seven days emptied me just before I could have a wet dream.

She started driving the car more and more, letting me be the passenger.

One, she was insisting on me wearing high heels, and it was difficult to drive with high heels.

Two, I was in such a state of mind I couldn’t properly concentrate.

Fortunately, we didn’t go places a lot, we just stayed around the house, and whenever she wasn’t working she was working me over.

She’d wake up and stroke me, and suck me, and play with my balls, and put a couple of fingers up my ass.

She’d go to work and I would dress sexy, even putting on eye shadow and red lipstick.

She would come home at lunch frequently. She wouldn’t eat, just sip a Pepsi or something and play with me. Then it was back to work.

I would recover, freshen my make up, and dream of whacking off. God I was close. It took all my will power to resist the urge.

“Are you sure you don’t want the chastity tube?”

“Uh…what?” I tried to focus on her.

She giggled. “The…chastity…tube.”

I shook my head. “Willpower, baby. I need all my willpower.”

Wearing a chastity tube makes you think about your dick all day, it focuses your attention on that member, I was already thinking about my penis enough. Anymore and I would lose the willpower.

Funny. If I wore it I would go sexually insane.

But I didn’t wear it and I was going sexually insane.

Damned if I didn’t, damned if I did.

But, damned or not…God, I was loving it.

Horny all the time. My dick big and dripping.

But at the end of this wild ride was a decision. A significant decision. Did I want to risk my dick?

I was pretty convinced that Carolina was the exception, not the rule. When I expressed that to the doc she confirmed it. Then she asked, “how much dick do you have?”

“Eight inches.”

Her eyes widened and she smiled. “I don’t mean to be unprofessional, but that’s pretty good.”

“What would it shrink to?”

“Oh, no telling. But you have to plan for the worst.”

The worst. Hunh. A teeny weeny peeny. Three or four inches. Even if it got hard…it wouldn’t be much.

But, here’s the other side of the coin, did I care?

I was getting fingered up the butt every day, and once a week Barbara was draining me, and the feeling of being immensely horny every day, all day…it was better than regular sex. It was super sex.

The feeling after I was drained was unbelievable. Relaxed and at peace with the world.

And all day long I was in a hum of energy. Buzzing.

Yet, there was a finality to a decision. Even with a possible stop and reverse of the program, I would be a bee buzzing around the queen. I knew that.

She knew it. Maybe it’s part of what excited Barbara. Maybe she wanted that more than sex. Hunh. I guess that’s a wrong way to put it…maybe that kind of power was sex to her? Maybe total and complete control was an orgasm for her?

Hmmm.

But Barbara was having her own thoughts. She was seeing Mandy twice a week, and these meetings were having a profound effect on her. Sometimes she came home humming and singing, and the feeling of our harmony was overwhelming and all that I ever dreamt of. But sometimes she came home with a black cloud over her brow, and lightenings sizzled out of her ears, and I would just put a drink in her hand and retreat and wait.

But she was changing. Sometimes she would just sit and stare at me.

The months passed, and I put off a decision, then Barbara came to me.

“John?”

“Yes?”

It was her that put the drink in my hand for a change.

“We need to talk.”

I mock groaned, and she smiled. Her smile was rueful, and it held a lot of hidden emotion. Hidden emotion that was about to come out.

We sat down in the living room. She put her feet up and I rubbed them, and she said, “You were right.”

“Of course I was.”

“Smart ass,” she snorted.

“Very smart.”

“Smart assery only works once.”

“Sorry,” I sobered up.

“Anyway, you were right about my fear. I was scared that she would make me see, bring me around…how do I say this…”

“You were afraid of losing your desire to transform me.”

“Bingo.”

She sipped.

“I realize, after many hours of brutal soul searching, and believe me, Mandy can be brutal, that I can’t ask you to transition.”

“What?” I was a bit astounded.

“Of course,” she smiled, “I can’t not ask you.”

I shook my head. “Can you explain? I don’t want to hurt my head thinking about this.”

“Certainly. It’s not up to me whether you transition or not. Though I want it, I don’t have the right to push you into it. It’s all your decision. In fact, you need to forget about me bullying you. You need to make your own decision.”

It was like something broke in me, and tears flooded my eyes.

“John?” Barbara was alarmed by my sudden emotion.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” I wiped my eyes. “It’s just…I don’t know why, it made me cry.”

But I did know why. She was pushing, and pushing, and even though she was the alpha and I was the beta, I had resistance to that push. When she stopped pushing, my resistance had nothing to resist against, and I felt good. I felt free.

“If you want to cum now, if that will help you in making a decision, we can do that. I don’t have the right to hold even that bit of sex from you. You must be free to make your decision.”

I nodded. “Take me to bed.”

She took my hand and we went into the bedroom.

I said, “I want to fuck you.”

She was half undressed and she stared at me. “Really?”

“Yes.”

She nodded. She was a changed woman. I could feel her drive and desire, but there was something reasoning in her now. Something that listened and adapted and…loved.

No. I don’t think she was ever a psychopath, or sociopath, or whichever path, but there were pieces of her that were missing. In becoming a hard charger she had put aside a certain degree of compassion and emotion.

“Take me however you want me.”

We finished undressing and got into bed.

I usually didn’t fuck her. She usually fucked me. But there was something inside me trying to figure things out, and this was necessary.

She lay on her back and stared at the ceiling.

I lay next to her. I turned her head and kissed her. She returned the kiss, and I could feel her passion, but not her involvement. I know, that sounds funny, but it’s the only way to describe it.

I cupped her breasts and marveled at how big and firm they were. I pulled on the nipples with my teeth, then sucked.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed. Yet…it was there. That…separation from what we were doing.

I rolled over on top of her. I spread her legs.

For a moment, there was fear in her eyes. Not fear fear, but a distaste for anybody taking control of her. Yes, she was a hard charger, and she wasn’t willing to give that up.

I began to move in and out. My dick is big, and she could feel it opening her up, splitting her open, trying to reveal what was inside her.

But she wasn’t revealing, she was putting up with.

My orgasm, when it came, was less than satisfying. It was a moment of body lock, and spurts.

I sighed and rolled off her.

We lay there on our backs.

“I‘m sorry,” she said, and that was something she never would have said before Mandy.

“For what?”

She rolled against me, like a woman, like a woman dominated and made to feel…less.

Not every woman feels that way. In fact, very few women feel that way after sex. But she did.

I felt my arm, where she had her head nestled, get wet.

“You’re crying.”

“I’m not…yes. It doesn’t matter.”

She never cried. She was a stone wall, except when she was giving me anal pleasure. Then she was alive.

I came to a decision.

“Barbara?”

“Yes?” she sniffed.

“I’ve made up my mind.”

She didn’t move, but I could feel her ears pop up like a German Shepherd’s when he hears an intruder.

I pushed back from her, rolled on my side and met her gaze.

“When I cum like that, it doesn’t work. I’m not built that way. It’s just me spitting. Literally. Like I spit with my mouth. No joy…no satisfaction. Well, maybe a little satisfaction, but nothing to write home about.

“When I jack off it’s better.”

She stared at me, her eyes wide, her whole soul listening.

“When you fuck me my world comes undone. I enter heaven. I give up, literally, and you make me know there is a God. That is what I want.”

She drew in her breath sharply.

“So, here is my decision. For the next week I’m going to lord it over you. You’re going to come home and make dinner. You’re going to mix the drinks.

“I’ve had my ‘draining’ for this week. And I was the dominant. I was on top, and for the next week I’m going to dress like a man. All the next week I’m going to build a memory of manliness that will last me beyond next week.

“Next week…you take control again. Next week you will be on top. You will fuck me mercilessly. You will control my sex and do what you want with it. You will be the dominant. You will be in charge of this Female Led Relationship. Whether I cum again is entirely up to you.”

She stared at me with the happiest eyes I have ever seen. They glowed with happiness.               “Oh…oh, my God!” I could feel her whole persona flipping back over, to what it normally was, to what it should be…female superior. “So you’ve got one week.”

“One week, and then we go back to what works. You’re the Goddess and I am the humble peasant, designed with only one purpose in mind…to serve you. One week, and then I start taking the hormones. If my dick shrinks…you’re stuck with it. It won’t matter to me if I can just be with you.”

She began crying all over again, turning into a real crybaby, and I, a manly man, held her, and soothed her, and told her it was all right.

And it was all right.

Finally, she sat up and said, “For one week you are my lord and master. What would my lord and master want?”

“Junior mints. A big box of them.”

“Your wish is my command,” and she jumped up to get dressed and go to the store.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


The Write Feminist

He needed a little discipline,

she was going to give it to him.

This was originally the first story in a series,

which became a book, called: The Write Feminist!


PART ONE

‘Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine.’

That’s what Jack thought when he glanced up at the door and saw her walk into the place.

The place was ‘The Crow’s Nest,’ a pleasant dive with all sorts of beer, good food, and the kind of guys that ride bikes, show their battle scars, and curse politics.

But then who doesn’t curse politics?

She was a dream. It was cold out and she wore a thick coat which, when she undid the buttons, showed a halter top. Or maybe just a bra. Anyway, lots of fine flesh in the right proportion.

She was wearing a stocking cap, one of those stylish ones girls pick up down in the Hollywood trendy shops, and when she took it off her brunette hair unfolded like a Murphy bed.

Later, up close, Jack would see her eyes. Clear pictures of long walks in meadows, seagulls flying in the breeze, patience with idiots.

Right now he just marveled, studied the curves visible in spite of the thick coat, and shook my head.

Jack considered himself loser when it came to girls. Oh, he was all right looking, and he worked out regularly, and he even have enough money. But he would go out with a girl once or twice, and then they would pass on him. He bed one out of every half dozen girls, the rest would just shake his hand and kiss his cheek good bye.

‘You’re nice, Jack, but we’re not connecting.’ That was the vague sort of remark they kissed him off with.

So he sat in the booth, sideways in the seat, and drank beer. He chatted with some of the regulars, ordered some finger foods, and spent his one night on the town the way he liked. Relaxed. No pressure. Far away from his problems, which he didn’t have many of, except for one, but that one he had big time.

Every once in a while he checked out the girl. She was bright and vivacious, made the guys laugh even as she moved on.

And she did move on. She’d sit at a table with three or four guys for a while, drink a beer, and then move to another table. She broke no hearts, but left lots of happy smiles. Clever girl.

“Hey, Nicole.”

The waitress sidled up to Jack. She had a plate filled with empties and she held it steady. It always amazes Jack how strong people could be without realizing it.

Not like him.

“What you need, Jack?”

“What’s the story on Morning Glory?”

“She comes in once a week, like you, but usually on Tuesdays. Friday is unusual. She chats around, gets beer for free, she’s a looker, you know, and maybe plays a bad game of pool or two, and then she’s gone. Like you.”

I laughed. “Are you asking me out?”

Her turn to laugh. “Jack, you’re sweet, but you’re not for me.”

Jack smiled ruefully. Story of his life.

He had another beer. It was early, but he was feeling sort of punky, thought about leaving, maybe one more beer, and…”

“Hands off!”

Jack looked, not six feet away the cutie with the bootie was shrugging out of the grip of Gladstone.

Nobody knew what Gladstone’s name really was, but they called him Gladstone, and he was an asshole. And when he was drunk he was a real asshole. Right now he was real drunk.

“Come on, Miss Stuck up, I know about you,” and he actually put an arm around her waist and leaned in for a kiss.

She put her hand up against his chest, and he slobbered in the air, and I moved fast. I moved fast because Gladstone is an asshole, and a few of the biker guys would find a lot of fun in taking him out back and using his skull for a kick ball.

“Hey, Gladstone!”

Gladstone looked at Jack. Jack looked at the girl. He gave her a knowing look, a ‘You’re all right look,’ and  he said, “Got your beer right here, babe.” Then at Gladstone, “She’s with me Glad.”

Gladstone blinked sort of stupidly, he looked around, maybe he even saw some of the bikers half off their stools, and he backed off. “Sorry, Jack. Sorry, Ma’am.” He looked thoroughly confused.

Jack hadn’t touched the girl, he knew that would set her off, and he just wanted to get her out of the situation. “Been waiting for you. Come on,” and he half turned, his body language harmless, but beckoning, and she hesitantly slid past the mumbling Gladstone and followed him.

Jack sat down.

She sat down opposite him.

He pushed his beer at her. “Nicole just brought it. I haven’t touched it.”

She didn’t reach for it. She was friendly with everybody, but Gladstone had put her off her game.

Jack waved to Nicole, and she nodded. One more beer.

Jack ignored her with his eyes and said, in a most conversational manner. “Glad’s okay. Just give him a few seconds and he’ll wander.”

She reached for the beer. She tilted it, and Jack risked a glance.

He could see the amazing flesh revealed by the split in her coat. Bra. Definitely a bra. And a flimsy one. But any bra would be flimsy with those puppies.

Her throat gave a glug and sweet ambrosia slid down the tubes.

She lowered the mug to the table, and Jack found himself being stared at. And he was caught staring.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to check you out.”

“You didn’t?”

“I checked you out when you came in the door. One check out is fine. Two is past the limit.”

She laughed, showed sparkling white teeth, toothpaste commercial teeth. But it was her red lips that had him. Jack loved red lipstick. Made his knees weak and his dong drip.

“You’re a saucy wench,” she remarked. She had a pleasant way about her. An engaging way. He could see a lot of people falling in love with her, and he sighed. Way out of his class.

“What?”

“You’re too beautiful for me. You are the stars and I am the mud.”

Her face opened up a bit, showed amazement. “What? What did you say?”

Nicole brought a beer then, and rescued Jack from having to explain his idiocy.

He took a big swallow. He had forgotten about leaving early.

Unless she left early. Then he’d go home and cry.

Jack watched her. She watched him, and her face had confusion on it.

“What?”

“What do you do?”

“Me?” Jack smiled. He loved this question. “Sometimes I freelance for the mafia. I’m a hit man.”

She snorted and said something that sounded suspiciously like ‘fuck.’

“No, I mean honestly.”

“I was in Delta Force. Till I shot the wrong politician. They’ll want me back, though.”

She shook her head in disbelief. She was the kind of girl who could ask a question and a dozen guys would fall all over themselves to answer it. And here it sounded like Jack was shining her on.

“Okay. Last chance. Tell me what you really do.”

“Undercover for the FBI. My cover this time is a drag queen.”

“You don’t look like a drag queen.” She couldn’t keep a joyful suspicion out of her voice.

“I’m on vacation.”

She drank more beer, regarded him with thoughtful eyes. Nicole happened by and she pinched her ass. When Nicole turned around she asked, “What does Jack do?”

She remembered his name. That was promising.

“Nicole put a hand on the back of the bench, “What did he say?”

“He said he was a hit man for the mafia, and a Delta soldier, and a drag queen.”

Nicole nodded. “That sounds about right.”

“Come on, for real.”

Nicole looked her in the eye and said, “Jack always tells the truth. That’s just the kind of guy he is. That’s probably why he can never hang on to a woman.”

“What?”

Too much information.

“Want to dance?” Jack asked.

She stared at him, blinked, drained her mug, and said, “Sure. but only if you tell me who you really are.”

“I’m a surgeon. I work on hopeless cases flown in from around the world. Yesterday I sewed a politician’s dick back on.”

The girl laughed so hard and fast she spit. Nicole laughed and wiped up the spit. The girl looked at Nicole. “He always tells the truth?”

Nicole looked at me, “Tell her about the time you fought those alligators in Florida.”

“I don’t want to bore her.”

Nicole laughed and left to get a customer some beers.

The girl stared at Jack. Then she said. “Sure, let’s dance.”

They got up, moved to the small parquet square, and she stepped into his arms. And, you know? She fit!

She was the right height, the right weight, and they held each other so he could feel her amazing breasts.

They danced through two dances. Both slow ones, then the heavy rock started up and they went back to the table. And ordered beers And drank them. And ordered more beers. And drank them. And the night became lazy and hazy and crazy. Jack would remember spitting peanuts at her. He remember her grabbing his crotch to see if he really was wearing a chastity tube. He was. He would remember staring at her in the hallway as she stepped up to the wall mirror and applied that thick, red, luscious lipstick.

And, somewhere in there, the night disappeared, and so did Jack’s senses.

“Uhhh.” Jack groaned. He felt like somebody had hit him in the head with a frying pan.  A big one, made out of cast iron. He waited. He groaned some more. Somebody hit him again and again.

Oh, he was in bed. And he had a hangover. Damn! How much beer did he drink?

“Good morning.”

Jack started to jerk upright, but stopped. Or, rather the frying pan hitting his head stopped him.

He carefully opened his eyes and turned in the direction of the voice.

He was in his room. His own bedroom. His own bed. Place was a mess. Well, not so much a mess as cluttered. He was a clean living guy, he didn’t leave laundry all over the place. But he did leave books and weights and a kayak and a bicycle and boxing gloves and a pogo stick and an exercise station and…and so on.

She was sitting in a chair. The chair was a big old, over-sized club chair, made with real material and not leather. Excellent for sitting sideways in and reading a book. Except that he had deposited books and newspapers and a hard drive and a sewing machine—he didn’t know why or how he got the sewing machine, but there it was—and a cooking pot and two folded blankets and a jacket.

“Why are you sitting there?” he mumbled. He was still drunk. He was trying to figure out what happened to all the stuff he had carefully stacked on the chair.

“Why are you sleeping there? It’s an existential question. Or maybe a problem.”

“What?”

Jack went back to sleep.

Jack awoke, and blinked, and the frying pan was no longer smacking into his cortex. Now it was just laying in his throat, all rusty and corroded and taking up space. He made a sound and tried to struggle out of the sheets. He sat up.

She was sitting in the club chair. Wearing nothing. Oh, yeah, she had been wearing nothing before, but he had been too drunk to notice. Now he was just hung over, and he could notice.

“Good morning.”

“Uh,” he groaned. He rolled to a sitting position on the side of the bed. So far so good. He tried to stand up.

The world wavered for a moment, then held relatively still. He tried a step, and another one. He walked past the girl, who didn’t look up from a fashion magazine. Now where she had found a fashion magazine in his house he didn’t know.

Jack stuck his head under the sink faucet and glugged for a while. Cool aqua soothed his throat, calmed his head, made him incrementally more aware.

He sat down on the toilet.

The door was open and she could see him. She wasn’t looking at him, but she could. He closed the door.

Piss started to trickle out of his chastity tube. He listened to it splashing in the water. He finished, stepped into the shower, and turned on the hot water.

Jack hate cold showers. Only cavemen liked cold showers. He stood under the spray for a long minute, then began soaping, and shampooing, and conditioning, and by the time he was done he was actually humming.

He stepped out of the shower, dried off, and went back into the bedroom.

She was still sitting there, flipping pages, totally engrossed in the written word and the garish picture. Her big breasts on display and making his cock surge inside the metal tube.

He pulled on pants and a shirt. He pulled on socks and shoes. He looked at her.

“So, I don’t mean to be rude or anything, but what are you doing here?”

She sighed, and smiled, and put the magazine aside. She turned towards him and sat with her legs spread. Her pussy was staring him right in the face. He willed myself not to look, and  lost.

“You hired me.”

“What?” The world started to come unfocused, everything got blurry around the edges.

“You hired me. We even signed a contract. Of course, technically I’m not supposed to start until tomorrow. You said to take today off and get my affairs in order. Your very words. She mimicked him. “You’ve got one day to get your affairs in order.”

“Are you…what…”

“But I knew that we needed to have a talk before I started. We need to go over the rules and make sure you really can do this.”

“What?”

“What I tell you to.”

“Your job is telling me what to do?”

“In essence. Though it’s a lot more complicated than that.

Jack stood up and walked into the kitchen. She stood up and followed him. He sliced off a pat of butter and put it in the skillet. He opened a package of maple flavored sausages and dropped the links onto the sizzling butter. He got out four pieces of toast and put them in the toaster. He turned to her.

“Would you like something to eat?”

“Already ate. While you were sleeping.”

“Huh.”

He turned back to the stove and watched little pieces of piggy cook. It was better than watching paint dry, and he had time for his mind to run the Indy 500 and come back again. And he needed that time.

What had he done? Hired her? For what? To tell me what to do? How stupid was that!

Or did he really? Maybe she was making it all up. He had met some weird bitches in my life…and maybe…

He turned around. She was sitting at the table, flipping pages on her magazine. She looked up at him. Beautiful eyes that could just swallow a man up. Breasts to die for. A sweet face, a bountiful body. And he had hired her? Obviously he was forgetting something.

He turned back to the sizzling sausage.

After he ate he faced her across the table. She was still naked, and happy to be so.

“So, what is this nefarious contract I’ve entered into?”

She stood up and walked across the room to a pile of what looked to be her clothes. She took out a piece of paper and brought it back.

“I have two copies, the other is already mailed to a secure location. Your copy is in your computer. You said you didn’t need ‘no stinkin’ paper.’ Your words.”

“Well, that sounds like me,” he smiled without meaningit and opened the paper.

Contract Between Heather Lockly and Jack Brantson

For one year Heather will control Jack’s sex,

the point to be making him so horny

his writing can be accomplished easily.

Heather may tease, deny, spank,

whip (as long the skin is not broken),

dress him as a girl,

or do any other sexual activity to him

in pursuit of her job.

Jack will follow all directions

and focus all his attention on writing.

Heather will be paid 30% of Jack’s earnings for this service.

At the end of this contract,

if Heather’s statistics (Jack’s sales) are up,

the contract will be extended for two year’s time,

to double in time at the end of every period

in which Jack’s sales are up.

If Jack fails to comply with Heather’s commands

this contract is considered broken

and Jack will pay Heather  $100,000.

And the contract was dated and signed

Jack’s eyes goggled. He stopped breathing. His mind went into overdrive.

So that was why she had two copies, and one was mailed to a ‘secure location.’

That was why she was sitting around in his house naked.

Oh! My! Fucking! God!

He looked up at her, feigned nonchalance. “Obviously not enforceable.”

“Not according to you.”

He blinked.

“You said it would hold up in a court of law, being a writer and vaguely familiar with such things. We can always take it to court.”

Jack sat for a long moment. Then he stood up, went to the cabinet and brought down a bottle of bourbon. He took a Coke from the refrigerator. Add ice. Swirl. Chug…no. Sip. He needed to think. Even though the idea of going blotto was so very, very appealing.

He sat down.

“Mix me one, if you could.”

Jack repeated his actions and placed a drink in front of her.

They sipped.

And Heather said: “Jack. This is not the end of the world.”

“Okay.” The kind of okay that bled doubt.

“Listen. Let me go over the events of last night so that you remember fully, and can think with all the data, okay?”

“Okay.”

“First, you set yourself up. All those things you told me, you’re an explorer, a mountain climber, a professional golfer, a this and a that…you didn’t think I wouldn’t get curious and start digging? And imagine my surprise when I found out that you were a writer, that you wrote about all those careers…in romance novels. It actually made me feel a bit foolish. But I’ve got a sense of humor. I treated it like a joke. Then, when we finally started talking, and actually being honest with each other, you told me your problem.

“To write good romance you have to be horny. You spend an hour on the net before you write, looking at the sucking and the fucking, all races, all manner of women, all manner of dicks. Then you write like a fiend before you stop being horny. Lunchtime, and you do it all over again. You lust after women getting fucked and sucked, and then you write.

“But you want to spend more time writing, and less time watching porn. A real catch 22. To write romance you have to watch porn, but watching porn interferes with the time needed to write.

“So I proposed a solution. I will be your porn. I will keep you horny. I will do things to you, and make you do things to me, and you will be so horny you’ll cry. And I will do all this in one tenth the time, making you be efficient in your ‘horny quotient, and keeping you at the computer. More time writing romance. Less time watching it.”

“And you’re doing this out of the generosity of your heart.”

She snorted. “I guess you missed that part in the contract where I get 30%.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“But, actually, I want more than 30%. A lot more.”

Jack tilted his head slightly. “How…more? How?”

“Jack, you explained things about writing romance to me last night. You told me that there is marketing, and there is writing. You spend half the day marketing. I can do that for you. That will double your amount of actually writing time.

“Furthermore, you explained something very interesting. You said that not everybody could write romance. They think they can, but then they sit down, and they write for a few hours every day and give up their day job. Then they find that they dry up, can’t get the ideas, can’t stand sitting at a computer 10 to 12 hours a day.

“But, you can. You can do something that very few people can do. You can write all day, every day, and never get tired, and never run out of ideas. Do you know how rare that is? That ability you explained to me? You take it for granted, and you laugh about it. But when somebody is as talented and as hard working as you, that is no laughing matter. That is a serious person who can go a long ways.

“So, Jack, I want to hook my star to yours. I’ll make you horny, and you’ll make so much money that 30% will seem  like pocket change.”

Jack didn’t say anything. He considered what she said, mixed it up against lawyers and fees, and a little embarrassment…yes, your honor, I did sign that contract to have perverted things done to me, but….

Then Heather leaned forward slightly, smiled that killer smile of hers, and whispered: “Jack. You make me so horny. Get down on your knees and eat me to an orgasm.”

Jack froze. In that moment everything shifted. In that moment a dry contract took on significance. Ink became pre-cum. Paper became vagina. And, of course, his lust exploded.

Still, he controlled himself. He stood up, took a last sip, then walked into his bedroom. Heather, smiling, followed him. She was playing with her tits as she walked, playing with the nipples, making them stand up.

Jack went to his dresser and opened a drawer, he reached for the…he spun around. “Where is it?”

“You gave it to me.”

“Give it back.”

“It’s in a safe place.”

“I…I need…”

“You need to masturbate? To take off that chastity tube long enough to spill some seed? Get some relief? Not a chance.”

“But…but…”

“It was thoughtful of you to order a Lori’s. They’re made of metal, and only Lori has a second key, and she has pledged never to pass out a key to somebody in one of her devices.”

“But…you can’t…”

“I can, and I did, and time’s a wasting. “Now, eat me out, or go to work.”

Jack didn’t want to eat her out, no matter how horny he was. He stomped into the spare bedroom and fired up his computer.

Heather watched and smiled.

Jack had gotten up late, and his mind was not focused, so he wrote slowly and haltingly. He had to rewrite passages, go over descriptions, and the act of writing, usually so easy and smooth to write about, became laborious.

For an hour he struggled.

Heather sat in the next room and watched him through the open door. She could tell he was having trouble. Of course. He would have to come to grips with his dilemma, then he would be able to write. He had to give up to her, submit to her, and then his creative juices would flow.

He suddenly stood up and left the room. He went to a weight station and started pumping iron.

Heather sauntered over to the machine, leaned on it, and watched him.

He grunted, he sweated, he took out his frustrations on the unyielding iron.

“Jack, Jack. It would be so much easier if you would just get down on your knees and gobble. You’ll find that I am quite tasty. Did you know you ate me last night? You had already given me the key, so it was all you could do. But you found my pussy delightful. I am very soft and moist down there. My clit is particularly suckable. But your favorite of my body parts was my tits. Did you know that you have a tit fetish? Jack? Oh, I knew it when you checked me out for the second time last night.”

Jack thrust iron upward, lifted it, pressed it, pushed it, threw it around like a demon, listening to every word she said and trying to figure his way out of this mess.

But her words inflamed him. And she was naked. And her pussy was right near his head, and he could smell it, and when he did glance at it, it look moist, juicy, dripping.

“You know, Jack,” she changed tactics, “You really want me to win.”

He didn’t say anything. His muscles were burning and blood was pumping, but his head actually hurt for all the thinking he was doing, for the way he was refusing his lust.

“If I win you get richer. So if I win, you win. And all you have to do is crawl over here and put your mouth between my legs.”

Jack sat up, he stared at her, but his eyes were glazed with effort and self denial. He suddenly jumped up and ran out of the house.

Heather went back to reading her magazine. Jack would be back. He could run, but he had to come home. And until he settled this situation with her he wasn’t going to be writing very well.

Jack sprinted for the first few blocks, trying to waste his excess energy with an explosion of work. Then he slowed down, but his mind kept going faster.

Eat her out. Oral sex. And his mind went further. Jam his dick in her, suck those tits, explode his orgasm all over her. A shower of cum that coated her completely, and dried into plaster and imprisoned her forever, and…

He ran slower. He was realizing something. No matter how fast he ran, this was a kind of energy he couldn’t just run off. This was sex. This was the act of procreation that sustained the human race.  And history backed him up…sex never went away.

She was waiting for him at his house. Young, nubile, breasts that were so damned perfect it hurt.

And his dong in the chastity tube hurt just thinking about it. It tried to get harder, pushed against the metal. His balls were pulled up tight against the device. His groin muscles hurt for the terrific tension down there.

He slowed down more. Now he was barely moving. Slightly faster than a walk. An old ladies jog. Time for a walker.

And he cursed. And he stopped moving at all. And he actually had tears build up in his eyes.

He turned around and walked back to the house. Trudging. A slow walk. A defeated walk.

He entered the house.

Heather looked at him from the couch. She smiled. He felt a choked up sob creep up his throat and make itself known.

“Aw, Jack,” she said, and that was all it took.

Jack walked to her, fixated on her pussy, but she wouldn’t let him eat her right away. She hugged him. She held him, and he could feel her tits press against him, and her lips soothed him as they moved against his neck.

“Jack, you were easy. You know why you were easy? You know why you couldn’t hold out?”

Jack said nothing, but he felt electric. It felt good to be in her arms. Like her body had fitted to his perfectly when they danced the night previously, so it felt right now. Now that there was no resistance.

“You couldn’t hold out because all this wasn’t my idea. It was yours, Jack. You begged me. You got down on your knees, like a man proposing marriage, and you begged me to help you. That’s why you couldn’t hold out. You thought all this up on your own, and you want it. Do you understand, Jack? You want this. You want what I can do for you.”

Jack listened, and now he really listened. What she said, it made sense. And he wondered, if he had made this all up, didn’t that prove that he wanted it?

“Now, Jack,” she pushed him back, lifted her hands to his face and moved her head forward. She kissed him, slowly, tenderly, explored his lips with hers, and he could feel his dick powering up. Even confined it felt like a monster.

Then she pushed down on his shoulders. “Now, make me happy, and I’ll make you a writer of great romance.”

He knelt, and she sat down and pulled him between her spread legs.

She was right. Her pussy was delicious, and he buried himself in the moment. He gave an odd sigh as he licked, as he kissed, as he sucked.

Heather moaned and held his head down. “Make me cum, Jack. Make me cum!”

Jack’s tongue licked up her slit and battered her clitoris. He opened his mouth and french kissed her hole. He raised his hands and squeezed her breasts.

Heather began to gasp and gulp. She moved her hips into his face harder and harder.

For a long minute Jack battled her pussy with his tongue. He squeezed her breasts, then he finger banged her.

Heather started to lurch her hips at him.

He used two fingers, hooking them so as to find her g-spot.

She began to spasm, and then tilted over the edge.

“AHHH! AHHH!” Her pelvis rotated and thrust, the muscles freezing and locking, clamping down on his fingers even as she tried to pull back.

Then she began to relax, a deep relaxation. A relaxation born of emptiness of desire.

Jack looked up from between her legs.

She took his face with both hands and brought him to her. She kissed him, a big, long lasting splat of a kiss, and she could taste the sweetness of her pussy juice on his mouth. She sucked his mouth, then she pushed him back, straightened up and reached down between his legs She grabbed his caged cock.

He could feel her lift his meat up, hold it. He knew she was squeezing it, but the metal was protecting him.

“Now…go, Jack. Go to the computer.”

Jack stumbled to his feet and staggered across the room.

He was so horny it hurt. He wanted to rip her clothes off and have his way with her. He wanted to plunder her pussy, to savage her slit, but all he could do, the only thing in his mind that afforded any hope of relief, was writing about it.

He sat down at his computer. He stared at the page on the screen. His mind was blank, but ready. He stared at the screen, and all the sexual energy in him began to focus, to coalesce. And he could feel the energy waking him up, moving his hands over the keyboard.

Behind him Heather had come to the doorway. She could feel his state of mind. She could feel that sexual energy like it was a huge thunder cloud, crackling and snapping lightening. She watched as his back shuddered, and became loose, and the energy ran down to his hands.

Jack began to type. Words appeared on the screen. It wasn’t like Jack was doing the writing, it was like the writing was doing Jack.


PART TWO

Jack was on fire. Heather had never seen anything like it. She had seen guys get ready for a game, she had watched people come alive for a moment, but this was something different.

This was like a monster snake had crawled into the room and swallowed Jack up, and the snake was causing his fingers to move faster than she could follow. This was causing the words to scamper across the screen like world class sprinters.

At one point she moved to the side of Jack and watched him. He was oblivious, she might as well not exist, and Jack’s eyes seemed to almost glow as he worked.

She stood behind him, and he wrote almost as fast as she could read. Fucking amazing. He was one of those idiot savants, or something. By day a mild mannered schnook. By night he turned into a word spewing demon.

She backed away and gave him space.

Jack worked for five hours straight. He was a typing machine. His actual word count, the number of words he had typed while in his special fugue state was over 12,000.

A short story. A third of a novel. Amazing.

And, as she looked at it, she realized that it was almost perfect. No typos. No grammatical errors. Just a perfect story, complete with fully fleshed characters and an intricate plot.

She walked into the kitchen.

She had intuited when he was about to come down and had fixed him a burger. He was chewing on it, and drinking some Coke.

“Do you write like that all the time?”

“Pretty much. Though I went a lot longer today Usually I’m good for a couple of hours. Three on a good day, one on a bad. Five hours, sort of surprises me.”

“Well, you’ve earned a reward, Jack.”

He stopped eating. He stared at her like an animal caught in the open.

“I’m going to give you a good back rub, let you eat me some more—I sure hope you don’t get tired of my pussy—and then we’ll see if we can get another five hours out of you.”

Jack’s eyes unfocused. He was thinking, his thoughts dwindled to some far away place, then he came back. “Okay.”

Heather marveled. He had just done something incredible, something that other people couldn’t do, and he treated it like it was normal. Well, perhaps for him it was.

Jack finished his burger and Heather told him to go lay on his bed. Naked.

He walked into the bedroom and followed her instructions, and she followed him.

She put on some good music, ‘Dark Side of the Moon,’ then she sat on his back. Her knees on both sides of him, she began to dig her fists into his flesh.

He groaned, and she could tell that he was feeling this simple massage as a sexual experience. Her flesh was tantalizing him, arousing him. His dick had to be screaming for relief inside his tube.

She went up and down his body, digging her fingers into crevices and pushing her knuckles into his muscles. Her breasts trailed across his back, and he could feel the solid tips slide across him, and he began to breath  deeper.

“Don’t go to sleep, Jack,” she admonished.

“Oh, I’m not,” and there was such intensity in his voice that Heather giggled.

She pinched his neck and reached around his head to pull on the skin of his face. She gently clawed his scalp with her digits.

Jack could feel himself waking up. He wanted to rise up, to fuck her, in the worst possible way. He wanted to pull out his dick and push it in her. He wanted to suck on her breasts and kiss her perfect lips. He wanted to bury his face between her breasts, between her thighs, even between her asshole. His dick wanted to bust the evil metal prison it was in.

Instead, all that sexual energy built and built. And it searched for an outlet, a way to release.

She reached down to his ass, ran her fingers up his butt crack. He shivered as she passed over his brown spot.

She reached between his legs and grabbed his manhood. She twisted it, and pulled it, and Jack gave a loud groan.

“Are you ready, Jack?”

Jack nodded.

“Then go get ‘em.” She slapped his ass and climbed off him.

Jack had to make his body work. It was frozen in sensuality, and he forced the muscles to work, the limbs to move. He managed to stand up. Heather balanced him for a second, then she moved him very slightly. Jack took a step, almost fell, then another step, and another.

He made it to the computer. He sat and stared, and the words that he had written focused in him. He didn’t need to remember where he was, for the computer remembered him, and his hands moved, and the sentence he had been on finished, and a new one started.

Then, like a switch had been thrown, his hands were moving, his fingers were stabbing, and the process of writing was happening.

Again, Heather stared, and marveled. Then she frowned. Marketing.

Jack put in four hours. During that time Heather sat down at his second computer and started exploring marketing. It was confusing, dumb and stupid. She remembered something Jack had told her the night previous.

The big companies that do the major book deals, they want you to do the advertising. You become a good writer, and then they want you to do something else. How stupid. And stupid were the directions they gave for marketing. And expensive. She figured out that if she did the Google ads and the Amazon ads and that sort of thing, the companies would make a killing, and the writer would be left with a pittance.

And if the writer went with other things, like Book Reads and all the other chat room type things, it took a lot of work. And work wasted the time a writer could spend writing.

No wonder Jack was irritated by it all. A great writer, and the parasites lived off him.

Oh, he was doing well, but he could be doing twice as good if she could figure the marketing thing and do it for him.

And she had to do something. Making him horny was fun, but when he started work she needed something else to do.

Making him horny. Hmmm. Now that was fun. She smiled, then she got up and went to see how Jack was doing.

Nearly 22,000 words for the day, but he was about done. She called up a Chinese take out and it arrived just as he was shutting down his computer. He yawned. His eyes looked a little bloodshot, but other than that he looked fine.

He stood up, stretched, turned around.

Heather pulled her head to indicate the kitchen. She was holding bags of rice and Orange Chicken and Beijing Beef and egg rolls and sweet and sour sauce.

They ate in the kitchen, Chinese with Coke.

“So how’d you do today,” she asked.

“It was heaven. No interruptions, got a fair amount done, but I need to do marketing. That’s—“

“You need to show me how.”

He regarded her.

“What?”

“It’s just that I always do everything myself.”

“Get used to sharing.”

He grunted. “Yeah.” Then: “Okay.”

“After dinner.”

“Okay. By the way, you get one cum a month.”

He almost spit up his orange chicken.

She laughed. “What? Did you think I was going to cut you off forever?”

“I sort of thought that was going to happen.”

“That would be silly. One, we have to clean your pipes out. Two, if there’s no heaven everything becomes hell.”

He nodded.

“Now, the only question I have for you is…how do you want it?”

“What?”

“Your orgasm,” she explained patiently.

He didn’t say anything for a minute, then: “What are my choices.”

“Well, there’s your hands, my hands, my mouth, your mouth, if you’re flexible enough,” he snorted at that, “then there’s blow up dolls and jack off tubes and…” she continued listing all the methods he had to choose from.

“What if I want pussy.”

There it was, the elephant in the room. Shut up or put up.

“That can be arranged,” she was carefully and completely non-committal.

“So if I want to put my dick in your vagina, you’re all right with that.”

“Let me explain something. If your statistics are rising, you get it any way you want. I’m willing to sacrifice myself for the company.” Even, balanced, giving away nothing.

He twisted his lips, “What if you really don’t want me fucking you.”

“I’ll deal with that.”

He soughed, and it was very expressive.

“What?”

“Talk about selling your soul.”

It bothered her, but she wasn’t about to call uncle. “If I can abuse you, then you can abuse me.”

He nodded, and the conversation veered elsewhere, and happily. There was too much to think about with that little pickle.

After dinner they sat down at the computer.

“Okay, the secret is that marketing is publishing.”

“Huh?”

“The algorithms are set to advertise books depending on how many books you publish.”

Heather frowned. There was something she wasn’t getting here. She had taken marketing classes in college, and this didn’t exactly make sense.

“The problem is that nobody can publish enough, so they end up on the edge of the big money. Only a couple of people actually make money from Amazon, Google, and those platforms. I can, but you can see the problem…I’m making half as much as I could, except that I have to stop and publish. That means format the book, choose a cover, write a release, that sort of thing.”

“So what should I do.”

He took her through Kindle. “Select the keywords, I’ve got a program that can help you, or you can just enter a keyword in Google and see what they suggest. When you enter a word they give you a scroll down, and at the bottom of the page there is a list. Choose the words that have the best draw, which means the most people use them.

“After that, write a description. Then click here and upload the book, then select a cover. After that you just have to go to the pricing page.”

“And that’s it?”

“That’s all.”

“But it’s stupid!”

“Tell me about it.”

“But there are a dozen better ways to do it.”

“Amazon, Google, they don’t care. They just figured out the algorithm where a few people make a lot of money, and the rest make a little money, but always think they’re going to make a lot of money.” He shrugged.

“So I publish a book for you, and we let them do the work, and because you’re writing more than is humanly possible, we make more money.”

We. That was a hard word for him. He was used to doing it all himself. But he nodded.

“What about the release?”

“I’ve got a couple of websites set up. If you write a few hundred words, tell everybody there is a new book, that’s a release.”

“But who do you give it to?”

“Google.”

“I don’t get it?”

“Google likes blogs that publish a lot, that see a lot of activity. You publish every day and Google will pass it along. If you can publish twice a day, re-release one of my books, all the better. And  whatever you publish will automatically reach Twitter and Linked In and a few other platforms. And that’s all there is to it.”

“That’s it. Simple, eh?”

“So simple it’s stupid.”

“Yeah, well, I’m going to watch the news and hit the hay. Late start, I’m done late. Are you going to sleep on the couch?”

Heather smiled. “I’ve got that bed right in there.” She pointed into Jack’s bedroom.

“I sleep in there.”

“I’m not kicking you out.”

“Wait…what?”

“You’ve got one bed. I’m not going to wreck my back on a stupid couch. Your bed is plenty big enough.”

Jack was sort of gob struck by this. He was sharing the house, his computers, even his food. But..his bed?

“What’s the problem, Jack? Don’t like girls?”

“Yeah, but…” he didn’t know what to say.

“In the American west children would sleep in the same bed. Back in revolutionary times adults would sleep in the same bed.”

“But…we’re different sexes.”

“Oh, goody, you noticed.” She clapped her hands in glee. Then she toned it down to a smile and said, “In old times if a guy was going to marry a girl, and he spent the night at her house, her parents would sew him into a big bag and he would sleep like that. Do you need a bag, Jack? Are you going to molest me?”

She placed one hand on her chest in mock shock.

“I’ve got a chastity tube on, in case you haven’t noticed.” There was just the slightest trace of bitterness in his voice.

“Oh, is that what that is? What’s on TV?”

Nothing else to do, Jack turned on the tube. They watched ‘Ridiculousness,’ and Jack was surprised to find himself laughing in tune with Heather. Apparently they had similar senses of humor.

Finally, it was bed time. Jack took a shower, and was surprised when Heather got into the shower with him. She soaped him down, and he soaped her down, and his dick felt like busting.

“Oh, look, your balls are so big! And they’re blue! I didn’t know that blue balls meant real, actual blue balls.”

“And they hurt,” he groused.

“Oh, too bad.” She got out and toweled herself off. Then she powered up a hair drier and worked on her hair.

Jack toweled off and went to bed, pulled the covers over, and thought about life and the wicked webs people weave. He was almost asleep when Heather pulled the covers up and slid in next to him.

“Mmm. Warm body.” She snuggled against him.

All thoughts of sleep were instantly erased from Jack’s head. He was electrified by the feel of her warm flesh touching his. The fact that she squeezed his chastity tube good night didn’t help.

“Uh…”

“What?” She asked, worming into him more.

“Nothing.”

He lay there in the dark, eyes open, waiting for the electricity in his groin to go away, or to explode, or something.

After a few minutes she began lightly snoring.

He tried to turn away from her, but she awoke enough to hold on to him. He sighed.

Hours later Jack managed to slip into a light sleep. But his groin kept waking him up.

Heather slept like a lamb.

Jack slept like a wolf on the prowl.

And, finally, dawn squeezed a little light under the shades.

Heather awoke and stretched. She kissed Jack on the cheek and said, “I like this. It’s like love without all the messy sex stuff.” Then she bounced out of bed.

Finally, Jack managed to fall asleep. but it was daylight, so he didn’t sleep long.

Jack wandered into the kitchen yawning and stretching. Heather was in the back yard doing Yoga. The weather had broken and the cold was gone.

Jack watched her through the kitchen window as he fixed breakfast.

She was an amazingly fit woman. And those breasts. He smiled. Then he frowned. He realized that he was a very conflicted man.

Yes, he had apparently made this situation happen. But…but things didn’t always go as planned. then he thought about marketing. He wondered if Heather could do it.

Heather finished her work out and entered the kitchen. She had a light. sweat on and she grinned at Jack, who was just finishing his eggs.

“Oh, goody, eggs!” She sat next to him and grabbed his balls.

“Oh, fuck,” Jack mumbled. His cock started jerking and twitching in the cage.

“No fuckie for you, Jackie boy. Not for a month.” She played with his nuts, then reached across and played with one of his nipples. Jack gasped and found breathing…interesting.

“You know, we started this deal on the fifth of the month. Technically, we should wait through this month, then through the next month. That’s the only way to make sure you get a full month of tease and denial in.”

“No,” he gasped.

“But I’m generous. So the first of the month it is. But don’t you be waking me up at midnight when the month turns over. You wait until I’m awake before you claim your prize.

“Fuck,” Jack whispered. It had only taken a few minutes to hornicize him. Her playing with him the day before was apparently cumulative.

She didn’t stop there. She pulled him into the living room and sat on the couch and had him worship her cave. She pulled his head in and fucked his face, and had a glorious orgasm.

She pushed him away, sighed in satisfaction. “Now don’t bother me for a few hours, you hopeless slut.”

Jack staggered in to the computer and, once again, turned into a writing machine. He spewed out the words for hours, not stopping for water or pee or anything. He just kept typing, and Heather wondered what was really happening in his mind.

Then, Jack working, her satisfied, she powered up the computer and began marketing/publishing.

It turned out to be easy. Jack was orderly, wrote descriptions and even had some keywords tentatively chosen.

So she worked on putting together covers, uploaded everything, and she saw the problem.

Publishing on Kindle was like trying to put toothpaste back into the tube. The program was twitchy and glitchy. It faltered, and broke, and everything had to be rebooted. And even if things went smoothly, there was an inordinate amount of wait time. Wait while Kindle formats. Wait while the cover is accepted. Wait, wait, wait.

And she saw that though the job was easy, Kindle had made it hard. Chalk up one more attribute for Jack. He could not only write like the devil was nipping his balls, but he had the patience of Job while the platform worked things out.

Then, she wrote a release, and blogged it, and was surprised to find that the morning had evaporated. Still, she was ahead of Jack. He was still writing like a maniac, so she went into the kitchen and prepared lunch. And smiled ruefully.

This was an easy job, with lots of potential, but the corporations worked against them, wanted to reduce them to the state of slave wagers, and she really was amazed that Jack had done as well as he could. He really was an amazing man, and that made her smile big.

Jack woke up a few minutes after midnight. He didn’t plan to. He had been tired and ready to sleep until morning, but a month of being promised a big orgasm had primed him, and he was awake.

Heather snored. Her body was warm. Her tits were big. Her cunt was juicy. And he had found out for a month just how warm, big and juicy she was.

He slithered out from under the covers and tip toed into the kitchen.

Funny, after a month they had become like a married couple. Anticipating each other. Thinking the same thoughts, having the same sense of humor.

Yet they weren’t married, and Jack was horny all the time.

Heather was too, but she got relief. A lot of relief. Sometimes several times a day. By tongue and by finger and by dildo she had her orgasms. And always wanted more.

Once she had told him it was because she never had to sleep in the wet spot. And never had to douche his liquids out of her. And never have to worry about him insisting upon putting his dick in her when it was inconvenient, when she didn’t feel like it.

Of course, she felt like it always, so that last point was moot.  double moot because he had not the dick with which to penetrate here sacred spot. The fact of not having to worry about being fucked had loosened her up so she always wanted to fuck. At least, that’s what she said.

But what she felt, deep down, Jack didn’t know. She was cheerful, talkative, but always kept a reserve.

Once he had thought maybe she was just a conniver, but now he didn’t think so. Sleeping with a person for a month, let alone eating their pussy and sucking their tits and kissing their mouth, that tended to make him trust her.

“Jack?” She stood in the doorway.

“Hi, babe.”

Babe. Pet names. Unique ways of being together that only they understood.

“Can’t sleep?”

“No.”

“Big day, eh?” She came to him, pressed one hand against his cheek and kissed him. Her soft lips brushed his, and his wanna be boner woke right up.

She knew it, felt it, and reached down and took him in hand. She could feel the worm wriggling. She giggled. “Poor Jack.”

He smiled. his heart felt like bursting. This was the day.

“Well, come on, let’s get this unpleasantness over with.”

She pulled him by his package into the living room. She reached into her purse and pulled out a golden key.

“That’s where you hid it? But I searched everywhere!”

“Hiding in plain sight. I knew you would get complicated and overlook the easy.”

She led him back into the bedroom. She threw him onto the bed and stood over him, looking at the key in the dim light. She turned to Jack.

“Okay, bozo, how do you want it? Do you want to jerk off? Be done with it?”

Jack was breathing hard, finding it hard to talk.

“Or maybe you’d like to let my soft hands take you to paradise? Or my lips. You know, I give a hell of a blow job, Jack. I’ll paint them red for you, I know you like red lips, and I will suck your soul out of you.”

Jack stared at her, his eyes were shining.

“Or, Jack, you’re not thinking of taking my pussy are you? Not my precious, little sacred cave! You would actually dribble your foul stink into my precious pleasure palace?”

Jack managed to say, “Please…please.”

“Oh, okay. If you’re going to be a spoiled brat about it all. The pussy it is. Do you think you can handle a real woman’s pussy, Jack? Are you sure it isn’t going to be too much?”

Jack shook his head.

“Oh, okay. All right. Lay back.”

Jack lay back on the bed. Heather knelt between his legs, zen like, and put the key in the padlock. A simple twist and the padlock opened, and she pulled it out.

“Oh, God,” whispered Jack.

“Easy, tiger. Get ready for your dreams to come true.” She opened the ring around his balls and pulled the tube off him.

His dick sprang out, instantly hard. It was a good eight inches, and big around. White juice dripped out of the head.

“Ohhh, look. Baby gravy!” Heather bent down and licked him.  Mmm, sweet, too. Jack, you didn’t tell me that you were such a sweet boy.”

Jack couldn’t speak. His breath was high in his chest, he felt his guts roiling with excitement.

It had been a month. A month of being teased and edged and denied. A month of rubbing up against the finest body he had ever seen.

“Now, Jack, we don’t have to do this if you don’t want.”

She stroked him.

He was perilously close, but she figured she had time. She could play him, get a little extra mileage out of him, and then give him the goods.

“Are you sure you want to put this big, old thing into my pussy. Why, it’s so big it might hurt! You don’t want to hurt me, do you?”

“Unh…huh!”

“Is that yes? Or no? I don’t really know what you mean. Tell me Jack. Do you want to hurt my pussy, do you want to drive this big, old thing into my very soul? Do you?”

Jack nodded. Gulped. Tried to catch his breath. His groin felt like it would burst. His mind had faltered and stopped, and there was only the white hot lust motivating him. A month, a fucking month, and now he would be fucking. At last.

“Well, okay. If you’re going to be that kind of guy.”

She lifted a leg and pulled his leg closed. Then she lifted his other leg. Now she straddled him. And she was wet. Yes, she had been getting as much sex as she could want. But this was special. This was the culmination. This was Jack, and it was time to find out the truth about their relationship. It was time to fuck, and to see if their souls truly matched.

She knee walked up him, pressing her hands on his hard body. She stopped and played with his nipples. He groaned and made the most delightful sounds.

She advanced further, her pussy was right over his cock now, and she leaned down and kissed him. She played with his mouth, she tweaked his nipples, she loved him with her lips, her tits, her tongue, with every iota of herself.

Then, holding his cock straight up, she began to lower herself. She felt his tool touch her labia, she felt the cock head stall, and she organized herself, spread her lips grabbed his cock and prepared to sit down on him, and…

“AHHHHHH!” Jack arched his back and squirted.

“Oh, fuck!” Heather yelped.

His seed spurted into the air, coated the hairs of her pussy, made a mess, and he hadn’t even gotten into her!

A few more seconds, a final plunge, but…no. He had been too excited, too eager, and he couldn’t contain himself. He had lost control, and, in a way, she felt cheated. She had planned on this. She had as much invested as Jack. She NEEDED this.

And now…it was over.

Jack lay still, his dick going limp.

“Oh my God!” he muttered. His eyes were dazed, and he hadn’t fully comprehended what had happened.

“Well, Jack, I hope it was good for you.” The chastity tube was laying next to him, and he went limp so fast she managed to put it on him.

“Wait…wait!”

“What for?” she closed the ring, inserted the padlock. Click.

“No…no! I didn’t really come!”

“You didn’t? Felt like it to me. Is that sperm down there? You did it, Jack.”

“But I didn’t get to put it in you!”

“Then you must not have wanted to.”

She sat on him then. Her buttocks right on his re-caged cack. “Jack, Jack, Jack. You tried your best. But…” she shrugged.

“Tomorrow night!”

“Once a month, Jack.”

“But that’s not fair!”

“Life isn’t fair.”

“But…you…I need…”

Then she laid down on him. Stretched her body out and fitted herself to him.

He was stunned, shocked, his mind was shattered.

They lay quietly. Her mind a mix, his churning.

She had put him back in chastity, but, oh, how she wanted to let him loose. To wait until tomorrow and get a real fuck.

But he had hired her to make him a success, and she was determined to do that. Even if she had to sacrifice her own lusty heart.

She felt his heart beating. His groin was sticky, but unsatisfied.

Jack’s mind slowly calmed down. He had been so horny, too horny. He couldn’t help himself, but to not be given a chance…it wasn’t fair.

“I need it,” he said into the air. To everybody, and nobody, and to Heather.

She stretched her head up very slightly. She kissed him. She had never felt anything so good in her life. “Jack?”

“What?”

“Go to sleep.”

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


The Picture of Femian Grey

A man changes into a picture of feminization


PART ONE

“Diana, you won’t believe this,” I walked into the living room and put my big, flat parcel down.

My wife is a stone fox babe. Shoulder length brunette, green eyes that remind you of X ray machines, and the finest chest this side of Sandra Otterson.

She was sitting on the couch, reading something on her iPad, and she looked up at me, lowered her reading glasses, and said, “I don’t believe it already.”

“Ha! She says. Mocking her loving husband. Not knowing the grand and ultimate truth he is about to spring upon her.”

“Grand and ultimate truth?” Her lip wrinkled in a mild chuckle.

She’s used to me going overboard, I’m an excitable kind of guy. But this…this thing that I had brought home.

“I guarantee,” I said, achieving a grandiose tone of voice, “That when you see what I’ve got here you will fart so hard your knickers swell up and lift you to the ceiling.”

Now she did laugh.

“Okay, Derrick. Dazzle me. Awe me. Show me the secrets of the universe.”

I unwrapped the parcel slowly, picking at the tape, moving my fingers with exaggerated movements, acting like a magician about to produce twenty pregnant rabbits out of a wine bottle.

She leaned forward, a couple of frown lines appearing on her sexy forehead.

I reached the last layer of paper, I ripped, exposed the item, and…she laughed.

“Is that it?”

I was, to say the least, a bit disappointed in her reaction. Uh, honey, it’s—“

“It’s a girl. You thought to surprise me with a girl? A painting of a girl? I admit, she’s attractive, but, really, don’t you…” she stopped talking. She leaned forward. She scrutinized.

I smiled. Maybe this was going to happen after all.

“Is that…?”

She stood up and stepped up to the painting.

I held it up so she could see it better.

“Oh, my God!” Her eyes opened wider, her jaw started to drop. “It is! It really is!

I stood proudly, preened even, and…she started laughing. I mean, really laughing. Gut busting, belly holding, thigh slapping laughing.

“Uh, honey, it’s—“

“It’s you! As a…a woman!”

I stood, shattered, wondering what had gone wrong. I thought it was so cool, and here…she laughed.

She picked it up and walked to the fireplace. She placed it on the mantle. And there stood I.

My face, normally squarish, was triangular in the painting. The jaw softer and the lips fuller.

My eyes, very brown and honest, were now made up, smoky pools of lust.

My hair was wavy and curled down around my shoulders, and below my bare, rather slender shoulders I had large breasts. Maybe not as good as Sandra Otterson’s, but pretty damned good. Big, with large, erect nipples.

Below my boobs my waist was narrow, the hips flared, and my vagina peeked out from the juncture of my thighs.

Diana was still laughing. Not as big and boisterous, but still pretty heart felt. And I was now feeling about a foot tall. I mumbled something and started to turn away.

Diana ran over to me, grabbed my arm. “No you don’t. Where on earth did you get this?”

“There’s a guy I met. He does paintings. He said…I thought it would be cool. I mean…” I trailed off.

“Well, honey, you really outdid yourself.”

“Well, uh…” I just wanted to slink out.

“Oh, don’t be embarrassed. In fact, it is cool. It’s just…unexpected. I mean, I didn’t think you wanted to be a woman.”

“I don’t. He just painted it, and I didn’t know what he was painting, and then he showed it to me and I thought it was cool…” I blurted, “Well haven’t you ever wondered what you would look like as a man?”

“No.”

She was emphatic. But we were standing in front of the fireplace and she was staring at the painting. Fixedly. And she was starting to think about it.

“You know, there is a certain…surreal nature to it. I mean, if it was just a painting of a girl it would be, actually, pretty good. The guy has great style, great technique. But the fact that I know it’s you…that makes it…bizarre.”

“Uh, yeah.” The fact that she was taking it seriously wasn’t making me feel any better. “Well, I’ll put it out in the garage. I can take it to work and toss it in the dumpster.”

“No…” She let go of me, stood with one leg forward, one elbow in hand, and one hand under chin. She tilted her head one way, then the other. Then she walked to the side and looked again.

“No. I like it.”

“You do?”

“Sure. You caught me by surprise. That’s all. But looking at it…I’m going to hang it over the mantle.

“But it’s…she’s…I’m naked!”

She glanced at me, “You think people will recognize it as you, and think that’s your real tits and snatch.”

“Well, uh, no. but—“

“Then it’s settled. Derrickina will reside above our fire. Go make us a couple of drinks and let’s toast the babe.”

Well, it wasn’t a complete success, but she accepted it, and…I started to feel better.

I went and mixed a couple of drinks. Seven and seven for her, bourbon and Coke for me, with the good bourbon. Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon. Cheap at $56.99

I brought the drinks in and found Diana sitting on the couch, staring up at the painting. Her head was a bit to one side and she was totally lost in it.

I placed her drink on the coffee table and sat down next to her.

She stared at the painting, seemed unaware of me.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat.

She actually jerked, which showed how deeply she was entranced. “Oh, I was looking at the…” she noticed the drink and bent forward to pick it up. She sipped, and I watched her red lips kiss the glass.

She watches painting, I watch her. Yes. It was my favorite hobby, Diana watching.

We sat there, and she sipped, and placed a hand on my knee. “You know, it’s sort of intriguing. The painting.”

“I thought so.” I was starting to exult. I had done something right after all.

She looked at me. Back at the painting. At me. She frowned.

“What?”

Go stand next to it.”

I stood up, a half grin on my face, and stood next to the painting.

It was a pretty big painting, and the oil me was probably half size, remarkably good detail.

Diana’s eyes danced back and forth between the real me and the art me.

“Wow. This guy is really good. Strike the pose.”

I looked at the painting, turned my body slightly, arranged my hands so one was on the hip and the other looking like it was caressing my own face. I turned my feet to hide my groin area slightly, and I turned my face and opened my lips.

“Oh, my God.” Diana whispered. “Hold it.”

She leaned forward and picked up her cell, she snapped a picture.

I went back to her and stared as the picture showed on her phone.

There it was. Me and myself. Man and woman. Naked and clothed.

It was a striking sort of contrast, and if the painting was neat, this was super neat. I mean, this artist was so good he had captured the exact dynamics of my body, my natural pose. There was virtually no difference between how I was standing, the proportion of my limbs, the angles of my limbs. It was me, twice, and virtually perfect.

“Wow.” I said.

“Take off your clothes.”

I looked at her with a grin, “Really? Right now? Middle of the after—“

“Oh, shut. It’s for art. I need to see this as close as we can get.”

I wasn’t about to refuse a request to go au naturale, especially when it came from a beautiful woman who I would like to return the favor.

I took off my shirt, humming a strip beat. Bum bum bump…shhh. Bum bum bump…shhh!” I kicked off my shoes, spun and shimmied out of my pants.

Diana was smiling, She began clapping her hands.

I was in tighty whiteys now, and black socks. I posed, and she frowned.

“Come on, everything.”

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” I quipped, but I was already out of my underwear and standing on one leg, then the other, as I pulled off my socks. I tossed the last of my garments at her and posed next to the panting. She batted the socks and underpants away and lifted her phone.

Click.

I hurried to see the picture.

“Wow.” I had the same skin tone, painting or picture. Again, my pose was accurate as to angle and proportion.  And the face, my face, it looked so eerily similar, and yet was…different. One of me was male, the real me. The other me was female.

And, I dare say it…beautiful.

Diana backed up my opinion of myself. “You make a beautiful woman.”

“Aw,” I waved my hand coyly. “You’re just saying that to get into my panties.”

She smiled. “Go stand there again.”

I went and posed. She clicked another picture

I cleared my throat.

“Yes?”

“Now that I’m all undressed with nowhere to go…” I hinted.

She looked blank.

“You might want to try this nudity thing yourself.”

She was still blank.

So I unlimbered the big and never to be ignored phrase. “Eat your pussy?”

She laughed. “Oh, honey, I’m not horny. I’m more intrigued.”

“Yeah, but…you have wifely duties.”

She grinned at me, then stared at the painting just behind me.

“Uh, Diana?”

“What?”

“Could you take off your clothes?”

By now my dick was erect, pointing straight out.

She frowned. “Could you lose the hard on? It destroys the illusion.”

Crap, she was taking this whole thing a bit more serious than I wanted. It was supposed to be cool, and I could handle it as a joke, but… “Diana,” I spoke intensely.

She heaved a sigh, which made her chest rise and fall, which made my dick bob up and down. “Okay, but you stay right there.”

I stayed, right next to the painting, in pose, and watched as she stood up. No stripper music for her, but she didn’t need any. She was just a heart stopped without any accompaniment. Didn’t need no stinkin’ accompaniment.

She unbuttoned her blouse and stood revealed in bra, and I caught my breath. Mr. Happy bobbed harder.

She unzipped her skirt and slid out of it, then downed her panties. There she stood, her nipples peeking over her half bra, big nipples, big boobs. Sexy garters framing her shaved snatch, the nylons adding a sexy sheen to her already sexy legs.

I gulped. “Talk about wow.”

She came around the coffee table and put an arm around me. “Don’t move. Keep your pose.”

I froze, and she plastered her body against mine. Her breasts pressed against my side, her hand went down to my cock. She leaned her head against my face and kissed the side of my mouth gently.

“Don’t move,” she whispered.

“Heysoos,” I whispered back. I was trembling for her touch. I wanted to move in the worst possible way. I wanted to grab her and throw her on the couch and…and do what men have been doing to women since men and women were invented.

She ran her hand up and down my shaft, and I groaned.

“Freeze, mister. Don’t move. Be as still as a painting.”

Huh!

She dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth.

Another groan escaped me and she slapped my thigh. “Shut.”

I did, and she went back to mouthing my turgid trophy. Her red lips moved up and down, then she deep throated me. I couldn’t help it, I gasped, as I felt her tongue lapping at my balls. My cock was clutched by her tonsils, then she grabbed my balls and squeezed.

That was it, I couldn’t handle anymore. I lurched and shot my load, down her throat.

I was past her swallowing mechanism, so spurt after spurt went straight down the tube and never saw the light of day. I grew weak in the legs, and she braced her hands on my thighs, kept me upright.

Spurt after spurt, then I was done. I sagged, held onto the mantle with one hand.

She let me go, stood up and licked her lips. “I wish you would take a little longer in sex, and a little shorter in blow jobs,” but she was grinning.

“Sorry,” I gulped and was breathing hard, “I’ll try a little harder.

“I think you’re hard enough, it’s just how long you’re hard.”

I laughed.

She said, “Don’t move.”

She stood back and inspected me. “Stay right there.”

Curious, I held my painting pose, and she dashed out of the room. In a second she was back. She had a roll of tape and was pulling a strip off. She stood in front of me and used scissors to separate the strip.

“What’s this?”

“Medical. It’s stretchy, will stick, will hold you in place.”

“Why do I—EE!”

She grabbed my testicles and pulled them up and put the tape around them, then she reached around behind me and pulled the tape. My testicles went back and up.

“Hey!” My voice was a little high.

“Don’t move.”

“It hurts.”

“Don’t be a baby.”

I wasn’t being a baby, but I was on tip toes as she pulled my package back between my legs. She slapped the tape against my cheeks, angled into my crack, then stood back.

I looked down. I was still on tip toes. I still felt like she was yanking the puppies up. The tape was tighter than a fat lady in nylons.

“What are you—“

“Quick, take the pose.”

Puzzled, I took the pose.

She went to the couch, picked her phone and clicked it again. She looked at it.

“Can I see?” My voice was still high pitched, my balls felt like somebody was trying to lift them up behind me.

She came around and showed me the photo.

There was me…with no balls nor penis. And it was even more like the painting. After all, the female me had no sex organs showing, and now even the male me had no sex organs. To speak of.

“You need to shave yourself.”

“Honey…”

And paint your toes the same red as hers.”

“HONEY!”

She looked at me, seemingly confused by my harsh tone.

“What?”

“Enough! Let’s give it a break.”

“Right now? But you’re so…you…”

“Diana?”

She soughed in disappointment.

I reached around behind me and searched for the end of the tape.

“Could you keep the tape on?” She was suddenly in front of me, her body pressed to mine, her face looking up. Begging.

“It’s too tight.”

“I’ll loosen it a little. Can you keep it on? Just for a while? Just for me?”

“Well, I…”

“Did you like your blow job?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Do you ever want another one?”

“Hey!”

“Ever? As long as you live.”

I sighed in exasperation.

“Oh, goody,” she leaped to my conclusion. “Let me loosen it a bit.”

She pulled the ends of the tape off, lowered my balls a touch. “Is that enough?”

“A little more.”

She lowered them a bit more, I sighed, and she pressed on the tape again. I was still uncomfortable, my balls were between my legs, and one wasn’t higher than the other, so it would make it weird to walk, but at least I wasn’t on tip toes and holding my ass way high.

She stepped back and looked at me.

“God, that’s beautiful.”

“Me emasculated is beautiful? You like me without balls?”

“Well, yeah. Sort of. I mean, I love your balls, but you looking like that…it’s so damned hot.”

“Oh.”

“Now, let’s have another drink. I want to think about this. I’ve got some ideas.”

“Ideas?”

“Yeah, about you and the picture.”

“Oh.”

And I was sort of dazed. From outright rejection and laughter, this had become something else.

Still, I liked the way she was so alive, laughing and holding my arm, talking into me with excited whispers and little exclamations.

So we went into the kitchen and I mixed a couple more drinks while she played with the photos on her phone.

I set her drink down and she held up the phone. “See?”

She had made a little slideshow of the photos. I watched as I stood next to the painting fully clothed. Then naked. Then naked with no male genitalia.

It was sort of cool.

She tapped on her phone and I blinked. She was calling up facebutt.

“Hey…what are you doing?”

She actually looked puzzled, as if she wasn’t doing anything weird or wrong. “Sending to my friends.”

“No!” I put my hand over her phone.

“Why not?”

“That’s a picture of me! Naked!”

She looked at the slideshow again, tilted her head, then slowly nodded. “Yeah, I guess it is.” She frowned, then she brightened up. “I can blur the face. And the package.”

I shook my head.

“Why don’t you fix us dinner and I’ll go do some photoshop.”

“Honey…” But I was talking to the wind. She was already down the hallway and entering the computer room.

Sighing, at least I had caught her in time, I couldn’t believe she was so addled she would put me on the net naked, I fixed dinner.

I slit some hot dogs down the center and scorched them lightly. Then I cut them in little pieces and threw them in a can of simmering baked beans. Bushes, with the brown sugar. I added some onions and a touch of garlic, a few herbs and spices, and…voila!

Shortly I was ladling out two bowls. I walked down the hallway, holding the hot bowls with my forearm against my body, and two fresh drinks.

I entered the room and stopped, and almost dropped everything. “Diana!”

On the screen, on facebutt, I stood in all my glory. With my face and my package showing. Then the slide show clicked and I stood, no sex package.

“What did you do?”

She turned and grinned. She took a drink and extracted a bowl of dogs and beans from my grip. I almost dropped the other bowl, but I managed to hang on. On the screen I was clicking through.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

Again and again.

“You didn’t photoshop it! You just…put it up!”

“Relax,” she turned and watched the show. “I just showed it to a few friends.”

“But that’s a public channel!”

“They liked it. They reposted and…” she shrugged.

I stared in horror. I flickered through the scenes.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

“You’ve got to take it down!”

“No can do. Besides…”

Whatever her ‘besides’ was, the phone interrupted her.

“Hi, Candy. Oh, yes…that’s him. Beautiful, isn’t it? Why sure. Ten minutes? Sure.” Then she hung up.

My head was moving back and forth, a negative shake that didn’t effect the world at all, and did nothing for my sense of falling down a bottomless well.

“That was Candy.”

“Oh,” I was mesmerized by myself on the screen.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

“What?” I jerked my head towards her.

She was sitting, her legs folded under her on the swivel chair, spooning my version of suburban hot dog chili into her mouth. She glanced away from the screen and looked at me. “Candy. Candy Sherman. She wants to come over and see the painting.”

“But…but…”

She giggled. “You sound like a motorboat.”

I forced myself through my panic and to the conclusion. “But she’ll see me, too!”

“So?” Diana shrugged, and turned back to the screen.

Clothes.

No clothes but sex organs.

No clothes and no sex organs.

I left my hot dogs and beans and ran out of the room, down the hall, into my bedroom. I quickly pulled on some shorts and a tee shirt. Then I ran back out to the living room, gathered up the clothes I had taken off earlier. I ran back to my bedroom and threw them in the hamper. I ran out to the front room, and stopped.

I was frantic. I was a chicken sans head. I didn’t know what to do.

I looked at the picture. The picture! I had to get rid of it!

I ran to the fireplace and picked up the painting. I could take it out to the garage. No, I could take it through the garage and put it next to the garbage cans. I could—

DING DONG!

I froze.

The door opened. “Diana?” It was Candy Sherman.  Oh, my God!

I heard Diana walking down the hall. She was still wearing heels. Usually she took off her heels after work, but she had been so engrossed in the painting and the posing that…she was still wearing her heels.

“Hi, Candy. come on in!”

Candy stepped out of the foyer, Diana stepped out of the hall. They hugged and looked at me.

I was frozen, the painting in my hands, wishing I could jump out a window. Even if I had been on the tenth floor, I wanted to jump out a window.

“There he is!” Candy cooed and came towards me. “And he’s got the painting!”

“I…I…”

“Go on, put it back up on the mantle. Let Candy see.”

Helpless, nothing else I could do, I placed the painting over the fire place. I felt a sob beginning way down in my throat.

Diana and Candy stood in front of the couch, behind the coffee table, and scrutinized the painting.

Candy was a good looking woman. And she was dressed up. Had she fixed herself up just to come see the painting?

Her breasts were up, on display, and her lips were red and moist looking. As I watched she licked her lips and touched her hair.

“Wow.”

“Amazing, isn’t it?”

“Totally. But…”

“But, what?”

“Can he stand by it?”

She didn’t even look at me. I was nothing more than a vase of flowers, to be arranged and presented for her viewing pleasure.

“Go on, Derrick. Do the pose.”

“No.”

They both looked at me, at the same time, with fixed determination and displeasure.

“Derrick?” Diana warned.

“Oh, God!” I stomped around the table and stood next to the painting.

The stared, and smiled. “So nice.” Candy nodded her head.

RING!

“I’ll get it,” I said quickly.

Diana: “You just stand there, mister!”

She went and answered her cell. I could hear her voice, but couldn’t make out the words.

“That really is amazing,” Candy muttered. “It just needs…”

Diana came back in the room. “That was Shelly and Tammi.”

“Can he take off his clothes?”

“Wait a minute!”

“Sure. Take off your clothes, Derrick.”

“I’m not taking off my clothes!”

They both looked at me, that same, mean, hungry, not to be denied look.

“Okay, just my shirt.”

I was almost shaking now, this thing was out of control, but I took off my shirt. I posed.

Candy moved to the side and frowned. Then, “His arm isn’t high enough.”

“Move your hand higher.”

I did, and they both grinned. “That’s it.”

“Hi, Diana! Can I come in?”

It was Jane, from next door. And she had two girls with her who I didn’t know. And she was already in, Her and her two friends peered around the edge of the foyer.

“By all means! Come in!”

They crowded in. “This is Sandy and Nancy. We saw your light , and the slide show on the internet, and…wow! It looks even more impressive in person.

They clustered behind and around the coffee table. They oohed and ahhed, and I stood there, near trembling. I wanted to get out of there.

“Amazingly lifelike.”

“The skin texture.”

“He needs a bit of make up.”

“That’s it,” I blurted “I’ve had enough.”

“DERRICK!” Diana shouted. It was piercing and penetrating. “Just stand there and let us see.”

Her face was fierce, and, the most terrible thing, all the girls had the same fierce concentration on their faces.

I couldn’t believe it. I was…being abused.

Well, not abused, but I was being picked on.

And there was nothing I could do about it.

One of the ladies came forward, I think it was Sandy, and she took my arm and walked me back next to the picture.

“Now…pose!” snapped Diana.

Dutifully, helpless, I struck the pose, and a chorus of sighs rose and fell.

DING DONG!

I looked at the door. Through a slice of window I saw several more ladies.

Diana said, “Oh, goody. Shelly and Tammi. And they’ve brought some friends!”

More ladies entered the living room, and now it was getting downright crowded, and even if I was to bolt and run, I wouldn't be able to get through the massed crowd.

“Wow!”

“That is something.”

“He is so lifelike.”

And that confused me. I, the he in the room, was alive. It was the picture, the her, that should be referred to as lifelike.

“Amazing.”

“Diana?” One of the girls asked.

“Yes,” Diana answered without taking her eyes off me.

“Could you tell him…could he…take off his pants?”

“YES! YEAH! TELL HIM!”

Voices erupted excitedly.

I stared at Diana and mouthed ‘NO!’ but she just grinned.

“Derrick.”

“No!” I said.

“Take your pants off.”

“No!”

I don’t know who said it first, but the girls started to chant. “Strip! Strip! Strip!”

I shook my head.

Diana worked her way through the crowd. She approached me and hissed into my ear, “Take off your damned pants!”

“No!”

“You want to embarrass me in front of my friends?”

“Diana! I—“

“If you ever want this little weenie to squirt again…you’ll take those damn pants off!” She actually grabbed my package and squeezed to emphasize her words.

Then a pair of hands, I don’t know whose, snaked in and unbuckled my belt. I stared at my wife, tears filling my eyes, and hands pulled down my pants.

Then I was naked, and the girls were all standing back.

“Oh, yes!”

“Gorgeous!”

“Pose!”

My eyes overflowing, little dribbles of tars down my cheeks, I struck the pose. Naked. And the women cheered.

“Amazing!”

“Who would have believed…”

And, I  had been in such a hurry to put on pants in the beginning that I hadn’t taken the time to take the medical stretch tape off. Cell phones made their appearance, clicks were made, and once again there I was. No clothes…no sex. A man whose crotch looked vagina-ish.

And it didn’t matter that tears were streaming down my face, or that I was choking back sobs.

The girls were all pleased and smiling. And grinning. And chortling and laughing.

And one said: “He needs make up.”

Oh, fuck!


PART TWO

I pushed my way through the crowd of giggling, chattering women. I headed for the kitchen, pulled out the bottle of good bourbon, and poured a shot straight. I tilted and it slid down my throat, burning, choking, waking me up.

What was happening? These women…they were crazy! What was their fascination with the painting I had brought home?

To have me stand naked…well, not entirely naked, they couldn’t see much of my package, it being pulled back between my legs the way it was.

Diana appeared next to me, put a hand on my arm. “Derrick. What’s wrong?”

My hands were shaking, but I managed to mix a drink. Spilled some Coke all over the place, but…fuck.

“Derrick?”

“I…what are we doing?” I turned and swept an arm to indicate the living room full of women. “What are they doing?”

“It’s an art show, honey.” She had been fierce and demanding when I was posing, but now, alone, she was showing the other side of the coin. “Besides, isn’t it fun being the center of attention?”

“Not really.”

She was standing extra close to me, I could feel her breasts touching my arm. “Didn’t you like your blow job.”

“Well, yeah.”

“Wouldn’t you like another one?”

“Well…”

I mean, I know you’re probably empty right now, but there’s tomorrow, and the day after, and you’re building up a lot of brownie points. Doesn’t that count for something?”

“Yeah, but…” but her calm manner was shooting down my excitation. With her taling so calmly. explaining things so easily, I almost felt like I was the one at fault here.

“Now, listen, I’ll tell you what I’ll do.”

I looked at her.

“If you come in and do what we say, if you let us have our fun, I’ll let…no, we’ll conduct a lottery. And the winner…you know what the winner gets?”

I shook my head.

“They get to suck you off.”

“What?” I think my voice squeaked.

“That’s right. Any time you want, you can go collect. Of course, I’ll probably be fucking and sucking you so much, trying to convince you to stay home, but…” she shrugged.

Her eyes were bright, excited, and she had her hands around my upper arm, her breasts pressed against me.

In spite of the fact that she had just given me a world class blow job…I felt my dick tug at the stretch tape.

“Are you serious?” One part of me was fascinated. Another part of me was wailing away, ‘no…no…no!’

“I’ll prove it. Come on.”

She led me into the living room. The girls, who had been chattering and whispering like a bunch of magpies suddenly turned towards me.

It was frightening, their fixes gazes, the way they devoured me with their eyes.

“Ladies, I have something to say.”

The whispers shut right up and everybody paid rapt attention.

“Derrick is a bit overwhelmed. He is not used to getting so much attention, so we need to calm it down, not scare him. Okay?”

The ladies all nodded. A few muttered, but the fixed expression didn’t leave their eyes. They agreed, however, and I marveled.

“Also, he’s a little uncomfortable, being naked and having us talk about make up and all, so I told him that we would hold a lottery. That one of you lucky gals is going to get to give him a blow job!”

Small cheers erupted, and my mouth opened in astonishment.

“I want some of that!”

“Where do I. get a ticket?”

“Can I buy more than one ticket?”

“Okay, here’s the plan. I’m going to go make tickets up, create a plan, on my computer. It’ll take me about an hour. While I’m doing that, you ladies can give Derrick a make over.”

“YEA!”

“YEAH!”

The cheers filled the room, I actually stepped back.

Diana held her hand up and the cheers quieted. “Okay, Candy, can you take charge?”

“You betcha.”

A couple of women laughed at her eagerness, but they were all eager.

Diana kissed my cheek and left me, naked, in a roomful of over excited females.

Oh, fuck!

Candy led me by the hand back to the painting. She placed me in my pose position and said, “Strike a pose, Derrick.”

It was calmer now, and I had a drink brewing in my belly, so I was more relaxed. I struck the pose and held it. There was a noticeable sigh through the room.

Candy turned to the ladies. “Okay, we can fit five people on the sofa. Tammi, why don’t you get Derrick a fresh drink…”

“Bourbon and Coke,” I blurted.

“Bourbon and Coke,” Tammi acknowledged.

“And Cynthia, we’re going to need some of your Hollywood make up.”

“Got it in my car,” The girl named Cynthia charged out the door. I wondered who she was, how she had got into the house. For that matter, I didn’t know who half the women were. But they were here, and there wasn’t anything to do but go along.

“Janey, we need a wig. His natural color.”

“Take me ten minutes. I have the perfect wig at home.”

“Samantha, clothes.”

Samantha backed up towards the dining room. “Ladies, if you have appropriate clothes, come see me.”

A couple of women followed her into the living room.

Candy turned to me. “Okay, Derrick, ready to go?”

I gulped.

“Then let the game begin.”

Cynthia was already back, and she stepped up to me and opened a big make up kit. Two girls came up next to her and began digging through the make up.

“Ooh, this will match his skin color.”

“What do you think of blue for his eyes?”

“Grey would be better,” somebody opined. “Sexy, smoky grey.”

Little hands rose to my face, little sponges started cleaning my pores, and I was aware that my hard on was getting harder.

I stood there, sipping my drink. And the next drink had a straw in it so I didn’t move my head or face much. And the make up slowly transformed me. My skin became void of imperfection. My color blended, blush appeared on my cheeks.

Candy was running around, organizing, and every once in a while she came to me and lifted up a small mirror. I could see myself, differently every time.

And…SPROING! The tape gave way and my dick popped up.

“Yeah!” Cheers erupted.

I turned bright red.

A hand patted me and a voice said, “There, there. It’s nothing.”

What an odd thing to say. My dick was nothing. Yet, being made into the spitting image of a woman, it actually sounded right.

Somebody put another drink in my hand, and I realized that I was feeling pretty happy.

“Boobs,” I heard someone say.

Yeah. Boobs. How were they going to fix that?

Clothes appeared, and an argument broke out.

How did they expect me to look like the painting if I was wearing clothes?

The clothes disappeared, and I was sentenced to stand naked.

Naked in a room filled with voluptuous, good looking, horny women.

Okay, not horny. Maybe that was my projection.

But, thinking about it, was I so wrong? The look in their eyes, the excitement on their lips, the way they breathed and hovered…and the way their hands kept stroking my dick, touching my buns.

Oddly, it felt like they were shaping me, like sculptors.

But that was ridiculous. They were just feeling me up. And wasn’t that horny?

I was drunk now, and if it wasn't for the dozens of women gathered around me, I probably would have staggered and drooled. But they kept their focus on me, and that kept me in focus. Sort of.

They finished my make up and Candy took me into the hallway and showed me my face in the hallway mirror.

It was my face, but…feminine. The feminine version. Soft, brightly colored eyes, my lips juicy red.

Wow.

“What do you think.”

“Am I a babe?”

She guided me back to the fire place and she said, “You are a babe. An official foxy babe.

She turned me and backed me into my posing place, which was sort of a weird thing. Why not walk me to the spot and have me turn around? Why walk me backwards?

But she did, and I glanced over my shoulder to make sure I didn’t trip over anything.

She quickly reached up and turned my face to the front, but not before I got a glimpse of the painting.

Funny, my face on the painting seemed more masculine. But that was silly. I shrugged it off because, let’s face it, I was drunk.

Diana came back out to the living room and held up a bunch of tickets. “Okay, ladies. What am I bid?”

The bids went up, and quickly the dollar amount went up. And this was just a discussion as to what the tickets should cost.

“10!”

“$15!”

And the price of a lottery ticked settled at $20 a ticket.

$20 a ticket! I couldn’t believe it. They were willing to pay $20 just to suck my dick. And they were buying ALL the tickets!

The women clustered around Diana, shoving twenties into her hands, and Candy passed out tickets and made notes as to ticket numbers and who bought how many.

Shortly, I heard the word ‘thousands’ thrown around.

Thousands of dollars? Fuck! If I had known my dick was worth this much I would have auctioned it off years ago!

Finally, the buying was over. Ladies clutched handfuls of tickets, and everybody turned to me.

I felt weird under the group scrutiny, but also sort of cool. The make up was neat and my dick was bobbing.

“We need to do something about his penis,” said someone.

I smiled. It looked like I was going to get my blow job sooner rather than later.

“And his boobs. They aren’t growing yet.”

I frowned. My boobs weren’t growing? What did that mean?

“We can handle that,” Diana said. “Somebody hand me my phone.”

Shortly she was talking, and I wanted to listen, but I was being pushed back to the pose position. Around the room the ladies sighed and stared at me.

I drank another drink.

“Okay, she’s on her way.”

“Who’s on the way?” I asked.

Diana smiled and patted my cheek. “We’re going to get you some world class tits.”

“Me? Tits?” I swayed a bit and my eyes were open owlishly.

Some time later, I don’t know how much time, but I was still drunk, a lady stood in front of me and pried my eyes open. I didn’t even realize they had been closed.

“Sure,” she said.

I stood, and two ladies held me up, held my arms and held me upright. I swayed, but they braced and made sure I was standing.

The lady in front of me turned, dug through a satchel, and held up a small bottle and a hypodermic.

“What’s that?”

“Nothing.”

She knelt down and I felt her handling my cock. My big, hard cock. Who somebody was going to blow. I grinned stupidly.

The lady stood up. “That should take care of that. Have you decided about the boobs?

“Vacation boobs?” said Diana. “Would that start the change?”
“Should.” the lady turned to me. “Let’s put him on a bed. Gracie, go get the small case in my back seat.”

I was walked down the hallway, and I chanted an old drinking song.

Twas on the good ship Venus,

my God you should have seen us,

with a figurehead of a whore in bed

and the mast was a petrified penis.

“Nice song,” somebody commented, and there were several giggles.

They took me to my bedroom and put me on the bed. I laid there, my arms out, and watched the ceiling spin.

The lady with the needle hovered over me. She began sticking needles in my chest and pressing on the plungers. I watched every once in a while, and my boobs began to grow.

I stared at my chest.

Growing, without the need for needles and whatever she had been injecting me. Something natural was taking over something synthetic. I marveled drunkenly, and wondered what was happening.

“Okay, it’s started. Let’s get him back closer to the painting.”

They got me out of bed and walked me down the hall. I was staggering a bit, but they kept me going, and I was walked to the fireplace.

I looked at the painting. The woman had lost her boobs. And her face was more manly. Like Mine used to be before I got all made up.

I leaned forward and stared intently, as intently as a drunk.

The ladies tried to pull me around, but I still had a bit of male strength and I held to the mantle and resisted.

“Look!” I blurted.

Everybody was watching.

“I think the paint is running!”

Everybody started chuckling, then laughing.

I started laughing, too. And I turned around and struck my pose.

Behind me a more and more masculine me started aping the feminine me.

Everything was so confused, and the whirling in my mind, the dizziness of the drinking, transformed into a different kind of dizziness. A paint shredding, morphing kind of collidoscope. Colors shifting. Paint running. Reality chuckling and transforming.

At one point I looked down at my chest. It was thinner, and the boobs they had injected me with were changed. The sloshy liquid that had morphed my chest had transformed into perfect cones, and my nipples were huge.

“Wow,” I marveled. “These are cool!”

Ladies chuckled, patted me on the cheek. Kept walking past me and inspecting me.

I turned around and stared at the painting.

My dick was on the girl in the painting, and the girl in the painting wasn’t a girl. She had short hair, my hair, and her face had no make up on it. And it was more squarish.

She was handsome enough, and she looked like I used to.

“Come on, Derrick. Pay attention.” Hands turned me around, and I entered the pose again.

The pose became easier. At first my arm had gotten tired of being lifted up, but now I just assumed the pose and there was no pain in my arm.

I leaned over and looked, and my penis was gone. In its place was a perfectly formed vagina. I stared at it, half bent over. “Where’s the hair?” I asked.

“Your body is too new. No hair on a a newly born.”

“I’m newly born?” I hiccuped.

“Sort of. Newly made, maybe. Whatever. Stand up and pose.”

So I stood, and posed, and time passed.

Ladies came and went.

Somebody made sandwiches, but I didn’t get one. I didn’t need one. I was burning up energy, I knew that, somebody said my transition required energy, but I think the extra bulk in my maleness was being burned to make my femaleness.

Finally, about six in the morning, light starting to show through the windows, Diana came to me. “Okay, Derrick. You’re all done. Why don’t you get some sleep.”

Bleary eyed, suddenly exhausted,  I looked around.

Women everywhere. Laying on the couch, sitting propped up in chairs. Most were sleeping, or at least dozing. Only a few were moving through the room, and these looked more like they were looking for places to lie down.

“Okay,” I yawned. “Am I done?”

“Oh, yes. You’re all done.”

“And what about my blow job.”

She nodded, smiled, and said, “The lottery tickets are all bought. You’re going to be a busy…man.”

“Oh, yeah…good.”

I staggered, stepping over bodies, and was led across the living room. Down the hall and over more bodies, and into my bed.

My bed, nobody sleeping in it, it was reserved for a very tired me.

I lay down and Diana covered me up. Shortly, I was sleeping.

I awoke to the sun shining through the bedroom window. I stretched, and jerked, and realized something was wrong.

I sat up and yelped.

I had tits on my chest, and my body was shrunken. It was feminine. I had long hair, and I felt my face. It was soft.

I sprang out of bed—there were no bodies on the floor—and looked at the mirror on the dresser.

I was a woman! I was naked. I looked down. I had no penis. I bent over further and saw that I had a vagina.

“Diana!” My voice was a terrified squeak. “Diana!” I ran out into the living room.

Diana was reading something on her iPad. She looked up and smiled. “Hello, dear.”

“What has happened to me?”

“What are you referring to?” but she was laughing on the inside.

“I’m a girl! I was a boy! What happened to my dick? Why do I have boobs?”

She nodded. “My, those are very big boobs, too.”

“Why? What happened?”

She patted the couch next to her and put the iPad down.

I sat and stared at her.

She turned and crossed her legs. She indicated I should do the same.

I turned on the couch, crossed my legs, and was aware that my vagina was…hanging out.

“My,” she said, staring down at my junction. “That is a beautiful pussy.”

“Diana?” I was close to tears.

She looked at me, that damned smile on her face. “I’ll tell you, but there’s one thing we have to do first.”

“What?” I was shaking.

She leaned forward and gently touched her lips to mine.

It was like an electrical shock went through me. I had kissed her before, but this was different. This was…super sexual.

Not the light, little male sexual blip, but the big, female sexual tsunami. I felt every inch of my skin perk up.

“Derrick, sweet Derrick, I have loved you so much.”

“Uh…”

“I have cleaned for you, cooked for you, rubbed your back and…other parts.” She smiled. “But now things are changing. Before they do, however, there is one last thing we must do.”

“What?”

“We must make sweet, sweet love.”

She moved forward, took me in her arms and pushed me back. She kissed me, and her hands slid down to my breasts. I gasped when she flicked a nipple, then she was sucking them. One after the other, causing me to almost swoon, again and again.

She kissed up my body, attacked my mouth again.

Her hand went down to my pussy and I jerked.

“It’s okay. I’ll be gentle. It’s all natural. It’s what you want.”

I was scared, but she was so sure of herself, and she was my wife!

I found myself laying back, feeling her gentle hands play over my body.

She kissed, she sucked, and the sensations were so different, so much more intense. It was much more intense than the sensations I had experienced as a man.

“Okay, dear. It’s time…”

She stood up, unzipped her skirt, and lowered it. I stared in shock. She had a huge dick! Then I realized it was a strap on! I could see the harness, the buckles, and I could see that the thing was made of some kind of soft plastic.

“This is going to feel wonderful, dear.” She placed her knees between my legs and moved closer to me. My legs came apart, and I stared in shock.

What was happening to me?

Yet she was so gentle, and she touched my pussy with her hands.

I gasped. Electrical sexuality shot through my whole body. I could feel my nipples like they were little points of fire.

“Like that?”

I gulped, but gave a slight nod.

She entered me. I had natural juices and she slid right into me, all the way into me. I felt a stretching, filling feeling, a white hot pleasure slicing through me, then I was laying back, opened up, penetrated.

She stopped moving, just held herself above me.

I found myself wanting something, motion, sensation, more.

I bucked my hips, or rather my hips bucked, took me along for the ride, and I felt her penis shifting around inside me, rubbing against my nerves.

“Oh…”

“That’s it. Accept it. No need to fight it.”

I wanted to fight it, at first, but I realized that was the residue of male in me. She was right. I didn’t want to fight.

She began to move up and down, impaling me to the hilt, then drawing back, turning me inside out, causing my nerves to shriek with unbelievable pleasure.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” I chanted in time to her thrusts, and then I felt that moment of ignition. It was deep, deeper than in a man, but the resulting wave was big, bigger than anything a man experienced. It was just a huge tidal wave of roaring, sexual intensity that washed over me, lifted me up, slammed me down.

I was crying, holding on, and she slowed her motions. “There you go,” she crooned. “You’re all right now.”

She pulled back, slid out of me, and I didn’t want her to leave. I missed that filled feeling already.

She got off me, stood up and took off the strap on. She pulled her skirt back on and looked down at me.

“What happened to me?”

She say down, put an arm around me, and said, “I thought it was an urban legend. The legend…the picture of Femian Grey. But when you brought home that painting…I knew. It was no myth.

“But who is Femian Grey?”

She smiled, her eyes a thousand miles away as she turned over the rumors and legends in her mind.

Femian was born a man, but wanted to be a woman. He searched the world over, looking for a way to transform himself. He dabbled in sorcery, explored alchemy, wherever there was a rumor…he traveled and explored and tried to find the fire behind the smoke.”

She turned to me. “Where there’s smoke there’s got to be fire, and he knew that.”

“But what happened to me? What does Femian Grey have to do with anything?”

Diana smiled. “He discovered a method. He couldn’t change himself, but he could change others. So he travels the world and searches for people who want to change. He paints them, and the paintings have magical powers. If he paints you as the other sex…then the other sex you shall become.”

“But why hasn’t this…why doesn’t everybody know this? This is the first time I ever heard of such thing.”

“Women don’t speak of it, except in whispers. Men don’t know, and they would laugh.”

“But what about that lottery…for the blow job?”

“They were just putting some money together, to help you along in your new life.”

“So…no blow job?”

“What have you got to blow?” She looked at me wryly.

“But…but…”

She shushed me with a finger on the lips. “That painting was done by Femian Grey. Go on, look at it.”

I hesitated, but she sat back and motioned me up. I stood up and rounded the coffee table and looked at the painting.

I was there. In the painting. A man.

There was no trace of me as a woman.

And I knew, the painting had transformed me. It had changed me from man to woman. Somehow, against all belief systems, I had been morphed.

“But…but I didn’t want to be a woman.”

Diana was standing next to me now. She reached forward and touched the face of the man in the painting. My face. And it was like I could almost feel the touch of her fingers on my face.

“You didn’t know that you wanted to be a woman.”

“No, I really didn’t.”

She smiled and shook her head, then turned to me.

“That is why there is a final test. If you accept a penis without question…if you fuck like a woman, then the painting is true.”

“What if I had resisted? What if I hadn’t let you fuck me?”

“Then you would have changed back. You would have become a man again.”

“But now…now…will I ever change back to myself?”

“Honey, you ARE yourself! You are a woman. Proven by sex and our love.”

“But…but what will I do?”

You will live your life. You will experience the life of a woman. some of it will be difficult, but…” she shrugged. “…the rewards of being a woman far outweigh the penalties.”

I turned to the painting. I stared at it.

It was a wonderful painting. The technique was peerless. The colors exactly right. It was a masterpiece, and yet…it would never be seen outside my living room.

I would be seen, however. And I would learn…and live.

But the man in the painting, in the picture done by Femian Grey…he was done.

END


A Note from the Author!

Hi, guys and gals. It was a real kick writing these stories

and I hope you had as much fun as I did.

If you’re interested in more, you should visit me at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Gracie
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: sisridebook cov use.jpg]

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!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from

The Feminization Games

Read it on kindle or paperback
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