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The Feminization of the Male!

You must feminize them for their own good!


PART ONE

“Hey, babe. A couple of beers out here.”

Lonnie called to his wife from the patio. He and his friend, Bruce, were shooting the bull.

Inside the house Sunny gritted her teeth. She wasn’t a servant to be called at whim. Yet Lonnie treated her like that.

‘Get me a beer.’

‘I was going to watch game, you don’t mind?’ as he clicked her show off.

‘I took your car, mine was dirty.’

If anything got dirty she was expected to clean it. He dropped his dirty drawers where he wished. He never volunteered to help with the dishes.

How in the world did she become slave to her husband?

She grabbed a couple of beers, walked to the door and threw them. “Here you go!”

They sailed over the head of Lonnie and his friend and landed in the pool.

“Hey!”

But she was already back in the kitchen. She felt good, but she knew she was going to hear about it.

Lonnie didn’t like his wife to talk back, or, in this case, to ’act back’.

But that was just tough beans for him. She was getting a little tired of the second class citizen bullcrap he was relegating her to.

She finished the dishes, started the machine, then went into the garage to start the laundry.

The laundry, in this case, consisted of his underwear. She groaned as she saw the pile of shirts and pants.

She picked up one of his underpants and glared at it. And threw it down. That was it. Enough was enough. She left the laundry and headed for the computer room. She powered up the computer and typed in, ‘What do you do about a lazy slob of a husband.’

It must have been a popular topic because dozens of links popped up. She selected one at random and read…

•  Have a conversation about cleaning duties.

•  Avoid accusing your spouse.

•  Work together to make a list of chores.

•  Divide the chore list between you.

•  Be reasonable with your expectations.

•  Work as a team.

She frowned.

She looked at other solutions, but they were mostly lists like this, and they didn’t seem to have much to do with reality.

A couple of them advised making your husband a hero. Hunh! How do you make a hero out of a slob?

Still, there was food for thought here, and she kept looking.

An item said she should forgive and move on. She snorted. Some idiot was obtuse.

Another item said things like ‘butter him up with compliments.’ Maybe, if he ever did something worth complimenting.

The more she read the more irritated she got.

Halfway through her ‘research Lonnie entered the computer room.

“What the hell is it with you? Do you know how embarrassing that was? What the heck is Bruce going to think about…”

He went on and on, nagging and nagging, and Sunny swiveled and faced him.

“So I don’t want you to ever pull a stunt like that again,” he finished.

She smiled and said, “You’re an underwear head.”

He blinked, was actually confused. “What?”

Sunny had no idea where that comment came from, she just knew she had been pushed over the top, and she started giggling.

“Are you crazy.”

She grinned. “Yep.”

He actually backed out of the room.  he didn’t understand her, and suddenly he was overwhelmed.

And Lonnie suddenly realized a truth: he was a nit picky, wife controlling nag because she had let him.

Then she frowned. He wasn’t a bad person, just a lazy slob of a person. So how was she going to make this work? She had to change him, yet changing a man was like trying to move a building with a trowel.

She went back to the net.

“Hey, honey? I’m out of underwear!”

It was morning and he was getting ready for work.

She had been up for an hour, doing chores, making breakfast, making herself beautiful.

She walked into the room and aid, “It’s right there.”

Where?” he looked around.

“In the hamper.”

He blinked, “But why aren’t they clean?”

“Because you never cleaned them.”

The look on his face, she was having a hard time not grinning.

“But you’re supposed to do the laundry?”

“I did. My clothes are clean.”

“But what about my clothes? I can’t go to work in stinky, dirty clothes?

“Well, you could always wear some of mine.”

“Why aren’t you doing my underwear?”

“I didn’t get it dirty. It’s a responsibility thing, honey.” That sure sailed right over his had.

“But it’s the wife’s duty to do the laundry! Everything is divided up. there’s jobs that men do, and there’s jobs that women do.”

He was trying to explain patiently, but it was obvious that he thought she was bonehead that he had to explain this to her.

“I didn’t know that!” she spoke innocently.

“What?”

“That’s amazing,” she said as she turned and left the room. “I never knew that. Men doing certain jobs, and women doing other jobs…why didn’t they teach me this in school.”

Lonnie was shaking his head. what was wrong with his wife? She’d never been this stupid before!

He turned back to the hamper. He picked out a pair of underpants. Hmm. Maybe if he just turned it inside out, then…he shook his head. Crap. He tossed his tighty not-so-whiteys back in the hamper, and his eyes fell on her open dresser drawer.

Her underwear. He blinked. She had said to wear some of hers. Should he?

He grinned. He should. It would teach her a lesson. He reached into her drawer and took out a pair of high cuts. They were stretchy, and he figured his balls wouldn’t suffer too badly. Still, maybe there were better ones in the drawer. :He rummaged around, making a mess, and chose a pair of stretchy white ones.

He pulled them up his legs, scrunched his package into the rather pouchless affair, and…it didn’t feel half bad.

It wasn’t comfortable, not like his male underwear, but it was…kinky. His dick did a boner and he looked down. Heh.

Truth was, they hadn’t been having much sex lately. He figured it was a female thing. He didn’t understand that she was just getting so irritated with him that she did’t want to.

But now he felt his dick perk up. Kinky underwear. Heck, he could wear this stuff. And his wife would have to deal with it.

He finished dressing and walked out to the kitchen.

Sunny was sitting at the table. She had a piece of toast, a cup of coffee, and half an orange.

“Hey! Where’s my breakfast?”

Sunny looked around. She looked under the table. She looked at him with an innocent expression. “That’s funny, it was here a minute ago.”

“Come on. What’s going on with you. First you don’t do the laundry, now you don’t fix my breakfast. Why are you turning into such a lazy slob?”

Lonnie froze, he had just accused her of what he was, and it hit her right in the button.

She took a breath. Another one.

He was ignorant of what he had caused. He went to the fridge and looked in. “Well, I’ll pick up a donut on the way. But you better shape up.”

She was blinking now, and she expected that steam was coming out of her ears.

“Or what?”

“Or what what?” he was now confused.

“Or what will you do? What if I don’t shape up?”

He shook his head, backed up, then just turned and went out to the garage.

Sunny took a half dozen deep breaths. She heard his car leave. She had to be at work herself, so she went back to the bedroom to finish getting ready.

And saw the messed up dresser drawer. She looked in it, aghast. Everything had been folded neatly, and now everything looked like Bugs Bunny’s butthole.

Seeing red, she started to fold the underwear, then stopped.

He was wearing her underwear. She blinked. She smiled. He was wearing girly underwear. It wasn’t a big deal, but he was such a fussy man type that…he was wearing her underwear.

She left the mess, closed the drawer, and started to think.

And think and think.

That night Lonnie came home late. He had had a couple of beers with the fellows, hadn’t bothered to call her, and the dinner was cold.

He was smart enough to realize that was his fault, and he said, “Just toss it. I’m not hungry anyway.”

She would have fumed, but she had been thinking all day.

She knew that she could change him.

But she knew she couldn't change him through anger and harsh words.

So she did the dishes, took care of a few chores, then went into the computer room.

He was watching porn. he hadn’t heard her and hadn’t closed the screen, and she saw some Lesbians fisting each other.

Lesbians fisting each other? WTF?

“Hi, honey. Did you come to apologize?”

She smiled and sat down in the swivel next to his. “Nope. I came to tell you that you’re a slob. I love you, but I’m not going to pick up after you.”

He frowned and sat back. She realized that he tended to run away when she got tough with him, called him on his behavior. Still, let him run, she had to at least give him a chance before she lowered the boom on him.

“Honey, what’s going on with you? Have you been talking to Marsha again?”

Marsha was her besty who had never quite approved of Lonnie as a husband.

And it was just like him to try and turn things around so it was her fault.

She kept an even keel and smiled. I will be doing things like cleaning the bedsheets because I sleep on them. I’ll make dinner, but I’m not going to leap up to make you breakfast, and I bought you some paper plates.”

“Paper plates?”

“You don’t do the dishes, now you won’t have to.”

“But you…”

“Don’t drive my car anymore. Do your own laundry…” and she dropped the other shoe, “…or wear mine. that’s fine with me.”

“Wear your…” he looked totally confused now. The world was officially falling apart for him.

“I‘ll let you know if there’s anything else.”

Lonnie, a dazed, reproachful look in his eyes, stood up. He walked out of the room.

Sunny smiled.

The next day Sunny pretended to be asleep. Truth was she liked to get up early and work, but she wasn’t about to give up her guns. If she got up he would expect breakfast. Her staying in bed and he would know that she wasn’t fixing breakfast.

Not being particularly quiet, he got up and went right to her underwear drawer. He slid it open, then she heard him say, “What the fuck?”

He lifted up a tummy shaper.

Sunny stifle a giggle. She had hidden all her panties. All that was in the drawer were tummy shapers and a corset.

“My nylons are in the second drawer,” she spoke softly, not bothering to open her eyes.

He made an exasperating sound.

For a moment she figured he wouldn’t do it, but he gave in. He pulled the tummy shaper up his legs and adjusted the midsection over his belly.

She was watching him surreptitiously through half closed lids. “Ooh, sexy,” she said.

He froze. She hadn’t sounded like she was making fun of him, but…was she making fun of him?

She could see the confusion on his face. She sat up, her large boobs suddenly on display, and said, “You should wear those more often. They make your waist look tight, like you’ve got abs. Squeezes your butt down a bit too. They look sexy.

He stared at her for a minute. Then she realized he was staring at her boobs.

Good.

She hefted a boob, licked the nipple as she watched him, then lay back and turned over.

He gulped. WRF? Then he looked at himself in the mirror, then walked out of the room.

She waited two minutes, just enough time for him to open the fridge, and padded into the kitchen. She wasn’t wearing a stitch. Her buxomness drew his attention, and she said, “I’m going to take a shower. Are you making bacon and eggs?”

He was still looking at her tits. “Yeah.”

“Good. Make for me, too. Be back in a minute.”

She ran down the hallway, jumped into the shower, jumped out, put on some lipstick, and ran back to the kitchen.

He had two plates on the table and was ready to pour the orange juice. He looked at her red mouth.

“I’ll take a bourbon and Coke.”

That spun him around. “What?”

“Bourbon and Coke.”

“But it’s Friday morning!”

“No, it’s not.”

“What?”

“It’s National Bourbon and Coke day.” Happens a couple of times a week. This week. Mix that drink…unless you’ve forgotten how.”

Stunned, he went to the liquor cabinet and took down the bourbon. He got a glass down and started to pour and she stopped him. “Ice, please. We’re not cave people, you know. Ice was invented last year.”

He got out the ice, mixed the Coke and bourbon, and placed the drink in front of her.

She sipped, leaving a red lip print on her glass.

He stared at the red. Then he looked at her boobs. then he looked at her. “What’s going on?”

“I’m going to run away with a midget from the circus.”

He shook his head. “What?”

“I decided it’s time for a change. The midget’s name is Boris. Did you know that midget’s have regular, full-size cocks?”

Logically, Lonnie knew she was fooling with him. But he couldn’t listen to the logic. It just didn’t make sense.

He sat down and ate, his eyes totally on her. And especially her boobs.

She smiled, drank her drink, nibbled at the bacon and eggs.

“What are you doing?” he whispered.

“Having fun. How about you? Are you having fun yet? Do you like the tummy shaper? Tomorrow I’ll leave out some nylons for you. I suggest you shave your legs tonight. You’re going to love how they feel.”

She leaned across the table, her boobs touching the surface, and put her hand on his. “Honey, your cock is too fucking big for me. I can’t handle it any more. Boris might be regular size, but that’s small compared to you. So…he’ll keep me satisfied. You should probably just jack off from here on out.”

Lonnie’s mouth opened and closed.

She got up and left the room.

“You didn’t finish your breakfast.”

She came back to the kitchen, her breasts jiggling. She picked up her plate and put it in the garbage.

“Hey! That’s a real plate!”

“Too bad it’s not a paper plate.” She sauntered out, flipping her hair to the side as she passed him.

He watched her butt sway down the hall. And he took the real plate out of the garbage and put it in the sink with the other real plates because, well, because somebody had to be responsible.

That night she had dinner ready. On paper plates. The sink was still full of dishes.

Lonnie came in and looked at the sink. “Aren’t you going to do the dishes?”

“Why?”

“Look, I’ve had just about enough of this silliness.”

“Oh, goody!”

“The dishes aren’t going to do themselves. We can use paper plates if you want, but those dishes need to be cleaned.”

“So clean it. They’re mostly yours. I’ll tell you what…I’ll clean my dishes, and you clean yours.”

“Okay.” he finally acceded.

After he went to work, and before she went to hers, she did half the dishes. When she left his dirty dishes were stacked on one side. Her side was clean and sparkly, dishes done and put away.

And, breakthrough. That night, when she came home he had come home first and his side of the sink was done.

And so it went. The dishes were resolved. Time to focus on the dirty clothes. But before that happened he borrowed her car.

She heard her car start up in the morning, ran out just in time to see it zip down the street.

Oh, she was boiling. She looked at his car. Needed a wash. Crumpled up McDonald’s bags were in the back. One of the windshield wipers had a loose blade.

Motherfu—she stopped herself. She smiled. She knew he was going to bring back her car dirty, and that was fine. She would clean it out and fix it so he couldn’t borrow her car again.

A plan in mind, whistling, she went into the kitchen, took the garbage out of the pail, took it out to the garage and put it in the trunk of his car. His golf clubs she put on the side of the washing machine. Since he didn’t use the washing machine he probably would’t see them.

He came home that night, sauntered in and said, “Sorry. I had to use your car today. Had a big client.” As if that made his actions okay.

“That’s okay,” she said.

He went into the bedroom to clean up and she waited. It only took a minute.

“Sunny!”

She smiled. She had poured herself a bourbon and Coke and was sitting on the patio.

“Sunny!” he yelled again. When it became obvious that she wasn’t going to come rushing in he stomped out. “What did you do to the dresser?”

“She sipped her bourbon, lifted her shades to look at him, then dropped the shades back onto her nose and said, “I put locks on the bottom drawers.”

“Why? Don’t you know that destroys the furniture?”

“Security destroys things. How interesting.” she mused. Then she smiled and said, “My underwear, the stuff I don’t want you to wear is in the middle drawer. My collection of porn—you know, things like vibrators and dildos and stuff—that’s in the bottom drawer.”

His mouth opened and closed and she sipped her drink and said, “I certainly didn’t want my good dildo up your butthole.”

“But…I don’t…”

“You don’t play with your asshole? Too bad. It’s lots of fun. Boris says my asshole is lots of fun. He really likes sticking his cock up my poop chute.”

“This has got to stop. There is no Boris.”

“There isn’t? that’s funny. I could swear I just washed his cum out of my pussy. Do you know how long it’s been since I washed your sperm out of my hole?” She reached over and grabbed his dong through his pants.

He jerked. He had come in mad, but how do you stay mad when somebody has hold of your cock and is feeling it?

“Hey!” he tried weakly.

“This is a good peeny. But…too big. You really should look at getting a penis reduction. Not a complete penectomy, you don’t have to lose it all, just maybe half. I looked it up and there’s actually a name for it called reduction corporoplasty.”

Lonnie’s mouth dropped open as Sunny rubbed him and blathered on about how his penis was too big. He finally managed to say, “But I thought you liked my big cock?”

“Oh, I used to,” she agreed amiably enough. “But you haven’t used my hole enough and it’s shrunk. Isn’t it funny? If men’s penises are big they are thought of as studs, and it has nothing to do with how they use the dick. Women on the other hand, if they have a big hole they are ‘loose cunts,’ or some such. If I fuck you again I might become a loose cunt. You wouldn’t want to do that to me, would you?”

Lonnie finally broke away. He went to the bottle of bourbon on the counter, picked it up and swigged.

Sunny watched with a smile.

The next day Sunny took her car down to the shop and asked for a slight modification. Just under the steering wheel she had a small button placed. An ignition wire ran through the button. Now the car couldn’t be started unless someone knew to flick the switch.

Lonnie continued to wear her underwear. And…he liked it.

She helped the matter by switching the underwear around. Some days she left panties in the drawer for him. Sometimes tummy shapers, and once she tried a corselet.

He balked at the corselet. He went commando that day, and Sunny just smiled and knew it would take a little more time before he was able to handle that.

He complained, of course, about her not doing the dishes, not doing the laundry (except for hers), and just about every else under the sun. But when he did she either talked gibberish, saying nonsensical things, or started telling him about Boris.

On Saturday morning he got up early, fixed his breakfast and headed out for some golf. He drove across town, a half hour drive, pulled into the parking lot, opened his trunk, and stared at a big bag of old garbage. Infested with flies. A couple of maggots crawling out of it.

He almost barfed.

He put the garbage bag in the dumpster at the golf course, then drove to a car wash where he had to take everything out of the trunk, wash it with the pressure sprayer, then dry it out. It was long and laborious and he was sweating like a pig when he was done.

The odd thing was that while he was fuming when he started, when he was done he wasn’t. Once started he had actually taken the discarded McDonald’s bags out of the rear seat, arranged the glove box, washed the car, and even replaced the wiper blade. And he washed the outsides of the whole car.

Driving home felt like a new experience. It felt like he was driving a new car. He liked it.

“Where’s my golf clubs?” he asked when he entered the house.

“I don’t know. I don’t play golf.”

“Honey, I know you’re messing with my head. But those are my golf clubs, and…I would really appreciate it if you wouldn't play games but just tell me where they are.”

Sunny looked up at him. He was serious. He was being polite. There seemed to actually be some kind of change in him. Not major, just minuscule, but…it was a change.

“You might find them if you do your laundry.”

“Huh!” he grunted, then, as turned to leave, he said the most surprising thing. “Why should I do the laundry when your underwear is so kinky cool?”

She blinked on that one. He liked her underwear? She figured he’d get tired of the kink, want some more male underwear.

She went on Amazon that day and bought some more underwear. She bought him sissy panties. Kinky, little things with a pouch for his package. And she bought him a couple of lace bodysuits. They were see through, or nearly so, and had a variety of straps and designs on them. One was called a ‘emaipokia Men Lace Lingerie Sissy Sexy Tight Cut Out Black Lace Elastic Nightgown.’ The other one was, according to the ad, an ‘Eipogp Mens Sexy Lace Lingerie Jumpsuits Hollow Out Rompers See Through Pantyhose Tights Full Bodysuit Stockings.’

Then, acting on whim, she bought him a ‘MaxTara Hiding Gaff Panties Brief Shaping for Men Crossdressing Transgender Underwear.’ The gaff was a little stiffer than regular underwear, but it was designed to push his cock back and leave him with, of all things, a camel toe in place of a bulge.

She found herself giggling when she gave into that little item.

A day later, when the majority of the underwear arrived she threw away the dirty underwear in the hamper, filled his drawer with new kink, and placed a bottle of Nair on top of the underwear.

He came home that night, gave her a dutiful kiss, and went into the bedroom.

A minute later he came back out.

“What is all that stuff?”

“It’s a tool set I picked up at the hardware store.”

“Don’t be silly. That’s underwear.”

“It is?”

“And it’s pretty strange looking underwear.

She stepped up to him, grabbed his cock and kissed him.

They hadn’t been intimate for a month now, and they hadn’t really done much more than a poke and a squirt for a year before that. Suddenly he was besieged with horny feelings.

Sunny sucked on his mouth, felt his nipples, dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth. Only of a moment, though, then she stood up and said, “Too big. Noris’s is much nicer.”

“Oh,” he said, stunned, not knowing what to do.

“Be a good, little boy and go put your panties on.” She smiled and sat back down on the couch and picked up a book. The Femwood Mansion by Grace somebody. It was pretty good reading, and she ignored him.

Lonnie walked back down the hallway, and he walked funny. First, his cock was hard. Second, he felt surreal, like he was being forced out of his head.

He looked at the underwear in his drawer. He picked up individual pieces and inspected them. The two body suit things were…weird. But…enticing. He wondered what it would be like to wear those.

He had a bunch of regular silky underwear. They were in pretty colors—for a female—and they actually had a pouch for his junk. One of them had dangly straps on it, for nylons, he supposed.

He grunted at that thought.

And, there was the gaff. He knew what a gaff was. But it looked so small. And tight.

Curious, he pulled it up his legs and…it was weird. It was tight, didn’t come up over his butt, and his cock, if he could manage to get it shoved down, probably wouldn’t be able to get hard again. Heck, his dick would probably deform to a curve pointing towards his asshole if he actually wore the thing.

He took off the gaff, looked at the underwear in the drawer, then closed the drawer and started for the shower.

And stopped.

Back to the drawer…and the Nair.

He looked at the bottle. He read the directions. Seemed pretty simple.

He ran a hand over his forearm, felt the tingle of little hairs. He looked at his chest, then his groin. Bristly, and…not really attractive.

He had never thought about hair before, and this was an alien thought, but…his body hair was not really attractive.

He looked at the bottle of Nair.

He looked at the shower.

He took the bottle of Nair and slathered it on his flesh. He managed to get it on the hard to reach parts of his back.

He waited for fifteen, and when he felt a slight burn he stepped into the shower. He watched in amazement as the now wispy hairs washed off him, circled the drain, disappeared.

He stepped out of the shower and his body felt totally different. He didn’t know that he was aware of his hair, but now that he didn’t have it his skin felt all smooth and electric.

So that’s why women get rid of their hair! he marveled.

Grinning, his boner standing up and quivering, he selected an article of underwear and put it on. It was about ten times more comfortable than his tighty whiteys. It was five times more comfortable than Sunny’s underwear. It had the soft material, but it was cut to fit.

He wished he had known such underwear existed a long time ago.

He pulled on some pants, a shirt, some sandals, and walked back out to the living room. He sat down and watched the TV. And was aware of Sunny being aware of him.

She was watching the Kardashians, a show that he despised.

“I used the Nair.”

Sunny leaned forward and was excited. “You did? How does it feel?”

“It feels…good.”

She got up and knelt in front of him. “Show me.”

He unbuttoned his shirt.

She reached forward and placed a palm on his bare flesh.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered. “This is going to make Boris jealous.”

“There’s no Boris.”

She ignored his protest and rubbed his nipple. “God, feel how erect your nip is.” She leaned forward and gently placed her mouth on his nipple. She sucked, and her tongue began to circle it.

God! he thought. Kinky underwear can’t feel this good!

But it did.

Sunny sat on his lap, wiggled onto his bulging package, and kissed him. For a long minute they chewed on each other, hands roamed, then Sunny got off.

“I’ve got to go.”

“What? Wait? What?”

She ran out of the house and he heard her car start up.

He stayed where he was, wondering what the hell was happening. his cock was hard as a bull’s horn. They had been making out. He was giving her sexual attention…well, she was giving him sexual attention, but why had she run out?”

She came home an hour later. Before she entered the house she ripped a button off her blouse and buttoned the remaining buttons in the wrong holes. She fluffed up her hair and put fresh lipstick on, then rubbed the back of her hand lightly on her lips to smudge the lipstick.

She walked back into the house and staggered back to the bedroom. “Whoo!” she said as she passed the TV room.

Lonnie’s mouth opened and he followed her.

She started the shower, and while he watched she stripped her clothes off.

Lonnie stared at her thigh. “What’s that?”

Sunny looked at her thigh. “Oh, damn that Boris. I told him not to cum!” She tilted her hips and looked at her pussy. A big glob of white stuff was smeared on her vagina. “Fuck,” she said, and she hopped into the shower.

Lonnie felt faint. There was a Boris? There was…and he had fucked his wife? But…but…

Inside the shower Sunny soaped her body and wiped all the mayonnaise off her pussy. She was having a hard time not laughing. The look on Lonnie’s face…


PART TWO

Lonnie was very subdued the next few days.

His wife was cheating on him. With a midget named Boris.

Unbelievable.

His heart felt like a paper sack somebody had blown air into then popped.

He moped.

Sunny ignored his attitude. Sunny just hummed a lot, and grinned, and dressed very, very sexy.

But sexy for who? Not for him. For a midget named Boris.

Images of his wife fucking a half-sized man filled his head. He had to focus extra hard at work to complete his tasks. He had to watch the road carefully when he drove.

But it wasn’t working.

If he tried to talk to Sunny about it she just laughed and said she’d never kiss and tell.

On the fourth day after she came home with sperm oozing out of her cunt he got in a fender bender. Not a serious one. But it knocked off his rear bumper.

Well, those cheap ass cars, what did he expect?

Sunny was very understanding. She commiserated, patted his shoulder, and didn’t even mention Boris.

“But I’m going to have to use your car tomorrow while they put my bumper back on.”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. My car doesn’t work for men.”

“What?”

“It’s true. Car and I had a long talk, and Car agreed not to work for men. Now if I told Car to suddenly work for me…well, that would give mixed signals, and—“

“Don’t…don’t do this.”

“But I’m telling you the truth!”

“Your car doesn’t work for men.”

“Swear.” She crossed her heart, drawing a pair of lines right over her large breast.

He stood up, stared at her with the most unfathomable look, then went out to the car.

He came back in a minute later. “Hell, we’re going to have to have your car fixed, too. What are—“

“Car works fine.”

“Yeah, right. For women only.”

She nodded and put her palms up helplessly.

“Okay. Prove it.”

Sunny shook her head, got up and went out to the garage. She stepped into her car and flicked the switch under the dash. It was a normal motion that aroused no suspicion. She started the car.

Lonnie was standing in the kitchen doorway and his jaw dropped.

“What the fuck?”

She turned it off and got out of the car, managing to toggle the switch with a subtle motion.

Lonnie walked around the car. He got in and turned the ignition. The switch being in thee wrong position he was greeted by resounding silence.

“What the fuck?” he blurted again.

He got out. He stood right next to the car and said, “You do it.”

Sunny slid into the seat, managing to again flick the switch. She started up the car.

“Get out.”

She got out and flicked the switch. The car was already running, so it didn’t die.

Lonnie got in and pressed on the peddle. It revved nicely. He grinned.

“Yeah, but you can’t take it to work. You’d have to leave it running all day.”

“You’re full of—“ he stopped and thought.

He frowned, then turned the key off. The engine died. He turned the key back on. the car remained dead.

“What the fuck is going on!”

He jiggled the keys, but nothing happened.

“Could you get out? I don’t want Car to get upset.”

Lonnie got out of the car, he stared at it.

“Open the hood.”

“No.”

“What?”

“There’s nothing wrong with my car. It works fine…”

“For you.”

“It’s my car!” she glared at him defiantly. “You saw it work, and you’re getting all pissy because Car doesn't like you. I’m not about to let you mess under the hood trying to fix something that isn’t broken.

“But it is broken!”

She started the car.

He stared at her.

She turned it off.

She turned it on.

She turned it off.

“Leave my car alone.”

“Ah!” he threw up his hands and walked into the house.

When she entered the house and put her keys in the little bowl they kept for keys he was sitting at the table drinking a bourbon and Coke. His hand was actually shaking a little bit.

He looked up at her. “I’ve still got a problem.”

“What’s that?” she asked sweetly.

“I need to get to work.”

“Take an Uber.”

“They’re too expensive.”

“Walk.”

“Look, we’ve got your car. You can give me a ride to work.”

“It’s out of my way.”

“But, for Heysoos sake…I’m your husband! We’re married! We’re supposed to help each other out.

“I’ve been helping you out. I let you wear my underwear, and I even bought you underwear of your own.”

“Honey,” he was on the verge of tears. “Help me out here!”

She sighed. Then, “Well, if you do something for me then maybe I can do something for you.”

“You’re not going to try to make me do more dishes and laundry and stuff?”

She considered him. He still wasn't to the point of taking responsibility. Well, next lowest gradient.

“I’ll give you a ride if you wear one of those sexy body suits I bought you under your clothes.”

“But…I…” he gulped.

But he had no choice.

And, under his reticence was the fact that the damned things were cool looking. He had tried one on when she wasn’t around, and he was amazed at the feelings he had experienced.

He nodded.

“But,” she snapped, “I want something understood.”

“Sure.” He had just gotten his way, won a point, and he was amenable.

I don’t want you using my make up anymore.

He goggled. “But…I never…I…”

“We can get you your own, but make up is personal. So no more using my make up.”

“But I didn’t…”

“Promise!”

So he promised. Promised not to do something that he hadn’t done anyway. Man, was his head messed.

The following day she helped him into his bodysuit, and Sunny almost shouted for joy. With no hair and the bodysuit emphasizing his frame he looked very sexy.

She made some bacon and eggs while he put on his outer clothes, and they had a subdued breakfast.

Subdued for him.

She was fine. Happy and chatty and even affectionate.

He was too besieged by sensations to even think of talking. His body was feeling mesh slither about on his legs, his cock was going crazy, and his mind was having trouble focusing.

That night she picked him up and they returned home. He was still subdued, but his eyes were bright.

“So how’d your day go?” she asked.

“It was fine.”

“But what wasn’t fine?”

“I’ve been erect most of the day.”

“Well, that’s good, isn’t it?”

“It felt good, but this body suit doesn’t hide the bump. I had to walk funny and turn so people didn’t see me, and it’s only a matter of time until someone does, and…” he shrugged.

The gleam in his eye was because he was now too sexed up. She had been teasing him periodically, but for him to be erect all day, now that was a tease.

“I can see where that would be a problem. A big cock like yours. The funny thing is that Boris has the same problem.”

He couldn’t help himself. He turned his head and stared at her.

“He’s got a regular size cock, but a half sized body, which makes it look like he’s got a double sized cock when he gets erect.”

Lonnie didn’t say anything, but he was mesmerized. He was sex stupid and totally undone.

“You know what Boris did?”

Lonnie was so out of control that he almost drooled when he asked, “What did Boris do?”

“He wore a chastity belt. A tube thing, I think. I’ll get you one.”

“A…chastity…” he knew what a chastity device was. But he was thinking slower and slower and couldn’t figure out what was happening.

“Sure. I’ll get you one for a big cock, we can lock you up and you’ll never have to worry about the boner bump again.”

“A chastity…”

She realized he was struck dumb and laughed.

Three days later the chastity tube arrived. It was in the shape of a cock, with a bunch of rings. It was made of metal, but not too heavy. Except for the lock. The lock was heavy and the loop looked like it was made out of some space age metal. Not cuttable.

Lonnie sat on the bed and stared at the thing. His cock was sticking. out, it was throbbing. He was about to lose control of his cock, turn it over to a third party.

Well, the third party was really his wife, but…the thought was exciting.

Now why would that be?

“We have two choices,” Sunny said, standing in front of him with her hands on her hips.

“We do?”

“Yep. We can freeze it until it shrinks, or you can rub one out.”

“Rub one…”

“Jack off. Masturbate. Choke the chicken, spank the money, drain the—“

“I get it!”

Yet he sat and stared at his bouncing boner.

“Well?”

“Well what?” he looked up at her.

“Start stroking. I don’t have all day.”

“Can’t we make love?”

“Are you kidding? I’ve only had Boris. Maybe a lot, but you’re too big. I could never fit you up my snatch. She shivered and made an ‘Ugh’ sound.

“But…”

“But shut. Put your hand on your cock and start stroking.”

He didn’t want to. There was something so humiliating about jacking off in front of his wife.

“Come on, stroke faster. Times a’wasting.”

“But, I…”

Sunny sighed and stood up. She went to the third dresser drawer and used a key. She pulled the drawer open Lonnie saw a selection of vibrators and dildos and butt plugs. His jaw dropped. He hadn’t really thought…

Sunny took out a dildo and smiled at it. “Hey, lover,” she kissed the tip.

She moved her vanity chair around and took off her clothes.

Lonnie stared.

She sat down and spread her legs.

Lonnie was near hypnotized by this view of her snatch. He could see the labia, then she spread her lips and he could see the inner labia, the labia minora.

“That I have to show you how to jack off…sheesh!”

She put the tip of the vibrator to her pussy and began to move it up and down, stroking her pink flesh.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. Then she looked at him. “Come on! If I’m doing this for you then, then you can do that for me.”             

He stroked slowly, focusing on her pussy.

“Don’t be a joke,” she chanted, “Stroke, stroke.”

He stroked harder.

Truth, even though he had a big boner he wasn’t super horny. But watching her slide the dildo over her pussy lips was making him horny. He stroked harder.

“That’s it, baby,” she said through half closed eyes. She slipped the dildo into her hole and began moving it around. “Fuck yourself. You’ll like it.”

He stroked harder. His balls felt full, which they were, and his hand moved faster.

She pushed the dildo all the way in, pulled it out, tilted her hips and moaned.

His hand was a rabbit now, and his other hand grabbed his balls.

“Fuck,” she whimpered. “Put your finger up your ass. That always helps.”

Amazingly, he did. He rolled over a bit, laid sort of on his side, and inserted his index finger into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“Yeah, baby!” Her hips started jumping. Her muscles started tightening.

“Fuck!” he wheezed. He felt the trigger clicking. He felt the roiling deep in his groin. He felt the sperm start climbing up the inside of his shaft.

“Do it! Do it!” She went over the top. She spasmed and groaned and almost fell off the vanity chair.

Sperm shot out of his cock and flew across the room. It was a huge load, and several spurts dampened the carpet.

They slowed down.

They stopped.

They breathed.

“Put the damned chastity on,” she said.

His cock had shrunk and he slipped the tube over his cock. then he put the biggest ring around his package. He slipped the loop of the lock through the two pieces and…CLICK!

He was locked.

Sunny sighed. She stood up and crossed the room.

“Ew!” she exclaimed as she stepped in his cum puddles.

She lay down next to him, held him, cuddled him.

“Come on, baby. Suck my tits. I might be able to get off again.

And…she did.

Life became interesting for Lonnie. He was wearing sexy underwear under his clothes and his cock was constantly trying to get hard, but when metal meets flesh metal wins.

Lonnie wasn’t helping. Or maybe she was helping too much. She couldn’t seem to keep her hands off him.

Funny. When he could fuck her she hadn’t wanted to. Now that he couldn’t, she wanted to.

She met him at the door with soul scorching kisses. She played with his caged cock and balls constantly. She rubbed her body against his and cuddled against him all night.

He loved it, but he hated it.

He wanted to take his cock out and use it on her!

But she didn’t want that, and she had kept the key, so…?

One day he asked to meet Boris.

“But why?” she asked him. “Why would you want to see the midget who is cuckolding you? Why would you want to meet the fellow who is making you less than a man?”

Lonnie was silent for a minute. He had some deep thoughts going on.

Boris was cuckolding him, true, but he wasn’t feeling like less of a man.

In fact, his cock locked up, and struggling all day long to get erect, he was feeling more manly. All his attention was on his cock and…he wanted to meet the man who had deposited cum in his wife’s pussy.

“Have you ever thought about what would happen if he got you pregnant.”

Sunny started to say something, then stopped. She detected the deep changes in Lonnie. She decided to be cagey, if not careful.

“Wouldn’t you love to raise a couple of little children? Like real little? They’d be like dolls, and you could hold them and change their diapers and breast feed them and—“

“Whoa! Wait! What do you mean breast feed them?”

Funny he got stuck on that. He really was changing. “Well, you don’t think I’m going to let a pair of rugrats suck on my boobs? That would pull them all out of shape.

“But who would breast feed them?”

“You would.”

He blinked.

“There are drugs that will make you lactate. You might turn a little girly, but that would be good. Your cock would shrink and—“

“Hold up!”

She stopped talking and watched him.

He stood up and started pacing. He finally stopped and faced her.

“If you want to fuck Boris, that’s fine. If you want his kids, fine. But I’m not going to raise them. And I don’t feel like…like changing into a woman. I’m assuming that’s what you’re referring to.

“But you already dress like a woman!”

“Only because you refused to do the laundry.”

“Okay, I’ll start doing the laundry, but you have to take lactation pills.”

He stopped, he blinked, he shook his head, his mouth opened and closed, he left the room.

Sunny turned on TV and watched the Kardashians.

Theirs was a strange life now, but she found it quite enjoyable. On one hand she was living like a bachelorette. On the other hand…so was he.

But everything still wasn’t hunky dory.

This had started as a way to get him to take responsibility, to help out around the house. But that wasn’t happening. What was happening was that he was all kinked up, and she was using her vibrators and dildos more than she wanted, and nothing had resolved.

What she hadn’t figured on, however, was how deep the changes in Lonnie were.

Time went on. Lonnie wore kinky underwear and played with his cock cage. Sunny used her dildos freely, often when they were in bed together. And one day he said. “I want to fuck you again.”

She chuckled. “Between Boris and my collection of dildos I don’t need that.”

“We’re married.”

She could feel how serious this was, and started to realize that they were coming to a major occurrence in their marriage.

“Oh,” she said. And waited.

“I don’t mind the clothes, I like the clothes. I don’t mind the chastity cage, but…I need to get out every once in awhile. I need to know that I can still do it. I need to know that I’m a man.”

She turned to him. She gauged the depth of desire in him.

“Honey, this all started because you’re a slob.”

“I know,” he said, which admission shocked her.

“So are you willing to stop being a slob?”

“I am.”

“You’ll do your fair share? You’ll pick up the load? You’ll be a husband I can be proud of.”

“I will.”

She was thrilled.

And she wasn’t. There was a part of her that didn‘t want to give up control.

She moved closer to him. She kissed him lightly and reached down to hold his chastity device. She could feel his cock struggling inside it.

“So…what more can I do.”

“Let me think about it. I’m sort of conflicted. I like you like this, and, well, I’d probably have to end it with Boris. He’s not the kind of man who likes sloppy seconds. He wouldn’t want me fucking you.”

Lonnie started quivering. Shaking. He suddenly blurted. “Please! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” And he buried his face in her shoulder and cried.

Sunny patted his back and soothed him. She had gotten everything she wanted, but to make sure, she wanted more. She wanted one last act of subservience before she was willing to give up her game.

On a Friday night, early in the evening, Sunny painted Lonnie’s toes. Then she put false nails on him and painted them.

He stared at the longer digits. One more weirdism on this strange path he was going down.

Sunny took her time. Prepped the nails properly and used strong glue. She wanted him to wear these for a while, maybe even to work on Monday.

After the nails she dressed him. He wore a white, crotchless body suit she had bought just for this occasion. He was beautiful in his white mesh and satin ribbons.

She sat him down at the vanity and began working on his face.

Lonnie watched his features change. He watched his face become softer, lose its angles. He was amazed when she rubbed color on his eyelids.

She curled his eyelashes and lengthened them.

She put red lipstick on his mouth, and he stared at somebody he no longer recognized, but who he felt strongly about.

His face was beautiful. His body was accentuated and quite lovely.

She put a wig on him and inspected him. She liked what she saw. His expression was calm, accepting.

She got herself ready. She wore a nightgown that showed off her boobs wonderfully. She made herself up. She stood in front of him and said, “For this next part I need to tie you to the bed.”

“Really?”

“Really. If you want to meet Boris I need you to be tied down. He insists.”

“But—“

“Do you trust me?”

He nodded.

“Get on the bed.”

He lay on his back on the bed and she fastened his wrists and ankles to the posters. His cock was standing straight up, throbbing and dripping.

“Oh, I think that’s him…”

Lonnie hadn’t heard anything, but Sunny always had good ears. He was nervous, apprehensive, but he nodded.

She left the room, and a moment later he heard the front door open and close.

Oh shit, he thought. Oh shit! He felt so vulnerable and open. If this guy was a creep he had no defense. He was tied down and helpless.

He heard voices, but nobody came back. Then he heard moans and groans.

Oh God! She was fucking him! Right in the living room!

Lonnie’s cock was pulsing like it would explode.  He struggled. He wanted to get loose.

After five minutes the sounds stopped.

Then, a minute later Sunny came back to the bedroom. Her hair was messed, her lipstick was smudged, her nightgown was askew.

“Did you…did you…”

“What do you think?”

She crawled up on the bed and he could see the white stuff in her bush, dripping on her legs. There was a lot of it.

“Honey,” she said, gazed down at him, her breasts brushing his chest, “For you to prove yourself you need to do something.”

“I just wanted to meet Boris!”

“And Boris wants to meet you. But first he wants you to eat him.”

Her meaning was clear, and Lonnie’s eyes opened. “No! No!”

But Sunny crawled up his frame, spread her legs on both sides of his head. she lowered her pussy to his face.

Lonnie cried out, struggled, but he was held firm. Her pussy came down, closer, closer, then smushed right over his mouth.

“No! No! You…mmmphhh! MMMpphdd!”

Then he stopped trying to yell. He stared up at her.

She lifted off him with a smile.

“Mayonnaise!” he blurted.

“That’s right.”

“Then Boris…Boris…”

“Boris is a figment of my imagination. there’s only one cock I want to suck and fuck, and it ain’t his.”

“But…but…”

She put her hand over his mouth. “But there’s one cock you’re going to need to suck and fuck before I let you out of the doghouse.”

He went silent.

She got off him. She opened the bottom drawer and put on a strap on. As she buckled the buckles she said, “When you fuck me you are dominant. Sometimes the woman has to be the dominant. So once we do this we’ll be equal, both dominant…and both submissive.”

“When we choose,” he said.

“When we choose,” she fastened a dick into the harness. It was as big as his, which was pretty big, and had lifelike veins on it.

She unfastened his handcuffs. “Lay on the bed, just bend your top half over and lay down.”

He moved around, put his feet on the ground, stared at her hard.

Yes. He deserved this.

More, he wanted this.

He wanted to be owned as much as he wanted to own.

He turned to the bed and lay over it.

Lonnie pushed her fingers into a large tub of lubricant. She placed her fingers at his backdoor and pushed the glop into him.

He groaned at the feeling of her fingers touching his most sensitive part.

And it was the most sensitive. It was much more sensitive than his cock.

She inserted fingers and began running them around, massaging the lube into his rim.

He moved his ass around, trying to help. It felt so good.

After some minutes he was about as loose as loose could be. She could put four fingers into him and twist them around, and it felt nothing but good.

“Okay, honey. Ready?”

“Mmph!” he nodded from his face down position. He raised his butt.

She entered him easily, the veins sliding up his anal canal, rippling through his veins, and he pressed down into the mattress, then up. His butt searched for more. His anus was singing. He suddenly felt complete, fulfilled.

As a man he had never felt this way.

Sunny moved easily back and forth. She humped his rump and felt very happy. A warm feeling was seeping up through her chest. It was a horny feeling, but it was more. It was the knowledge that she would never be looked down upon as a second class citizen.

She was no longer the docile woman laying under the penetrating penis. Now she was the penis. A big penis, and now her man was worthy.

Under her, Lonnie felt a pressure in his groin. “I’m going to pee,” he whimpered.

“Go ahead.”

He let loose, and globs of semen poured out of his cock.

She leaned down and whispered in his ear. “That’s sperm. I’m pressing on your prostate, and the semen is being pushed out of you. It’s like cumming without the orgasm Enjoy it, because that’s the only kind of relief you’re going to be getting from here on out.”

Lonnie moaned and felt so good. In a way, he had been tricked. He thought he was going to get to fuck her, but it was her who was going to fuck him. As he lay there, in the midst of his orgasmless cum, he sighed. He was all right with that. He was more than all right. In fact, this was the way he wanted it.

He was tired of being an irresponsible male, he was ready to move up in the world.

Quite ready.
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PART ONE

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

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

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

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

“Hello, John.”

John sat up. “And you are?”

“Emmie’s mother.”

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

“Emmie won’t be coming.”

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If necessary.”

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

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

“I think that will be up to her.”

“No, Mr. Hunter. It is up to me.”

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

She curled her lip.

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

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

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

“I would like you to come with me.”

He tilted his head. “And why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And if Emmie decides to stay with me?”

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

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

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

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

Against all his instincts John gave a nod.

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

John put some bills on the table and followed her.

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

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

John entered the limo and sat across from her.

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

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

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

She waited.

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

“You moved into her apartment.”

“It was better than mine,” he admitted.

“And you fucked her.”

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

“We made love,” he corrected her.

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

She held it out to him.

He took it, held it, and watched her.

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

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

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

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

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

She sipped.

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

“What are your prospects?”

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

“And your family is fine with this?”

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

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

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

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

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

He blinked. His price was going up.

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

“You’re not interested because…?”

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

“Yes?”

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

She nodded. She sipped.

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

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

They sipped.

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

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

“Take him to the basement, Henry.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the chauffeur answered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was cool in the basement, but not cold.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The answer was a long time.

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

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

But, at last, he heard a noise.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was the chauffeur.

John stopped saying hello.

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

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

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

“Hey,” John said.

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

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

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

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

He slept.

Awoke to gloom.

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

He slept.

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

“Hello?” Was that desperation in his voice?

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

He left.

The light went out.

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

He awoke.

And so on.

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

Seven days, and the lights went on.

Click, click, click.

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

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

“Hello, John.”

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

“Are the accommodations to your liking?”

“I’ve had better.”

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

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

He waited.

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

“Had crossed my mind.”

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

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

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

“Much. Much.” She smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned and walked out of the cell.

Click, click, click.

John yelled out, “Fuck you!”

Which was responded to with a titter of a laugh.

The lights went out and he was alone once again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Squeak, squeak, squeak.

He was unable to move. His body retched.

“Turn him on his side.”

He was turned, but nothing came up.

“False alarm, doctor.”

No answer.

He was turned back on his back.

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

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

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

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

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

He would have giggled but his mouth was asleep.

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

But he was too drugged to be alarmed.

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

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

He saw a nurse moving around him.

“What’d you give him, Doc?”

“Midazolam.”

“Versed?”

“Yes.”

The other side of his belly, the sawing feeling.

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

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

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

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

“Don’t you mean ‘she?’”

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

“Oh, these are big.”

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

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

“Here we go…yep….uh huh…”

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

“Are you ready to pump in the silicone?”

“Ready. Let me just…there we go.”

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

“Oh, Lord. He is big!”

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

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

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

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

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

She backed up. “He’s still out.”

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

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

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

He was out of his body.

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

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

They finished their break and got back to work.

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

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

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

“Absolutely.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

They both chuckled.

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

“The eyebrows.”

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

The nurse giggled.

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

“What’s that?”

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

“What’s it going to do?”

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

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

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

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

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

“She should.”

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

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

John slumbered. And awoke.

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

He groaned, and knew he was in his cell.

And he remembered everything that had been done to him.

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

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

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

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

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

But why could he remember?

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

So he remembered.

He remembered the doctor and the nurse.

More important, he remembered Henry and Mrs. Schofield.

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

He had to come up with a plan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What kind of a job could he get?

What about learning about clothes?

How could he even comb his hair?

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

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


PART ONE

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

After a moment he opened his eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He reached forward and turned the key.

Vroom!

Everything worked.

He sighed. Time to get going.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not a problem. You know I can.”

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

“What about Emmie?”

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

He held his hands out to indicate his body.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He began to live as a woman.

Fourth, he looked for the doctor and the nurse.

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

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

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

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

Fortunately he had two computers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The martial arts were not problematic. At first.

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

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

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

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

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

With his tits he was hired on the spot.

And he was shocked when he made friends.

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

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

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

“Who’s your doctor?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t want any trouble, Chuckles.”

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

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

Chuckles closed in.

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

“Oh,” he reached a hand out.

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

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

Chuckles rubbed his belly, then leaped forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We saw it on video!”

Two of the girls started kicking Chuckles in the ribs.

“Are you all right?” Leslie asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I guess I did.”

“So you know that karate stuff?”

“I’ve been taking lessons.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!” she yelled.

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

“Oh, shit!” moaned Joan.

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

“So you’re really a man.”

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

“Well, uh, I never thought about it.”

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

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

Joan woke up with Leslie kissing her.

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to give you head.”

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

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

“Oh,” she moaned.

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

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

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

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

“Fuck! Fuck…Oh!”

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

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

“It’s okay. We know my situation.”

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

“What?”

“Next time.”

“Really?” Joan was disappointed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What did he look like?”

Joan described the doctor.

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

“What?”

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

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

“That’s him! He’s the one!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you alone?”

The doctor scrabbled backwards.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When he was done talking Joan clicked the fob.

“What’s that?”

“A camera.”

“But…you…I didn’t know…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BANG!

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

“Happy trails, asshole.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, shit,” he groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mrs. Schofield stood in the hallway.

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

Joan just smiled.

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

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


EPILOGUE

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

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

“Does she still hate you?”

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

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

“No matter that her family hurt me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I am…and I am’t.”

“Am’t. Ha! You just made up a word.”

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

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

“I’ll say,” Joan agreed.

“Are you ready?”

“Please.”

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

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

“OH!”

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

“Oh, my God!”

“Better than dicking somebody?”

“Oh, God! Yes!”

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

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

“Easy now, you little slut.”

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

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

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


He Wanted to Be a Woman!

She wanted his car, his house and his company!


PART ONE

“Leslie, I need you in here.”

Leslie sighed as she picked up her notepad and headed for John Addam’s office. Leslie, I need you in here. His command was rude as all get out.

He was an overly confident man and liked to bully people.

He especially liked to bully women.

Truth, though he trusted her he liked to bully her, and doubtless didn’t even see it as bullying.

She entered his office and went to the green office chair to one side of his desk. She sat down, pencil poised.

He was standing at the tall window behind his desk. His hands folded behind his back. Staring out at the big parking lot, the woods beyond it, the low mountains in the far distance.

He was a large man, six foot four, broad shoulders and curly, brown hair. He would have been model handsome except his eyes were a little too small. They gave him a look that some might consider piercing.

She waited, and he sighed. He was obviously making up his mind about something.

“Leslie, I’m going to need your help for a month.”

He turned around and studied her. There was something nervous in his eyes. His energy was held back. Not secretive, but subdued. Something was really bothering him.

“Of course, sir.”

“Donna is cheating.”

Leslie blinked. There was his hidden thought, there was his nervousness. And, she hated it when he called her in to confide in her. She spent so much time working she had no love life of her own, and then to be subjected the whims and vagaries of his own…she didn’t like it.

“I’m sure you must be mistaken, sir.”

“No…no. I don’t have proof, but I feel it in my gut. Something is going on. I think she’s seeing somebody.”

She waited. He went to the wet bar and mixed himself a drink. She watched as he poured expensive bourbon, 12 year old Whistlepig at $125 a bottle, into a glass. He swished it, swigged it, and didn’t offer her a glass.

“I’m going to be taking a leave of absence for a month. I’ll be needing you to keep the business going while I’m gone.”

“Sir—” she was about to ask where he was going, but he interrupted her.

“But I’m not really going anywhere, and that’s why I need your help.”

Curiouser and curiouser.

“I’m going to be taking the new drug, X-F3M.”

“But, sir! That hasn’t been tested on a human!”

“It’s been lab tested, all computer models check out, we’ve even got the okay from the FDA. I’m going to do it.”

“But, why?”

“It’s the only way I can be sure that Donna isn’t cheating.”

“Surely there are easier ways?”

“I’ve tried private detectives and—“

“You had her followed?”

“Of course,” he blurted, not seeing anything wrong with such an intrusive action. “I’ve got to know. But she spends time at exclusive clubs, lives in a gated community with great security, the PI didn’t really…” he left off the statement and poured another drink. This one he sipped slowly.

“So I’m going to take X-F3M.”

“Pardon me for saying so, sir, but I think that would be amazingly dangerous.”

Now she was the nervous, and when she was nervous she tended to doodle. She drew X-F3M on the pad, bulbous, block letters, and she drew lines inside the balloon-y letters.

“Nonsense,” true to form he rode over her objection. “But here is where I really need your help.”

“Of course.”

“When the change takes effect I won’t look like myself. I’ll need you to make sure I’ll be able to change back.”

“Yes, sir.” The thought was confusing.

“And while I’m in a changed state I’m going to need you to watch over the company. You can sign checks, you’re familiar with all procedures, and everybody accepts you as my official voice. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, sir.”

He smiled a wan smile. “Excellent. Christmas is coming up and I’m sure there will be a bonus for you.”

She smiled back, but she was thinking. A bonus. Last year she had worked her tail off for the whole year, way above and beyond, and she had gotten a measly $100 bonus. It was an insult, it was a slap in the face.

She was doodling without thinking. Barely glancing at her notepad she was making squiggles and watching her boss.

“Now, I have rented an apartment, got some girly things in it, and I’ll need you to watch over me and make sure everything goes smoothly. I’ll be putting my life and my whole business in your hands. I don’t need to tell you how important this is.”

“I understand, sir.”

He sat down, lost in thought, chewed on one nail, and finally waved a hand. “That will be all for now.”

Leslie stood up, smoothed her skirt and headed back to her desk.

She was stunned. Her boss was going to take an experimental drug, a sex change drug, and all because he was so insecure he thought his girlfriend was cheating.

She sat down, put her notepad on the desk and looked at the mess of doodles. Arrows and figures, plus signs and little butterflies, and in the middle of the scribbling was the letters: X-f3M.

And right below it she had written the letters with the 3 turned in the wrong direction. X-FEM.

She stared at the letters without really understanding their significance. She was lost in thought. Her boss was going to change into a girl.

The X-F3M program was top secret. Like many top secret programs it was done in pieces and pulled together. This insured that the smallest number of people knew of the project.              The scientists in the lab worked on specific formula without understanding that what they were doing was just part of a bigger picture. As far as they were concerned, the boys and girls in Lab A were developing a serum which would explore the curative effects of estrogen in cancer stricken mice.

The boys and girls in Lab B were developing gene transference procedures using stem cells.

The boys and girls in Lab C were researching such things as hair loss using progesterone, developing longer, thicker nails for cosmetic purposes, and so on.

Leslie knew the whole picture. She was trusted. Poorly paid, but trusted.

But the majority of people who knew, which was an extreme minority, were in Washington.

The reason for such secrecy was that if other companies knew what Supertech, which was the name of John’s company, was doing they would develop their own procedures. John didn’t want any competition for the new product.

And the new product would change the world. No more LGBTQ because if a girl wanted to be a guy, take a pill. And vice versa. And future ramifications were astounding. A black person gets tired of being discriminated against he takes a pill and turns white. If a white person wants to have a big, black cock for a while…he takes a pill.

And so on.

Truly, it was societal changing, capable of curing the vast number of problems that had plagued the human race forever, and…and it was possible.

And Leslie wondered if anybody knew that one of the persons responsible for the major breakthrough of the century, and perhaps of all time, was so poorly paid.

And she was responsible. She was John’s hands and feet, did the hands on dirty work, and kept the project moving when he was too busy worrying about whether some girl was cheating on him.

On the 3rd day of the month, just a week after her meeting with John, she walked to the central lab. It was after hours and everything was locked up tight. She inserted her key in the door and walked in. She entered a combination at the glassed in area which held the finished products. She placed her fingers on a fingerprint scanner to get into the vault, put her eye to a retinal scanner, and opened up the cabinet which held the vials of X-F3M.

She took the vial out of the lab area and returned to her desk. She placed the vial in her purse, along with a syringe, and headed out of the building.

“Good night, ma’am.”

“Have a good evening, Charley.” She smiled at the security guard. She knew everybody and everybody knew her. She was just a secretary, but she was THE secretary. And it helped that she was pleasant and smiled a lot. Her method of getting things done was the opposite of John’s.

Outside, she got into her car and headed for the apartment that John had rented.

The apartment was in a poor section of town. It wasn’t a slum, but it certainly wasn’t the Taj Mahal.

It was a walk up one bedroom apartment. The door was a bit warped and there was a piece of duc tape over the peephole in the front door. Leslie pulled the tape off and entered the apartment. She checked the peephole and it worked. Now why would somebody block it with duc tape? Weird.

John had lightly furnished it. He was going to be staying here while he investigated his girlfriend, and he had put a TV on a stand, there was an ugly green couch, a table in the kitchen that looked more appropriate for a patio. Even the bed in the bedroom looked a bit cheap.

Leslie glanced around, then put a bag of groceries down on the kitchen table. She started putting things away, and noticed that he had silverware and plates and a couple of pots and pans.

“Hello.”

Leslie turned around as John entered the apartment. He was carrying  a suitcase, high quality, and she would find out that he had his nice male clothes in it. He also had two shopping bags and he placed them on the couch. She would find out that they were filled with girl clothes.

“Hello,” responded Leslie.

“What have I forgotten to buy?”

He was curt, matter of fact and she kept her frown inside. She was well aware that her boss had the personality of a pork chop. “You’ll need soap, toothpaste and bathroom stuff. You might want to pick up some towels. The kitchen looks good, except you might want to eat off paper plates.”

“Why is that?” His eyes narrowed slightly.

“The water here. I wouldn’t drink it, not even wash dishes in it.

He nodded. “Good point.”

“Sir? Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Because it’s dangerous. If something happens…”

“That’s why I have you.” That was the end of that conversation.

“Okay. I can go pick up things for the bathroom and the other items. You’ll probably be sleeping for a couple of days while your body is changing.”

He nodded. He wasn’t a very expressive person. “Then we should probably get to it.”

Leslie sat down at the table and took the serum and the syringe out of her purse. She filled the syringe, flicked it with a finger, and looked at him.

John took off his shirt and sat down and presented his biceps to her.

“Sorry, sir. It’s supposed to be administered in another, uh, area.”

He tilted his head, then gave a nod. He unbuckled his belt, lowered his pants and turned around. He was wearing boxers, and Leslie peeled the boxers down so his buttocks were exposed. She placed the tip of the syringe against his skin, pushed, and pressed the plunger.

“Feels cold,” John observed as the serum entered his body.

Leslie put the syringe away. She would take the serum back to the company. Nobody would notice the slight dip in the contents. And if they did, so what? There was nothing anybody could do about it.

“If you’ll pardon me, sir, how did you plan on spying on Donna?”

“Once I’ve changed I will be a houseguest at my house. Donna said she would watch over the place and she knows my little sister is going to spend some time there. They will meet and I’ll make friends, hang with her, and find out.”

Leslie blinked. He had it worked out in his head…and he didn’t have a clue.

“It might not be that easy,” she commented.

“Oh? And why not?”

“Because you don’t know how women act.”

“Nonsense. I have been around women. Much. I am a keen student of human nature. I won’t have any problems.”

Oh, God. He was so arrogant and ignorant.

“You probably are very wise in the ways of men and women, but what do you know about women and women?”

Now he blinked. He wasn’t stupid, and he immediately saw the problem. “So women act differently around women.”

“And you will subconsciously act like a man around a woman, not a woman around a woman.”

“You’ll have to coach me then.”

“I, uh…”

“As soon as I change you can take me out, show me how women act around women. After a couple of days I can go over to my house.”

This didn’t make Leslie happy. She hadn’t planned on doing any baby sitting. She was actually thinking that this might be a sort of vacation. The boss would be gone and she wouldn't have to put up with his BS. Crap, she had just  gotten herself in a mess.

“You don’t look pleased. Is there a problem?”

“Oh, no, sir.” She put a smile on her face. “No problem at all.”

“Excellent. Then you may go, I’ll call you in a couple of days and we can make this work.”

Like that, she was dismissed. Well, that was fine with her. She said, “I’ll bring stuff over tomorrow. You’ll probably be sleeping and I’ll try not to wake you, then I’ll wait for your call.”

“Thank you, Leslie.”

It was the first time he had ever used her name, and he made it sound awkward. But he gave a wan smile and stood by the couch and watched her leave.

Leslie walked down to the car. She didn’t want to babysit the big dope. Well, no matter. She would do what she had to do.

The next morning Leslie did some quick shopping. She bought towels, paper plates, products for the bathroom, and ran them over to John’s apartment.

John was sleeping. He was in the cheap bed in the bedroom, the covers pulled over him. The TV in the front room was droning and she turned it off. She put everything away, looked around the apartment, and figured that was about all she could do. She took a last look at John in his bed.

He was on his side, scrunched up in a fetal position. He didn’t look quite as big, and she wondered how much he was going to shrink. She also wondered how long his hair and nails would grow. Damn, she would probably have to do his hair and nails. This was turning out to be a major inconvenience for her.

They had injected John on Friday evening, and he had been in change for three days. It was Monday and he hadn’t called.

Work was fine. In fact, it was great. She didn’t have him looking over her shoulder and the company ran smoother. People were just more relaxed without John around, and they laughed more, and the statistics were obviously going up. Of course they were. Happy people produced more.

Five o’clock arrived, and Leslie sat at John’s desk and perused reports. She was at ease. She knew this stuff. Everybody liked her, and Joanie down in Shipping had actually said, in a winsome tone, “Gosh, I wish you could be our boss all the time.”

That brought a smile to he face. To be a boss all the—

Toodle de doot doot. Toodle de doot.”

Leslie looked at her phone. It was John. She sighed and answered. “Hi, Mr. Addams. How’s it going?”

A voice spoke to her and she opened her eyes wide and looked at the phone. Good Lord!

THREE DAYS PREVIOUS

John looked around the shabby, little apartment after Leslie left. What a dump. Still, it was necessary. He wanted a place where nobody would think of looking for him, this would do.

He had taken the shot, and it was supposed to take effect in about an hour. He should feel woozy before he felt sleepy, so he should feel it in plenty of time to get in bed.

He sighed. An hour with nothing to do. He should have kept Leslie here, given dictation or something.

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a big glass of Pigwhistle. He drank it, then remembered he wasn’t supposed to eat or drink anything once he had had the shot. Oh, well. A little bourbon wouldn’t hurt.

He looked at his phone and thought about calling his girlfriend, but decided not to. He was supposed to be on an airplane over the ocean.

He put a few things away, but there wasn’t that much stuff.

He made sure the dresses and things he had bought for himself once the change was complete were hanging up neatly and ready to go.

He actually looked forward to trying on some of these things. When he was a kid he had worn his mother’s clothes a couple of times. Until she caught him and blistered his hide.

But he still remembered the thrill of wearing women’s clothes. His dick had been so hard he beat off for six months afterwards justing thinking about it. Too bad his mother had caught him.

Oh, well. Nobody to catch him this time. He had made double sure of that. Leslie was the only one who knew about this, and she would never jeopardize her job.

He sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. They were impeaching Trump again. Damn. What. was this, the fifth or sixth time? And every time he walked away clean. Hunh.

He got up and looked out the window. Man, he wanted to be in his own home, sipping bourbon , maybe playing pool, reading a book, whatever. He wanted to be anywhere but this dump, but he had to find out about Donna.

He looked down. Hunh! That was funny…his dick was sort of throbbing. And so was his head. Like blood pulsing, but a bit more…carnivalesque.

“Well, it would pass, and then he could go to the office and…oh shit! He was changing!

He didn’t want to pass out and sleep on the floor. He trotted into the bedroom and stripped out of his clothes. His cock was doing a weird sort of dance and he was terribly turned on. His chest hurt and his eyes were bleary. Fuck. He better hurry up.

He staggered into the bathroom and brushed his teeth. And almost fell down.

He rinsed his mouth and stumbled to the bed. He barely made it. He could feel his eyes closing, the world was shuttering out. He slipped into the sheets and pulled the covers up. For a moment he just lay there. His final thoughts were, I have to be sure, then the world shut down. A sensation of blackness, the feeling that he was swirling down a drain into utter nothingness, then…

…he lay as if on a barroom floor, looking up, hung over and the world spinning above him.

Who hit me? he wondered. And with what?

Slowly, like a car coasting to a stop, his dizziness slowed down. It didn’t go completely away, but he felt he might be able to get up.

Oddly, his mind was blank concerning the change he was supposed to have gone through. To him he was just getting up. Time to drain the morning wood. He must have drunk too much. He really should watch that.

The sheets were wrapped around him, and it looked like he must have slid down inside the covers.

He pushed covers back, and felt weak. Of course he did. He needed to get out and replenish his energy. He tried to wiggle out from the coverings, damn! He could feel pressure on his chest. The pillows must be tangled up in the mess.

Finally, he managed to put a leg out, pull sheets back, and he sat up. His chest jiggled and unbalanced him. He looked down in surprise. He had a huge pair of tits on his chest!

Oh, God! The X-F3M!

He straightened up. His legs were totally different. Slender, hairless. His boobs shifted around on his chest. Hair fell into his eyes. His hair.

He had turned into a woman!

He didn’t know whether to exult or be terrified.

He stood up, and those ridiculous tits shook. Damn! How did women put up with those things?

He walked, a slant and slightly dazed, into the the bathroom. He stood in front of the mirror and…his eyes opened wide.

He was short. Sorter than he should have been. The computer model indicated he would be about five foot eight. He was shorter than that.

He was slender, except for those massive mammary glands! The computer had said he would be a 36 C. He might be smaller than 36 because he was so short, but his tits looked to be double Ds, or maybe Fs. Fuck! He didn’t want these big, freakish monstrosities.

He had a perfect hourglass shape, except for the boobs, and that was as the computer had predicted. His hair was long and unruly. Hung down past his shoulders, which would have been good on the computer model, but was too long for his shortened frame.

And his fingernails, and toenails, for that matter, they were long and curly.

He was a freak! What had happened?

He was still a bit woozy, but he was coming to himself now, and though he reeled a bit, he made it to the table where his cell phone was. He picked it up and tapped Leslie’s number.

Leslie, his trusted secretary. She would know why he was so short and stacked. She would help him.

“Hi, Mr. Addams. How’s it going?”

Her voice was a blessing in a world that suddenly looked pretty damned crazy.

“Leslie!” His eyes opened in shock. His voice was high. Real high. He was speaking in the soprano! He wasn’t supposed to have a voice that high pitched!

“Mr. Addams? Sir?” From the tone of her voice it was obvious that his voice surprised her.

“He cleared his throat, hoping that would somehow lower his pitch. “Leslie.” Nope. He was stuck with this silly voice that sounded almost like a little girl’s. “You need to get over here.”

“I’ll be right over, Mr. Addams.”

She hung up on the voice, and suddenly had the desire to guffaw. Her boss had sounded like a little girl!

Then she frowned. But he was an arrogant, little girl. Some things just didn’t change.

She picked up her purse and headed for her car, and stopped. The keys to John’s Porsche were on his desk. He had left his car here and taken an Uber to his new neighborhood.

She smiled and picked up the keys. She had always wanted to drive that car, it was sexy up the yin yang. She sauntered out of the building with a happy, extra sway in her step. She felt like the bitch from Happyville.

She slid behind the wheel of the Porsche and started the car.

VROOOM! Oh Lord, this is the life!

She stepped on the gas and squealed tires half the length of the parking lot. Heh heh!

Leslie drove through town at a sedate speed. She was in no hurry. She wasn’t looking forward to putting up with John’s overbearing attitude. A half hour later she parked the car on the street and walked up the stairs to John’s apartment. She raised her hand to knock on the slightly warped door and it swung back.

Leslie blinked. A tiny, little girl, with large breasts, stood wrapped in a sheet.

“Where have you been, Miss Benson!” The girl’s voice was ridiculously high. She sounded like Snow White sucking helium.

“Mr. Addams?”

“Get in here!”

Leslie stifled the desire to laugh and entered the apartment.

It smelled. It smelled of body odor and human waste with a strong chemical component.

“”Heysoos,” she muttered, she turned to her boss. “Why aren’t you dressed?”

“I…the clothes don’t fit. I’m supposed to be taller, and smaller in the chest, and….you’ve got to fix this.”

Man, he irritated her. He was in a mess and he sounded like he blamed her, and she was supposed to fix everything. But what the hell had he done to offset the computer model?

“Okay, first things first, let’s look at your body.”

His face screwed up in irritation.

“What do you need to do that for?” He was embarrassed.

“Because I’ve got to size you.”

“Can’t you just go get some clothes?”

“Girls don’t wear clothes like boys. We can’t just roll up our cuffs, and wear jeans. You’ll have to drop the sheet so I can see what you look like and accurately estimate your sizes.

His face turning red, his round, beautiful face with the big, expressive eyes that showed traces of the arrogant John, but in the most gentle manner, he lowered the sheet and dropped it.

He was five foot tall, but perfectly shaped. And those breasts, Leslie felt a twinge of envy. A big twinge.

She wondered if she could adapt X-F3M to just expand breasts. They looked so natural, and the nipples were large and stood up.

Then her gaze traveled downward. “Your cock, what happened?” she gasped.

John was inordinately proud of his manhood. He had called Leslie in on occasion, ostensibly for dictation, but really just wanting to show off his tight body and his big dick. Now his eight inches were two and a half.

“I don’t know,” he said sadly. “I should have a vagina. But this isn’t a vagina…and it’s certainly not my cock.”

“It looks like a little boy’s!” She stepped on her own foot, deliberately, with the spike of her high heel. She had been about to laugh at his minuscule, little dinger.

“Yes, well, I, uh…” he trailed off.

Leslie forced herself to be businesslike, even though she wanted to guffaw loudly.

In a way, she liked this change. His arrogant manner was now a joke. Who would be cowed by a squeaky, little girl’s voice? And his height would no longer command a room.

In fact, his whole persona was diminished.

He was nothing more than a little bitch with no command presence. He…or she…looked about ready to throw a fit and stamp her foot. His foot. Whatever.

“Okay, first thing to do is clean you up.”

“Clean me…?”

“Yes. Your hair is a mess, you need some cosmetics, and those fingernails! Yuck!”

“But I just want to get dressed!”

“Pardon me, sir, but you look like a pig. The nicest clothes won’t help you if you are dirty, stinky, and look like a…a harridan.”

“Did you just call me a bossy, old woman?” The little girl’s eyes were wide, and she definitely looked like the foot stamping type.

“I merely said we need to clean you up,” Leslie took control of the situation. “Why don’t you watch some TV. I need to go get some things.”

John was petulant and complaining, but Leslie finally got him to sit on the couch and watch TV.

A half hour later Leslie walked into the apartment. She was holding a bag and she began pulling things out.

“Here’s some Nair. You don’t have much hair, but you need to get rid of it all.”

“But why?”

“Because ladies don’t like hair. Follow the directions. Go.”

John used the Nair, waited until it was hot on his now tender skin, and rinsed a bit of hair down the drain. He stepped out of the shower and Leslie was waiting to dry him off. “Did you wash your hair?”

“What? No!”

She pushed him back into the shower and told him to use shampoo and conditioner.  She enjoyed pushing him around a little bit, and she was curt, but…she frowned. His hair was auburn, long, and looked like it would be quite beautiful.

Ten minutes later John was sitting at the kitchen table while Leslie dried his hair. She brushed it out, and, yes, lucky John had some good genes. His hair was gorgeous.

He complained the whole time, and she put up with it, but she was getting a little tired of his mouth.

She took out a pair of scissors and gave him a trim. She evened out the back, cut a bit off the front and showed him how to comb it back so he could see.

“How do women live with this mess,” he blurted at one point.

“We enjoy it,” Leslie mumbled. When he asked what she had said she had said nothing.

“Okay, fingernails.”

“God, yes! Cut these things off.”

“Not so simple,” Leslie admonished. She shaped them and got out the nail polish.

“You’re not going to put that stuff on me!”

“This is what women wear. If you want to be able to talk to any woman you have to mind your appearance.

He stared at his fingers like they were snakes as she painted them a sexy red. He had delightful hands. Small, but slender and sexy.

She grinned. They looked like good cock stroking hands.

“What are you laughing at?”

“Nothing, sir.”

He glared at her.

Hair and nails done, she realized that he was DNA blessed. He was sexy. Oddly, that was exciting. When Leslie was a little girl she had loved to play with dolls. And she had grown to love putting on make up. Now she was doing both, and to an idiot who irked her. She was enjoying his complaints and balkishness.

She stood up and went to the sink, stood back and inspected him.

“Well?” he asked in his little whine.

She nodded. “I’m going to have to get you some new clothes.”

“Why? I brought all sorts of clothes.”

“Clothes for a girl taller than you. What did you do that made you so short?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he was angry at the question.

“You fasted for 12 hours before the injection, right?”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t eat anything after the injection, did you?”

“Of course not.”

But Leslie could see the sudden knowledge in his eyes.

“What did you eat?”

“I didn’t eat. I just…I had a drink of bourbon.” He grew strident, “But it was only one glass.”

“Didn’t you read the reports?” Of course he didn’t. He had her for that. “Alcohol stunts growth.”

“Oh, crap! You mean I’m stuck like this?”

“I don’t know.”

“But when I change back I should resume my real size!”

“We’ll find out when we change you back.”

He stared at her, but there was nothing he, or she, could do.

“Okay,” Leslie said. “Watch some more TV and I’ll go get some clothes.”

When she left he was sitting at the kitchen table, disconsolate, studying his bright red nails and feeling his long, pretty hair.

John did not like the clothes Leslie bought.

“I can’t wear this!” he complained.

‘This’ was a short one piece dress. It was pink with spaghetti straps. His breasts were prominently on display. They bulged over the dress and looked obscenely large.

To him in his present state of mind.

The truth was that he had loved this look when it was on other women, when he was a man.

“This is what women wear these days.”

“Well, I don’t like it.”

“Here,” she handed him a short, pink jacket. It didn’t hide his boobs so much as tighten up the window. He kept staring down at his tits in disbelief.

And, he had a problem.

You need to lose that,” Leslie said, pointing at the tiny bump of his cock poking out. It wasn’t big, but it was obvious it was a dick.

“How am I supposed to do that?” John sniffed.

Feeling a bit perverse, Leslie said, “Let me get the scissors.”

“NO!” John squealed.

She laughed, then, “Sorry. I know you’re in a sensitive frame of mind right now.

“Well, it’s these clothes?”

“Too bad, so sad,” Leslie quipped, then, “Take the dress off, we’re going to have to go with the corset.”

Frowning, as usual, John slipped out of the dress.

Leslie was always surprised at how sexy his body was.

“Okay, you already have the shape, so we’re just going to tighten it a bit to hide that ding a ling of yours.

He looked reproachfully at her, then put the corset on. “It’s loose,” he observed.

She turned him around and started pulling the ties.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered!

Soon his dick was flattened out as if it had never been. He had a truly female shape now.

“Okay, put the dress on, and this is good.”

“Why?”

“Because you can wear hose.”

“Wear…nylons?”

“Of course.”

He opened his mouth, his cute, full-lipped mouth, then closed it.

Ten minutes later his body was encased, his legs were encased, and the dress fit perfectly.

God, he was sexy!

“Okay, make up.”

John sat at the kitchen table while she worked on his face. He suffered the tweezers shaping his eyebrows. He watched as she put lotions and powders on him. To sit there with his eyes closed while she decorated them was supremely irritating.

Man, if he had known women had to go through all of this he never would have taken that stupid drug.

It didn’t occur to him that women put ‘all that stuff’ on their faces just to look good for men.

“Are we almost done?”

“Pretty soon,” said Leslie as she painted his lips to match his red nails. “We just need to pierce your ears and—“

“No!”

“She paused, sat back, and asked, “Why not?”

“I don’t want to!”

“But why not?”

“It’s…it’s going to hurt.”

Leslie chuckled. “You’re just a big baby. Every woman gets her ears pierced, so it can’t hurt that much.”

“Yeah, but…”

“But nothing. A woman without earrings is naked. So woman up and let’s get you properly done.”

Five minutes later John was sniffing and looking in the mirror.

He was built like the proverbial brick shit house. He was sexy, He was big boobed, tight waisted and butt flared. The dress showed off all his charms, he was immaculately made up, and…he was a babe.

Leslie truly experienced a twinge of jealousy.

Then she thought about his teeny weeny, little cock and was immediately over any jealousy.

“What now,” he said unhappily.

“Now we put on your dancing shoes.”

John stared at her.


PART TWO

“I don’t understand why we have to go out. Just explain a few things to me and I can go see Donna.”

“There’s a huge difference between knowing and knowing about.”

“What?”

“I could describe water until heaven freezes over, but unless you’ve taken a bath you won’t understand.”

“What the heck does that mean? And if we have to go out, why Charley Coyote’s?”

“Because Charley Coyote’s is filled with the kind of women you have to observe. These women are like Donna,” or like you, she thought.

John frowned, which looked adorable on the face of the little pixie he had become. “Well, I don’t get it.”

Get it or not, they were there. Leslie pulled into the parking lot and parked the car. The two women got out of the car.

Leslie, five foot eight, eight inches taller than Jane, which was what she had decided to call John, who was five foot even.

“What now?” Jane asked, eyeing the combination cafe/nightclub.

“Now we go have a drink,” Leslie smiled and led the way across the parking lot. Jane stumbled trying to keep up. She wasn’t comfortable in high heels. Not by a long shot.

It was early evening and Charley Coyote’s was starting to wind up. They walked in and a club band was pounding out jazzed up oldies like they were going into style. A dozen couples shook their bodies on the small, parquet dance floor. The patio had a few groups eating, and the bar was just starting to pour seriously.

“Bourbon?” asked Leslie.

“Oh, God, yes!”

A minute later they were sitting at a small table in a dark corner sipping Coke Highs.

“I wouldn’t drink too much,” cautioned Leslie.

“I can hold my liquor,” groused Jane.

“As a 200 hundred pound man you can. As a woman with a 120 pounds, most of which are tits, I suggest you go slow.”

Jane heard, and she actually sort of intended to go along with Leslie’s advice. But it is hard to overcome a habit as ingrained as drinking everything in sight.

“Hey, girls. How you doing?”

There were two of them, studly guys out looking for a good time.

“I’m Rex and this is Ben.”

“Jane and Leslie,” answered Leslie, nudging Jane with a foot to keep her quiet. “Find yourselves a sofa and join the party.”

The two guys grinned. There were two chairs a couple of tables over and they went for them.

“What are you doing?” hissed Jane.

“You think you don’t have to learn how to get along with men?”

“I know how to get along with men!” he whispered fiercely.

“As a man, yes. But you’re about to jump in the water.”

Ben and Rex plopped chairs down and butts into chairs. Rex was next to Leslie, and Ben slid close to Jane. Jane tried to move, but Leslie had her hemmed in from the other side.

“So what do you girls do?”

Leslie: “Would you believe we’re undercover for the FBI?”

“Uh….no. Nope. Not really. Let’s see your gun and badge.”

Leslie flirted. “They only let men have guns.” She eyed Rex so fiercely that he laughed.

“How about you, babe?” Ben looked at Jane.

“What about me?” growled Jane. It would have been rude and arrogant, except that his voice was so high that both the men blinked, then grinned.

After all, how could such a cutie be rude?

“Jane’s an actress. She likes to try out lines on people, so don’t be surprised if she says some really weird things.”

“So if you’re not working for the FBI…?”

“I’m a scientist working for Supertech.”

“Supertech? What do they do?”

“We’re working on a pill that will change men into women, and women into men.”

Jane’s eyes bulged.

Ben and Rex however, laughed so hard they didn’t notice.

Jane nudged Leslie with her foot.

Leslie smiled.

“That’s a good one,” said Rex. “I’m going to have to remember that.”

A waitress came by and shortly they were all sipping fresh drinks. Jane was already feeling a bit dizzy, but she just figured it was just the corset.

The evening lengthened, and Rex and Ben chatted the girls up. Leslie had them laughing with her wry wit, but Jane didn’t offer much.

“Hey, baby, how about a dance?” Ben put the question to Jane.

Jane opened her mouth to object, but Leslie cut in. “Go for it, Jane.” Then she pinched Jane’s ass so hard that Jane jumped up. She turned to glare at Leslie, and Ben dragged her out to the dance floor. She would have resisted, but it was hard to dig your feet in when they are wearing high heels.

Now it got weird. Ben was moving around gyrating, and grinning at Jane. Jane moved a little bit, staggered around, her boobs jiggled, and Ben thought it was dancing.

So she kept doing that, had no sense of timing or rhythm in her new body, but nobody cared. This was modern dancing, after all. Do what you want to do.

Then the band slipped into a slow number. Couple came together, and Jane found herself in Ben’s arms. And she didn’t like it.

The man was overpowering, trying to take control, and he was pressing his body up against Jane’s.

Unfortunately, Jane couldn’t fight back. Ben was strong, and he just spun her around, and Jane’s efforts to remain independent were useless.

“You dance good,” whispered Ben in her ear.

Then Jane felt it. Ben was getting a hard on!

She tried to push away, but Ben just held her closer, insisted on pressing his crotch into her.

Fuck! thought Jane.

The dance number played out, and a fast number started up. Ben grinned at Jane and waggled his butt, and she sighed in relief. She was shocked by the fact that the man had a dick.

Then a slow number, and when Jane tried to back away and return to the table Ben just pulled her tighter.

Leslie danced by, comfortably ensconced in the arms of Rex. She leaned towards Jane and whispered hoarsely. “Give in, enjoy it. It’s not like you’re a man!”

Everybody laughed.

Ben pulled her closer and murmured, “Yeah, baby.”

Jane gave up. She couldn’t fight Ben’s superior strength, and he wasn’t doing anything except holding her. And pressing that stupid dong against her belly.

After that it went a little smoother. If Jane could just not look up into Ben’s face, if she could just relax, then it was just…dancing.

Ben danced her across the floor, and now Jane felt okay. Don’t fight it. Go with it. She looked up to Ben’s face and….he pressed his lips against hers.

Jane’s eyes opened and she would have struggled, but Ben had anticipated that. He had her firmly in his grip.

She was frozen for a long minute, then, unbelievably, she began to respond.

The dick pressing against her, his hand coming up to fondle one of her boobs, the nipple getting excited, his mouth so warm and hungry…and, of course, a liberal helping of booze, she began to kiss him back.

It felt good, and she had the terrible crazy thought that the injection of X-F3M hadn’t just changed her body, it had changed her psyche.

She reached down into his pants and grabbed his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” Ben whispered, and he pushed her into a small corridor and against a wall.

People walked by on the way to the bathrooms, but he had her trapped, and he chewed on her mouth, and she chewed right back.

She felt a massive heat whelming at her. She felt faint. She felt his hands groping her, then she realized he was searching for her pussy. She panicked, she didn’t want him to feel her dick, so she squeezed his balls.

“Oh, fuck!” moaned Ben, falling forward and leaning against her and the wall before he could fall down.

She managed to get out from under his wieght and said, “I need to sit down.”

She walked, and he followed along, and for the first time in her life Jane experienced what it was to be in charge.

Not because she paid wages and could demand, but because somebody wanted to follow her.

How fucking weird! she thought.

They sat down at the table. Leslie was already there with Rex.

“Why don’t you boys go get us some drinks?” suggested Leslie. A moment later she was alone with Jane.

“So how’s it going?”

“He…he kissed me.”

“I saw.”

“Jane, I have to get out of here.”

“Why? You’re having fun. Why would you want to leave?”

“I don’t want to kiss him.”

Leslie saw right through it. “You’re afraid of the feelings that make you kiss him. I saw you, you were an active partner in the raping of your mouth. You wanted it and it scares you.”

Jane wasn’t able to admit that, however. She mumbled, “What if he finds out about my dick?”

Leslie shrugged. “So what if he does? Maybe he likes trans men, or women, or whatever you are. Besides, it’s not like your dick is threatening, or anything.”

“I want to go home!”

Leslie shrugged. “Okay, let’s just have a last drink and we’ll go.”

At that moment Rex and Ben returned.

There is an old saying: the man drinks the first drink, the first drink drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.

Since John was now a Jane, with reduced body mass and resistance, that saying was double true.

The first drink turned into a second drink, then they were drinking the third drink.

Jane didn’t notice that Leslie was only sipping about a quarter of her drink. The man in her was too arrogant to notice that. But after the third drink Jane was utterly and totally drunk.

She opened up then, started slurring her words, saying things that she never would have said otherwise.

“I’m a six foot two hunnert poun’ man!”

Rex and Ben laughed hysterically. Leslie smiled shrewdly. Coming from a shrimp like Jane this was less than threatening.

“I could kick yer ash!”

Rex slapped his knee and Ben threw his head back and roared in laughter. Her small voice, the way she sounded so pouty and arrogant all at the same time…

Jane looked confused. She was laying down the law but it wasn’t working. She finally decided to pull out the stops. “I got a eight inch cock!”

This was about as much as Rex and Ben could stand. Ben actually fell off his chair, and Rex laid his head on the table and laughed.

Jane jumped up. “I’ll prove it!” She started lifting up her dress.

“Not here, Jane,” Leslie pushed the dress down and shoved her towards the entrance.

The room was now whirling about, spinning ferociously, and Jane staggered on her high heels.

Rex nudged Ben and, still laughing, they followed Jane.

Jane staggered, almost falling, down the sidewalk. She fell against the building at one point, then started slanting across the parking lot. A car skidded to a stop and she flipped the driver off and continued on her way.

“Motherfuckersh…I got a eight inch cock and I can proof it. Prove it.”

Rex and Ben were right behind her.

Jane saw her Porsche. She suddenly needed to sit down. She’d had enough. She didn’t feel all that well. Funny, she’d never had any problem before holding her liquor.

She moved between cars and grabbed the handle of her Porsche. It was locked.

“Oh, fuck!” Leslie had the key, and Leslie had driven her here, and why the hell was Leslie driving her Porsche? Nothing was making sense anymore. Nothing was—she was suddenly picked up and sailed through the air. Actually, she was carried, but it felt like she was sailing.

“What the fu—“

“Come on, baby, let’s see that eight inch cock of yours,” Rex was whispering in her ear and Ben was pawing at her pants.

She tried to fight, to push Rex away, to bat Ben’s hands down, but she was outweighed and outnumbered, and they weren’t even as drunk as her.

“Lemme ‘lone bastardsh!”

They bent her over the back of an old eighties Oldsmobile. Her feet were off the ground and she was trapped! Ben lifted her dress now, and he pulled down her panties.

The first thing they saw was Jane’s perfect, bubble butt ass. Both men licked their lips. Then they saw her asshole. Heck, that was okay, they were drunk and a hole was a hole. So what if they got a little anal.

Then they saw her penis.

“What the fuck?”

“What’s this?”

“It’s a penis!”

“Get the fuck off’n me!”

“She’s a guy!”

“But man, that dick is small!”

Jane struggled, but had no leverage, little strength, and couldn’t move.

“It’s a two inch special,” both man giggled.

“Hey, let’s fuck his asshole!”

“Why not! Bitch doesn’t have a cunt then she needs to be fucked in the asshole!”

Rex hoisted Jane higher, pulled her panties off.

Ben pulled his zipper down and pulled out his cock.

“No! No!” Jane yelled, but her little voice was just a blip in the night time noise of the club and the street beyond.

“Okay, Ben, fuck her!”

Ben moved forward, his dick in hand, then he suddenly bent at the waist. His face bulged out in shock, and he threw up on Rex’s shoes.

Rex looked around in surprise.

Leslie stood behind Ben, hands on hips. She had just delivered a fifty yard punt, over the goal post, to Ben’s balls.

Ben lay on his side and retched.

A big shape squeezed past Leslie. It was one of the bouncers. One of the big bouncers. He grabbed Rex by the hair, pulled him off Jane, and punched him right square in the nose.

Jane slid off the car and Leslie grabbed her, held her up as she cried and held on.

“You okay?” the bouncer asked.

“She’s fine. Thanks. Thanks a lot.”

The bouncer looked down at the two men in disgust. “What a pair of assholes.”

“Can we back out?”

“Oh, sure. You girls have a good night now.”

Leslie helped Jane into the Porsche, then got in the driver’s side and backed out.

The bouncer waved, grinned, and walked away from the parking space. Rex and Ben lay and puked and bled as their wont.

Leslie drove through the streets, heading back to Jane’s apartment. “So now you know how men and women get along.”

Jane cried. Traces of being a big, strong man were obliterated in her skull. “But….why?”

“Because,” answered Jane, “that’s the way it is.”

“But I would never do such a thing!”

Leslie pulled up in front of Jane’s apartment and turned to her. “Jane, the truth is you are a worse asshole than those two guys.”

“What? No! I would never—“

Leslie slapped Jane in the face. It was a good hard slap that rocked the smaller girl’s world and brought her to attention.

“Those two idiots are bullies of convenience. You’re a bully by intent. You abuse your employees, you treat people like shit, you’re a bitch. Literally, now that you’ve changed.”

“How dare you slap me!”

“Fuck you.”

“You’re fired.”

Leslie smiled.

“You pack up your things and get the fuck out!”

Leslie laughed. “I don’t think you understand your situation.”

Jane stared at her secretary.

“How are you going to prove you’re John Addams?”

“What?”

“John Addams has ceased to exist. There is a Jane Addams, who no one has ever seen, but John said you would be showing up at his house. And, by the way, do you think Donna will listen to your wild story of being turned into a woman so you could spy on her?”

“What are you saying?” Synapses were firing, but the whole picture wasn’t coming through yet.

“You have given complete control of the company to me. Nobody even knows about project X-F3M. I write the checks, people accept me as the boss…and I wrote a letter which states that you are officially resigning from the company.”

“What?” Jane was whispering now. The full import of what Leslie was saying finally penetrating and making sense. “You can’t!”

Leslie got out of the car and walked up the stairs.

Jane, still drunk, but now panicked into functioning, charged after her. She caught up at the top of the stairs and pulled Leslie around. “You fucking—“

Leslie was bigger, stronger, and she pried Jane’s fingers off, then grinned and entered the apartment. Jane followed her. “This is fucking illegal!”

“I know.” Leslie got out the bottle of Pigwhistle and poured herself a drink. She didn’t pour one for Jane.

Jane caved. She crumbled like a month old cookie. “What do you want me to do?” she whispered.

“Well, that’s an interesting question, seeing as I’ve got everything that’s yours, including your car and your house and your company.”

“But you can’t do this! Please, there’s got to be something I can do to make this right.”

Leslie smacked her lips. That Pigwhistle shit was good stuff. She said, “Well, there is one thing…”

“Sure, anything, whatever it is!”

“In the bottom dresser drawer you’ll find a strap on and a big dildo. Go get them.”

“Sure! Okay…” Jane ran into the bedroom. The strap on harness and the dildo were right where Leslie had said they were.

“Okay, you lay down for me and I’ll help you out.”

“You want to…to…to fuck me?” Jane sounded aghast.”

“It’s good training. After all, you need to learn everything about being a woman, right? “

“But…but…”

“Take it or leave it. Take it and I’ll help you, leave it and I’ll see you sometime, not, and, by the way, this apartment is only rented for a month. I’m certainly not going to let you live in my new house…your old house.

Jane was crying now. There was no choice. She was going to have to do this. “Okay,” she blubbered. “Okay…you can fuck me.”

Leslie didn’t waste time. She slipped out of her dress and put the strap on on. She screwed the big dick into the strap on. The penis was eight inches, the exact size that Jane’s used to be, and it had gnarly veins running up the sides.

“Okay, Jane, Let’s go get acquainted.

Leslie led her sobbing former boss into the bedroom. She stopped next to the bed and turned to Jane. “I’ve always been curious,” she said, and she took Jane in her arms and kissed her.

Jane was powerless, she was bent back and her mouth scorched by Leslie’s hot lips. Then Leslie dropped her on the bed. “Bend over, baby, I think I love you.”

No choice, Jane turned onto all fours. She was the perfect height, and Leslie moved in.

Leslie didn’t use lube, she just pushed her dick into Jane.

Jane arched her back and tried to fall forward, but Leslie was firmly inside her.

“That’s it, Jane, learn to love it,” Leslie crooned softly into her ear. She reached around and grabbed Jane’s big tits.

Jane was sobbing and…excited. It was uncomfortable, even painful, but…her ass liked it.

Leslie moved in and out gently. “This is the way you’re going to make love from now on. You’ll lay down and take it and you’ll like it.”

Jane’s mouth was open in a soundless moan. Her eyes were fluttering. Her man pussy was figuring out that it wasn’t as bad as she had thought it would be.

“That’s right, honey. “Now you’re learning. You’re going to be all woman when I’m done with you.”

Jane found her hips moving. She didn’t think about it, her body was just reacting to the pleasure being forced upon it.

Leslie pulled on Jane’s nipples, slapped her tits, then reached for her penis.

Jane gasped as Leslie gripped her teeny weeny.

“Oh, God! That’s sexy…how small your balls are.”

“Please…cried Jane. “Please!”

“I’m doing my best to please you,” chortled Leslie.

Jane had never felt so out of control, and something miraculous started to happen. The big dick up her anal, she started to feel an orgasm coming. It wasn’t a male orgasm, hard and sharp, but a female orgasm, like an ocean coming up and swallowing her.

“Oh, fuck…fuck!” Jane sobbed.

Then the orgasm washed over her.

Leslie hadn’t expected Jane to have an anal orgasm the first time. She thought it would take time, but the X-F3M must have changed something in her plumbing. Jane was suddenly bucking back against her, corkscrewing, trying to get more and more cock into her man pussy.

“Holy…wow!” blurted Leslie when the fuck was done. Jane was done, collapsed and sagging, tears streaming from her big eyes.

Leslie pulled out.

Jane looked up, “You’ll change me back to a man now?”

Leslie laughed, “Not a fucking chance.”

“But you said—“

“I said I’d help you. And I will. I’ll let you live in this apartment and I’ll keep the rent paid. I’ll even give you a small stipend every month. But that’s as long as you don’t come near me or the company. I don’t want you spreading your fantastic tales to Donna or anybody. And I will be checking on you. I’ve got the name of that private eye you hired to watch Donna, and I’m sure he’d like a little steady work.”

“But I need to be a man again!”

“Nope. You need to learn what it is to be a woman. Oh, and I’ll probably be visiting you every once in a while. Give you a chance to earn a little extra money. I really enjoyed fucking you.”

With that final word Leslie walked out of the room, out of the apartment and down the stairs. She hopped into her new car, drove to her new house, and thought about what the future held for her new company.

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


Pink Discipline!

Transformation through feminization!


PART ONE

“I’m so discouraged.”

Giselle looked at me. She’s my besty and we were standing around at Starbuck’s waiting for our lattes.

“Look at you, good looking blonde, killer bod, what the hell could you be discouraged about?”

“Chuck.”

“Chuck? What about Chuck? He’s a sexy man. Not a big muscle guy, like I like ‘em, but he’s got that soft look that women love.”

“Yes, he does have that soft look, and, unfortunately, he’s a bit soft somewhere else.”

“What?” she spoke a little loudly, people turned and I turned a little red and told her to shush.

She lowered her voice, “Chuck is…little? Like in erectile dysfunction? Or is he like a small Paul? Come on, girlfriend. Tell Giselle all.”

Our latte’s came up at that moment, so we took our orders to a corner table and sat and sipped and I told her the sad tale of my life.

“Chuck is pretty big for a, uh, slender fellow. And when he does use it, oh, Lord…it is like being banged by Godzilla. He is the gift that just keeps on giving. The problem is that he rarely feels like it. He’s always working.”

“I thought he worked at home?”

“He does. And his business is doing well. The problem is that when you work for yourself you tend to be a big slave driver.”

“Well…tell him to fire himself!”

I grinned. “That would be something. Man fires himself, collects unemployment.” Then I sighed. “No. I want him to keep working. But…” I trailed off.

We sat there for a few minutes, watching the crowd roll through Starbucks and leave with their little cylinders of slosh. That’s what Giselle calls coffee from Starbuck’s, ‘Slosh.’

Finally, Giselle said, “You know, I might have a solution.”

“Anything. My muffin needs buttering.”

She laughed. “Your muffin, eh?”

“My muffin. It’s fresh baked and ready for devourment…”

“Devourment? Is that a word?”

“Of course it is. Look it up in Scrabble.”

She snickered. “Scrabble. Right.” She retracked, “So your muffin needs devourment, and there is one thing you can do if you want to experience the hot butter that a manly man has to offer.”

“I’m all ears, girlfriend.”

“Make him not a manly man.”

“What?”

She grinned and leaned across the table. “I really shouldn’t tell you this…I shouldn’t put ideas in your frilly, little head…” I snorted, “…but if you apply a little ‘pink discipline’ it is very exciting to a man. A little pink in his life and he is going to be hard as a rock, long for hours, and he will out fuck the Energizer Bunny.”

I stared at her. The Energizer Bunny? Does he even fuck? And I had images of the drum banging bunny pounding on Ms Energizer Bunny, legs spread, big, old pink feet inside big, old, pink feet. I giggled, then: “You’re going to have to explain what, exactly, is ‘Pink Discipline?’”

“Pink Discipline, my less than educated friend, is when you make a man wear articles of femininity.”

“What?” Now I was loud. I lowered my voice. “Are you like talking something like…like…crossdressing?”

“I am.”

I leaned back, a dismissive look on my face, a negative on my lips, and she put a hand on mine and said, “Wait, listen, before you judge.”

So I leaned back towards her and listened.

“When a man wears an article of femininity it excites him. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s forbidden fruit, sexually speaking. Maybe it is the desire to prove that he isn’t less than manly. But, whatever, you put him in panties and he’ll be hard as a rock for hours. You put in panties and bra and he’ll be hard as a rock for days. You put him in the whole nine yards—“

I was almost aghast, almost, my eyes wide, and I blurted, “Do you mean like…make up? And dresses? and…and—“

“And everything. Make him act like a girl, make him live like a girl, stick a Tampon up his butt, among other things, and make him be a girl…guaranteed. You will be getting the biggest, bestest, most intense fucking of your life. He will lay down at your feet, he will diddle do your puss, he will live and breath merely to please you, and that means especially in any sexual manner your little puss puss desires.”

“Puss puss?” I raised my eyes.

“Puss puss,” she nodded.

We sat there then, and I actually began considering it.

Oh, I didn’t have to go overboard. Maybe make him wear panties. A bra once a in while. Then I imagined him between my legs delving into me with his pocket rocket, his nylon clad legs slicking across my own legs. But would I wear nylons, too? Or would I want to feel his nylons on my bare legs.

And…boobs? What would it feel like if I put a couple of breast forms in his bra and then he hugged me, pressed his chest against me. Would fake tits feel soft? And…maybe I could get some that felt lifelike. Really lifelike.

Of course, I wasn’t a Lesbian, never swang that way, if you’ll pardon my grammar, but the idea of Chuck making love to me, in his fresh shaved body, his dock looking bigger for no hair down there, pumping away…I…I…

I suddenly felt a flush rush through my body. A warm feeling, like…like a little…orgasm…

Giselle was sitting and watching me, sipping, leaving lipstick on her white cup. She raised her eyes and smiled in a most nefarious fashion. “Mikey, I think she likes it.”

“Oh, Lord, I think…”

“Think what?”

My face red, I put my hand on hers and said, “I was imagining what it would be like, and I think…I think I had a little sort of an orgasm.”

She giggled. “Like a hot flash, real quick, but then you feel sweaty down there.”

“Oh, Lord, do I feel sweaty.” In truth I think if I stood up right then there would be a wet spot on the chair.

“I guess that’s our answer then. Poor Chuckles will never know what hit him.”

My brows suddenly lowered, “But…what if…could something go wrong?”

“Like what? Like he likes it too much? Turns gay?”

“Yes.”

She scoffed. “Nah. Cross dressing doesn’t turn men gay. Being gay turns men gay. Men cross dress so they can feel excited, so their little penis will go into overdrive.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

We sat there a long minute then. Finally, I said, “Okay. I’m in. How do I do this?”

For the next hour we sat and battleplanned the demise…and rise…of my poor, but about to be lucky, hubby.

“Honey! I’m home!” I strode into the house feeling like a million dollars. A nervous million dollars, but a million dollars.

I was determined. I had a plan. I was going to do this.

“Hey, babe! Back here in the dungeon.”

Working. Excellent.

I headed for the bedroom and changed. But I didn’t just change…I changed! I Naired my body, and thought about Nairing his. I washed thoroughly, shampooed and conditioned, and spritzed myself with body lotion and light perfume.

Then I slipped into a slinky outfit that I had brought home. It was black straps that encircle my boobs and presented them, it was like a Gladiators nasty, little costume, it was sexy.

My fresh, little, well Naired pussy was going to be on display.

Then a peignoir. Black, so flimsy you could see through, and it would heighten the effect, make his eyes go where I wanted them to.

Nylons, real stockings, though. Snapped to the black straps. High heels. Long, black spikes, straps over the instep and around the heel and up my curvy calf.

Oh, baby. He wasn’t going to know what hit him.

Then I sat down at the make up table and went to work. Delicate grey over the eyes, bright red on the lips, accentuate cheek bones and make everything pop!

Then I sauntered out of the bedroom and down the hall.

Click, click, click. The sound of my sexiness filled the house, echoed off the hardwood floors.

My heels taping were like the drum roll to sexual depravity.

Into the kitchen, a single, large glass with 3/4s ice. Coke. The good stuff. Blanton’s Original Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $200 bucks a bottle. With the Cork. Zowie!             

We had bought the special bourbon for special occasions, and if remaking my hubby into a pulsing, throbbing, never ending wad shooter wasn’t special…what was?

I walked back down the hall.

Click, click, click. The drum roll of doom for all soft men. I turned into the computer room and placed his drink in front of him.

His eyes were officially open. His jaw was legally dropped. His expression was stunned, sort of like the ox that tried to head butt the bigger ox…and lost.

He eyed my large breasts. He gulped. He studied my nipples. His eyes rose up from the leather strappings that accentuated my form to my face. In a matter of microseconds he was completely taken in, and wanting more.

“We have to have a talk,” I said.

Blinking, he picked up his drink, took a quick gulp, and leaned back.

I sat in the other swivel, with my legs spread so he could see my eternal cave. Which he did, and could hardly breath for it.

“And…what is…the occasion? Why do we have to…talk?”

I giggled inside. I hadn’t seen him this flustered since the first night we ever made love.

“Well,” I said, “You have displeased me. Very mightily, I might add. And it is time we sat down and talked.”

He was gulping for air, and took another sip of whiskey.

“And talked about…what?”

He was a little dazed.

“About the fact that you have not been keeping me happy in bed.”

He stared at me. Suddenly focused. I had just hit him where he lived. Where every man lives. Every man thinks he is the original bull, and to find out that he was…lacking…he was now more than stunned. He was actually worried.

“Uh…what…I mean…do you mean?”

He had placed his glass on the desk. I leaned forward and picked it up. He watched, avidly, as I brought the glass to my lips and sipped. My red lips left a vivid imprint on the lip of the glass. I handed it back to him.

He stared at the lip print, was transfixed.

“Drink,” I said, putting a Mona Lisa smile on my face.

He looked at me, looked at my lip print.

God, it was so sexy. We had kissed, many times before. And we  had exchanged body fluids, again, many times before. But the sight of my red lipstick on the glass…it was another realm.

He lifted the glass, and drank…from the side not marked.

“No no,” I whispered.

He stared over the glass at me, a slug of bourbon sliding down his throat, his senses totally blasted.

“Drink from my kiss.”

He was actually trembling a little bit, his hand was shaking, and he turned the glass and kisses my lip print.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, as another slug of good bourbon slid down his gullet, exploded in his stomach, even as his head exploded with the experience. “What are you doing?”

I leaned forward and placed my hand in his lap. Inside his jeans his big python was worming and squirming.

“Feels a little tight in there.”

“It is,” his voice sounded a bit strangled.

“You should let it out. Let it breathe a little.”

“Yeah,” he undid his zipper and his beautiful, and big, worm popped out.

I did so love his penis. Eight inches, big around, large head. And now officially dripping.

I placed my hand around the shaft and marveled. This big toy had given me so-o-o much pleasure. I began to slither my fingers up and down, letting the traction build, and his eyes rolled back a little. That’s one of the glories of a man who doesn’t get off much, he is more than anxious once he has the chance.

“Oh, baby,” he blurted. “Let’s take this into the bedroom.”

He started to stand up, but I pushed him back. I lowered my head and kissed his head, then took his member in my mouth.

Dicks taste good. They have that earthy groin smell. And I love giving head, inhaling that aroma. I took my time and slid my lips up and down, deep throated him, fondled his balls, got him more and more excited.

And every time he tried to get up, to move the action into the bedroom, I pushed him back. My one, weak, red-tipped hand was controlling a man like he was a kitty cat.

It didn’t take long, which was sort of disappointing, I was really into it, but he began to pulse, and pre-cum flowed out of the head of his dick.

I backed off, gripped him hard so there wouldn’t be an accident, and looked at him.

“Oh, baby,” he gasped. “What are you doing to me?”

“Whatever I want.”

“Let’s let’s…”

“Go to bed?”

“Yeah!” his eyes were glazed over, filled with lust. He was officially trembling.

I stood up. “You stay here. I’m going to get ready. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

“Oh…oh…okay.”

“And no masturbating.”

“No…no. Of course not.”

“Ever again.”

“Wha…no…ah…”

I leaned into his face, my red lips were inches from his, my breath was warming his face. “Unless I tell you to, I don’t want you masturbating.”

“Oh…but I don’t…not really.”

“Yes. You do. All men do. And I want an end to that. No…more…jacking…off. Period. Do you understand?”

“Well, uh…yeah…”

“I mean it. Do you agree? No more masturbation unless I give permission?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Say it. Say you won’t masturbate without permission.”

“But I don’t understand why—“

I interrupted him. “Because when I married you your cock became our cock. Community property, and I have decided we shouldn’t be wasting our sperm with unauthorized masturbation. Now, tell me you won’t masturbate again with permission, or else.”

I didn’t even have to say what the ‘or else’ was. His own mind was now his own worst enemy. He envisioned all sorts of dire consequences, mostly having to do with me being mad and not letting him fuck me.

“Okay.” He broke. “I won’t jack off unless you say I can. Okay?”

There was a touch of resentment in there, and I didn’t blame him. After all, turning control of your dick over to another, even another as beautiful as I, that had to be hard. Uh, no pun intended.

“All right,” I stood up. “Wait here and I’ll call you.”

I turned and sashayed out of the room. My ass swayed under the flimsy peignoir. As I turned the corner I twisted a bit and gave him a smile, and showing him my bosoms.

Click, click, click, down the hall, a drum roll to paradise.

But I had a different kind of paradise in mind for Chuck.

In the bedroom I slipped out of the peignoir, struggled out of the gladiator strap thing, kicked off my shoes and nylons, and wished I could grow hair really, really fast on my legs. I scrubbed my face quick and put on cream I brushed my hair every which way and even stuck a couple of curlers into the mess. Then I laid down on the bed, my back bent against the wall, my legs spread, and called him. “Oh, Chuckie!”

Man, I heard that swivel chair grind its wheels across the floor, then it banged against the desk. His footsteps padded down the hallway. Quickly. He was one horny, little boy, and he was in a hurry.

He entered the room, big grin on his face, already naked, he had divested himself of clothes sometime between when I had left the computer room and now, and…he stopped. Froze. Stared at me.

No sexy outfit. Not even the peignoir. My hair looking like Lady Frankenstein’s. The monster’s wife, not the doctor’s wife.

I was reclining against the wall and looking…unappetizing.

“What…what…”

“Hi, honey. Bring that big dick over here. I’m really hungry for it.”

“But…but…”

“What? You don’t want me?”

“Well…but…I do…it’s just that…”

I sat up, moved to the edge of the bed, gave him a better view of my ‘charms.’ I looked like cereal box turned inside out. I was…to put it mildly…ugly.

“Its the same me. Why don’t you want me?”

“But…I do…just—“

“Then come over here and show me? And get your dick hard again. How the heck do you expect to fuck me if your dick is limp?”

“Well, it’s just that…I…you…”

I stood up and advanced on him. “Are you saying you don’t love me?”

“No! No! I just expected…in the other room you were…”

“So you are a shallow Hal, an artificial person. A person who judges others based on looks.”

“That isn’t fair,” he finally made a coherent statement.

“I’ll say,” I agreed. “I thought I had a husband who loved me for who I am.”

“I do,” a trace of resentment. I had reached the tipping point. I had flabbergasted him, but one thing Giselle had told me was that I had to be very easy with the bad cop, and heavy on the good cop.

I softened my voice. “Honey, you’re right. I just played a very mean trick on you. And I hope you will forgive me. But go pour yourself another drink, and make me one, and give me 15 minutes. I’ll meet you in the computer room and we can have that talk.”

“Oh,” he blinked. Bad cop…good cop…it always unbalances them. “Okay.”

He turned and left the room, and I began fixing myself up. Not all the way, but enough so he wouldn’t equate me with that awful vision he had just seen.

I scrubbed my face, put on the peignoir, but with panties and bra, a full bra, instead of that gladiator’s wet dream. A bit of lipstick, I inspected myself in the mirror, and was good to go.

I walked back down the hallway. No click, click, click, but he heard me coming. No drum roll, but he was listening. Boy, was he listening.

I entered the computer room and he handed me a glass. He looked a bit haggard. Suspicious. But he wasn’t mad. He was more curious. And that was why I had had to cut him off before the resentment built. I wanted him amenable, malleable, not pissed off.

I sat back, put my feet on his lap—no hard on, darn it, but what did I expect?—and sipped my Coke High.

“Honey,” I began, “we have a good life. We’ve got lots of money coming in, we’re healthy, and we are—except for that little episode in the bedroom—madly in love.”

“Uh, yes,” he agreed, totally befuddled as to where this was going.

“However, you have a bad habit.”

“What’s that?” he was worried, but at least i was going somewhere with this.

“You don’t pay me enough attention.” Code speak for you don’t fuck me enough.

“Well, but…I’m working all the time. I’m making sure the money keeps coming in.”

I ignored his excuse. “Do you know what it takes to fix myself up? To make myself beautiful for you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“No. You don’t. You have no clue. Beauty, fashion and make up, they are mysteries to you.”

“Well, I don’t understand a lot of what you do, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate it.”

“When’s the last time we screwed?”

Blink. There it was. That was the sound of the other shoe dropping.

His mouth opened to answer, but nothing came out, and it looked like he was actually surprising himself. “Well, uh…we, uh…went to a party?”

“Nope. And which party? We haven’t gone to a party for while.”

“Well, it was, uh. It was that holiday. When we, uh…”

I waited, smiling, and he just sank lower and lower and lower. Finally, I laughed. And he got a guilty, rueful look on his face.

“Oh.” He said. “Oh.”

“‘Uh oh,’ is more like it.”

His face twisted sheepishly. “Well, I guess I have to do better.”

“And you will.” There was a certainty in my voice that made him tilt his head. He could tell I had something in mind.

“Want to fuck me? All made up and looking like a million dollars?”

“Well, yeah.” Eager.

“So would I.”

He blinked. It was non sequitur and didn’t make sense.

“What do you mean?”

“I would like you all made up and looking like a million dollars.”

He looked down at his jeans. “Yeah, I guess I could dress up for you. Not all the time, I like to be comfy when I work, but I could—“

“Nope.”

“What,” truly confused.

 “You said you wanted me all made up and looking like a million dollars.”

“Yeah.”

“Me, too.”

“Yeah, but…I don’t…” and then he got it. His eyes went wide, his mouth went slack, then he started blinking.

“What?” I asked, innocently.

“Are you…you want me to get dressed up…like…you?”

I smiled a happy smile.

“But…I’m a guy. I’m not going to…you can’t ask me to…” he blathered on and I waited with that silly smile on my face.

He ran down.

“I do it. Why can’t you?”

“But I’m a guy and I don’t wear…”

He blathered on again.

I waited.

He ran down.

I sipped my drink, turned it so the lipstick was pointing towards him, handed him my glass.

He took it, glanced at the lipstick, and drank. Once again I had kissed him.

I took my glass back and said, “You have abused me, my dear, sweet hubby, and now you have to make amends. To get back in my good graces you are going to have to walk the extra mile…in high heels.”

“But…” he stopped. He actually didn’t want to blather. He wanted to figure a way out of this mess.

“Now, I know this is a shock for you, so we will take it easy. Here’s the plan I came up with.

“Tomorrow you are going to wear bra and panties. Just around the house. this whole thing is strictly between you and me. I will get you some breast forms…” an image of him with real implants darted through my head and caused a mini-flush to my vagina, “…and you will continue wearing said garments and accoutrements for a week. At that point I will introduce new articles of apparel. You will experience garters, tummy shapers, maybe even a corset. Yes, a corset. Your hair is long, and it grows fast, so I will try to coiff your hair. If it doesn’t work we can always get a wig. Some weeks from now, you will be wearing make up. And, if you do this…for me…if you fix yourself up every day and show how much you appreciate, then maybe I’ll forgive you. Maybe these legs,” I had been sitting with my legs out to the side and now I brought them up and slammed them shut, “will open once again.

“And, if you are really a good boy, or girl, or whatever we decide you should be, I might even be convinced to let you experience a female orgasm. Would you like that? To feel not just the male bang!, but the overwhelming ocean that takes you away on mysterious tides? Would you?”

I stopped talking.

He was flabbergasted, trying to understand. His poor, little, male mind was trying to figure out what had happened.

“And,” I continued after a few seconds, “if you prove resistant I will make you wear a butt plug.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“That’s right. If you don’t agree, and pretty damned fast, I will add that to the program. You will have to spend your whole time learning to dress up with a happy, little joy buzzer up your pooper.”

“But, honey…you can’t—“

I leaned forward. Enough of the bad cop. I took his weenie in hand. It began to grow, and grow, and grow.

Baby, he wasn’t just horny, it was the idea of me taking control, of him wearing what he shouldn’t, and…of course, the touch of my educated hands on his favorite pal.

Tell the truth, he didn’t stand a chance. Giselle had primed me, drilled me, and I knew exactly what to say and when.

“I don’t think…you shouldn’t…” and he stopped talking.

“So, you have a decision to make. Would you like to experience being a woman happy and willingly? Or would you like to be dragged kicking and screaming with a plug up your heinie?”

I stroked him, fondled his balls, and he was breathing harder.

But I could see inside his mind. The shock and dismay, the cultural protestations, the image of him as a manly man assaulted.

“And remember,” I chimed in sweetly, “No jacking off. Not without permission.”

“So you’ve been planning this….it’s a set up.”

“Of course. And, do you blame me? The way you’ve treated me?”

And that was sort of funny. All he had really done was not fuck me for a couple of months. But Giselle had told me that was the way you had to treat men. You had to bully them a bit, make them worship you, or they would just slide out of love and…take a mistress.

And he said, “I’m not going to. It’s too much.”

I let go of his prick. “Okay.” I stood up and left the room.


PART TWO

Giselle had told me that the fun was going to be in the battle. She had told me that he likely wouldn’t go for it. But that he would, should I play the game right, break.

He would give in and do what I wanted. All I had to do was not nag, be careful with my hints, and wait.

So I waited.

We didn’t make love that night; he didn’t even try. He knew I would just smile at him. Heck, maybe he was afraid I would laugh at him, but I wouldn’t. I knew that this game had no room for maliciousness.

I got up in the morning, showered and dressed, moderately sexy. Not knock out sexy, just showing a bit more tit, wearing heels, a bit extra make up. I was in it for the long haul.

I left a bottle of Nair on the counter with the note under it. ‘Use me!’

It stayed on the counter all day, all night, and into the next days.

I cooked meals, and we talked, even laughed, and under it all was this delicious tension.

Well, for him it wasn’t delicious. For him it was excruciating. And here’s the funny thing: he was in this fix because he hadn’t been too interested in sex, now he was super interested, but afraid to talk about it.

Poor boy.

So the days passed, and he began to get a squinchy look about the eyes. We would talk, chat about the day, and his eyes would get a little…squinchy. Lines at the corners, his eyes darting glances at me, almost like he was nervous. Nervous that I would drop another bomb, or start to nag him.

But I didn’t want to nag him. Only dumb women are nags; only women with no sense of self try to bully, when the easier path is to just put on their face and wait.

So I kept myself beautiful, without being overbearing, and just waited.

It took two weeks. Two weeks of watching me, trying to figure out what was happening to his poor mind, of walking on sexual eggshells.

Two weeks, and one day, at breakfast, he asked, in the a small and embarrassed manner. “So what if I…Nair myself and…what is you want me to wear?”

Good me, I didn’t jump up and cheer. I simply said. Let’s just start with panties for a few days. Maybe after the weekend you’ll be brave enough to wear a bra,” I was very careful with that remark, “but let’s just take it nice and easy and explore.”

“Oh.”

He was silent then, and I knew his head was going full tilt crazy trying to adjust to the concept of him wearing woman’s under clothes.

After breakfast, however, he went straight to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes later, the amount of time the Nair had to work on the skin, I heard the shower running.

While he was showering I went in and laid some panties out. I put them in his underwear drawer, on top and flat out. They were white, easier for him to accept, and I had searched for a comfortable pair for his first. They were actually sissy panties, with a little pouch in the front.               The shower went off and I headed back to the front of the house. Ten minutes later he entered the living room.

“Well,” he said, “I’ve got them on.”

“Oh, my gosh!” I blurted enthusiastically, and I rewarded him. I stood up and went to him. I put my hands on his face and brought his face down and I kissed his lips like I wanted to wear them off.

And I felt the big bulge in his jeans. Oh, baby, he was responding just like Giselle had said he would. That dick was a log!

I backed away and said, “You are the bravest man in the world. The whole damn world.”

Well, how could he refuse such effusive compliments? A quirky sort of grin broke out and, I swear, there was a sudden swagger to his personality.

And we left it there.

Except that, during the day I kept touching him, smiling at him, kissing him.

Rewards. Sometimes it’s fun to be a bully…not. Nobody ever got anywhere by being a bully. Being a bully always backfires.

So I rewarded him, and he sort of swelled up, and the day passed.

And that night I spent a lot of time making out with him. Playing with his pecker, kissing his nipples, letting him know how I really felt about a man who could break with convention and get a little kinky.

By the next morning, I swear, he was almost ready to wear a bra.

But I waited. One doesn’t make an omelet in a day, or something like that.

The next day passed, more kissing, more fondling, more appreciation.

And…the bra.

“Would you like to try on a bra today?”

Oh, baby, would he. His penis had been hard for two days, it was dripping right through his panties. He wanted more of that priapism that I was serving.

“Well, I guess we could try it.”

So after breakfast I took him back into the bedroom.

I had gotten him a lacy, little half bra. It wasn’t sturdy enough for the long haul, but it would last a couple of months, if it took that long.

The reason I got that particular bra, however, was not because I wanted support. I had gotten him some veddy expensive breast forms, with lifelike, jutting nipples, and I wanted those nipples to show.

He liked it when he could see my nipples poking out, let’s see how he liked it for himself.

I had him strip down all the way. He didn’t want to strip to his panties, still felt a little embarrassment, but I told him I wanted to see how the panties and bra looked together.

Really, I just wanted to lust a little bit, but he bought it and stood before me in panties.

I showed him how to put the bra on, clasp in front then slide it around, then pull it up. He figured it out, and I slipped the breast forms in.

And they fell out.

“Oops!” he exclaimed, actually chuckling. His face was red, but he was getting into this.

“Hold them for a minute.”

He did, and I made little marks with an eyebrow pencil.

“What’s that for?”

“Shhh. Let me concentrate.”

I didn’t need to concentrate, I knew about boobs. Heck, I had boobs, but I didn’t want to explain.

I pulled one cup out and applied a thick layer of glue. Probably too much, but I wanted the boob to stick. I pressed the mound on his chest and pressed and waited.

We stood there, and after a minute he said, “You’re gluing these on?”

“It’s going to be a lot more comfortable that way.”

He accepted that explanation.

I did the other one.

And, I stood back, and…voila! My hubby had boobs!

It was beautiful. He was beautiful. His slender frame provided perfect context, and the boobs stuck out like a fifties movie star’s.

“Wow,” he said, turning in front of a mirror.

“Here, put this on.” I handed him a blouse.

He stared at it, stared at me, and I was afraid he was going to refuse. But…he took it, and laughed at the buttons. “They’re backwards.”

“Maybe it’s your fingers that are backwards.”

He figured them out and started buttoning up the blouse. “Why are they backward.”

“Women made clothes for themselves first. Maybe they were just playing a joke on men.”

He glanced up at me, and he had a startled look on his face. “Are you serious?”

“No.”

He finished, and turned for the mirror.

The garment fit him perfectly. He had the most feminine chest…it was stunningly beautiful. In fact, I hate to admit it, I was jealous.

“Maybe I should get a boob job, be as big as you.”

“Now we’re talking,” he grinned.

“But if I get one you do, too.”

He sobered pretty damned quick. But the idea had been planted.

Honestly, I didn’t know if I would ever want him to get such a thing as implants, but…but I had said it, so the idea must be back there somewhere.

I turned him, ran my hand over his curves. Watching me do this in the mirror, even though he couldn’t feel anything he was turned on.

The idea of having tits excited him. His cock pulsed in his panties. And the idea of him having tits excited me. I felt that warm, little flush of heat and could feel the wetness between my thighs.

“Wow.”

“Do you want to see what a skirt looks like, or…” I backed off. We were moving pretty fast now, and I didn’t want to scare him.

“Sure,” no embarrassment, just curiosity. wondering what he would look like.

I handed him a skirt. The blouse was white, and you could see the nipples. The skirt was greyish-greenish, and when he pulled it up you could see his bulge. No mistaking that. It was a cock, and a mighty fine one.

“Crap,” he said. He pressed down on his boner bump.

“Hmmm. I suppose there are things we can do to fix that.”

“What?”

“Well, we could give you a gaff, female impersonators wear those. Then there are tummy shapers. We could get a long one, or a corset, full body, bone ribbed corset. Or, in the extreme, we could get you a chastity tube.”

I was just talking, inspecting his look, but I had gone too far. I suddenly felt it, I looked up, and saw it. His face was tight. He suddenly took off the skirt and the blouse. I think he would have taken off the boobs, but I had glued them with some pretty good glue.

“Honey,” I tried. “We’re just talking.”

He pulled on some jeans, pulled a hoodie over his chest, which tended to emphasize, not obscure, his boobs, and walked out of the room.

Crap. I had gone too far, too fast. Giselle had warned me, but, when it was happening…it was so easy to get carried away.

I walked through the house and saw him sitting on the patio. His back to the house. He was staring at the tall hedge at the back of the yard. Not moving.

I went to the kitchen and made him a stiff drink. And myself one. I carried them out to the patio and handed him his.

He took it without looking at me. I could tell he was in some deep space, thinking…thinking.

He looked silly, sitting there with boobs glued to his chest and nothing else.

I sat next to him and waited for a while.

Only a while, though. I wanted to repair the damage quickly, but I had to give him a chance to acclimate to my presence.

Finally, I said, “I love you with all of my heart.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Until you…I never even knew what love was.”

He gave a very light sigh.

I turned to him, spoke directly to him. “I know I went too fast, and I apologize. It’s just that…I’m having fun. And this is exciting. I know it’s exciting for you, I can see it in…in your pants. But you have no idea what this is doing to me.

“Every day that passes I want you more. I know you promised not to jack off, and I figured that that works for me, too. So every day I get hornier and hornier, and every day I fall more and more in love. It’s almost like I am being swallowed up by my feelings for you.”

Suddenly, I started crying. I didn’t mean to, but the feelings were coming out of me. I wasn’t just saying this stuff, I meant it. And here’s the odd thing, I was terrified that he was going to stop, call a halt to this transition we were playing with.

“Don’t,” he said. “Please don’t cry.”

“I’m sorry,” I tried to wipe my eyes without smearing my make up.

Then he was holding me, whispering to me. “It’s okay. I’m okay. Everything is okay.”

And, it was. Me crying, and I wasn’t even crying to pull a sneaky female subterfuge, had done the trick. I loved him and didn’t want to see him unhappy or hurt, but he also loved me, and felt the same way. And the thought of me being unhappy had actually undermined, quite drastically, any of the weird feelings he was having about experiencing femininity.

After a long couple of minutes I stopped crying. Then we just held each other, and the dusk was coming and we were happy just holding on to each other.

Then I giggled.

“What?”

“You really were quite beautiful.”

“I was?”

“Oh, yes. And your body. Ooh la la.”

He chuckled.

“Don’t chuckle,” I mock cautioned him. Men chuckle. Girls should giggle.”

“Tee hee!” he giggled.

I laughed and swatted his arm. “That’s terrible!”

“Well, I’m only halfway there.”

I moved back into his arms and sighed. “I love you.”

“And I love you.”

And there we sat, for a long time, and then we got up and went in for lunch.

And, joy of joys, he put back on his bra and panties. And the blouse. And the skirt.

My, God…did my heart pound!

He wore the skirt and blouse over his bra and panties for a few days. Then, one afternoon, he came to me. “We need to do something about my dick.”

I think he wanted me to fuck him. We hadn’t said anything, but he had been erect since we had started this game, and he had to be desperate.

“Did you want to try a gaff or a tummy shaper or…” I raised my eyebrows.

He surprised me. “How about a corset. Do you have one that will fit me?”

Of course I did. I had bought one special at the beginning. I went to my closet, retrieved a bag, and held it out to him.

“Oh,” he took it out of the bag and held it up.

It was designed like a half bra, had strong ribs for a very tiny waist, and flared slightly at the hips.

“How do I put this thing on?”

I put it around him and he fastened the clasps up the front. It was a tight fit, but even without being tightened I could see the potential differences to his shape.

“Lay down on the bed. Face down.”

He did, and I got up on him, sat on his buns, and started pulling laces.

“Unh!” he grunted with each pull. I went down the laces, pulling, pulling, and when I was done he was definitely skinnier.

“All done?” He was taking small breaths, trying to push the corset out.

“Nope. Turn over.”

He rolled over, and his penis stuck up. “Okay. Bear with me.” The corset had a slight flap, and then was tight. I had not pulled the bottom lace as tight as the others, and I pushed his penis up under the lip of the corset.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

“You’ll live. Roll back over.”

He did, and I pulled laces again, and this time I pulled the bottom lace hard. I put my knee on his back and grunted, and he grunted.

“I…can’t…breath!”

“Take small, shallow breaths.”

He did.

“I’m going to faint.”

“Maybe,” I said. “It has happened.”

We waited, but he didn’t faint.

“Okay, sit up.”

He tried, but I had to help him. We rolled him over, pulled him upright, and he managed to perch, in danger of sliding off, on the edge of the bed.

“Oh…” he said. “Oh…”

I helped him get into his skirt and blouse, and we stood in front of the mirror.

His was a woman’s body. He was thin waisted, butt flared, big titted woman. No doubt at all.

He frowned.

“What?”

“Well,” he spoke in sexy, little breaths, quite sexy, and said, “My face ruins it.”

“Yes, well, we can fix that next week.”

“Oh.”

For the next two days he wore the corset, and it was incredible. I would be walking through the house and see him standing, and I would blink and think it was a woman. then he would turn and I would smile.

And wish it was a woman.

Well, not totally. I wanted a man. I wanted a man who looked feminine. I didn’t want to give up that monstrous cock that had struggled so when I had shoved it under the corset.

But, truth, the corset wasn’t working. Oh, it looked good, but he couldn’t sit. And he couldn’t do anything without running out of breath.

“Honey, I bought you a chastity tube.”

“A chastity tube?”

“Yep. As much as I love you in the corset, I know it is too uncomfortable for you. Maybe for special occasions, but…we need something that will control that big, beautiful cock of yours without all the stress. So I bought you a chastity tube.

“Oh.”

“And it arrived today.”

His eyes widened.

“And we’re going to put it on this afternoon. You can take a break form the corset, and…I think you’ll like it.

“I’ll like having my pecker in a vise?”

“It’s only a vise if you try to get hard.”

“Is there any time I”m not trying to get hard?”

Still, he wasn’t complaining. Probably relief at getting out of the corset, but…that was fine with me.

It took a while, he didn’t want to go limp. Well, he did, but his cock didn’t. He took a cold shower, thought about baseball, but that bat didn’t want to go down.

So, I brought out the peas. Frozen peas. Oh, how he yelped. But, it worked, and I managed to get his big dick into the tube and lock it.

“Oh, God!” he groaned as it swelled and tried to seep out of the little slits on the side.

I chuckled. “Oops. All dressed up and nowhere to go.”

“Nowhere to put it, you mean,” and that was a remarkably potent remark. He looked up at me.

“Yes?”

“Am I ever going to get to cum?”

I hugged him, which made him groan all the more, and reassured him. “Honey, one of these days we’re going to get you out of that thing and…well, let’s just say I have plans.”

“What kind of plans?”

“Not telling,” I grabbed his hunk of plastic peter and shook it. “But this little fellow is going to love it.”

He looked down and gave a wan smile. It is small now, isn’t it?”

The upside of the tube was that he could wear all sorts of clothes. And since we didn’t have to subject him to the corset nay more, we started exploring more clothes.

Nylons. Garters. God, did he had a good set of gams. I wished I had that curvature. Tummy shapers, tummy shapers worked wonders on him without squeezing his life away. And, one night, I did his hair.

Like I say, he wore his hair long for a male. Short for a female, but with the four weeks—God, had it already been four weeks? Him dressing up and not cumming and me…not cumming? Oh, I was dying for a good squirt!—he was long enough to style. And, baby, did I style it.

I twirled and snipped and brushed and sprayed, and I gave him bangs and a bob with a flip of curl around the sides. Just a bare trifle short, but…stylish.

Afterwards, he stared at the mirror in wonder. “Wow.”

“Pretty good, eh?”

“You know, confession time, I sometimes brush it and try to make it look feminine.”

“You do?”

He turned a little red. “I just sort of wondered, but I never wore it that way.”

“You are now.”

He looked in the mirror, “I sure am.”

I started to turn away, but he said, “Shiela?”

“Yes?”

“More confession?”

“You betcha,” I was curious as to what was going to come out of him. Maybe he had worn his mother’s panties once, or something like that. What he said though, came as a surprise. “I like not cumming.”

I blinked. It was true. In the beginning he had begged for a cum. But over the weeks he had stopped begging. Yet he looked at me with the most hungry look.

“Really?”

“I know it’s weird, but it gives me more energy. I feel like I have a spike of energy running up the center of my chest, and it’s like…it’s like being high all the time. And the more we make out, the more you play with me, the better it gets. I actually don’t want to lose that.”

“Really?”

“Really.” He had a worried look on his face.

“Well,” I patted his cheek, “I’ll have to see what we can do to keep you perpetually horny. Of course, we’re going to have to drain you sometime. It’s probably not good to be backed up.”

“Monks do it.”

How weird. A few weeks ago he had begged me for a cum, now he was begging me to not let him cum.

I kissed him, fondled his plastic prison, and whispered. “I’m not going to let you ever cum.”

I felt him shudder, I felt the wetness in my hand. I looked down.

He hadn’t had a full orgasm, but he had actually squirted a small bit of semen into my hand. Not pre-cum, but actual semen.

“Oh, my God!” I whispered.

“Oh, fuck,” he barely breathed. Heck, he couldn’t. He was stunned and gulping.

I looked up at him. “Nope. No fuck now. Now we know what you really want. And I have an idea on how to get you what you want.”

He looked at me, but I wasn’t going to say a word. that was going to be a surprise.

The very next day—the spontaneous orgasm seemed to open the doors—we began make up.

First, he Naired himself. He didn’t need it much, but a few stray hairs made him panic, so he applied, rinsed, and was wonderfully baby bare.

Then we put him in panties, bra (re-glued his boobies), and…the corset! The wonderful and dreaded corset. Love and hate, eh?

Nylons, high heels, and the most wonderful, shimmery dress. It was sparkly blue and crisscrossed in the front. Made it look like he had cleavage without showing much of anything.

I did his fingernails and toe nails. Oh, it was wonderful, those little piggies all bright red.

Then we put some small towels around his neck, and started in with the heavy lifting.

I cleansed him thoroughly, and he was shocked at how much I got out of his pores.

Then I primed him, spread the wonderful substance over his skin, and  created the base canvas.

Foundation, blush, and then I did his eyes. Oh, Lordy, he was transforming. Light blue, and it set his sparklers off like a bomb. And, finally…lips.

I think he was waiting for this. At any rate, he made the little noises that indicated his penis was trying to escape. Ha! Fat chance.

“Would you like some jewelry?”

“Sure.”

“Would you like me to pierce your ears?”

He turned to me. “Gulp,” he said. But he wasn’t really gulping. “Isn’t that sort of permanent?”

“Nah. You don’t like it the holes fill right in.”

“Well…okay.”

I got out the needles and punctured his lobes and hung a couple of rings. Big rings. Really matched the roundness of his hairdo.

We were done, and I stood him up and we faced the big mirror.

It was amazing. My husband was gone, and in his place was his twin sister. Same face, but…altered. Shadowed differently, made feminine by my expert make up touch.

“My, God,” he blurted.

“My gosh. Men say My God. And speak in a higher tone.”

“Okay,” he raised his voice, and I was amazed. He sounded just like a woman.

“Okay, my dear. You have made it. And tonight you get your wish. Tonight you get to make love like a woman. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Uh, well.”

“Speak higher.”

“Well,” he complied and my heart was throbbing.

“Yes?”

“You said you were going to dress up?”

“Yes,” I smiled, then he flummoxed me.

“I’m a woman, so you have to…uh, you have to be a…a man.”

Under the make up his face was red, bright red.

I actually goggled a bit. I mean, this once a man was full of surprises.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Even if I look like I did when I played that trick on you?”

“Oh, that’s good. Dress down. Be a slob, like I am. Was.”

Oh, Lord. What a devious mind that man…that woman, had.

“Your command is my wish,” I acceded happily.

I told him to go make some drinks and set about the business of transforming myself into a man.

Me. A man. With big boobs and all I was supposed to…funny thing, once again I was wet.

Yet, it was right in line with my plans. This was going to work out even better than I thought.

I dug through his drawers and found some boxers. And a ratty, old tee shirt. A little stretched at the collar a small stain on one side of the abdomen. I took an ace bandage and wrapped my chest, tight. I have big boobs, but I managed to flatten my chest out pretty good. I went through his shoes and found the dirtiest pair of sneakers I could. I mean, they were filthy and grass stained and…perfect. I pulled on old socks, found his ragged jeans, and put them on.

Man, I was a slob. I started to put the shoes on, then stopped. The pants were too long, the shoes too short, and…I wanted to be taller than him.

I went through my closet and found my tallest heels. They were spikes on a platform. The pants would hang down enough to hide them, and I might be given enough height to be taller than him, even with him in heels.

Finished, I looked at the mirror, and frowned. My face.

I went into the bathroom and scrubbed all trace of make up off. Then I had a brilliant idea. I crumbled up the tip of an eyebrow pencil and rubbed the grains between my hands. Very carefully I rubbed my cheeks, and, voila, I had the beginnings of a beard.

Then I frowned at my hair. I slicked it back and sprayed it. It was tight to my scalp, and with no make up it made me look very butch.

And I was ready.

I walked into the kitchen and he stared at me in shock.

“Hey, babe,” I said, in a lower and masculine sounding pitch.

“Oh, my…gosh.” He remembered the gosh thing, and he remembered to keep his voice high.

I said, “Is that a gun in my pocket? Or am I glad to see you?”

He stared at my groin. I had put on my strap on. I had never used it, had only used the fake dick on my self. But I was ready to use it tonight.

“You…” he looked up at me, “you look incredible.”

“Wanna feel my guns?” I flexed my biceps and he giggled. Yes, actually giggled. Using his voice in the higher pitch, he managed to make a chuckle sound like a giggle.

“Now gimme a drink and let’s get this party started.”

He made me a bourbon and Coke, and I turned on the house music, and shortly we were dancing.

I was taller than him. By a single inch, but it was enough.

He stared up into my eyes, and his were dewey looking, rapt, like he was in love, which he certainly was.

I led, moving him this way and that. At one point he felt my chest. He couldn’t believe I had no tits.

“Pretty studly, eh?”

“You look,” he said, “Positively overpowering.”

I held him and swung him and brought him back to me. I bent him over and kissed his red lips.

“Oh, God. Sorry, gosh. I can’t help it. I’m weak kneed. I feel…”

“Like a woman.”

“Yes. This is so incredible. But I understand now, and I am so incredibly sorry I have been such an ox.

“That’s okay. I’m the ox now, and it feels pretty good, so I can’t blame you.”

We danced out to the patio, we kissed, we felt each other’s private parts.

“Nice pussy,” I said, squeezing his plastic.

“Nice cock,” she said, squeezing my dick.

We danced into the hallway, and I stopped him.

“What?”

“Baby, I have needs.”

“You have…”

He was enthralled by the moment, but he wasn’t prepared for me taking charge in this way.

“Get down on your knees,” I pushed on his shoulders, then his head.

He understood quickly, and he knelt, and I undid my zipper and pulled out my large peter.

He stared at it, took it in his hands, was amazed by it.

It was lifelike, with enough give to feel real, with veins and nuts and everything.

“Suck it,” I commanded.

His red lips…her red lips, engulfed me. I gave a moan and thrust my hips forward gently. I watched as she sucked, and fondled, and gave himself up to his needs.

He needed to be a woman. Maybe not forever, maybe forever, and either way was okay with me. After all, I had led him to this place, I better be prepared to deal with the consequences.

Besides, I still had my ultimate plan about to happen.

After she had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled her dress out over her shoulders, another blessing of the crisscross in front, and fondled his big tits. I bent my head and sucked the lifelike nipples. I turned her and pushed him towards the bedroom.

“Let’s go.”

She walked in front of me, and I watched how she walked so sexy, her hips swaying on her high heels. And I had a very male like thought: I really want to tap into that ass!

We entered the bedroom.

“Get up on the bed,” I commanded. I was thrilled with being in charge, with telling her what to do.

She turned to me. “What about the…the key.”

“We won’t be needing that, at least not for a while.”

A furrow on her forehead, but I was insistent, and I turned her and pushed her up on the bed.

“On all fours.”

Puzzled, she knelt, and then she got it. She looked at me over her shoulders, “You aren’t going to…”

“Baby, tonight I am going to pop your cherry.”

“Oh, my gosh,” she turned her head back to the front, away from me.

I undid my pants and stood with my pecker exposed, rigid, ready for work.

I lifted her dress and pulled down her panties.

I greased my best friend, then stood behind my wife’s buttocks. I pressed the tip of my cock to her hole.

She shivered. Her whole back was trembling.

“Don’t be scared,” I whispered. “I’ll be gentle.”

I slid it into her in one smooth motion. She didn’t have a chance to resist, and I know it felt good. All those nerves stimulated, that ring stretched out. Oh, she loved it.

She arched and gasped, her red tipped finger nails grabbed sheet and made fists.

Back and forth I went, in and out, using my hips and battering at her pussy.

She groaned and began to push back.

I angled my dick downwards, held the base with my hands and guided it, felt it, and knew when I had touched the prostate.

“Oh, God!…Oh, gosh!”

“Oh, God is fine when you’re getting fucked,” I said, speaking in my deepest voice.

“Oh…fucking…God!”

I rubbed at the prostate in her pussy, and suddenly, I knew.

“I’m about to pee.”

“So pee. I’m a man. I certainly don’t care about a little piss.”

I kept rubbing, and…she started to pee. At least it felt like pee to her. I reached down and felt that it was sperm. I had pressed on the prostate enough, and her sperm was being forced out. For long minutes the sperm came out. An amazing amount. then she was done.

I felt her sigh, and I drew back.

She collapsed on the bed. “Oh, God.”

I said nothing. I wiped my cock on her ass, then took my strap on off.

“Okay, honey, how are you doing?” I used my normal voice.

She rolled over and stared at me.

“That was the most amazing thing I have ever done in my life.”

“And it’s only just started.”

“What?” she was surprised. What could be better than what I had just done.

“Your turn to be the man.” I held up the key to her chastity tube. His chastity tube.

“But…but…” she wondered what was going on, even as her dick slipped out and started to grow. “I thought you weren’t going to let me cum?”

“Oh, every good boy deserves a reward. Now, get up and fuck me like you mean it.”

A frown was on his face, but he stood up and I laid down. He took his place over me and pressed forward. I felt his cock slide into me.

“Oh, yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking about. You’re really going to have to try real flesh some time. Now pump me good, baby.”

He started to, still trying to figure things out, and by the time I had my first orgasm he had.

“I can’t cum!” he marveled.

“Nope,” I agreed. “I drained you. The balls are empty, but the mind isn’t. The mind still thinks it can orgasm.”

“No way!” He was a mix between fascinated and aghast.

“Way.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“And you’re not going to. Not for a long time. I can drain you periodically, get my good dicking, and you just get…hornier and hornier.”

“Oh, my God!”

And I came again.

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

The Feminization Games


I Changed My Nephew into a Girl!


PART ONE

Lana is an idiot.

Lana is my sister, and we have never gotten along, and I couldn’t believe it when she called me up out of the blue.

“I’m going to Europe, but I need to find a summer home for Chuckie.”

Oh, great. My least favorite sister is going to saddle me with my least favorite nephew, and…and then I got an idea.

“Lana, is Charles still cross dressing?”

“What? Oh, I don’t know.”

“Don’t avoid the issue. Does Charles Cross dress?”

Silence. then: “Well, maybe a little. Just every once in a while.”

Huh. He probably wore gowns on the golf course. I said: “Well, I always liked his softer self, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will let Chuckie stay here for the summer as long as he does exactly what I say.”

“Well, of course he will. He’s a good boy and…” blah blah blah.

“No, Lana, you don’t understand. I said ‘anything.’ Like what you did for Charles twenty years ago.

Blah bla—what? I could hear her mind shrieking. “You want to what?”

“I want to do what you did to Charles 20 years ago.”

“But I don’t…no. You can’t—“

“Good bye.” I hung up. And I grinned, and I chortled, and I poured myself a glass of sherry. I gave her 24 hours and she would come begging.

She didn’t have a lot of friends, her nephew, as I recalled from seeing him some 13 years previous, was a brat, and there was no way she was going to find a home for him for a summer.

To add to that, she wasn’t fond of the male of the species.

She met Charles, found out he was rich, and told him to marry her. When he wouldn’t, she spent a summer converting him into femininity. I hadn’t seen him for years, but I could still see him in my mind, prancing about in high heels and a bra, lipstick and red nails. His penis flopping about like it was big. Have I used the word ‘sheesh?’ Well, here it is again. Shee-eee-eesh.

The rest of the day I spent thinking over my plans. I wrote scenarios, I checked out the price of girly things in a male size, I imagined fixing up the bedroom, and the dungeon.

Ah, the dungeon. I hadn’t used it lately. But all my toys were still down there. A little dusting, a little polish, and Chuckie would have a fine place to play. Heh heh.

And, feeling a little horny, all that planning and thinking about what I was going to do to Chuckie, I ran upstairs to polish my dildo. And I think you know what I mean.

Then I swam in the pool, went for a run, and called Martha, my BFF. I just had to share the news

“Hello Daphne, you bitch.”

“Hello Martha, you cunt.”

Then we giggled. We always started our conversations out like this. For over two decades we had been bosom buddies. Emphasis on the word bosom. We were both stacked, the boys chased us, and we found we were particular suited to each other.

“Guess who’s coming to dinner?”

“You mean ‘cuming?’”

“Get your head out of the gutter, sister…”

“I’d rather keep it in the gutter, with you.”

“Hardy har har, now guess.”

“Jeffry Epstein?”

“Oh, you silly…my nephew!”

“Your nephew? I didn’t even know you had one.”

“My sister’s son!”

“Your sister? I didn’t even know you had one.”

“Argh! That did it! Get that stupendously fat rhino ass of yours over here right now!”

“Ooh, goodie, I’ll bring some refreshments.”

A half hour later the doorbell dinged and I strode to the door. Click. Click. Click. “Who’s there?”

“A handsome stud with a really big dick!”

“Oh, goodie!” I swung the door open.

“Oops, I lied,” Martha entered, air kissed and hugged me. Her big tits pressed against mine. She was carrying a bottle of champagne.

“Champagne?”

“They were out of Vodka.”

We giggled. We walked into the kitchen where I took out two flutes. Expertly, she popped her cork—not that way, at least not yet—and poured us a pair.

We leaned our butts against the island and sipped the ambrosia of the Gods.

“Champagne in the morning,” I chortled. “How evil.”

“It’s what the doctor ordered.”

“An evil doctor.”

We hugged each other again, then stood back and looked at each other. Then I turned us towards the side wall, which was a big mirror.

In body we could have been twins. We had started out with big boobs, and they had just gotten bigger.

We had the same shade lipstick, a metallic red. Her eyes were smoky grey, mine light blue. She had brunette locks that poured over her white skin. I had blonde curls that waved halfway down my back.

She sighed.

“What?”

“Look at us. Divorced, horny, and turning into fat cows.”

“Speak for yourself, Miss Double Ds.”

“I’m bigger than that.”

“No!” I looked at her.

“And you probably are, too.”

I checked myself out again. I still had a good waist, not a 23, like in college, but probably not over 28. “We’re going to have to measure.”

“So what’s this stuff about a nephew.”

“Chuckie. My sister is going to Europe for a few months, she’s trying to palm the boy off on me.”

“Oh, goodie. A slave boy!”

We giggled.

“You’re reading my mind, sister.”

“So what does he look like?”

“I don’t know.”

“What?”

“Oh, they send me family pictures every Christmas, but I just throw them in a drawer.”

“Well, where’s the drawer?”

“Upstairs.”

In my bedroom Martha opened a drawer, pawed through scissors and papers, a tape measure, a dildo—she held it up and winked at me—and a stack of Xmas cards. Quickly we looked through the cards.

Pictures through the years. Lana looking like a bubble brained blonde. Charles, looking so manly. “He’s a cross dresser,” I explained, “and an idiot. I told Lana that if she palmed her idiot son off on me I would make him into a cross dresser.”

“And she’s okay with that?”

“She’s okay with anything that diddles her pussy and makes her money. I’m sure her nephew doesn’t diddle, and he’s probably a lazy snowflake. So she won’t care.”

“Ah, this generation…” Martha commiserated, then she found last year’s card and held it up.

They stood in front of a tree weighted down with lights and tinsel. A tomountain of packages surrounding their feet.

Lana on the left, holding a glass of cheer and looking a little wasted. Charles on the right, holding a flute up with one hand, and tipping Chuckie’s Santa hat down over his eyes. Chuckie didn’t look too happy, and Martha and I weren’t too happy. Sort of ruined the picture. A guy in garish PJs, a stupid hat on in his head, squeezed between two drunks. Hmm.

“Doesn’t look promising.”

“Well, at least he’s not fat.”

“No.” I turned to Martha. “I’m going to make him a cross dresser.”

She stared me and waited.

“I have been wanting to get back at Lana for 20 years.”

“For what.”

“Charles was my boyfriend.”

“Aha,” she nodded. “I thought I detected an extra bit of vitriol.”

If I can send him back to her a prancing fop it will serve her right.

Daphne stared at me. Hard.

I slumped. “I know.”

“He’s an innocent.”

“So what do we do? We use him for a slave boy, let him jack off a lot, and that’s it?”

“Well, it is cruel to hurt somebody else to get back at another person.”

“Oh, damn. You rain on my parade.”

She sat down on the side of my bed and sipped. She watched me.

I straightened up. “Okay. Slave boy only.”

“And I get to help?”

“Yes.”

We clinked glasses, and, at that moment, the phone rang.

I grinned. “She broke. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours.”

“Well answer the phone, girl friend.”

I picked up my cell, put it on speaker, and spoke in my haughtiest voice, “Yes…who is this?”

Martha laughed silently.

“I don’t want you to abuse Chuck.”

Daphne nodded. She was right.

I sighed. “Well, I don’t know why I’m so kind, but I’ll tell you what. I won’t do anything he doesn’t want. Any abuse that occurs will be self abuse.”

“Don’t try to be funny about this.”

“I’m saddled with your bonehead offspring for a summer. Yeah, I guess it isn’t funny.”

She was silent at that, but only for a moment. Then: “We just put him on a plane. And listen, I warned him about you.”

“Warned him what?”

“I told him you were strange and that he should be very careful around you.”

I soughed. “Well, okay, sister mine. Text me the data and I’ll pick him up at the airport.”

“No need. He’ll Uber.”

“Excellent. Have a great Europe.”

“I will.”

Click.

No thank you. Just…click. I turned to Daphne. “On his way.”

“Goodie. Let’s measure your boobs, then have a swim.”

We measured, and that was fun.

“Take off your blouse.”

“You just want to get your hands on my boobers.”

“Accurate measurements in the name of science,” she reprimanded me.

She held up the tape measure and circled my chest. I felt the cold material slide across my flesh and it gave me a shiver.

“Getting horny?”

“Be serious.” I was.

“Okay, 58 Z.”

I laughed. “Now you be serious.”

“Okay. 40 EE. You cow!”

“You’re just jealous.”

She put the Xmas cards back into the drawer and took out the dildo. She said. “Lay down and I’ll get you off.” Her voice was throaty.

Now, we weren’t Lesbians. We were just efficient. We didn’t want to kiss, we just wanted a quick bang, relieve the pressure, get on with life.

I lay back, pulled up my skirt and lifted my legs.

She pulled my panties down with one hand, then began massaging my cooch.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“It’ll feel better in a minute. You have any lube?”

“I’m wet enough.”

“Oh, she likes it rough.”

“In the bathroom.”

She went for the lube, brought back a jar and placed it on the night table. She coated the dildo, then put a finger glob onto my snatch.

“Ooh,” I gasped.

She smiled and pushed the dildo into me, and I really gasped.

“Geez Louise! You ever hear of foreplay.”

“We don’t need no stinkin’ foreplay,” she giggled, and she began ramming it back and forth.

“Oh…oh!” my hips responded with jerks.

“I think she likes it,” she quipped.

Being penetrated in such hard fashion, it was so caveman, it just woke up the survival senses. The only way to survive was to fight back, and fighting back with a pussy is  always fun.

“You bitch!” I moaned, trying to hold her wrist with my hands.

She swiped my hands away and kept jamming into me. “Take it like a cunt, you cunt!” She laughed.

Within a minute I was spasming, twitching, my pussy muscles gripping frantically and losing to the lube.

“Ha,” she said, as I went over the edge.

“AHHH!” My back arched like I was getting electrocuted. My mouth opened wide and I felt the white heat consume me, lift me up, and deposit me on the sheets, a puddle of sweat and happiness.

“Ah, God,” I said, after a minute. “You really got me.”

“Well,” she said, licking the dildo, “You could always return the favor.”

“Grrr,” I said. I reached up and pulled her arm. She fell to the bed as I stood up. I took the dildo and stood over her. “Vee haf Vays of deallink vith cunts!”

“Oh, mine fuhrer!” she threw a hand across her big chest in a mockery of fear. “Please…not the cock!”

I held up the dildo. “You are takiink it all!”

“Noooo!” she wailed, as she pulled up her skirt.

I pulled her panties down and spread lubricant over her hot, little honeypot.

“Oh, that does feel good.”

“How about this?” I growled, and I jammed…my little finger into her.

“Oh, come on!”

“What’s the matter, is it too big?”

“Use the dildo!”

“I am, it’s just that…you’ve grown.”

She tried to sit up but I pushed her back.

“This big, giant dildo, I remember when it could at least touch the walls. But now…what have you…been fucking elephants?”

She finally managed to reach a hand down and grabbed my wrist. So I pulled out my finger and stuck the dildo in. Hard.

“Gah!” And she let go of my wrist and sank back on the bed.

“You want turn about? Here you go!” I used both hands and began jackhammering the thing into her slit.

“Fu…fu…fu…!” she writhed on the bed. It looked like she was trying to escape, but I knew the truth, she wanted more. I gave it to her.

I pushed her back on the bed using nothing but the dildo and my well toned muscles. I shoved that dildo as far as I could, and she humped back in little half inches, trying to get traction, but she couldn’t.

“Oh…oh…!”

Her eyes were glazing and her boobs were shivering with the impact of my fucking.

Finally, I tired, my arm muscles gave out, so I used one hand to push on her mons, which included squashing her poor, little clit, and circled the dildo in her.

I fucked her, I scooped her innards, I excavated her lust.

“AHHHH!” she almost screamed when she came. I have never seen a body lock up so hard. And it lasted long. For a full 30 seconds she was locked in spasm, and I knew she was having a REALLY good cum. I kept worming the dildo into her, making it last longer.

She finally broke, and collapsed. For a long minute she just lay there, trying to regain her breath.

I grinned as I cleaned the dildo off and placed it in the drawer.

“Come on down to the pool when you recover. Don’t forget to make us a couple of drinks. Make mine bourbon and Coke.”

The last thing I heard, as I walked out of the bedroom, was her wheezing, “Oh, you fucking bitch.”

I laughed all the way downstairs.

I swam laps in the nude. I always swim in the nude. If God had wanted me to wear a bathing suit I would have been born with one. Right?

Finally, I got out, walked around the pool and lay on a lounger. At that moment Daphne came out of the house with a couple of frosty ones. She handed me one and sprawled on the lounger next to me.

We sighed. The sun warmed us, we were fucked out, but feeling that delightful tingle of having just cum.

“What a life,” murmured Daphne.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We sipped our drinks, chatted, and before we knew it, we were ready for our second. And then our third.

“It looks like a lost weekend for us,” commented Daphne.

“Just in time,” I answered.

DING DONG!

We looked at each other.

“That can’t be…”

“Not yet!”

I looked at my cell phone. Only a couple of hours had passed.

“Well, whoever it is, you have to answer it.”

“We have to answer it.” Giggling, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet. I dragged her through the house. She protested, but she was drunk and laughing.

Tell the truth, it was something that only a drunk would do, and we were drunk, so we did it.

We stood in front of the door and I swung it open.

On retrospect, I wondered what we were doing. What if it had been an UPS delivery. Or a pizza driver with the wrong address?”

But it wasn’t. It was Chuckie.

His mouth opened, his jaw dropped, his eyes were as wide as pies. He dropped his suitcases and stared at us.

Two buxom, naked, drunks. Our tits flopping in the wind, our cheer exuding out the front door and into the great, wide world.

“Come on in!” I was slurring my words slightly.

“Yeah, put up or shut up!” drawled Daphne.

He blinked, but then, as we stood back and held the door for him, he picked up his suitcases and entered the house.

He was not a tall boy. He was actually a couple of inches shorter than me, and he had long, brown hair. It was in a pony tail, and I had the urge to pull it as he passed us.

He stopped in the foyer. He just stood there, looking at us.

We giggled and held each other up.

“You’re my Aunt Martha?”

“Ooh, you’re an Aunt,” Daphne laughed and poked me in the ribs.

“And you’re my nephew Chunkie. Chuckie. Whoever. Put your bags upstairs, last room on the left. Then come down and go swimming.”

“And don’t wear no stinkin’ clothes.”

“Clothes? Why would he wear clothes?”

“That’s what I’m saying!”

“Clothes?”

“Bathing suit,” Daphne figure it out and corrected herself.

We laughed and staggered back to the pool area. We laid down on our lounges and kept laughing and giggling.

A short while later Chuckie came down.

In the light he was slender, soft, sort of like a miniature of Charles. Except that Charles was studly, and Chunkie wasn’t. Chuckie.

He had soft brown eyes, full lips, his skin was beautiful, slightly olive with no blemishes.

The interesting thing was that he had little mounds for pecs. Not like muscle, but like actual tits, but small. That made me wonder.

“Ooh, he’s bootiful,” slurred Daphne. “Take off that stupid swim suit, Chunkie.”

She was having the same trouble I was with his name.

Blushing, Chuckie slid his trunks down over his thighs and stepped out of them. He had, of course, a boner.

For a skinny, little fart he was fairly well endowed. From perverted research I knew that average American men were 6.5 inches. Chuckie was at least 8. An inch and a half over average. Lucky boy.

“Go get a drink, Chunkie. Chuckie.”

Chuckie walked back into the house. Both Daphne and I, though drunk, were obsessed with staring at his ass. It was not big. But if his waist was a little skinnier…hmmm. Then I shook myself. I had told Lana I wouldn’t mess with him. Too much.

He returned with a drink.

“Wush that?” We stared at his drink.

“It’s called a Beggar’s Banquet. It’s got maple syrup and lemon and a splat of beer in it.”

Daphne and I stared at each other. Then I asked, “Can you make me one?”

“No.”

“What?”

“You’re too drunk. It would be wasted on you.”

“You can’t tell us what wasted is!” protested Daphne.

He smiled, a polite, little good boy smile. “Mother told me not to serve people too drunk to drive.”

“Mother?”

“Lana?”

“Mother insisted that I learn how to make and serve proper alcohol. She also warned me not to endanger drunks.”

“Drunks? Did he call me a drunk?”

“Listen, buster,” I started, and I stood up.

I wavered, he reached out to steady me, and we fell in the pool. Well, I actually fell, and I grabbed on to him and pulled him in with me.

I spluttered and gasped and then I felt his hand grip my biceps and lift me up. My head appeared above water and I gasped for air.

“WEE!” and Daphne cannonballed us.

Then Daphne and I were laughing, laughing so hard that Chunkie…Chuckie…started smiling.

“Thash it, sweet cheeks,” burbled Daphne. “Throw all hope aside.”

“You ladies are really…something else.”

We splashed for a while, then we climbed out of the pool. Chuckie put us in our loungers and we stared at the sun. We were at the end of our drunk, dazed, feeling great, and wondering what was next. The world was circling a bit, and I looked at Chuckie.

“So, it’s your summer. What you want to do?”

Chuck then said something which totally blew me out of the water. Even drunk I was gobsmacked by what he said.

“Mother said you’re going to feminize me.”

I blinked, and blinked, quite owlish, and Daphne was laughing and laughing, and that’s the last thing I remember.

“Unh…oohh…what happened?”

I was laying in my bed. Fortunately it was a wide bed, because Daphne was groaning on the other side.

“Martha? Is that you?”

“No. Leave me alone.”

We slept again, and when we woke up it was about ten in the morning, and it was a beautiful morning. The sun was creeping through the window, the air was fresh, there were even a bunch of stupid birds singing in the trees outside.

Slowly, I swung my legs out to the floor, then I held my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Oh, it was a fog, but I must have slept through the major part of the hangover. I looked at the clock.

10. An ungodly hour in my condition, but it was what I had.

“Hey,” I shook the bed. “Get up.”

Daphne groaned, then stretched. “I need a drink.”

“Hair of the dog,” I agreed. I reached over and pushed her and she fell off the bed.

“Ow! Hey!” Then she stood up, rose up like a muddy Frankenstein. “I’ll get you back for that.”

“Later. Let’s go swimming.”

We walked down the stairs, a little staggery, then out to the pool area.

Chuckie was reading a book, the cover said, ‘We Made Him Our Fem- Boy: Three women, one, boy, one summer.’ It was by some idiot named Grace.

He put it down and lifted his sunglasses and inspected us.

“Oh,” I said. “I remember you.” Then I fell into the pool. When I came up he was walking into the house. Oh, well.

Daphne and I swam our stupor off and began to brighten up. The world started to make sense, and we swam laps slowly, but appreciated the water sluicing off our outer bodies, and smoothing out our inner thoughts.

Finally, we climbed out of the shallow end. The sun threatened to dry us off, so we just stood there and faced it. Then I heard a sound. We turned around. Chuck was carrying two plates, one on each arm, and two glasses, one in each hand.

“Breakfast, ladies.”

We looked at each other in delight, then hurried over to the little wrought iron table with the glass top. We sat down and he placed drinks in front of us, and then. our plates. He was a good juggler.

“These are Palomas, they will hold off any alcohol hangover, and the citrus will replace nutrients. I didn’t know how you liked your eggs, so I made simple omelettes. A bit of onion, peppers, seasoning, and, of course, cackleberries.”

“Cackleberries,” I laughed and then sipped. God, it felt good, and I felt what muzziness remaining in my skull dissipate. “You’ve been talking to my sister.”

“Occasionally,” he agreed.

We ate then, Daphne and I, and we soon were refreshed and strong and ready to go. And Daphne suddenly blurted, “My God, I remember you. You were drinking this crazy drink, and you said something…something important…”

She tried to remember, but I remembered first. “You said… you said your mother said…we are supposed to feminize you?”

He smiled. He was cute when he smiled. He looked so young.

“That’s right.”

Daphne and I looked at each other. I remembered talking with her about that, and deciding not to. And here it was again, being offered on a silver platter. I looked around.

“What?” he asked.

“My cell phone.”

“I put inside. Last night. Would you like…of course you would like me to get it. Or you wouldn’t be looking for it. One moment.”

He trotted into the house. Trotted, like in hurried, and in hurried to do my bidding. My mind was starting to get boggled by his perfection.

“Can you believe him?” whispered Daphne.

Then he was back and handed me my phone.

I hit Lana’s number. Ring, ring, ring. No answer.

“Try a text. She’s probably talking with somebody, she’s always talking with somebody, but she’ll check her texts no matter.”

So I texted.

Lana, are you serious?

I put the phone down, expecting an answer in an hour, when she finally got off the phone and checked her messages, but I had an answer within ten seconds. That girl might be a twit, but she was quick.

Of course. We’ve discussed. Ask him. Now go away.

Bitch.

I turned to Chuckie. “I’m supposed to feminize you.”

“Yes, ma’am. If you would.”

“And you want this?”

I’ve talked it over with mother. A lot. And I really want to experience this. I’m afraid of permanent, I want to see what it’s like.”

“Why?”

“I’ve watched my father for years. He is the happiest man I know. I love my father, and I want to be like him.”

I looked at Daphne. She put her hands up and shrugged and gave me a WTF look.

And I knew that my sweet, loving sister, the bitch, had managed to put one over on me. Grrr.

“Okay. Have you tried any cross dressing or anything?”

“When I was young. But when mother found out she made me stop.”

“She did? How come?”

“She said I wasn’t old enough. She said I had to mature a bit before I made such decisions.”

Hmm. Maybe Lana wasn’t so stupid after all. Well, she was, but at least she had done one right thing in her life.

Daphne blurted, “So let’s get this straight. You will turn yourself over to us for the summer. You will do anything, absolutely anything, we ask, and in return we just have to gussy you up. Make you soft and sweet. Tenderize you.”

“Like a girl,” he nodded.

“Oh, my God.”

We had a few more questions, but he was quite serious, and finally Daphne dropped a bomb.

“Okay, look. I’m with this, but I’ve got a problem.”

“Yes?” he arched his eyebrows, and I noticed that it looked like he had done a little pre-plucking. And it looked good.

“Well, I don’t know how to say this, so let me just blurt it out.”

“Okay.”

“I need sex.”

His eyes opened a little, but he didn’t say anything.

“I like young men, they are a gas, and the idea of fucking a girly girl…that sort of makes me wet. So, do you think…could you…”

He smiled. “Of course.”

“And you don’t mind that I’m a bit older than you?”

He knelt then, the darling boy knelt, and he looked her right in the eyes. “When I first saw you yesterday I was afraid. I didn’t know which of you was my aunt. But I got an instant boner, and,” he looked at me, “no offense here, Auntie,” he called me auntie, the dear boy, and he looked back to Daphne, “I didn’t want you to be my aunt.”

“Oh,” I could feel Daphne’s heart do a flip, then lay down and give up. “You dear boy.”

“In fact,” he stood up, “I don’t mean to be forward, but mother always said you,” he looked at me, “were sexually adventurous. I wanted to learn about that. But I am so afraid.”

“Of what?” I asked.

“You’re my aunt, and because we shouldn’t have sexual relations, I was afraid that you wouldn’t…show me how to be sexually adventurous.”

We were silent for a long moment after that. We kept exchanging glances, grokking things, trying to absorb certain things, feeling our way through this strange, new relationship.

“Well,” I said. “I know we’re related by blood, and that we shouldn’t…shall I say,’do the deed?”…but we can certainly play with each other. It’s just that I’ll get the short end of the stuck, which in this case is no stick at all.”

“That’s okay,” murmured Daphne. She was now staring at Chunkie hungrily, like she wanted to take him into the bedroom, cook him on one side, turn him over, and cook him on the other.

I looked at her. “Okay for you, bitch.”

She giggled. “There are those who are pure as the driven snow, they get their wishes. Then there are the ugly hags who get nothing.”

“Did you just call me an ugly hag?”

“If the shoe fits…” she reached out and felt his trunks. “Lose the trunks, bozo.”

Quickly, Chuckie shimmied out of them. That delightful cock sprang up and I felt my heart sink. I wanted it so-o-o much.

Daphne grabbed his cock and pulled it.

Chuckie grunted and began to move his hips. For a few seconds they explored the hand job, then I cleared my throat.

“What?” asked Daphne, feigning irritation.

“There are times and places.”

“And this is the time and—“

I held up a hand, “hold it, don’t say it, because it’s not.”

“It’s not?” now she was curious.

I turned to Chuckie and smiled sweetly. “Tell me, dear boy. Have you ever seen a dungeon?”

Daphne yelped a chortle, stood up and walked away. Chuckie’s dick being in her hand, he was compelled to follow. I didn’t think he minded.

And I ran for the computer room.

I am not a loose woman, but I have appetites, and every once in a while I meet a man I’d like to sample. So I set up the playroom, my dungeon, and one of the little tricks about it was that there was a video feed that led directly to my computer. When there were no men around, and I got a little horny, I had a complete set of videos to get myself wet and wild.

I was about to get another one.


PART TWO

I powered up the computer, pulled up the security system, tapped on line 4, and, voila, I was looking at the dungeon. Full color, full sound, full lights.

Daphne and Chuckie enter. Daphne tried to turn the lights down, but they wouldn’t go. Of course not. I was controlling them, and I wanted to see.

So she showed Chuckie the dungeon.

Against one wall were whips and boas, handcuffs and feather, dildos and butt plugs. In short, everything a young man, or woman, would need to titillate themselves or others.

At various places around the room were pieces of furniture.

In one corner was a pillory. I loved to be locked in it, my butt projecting to the rear, defenseless and ready.

In another corner was a Sybian. Oh, the hours I had spent letting that thing take me to the stars.

In yet another corner was a simple poster bed. With leather circlets at the four corners.

In the center of the room was the piece de resistance, a specially made table. You could tie a person to it, and his arms and legs to moveable arms, and then you could arrange him, or her, as you wanted.

You could move it upright into a St. Andrew’s cross. You could move it horizontal open open the legs, for a suck from down under or  a fuck from up above.

I tall ya, that table was a masterpiece.

In the basement: “Tell me, dear boy,” Daphne held his arm and snuggled her boobs against him. “Have you ever had anything up your butt?”

“Oh, yes.”

“And what have you had up your butt?”

“Well, when I was younger I tried to sit on a coke bottle…”

“Things do go better with Coke,” Daphne laughed.

“…but I didn’t understand about lube so it just sort of hurt. But then, a few years ago, I discovered butt plugs. I use them all the time. I even have some in my suitcase.”

“Okay, pick a plug, any plug,” she indicated the wall.

“Chuckie walked to the wall, a focused look on his face He examined my collection. He chose a good-sized one, a glass one. One of my favorites.

“I always wanted to try out glass plugs.”

“There’a a bottle of lubricant on that shelf over there.”

Chuckie got the lube and began slathering it over the bulbous object.

I chose that moment to turn on some music.

Nights in white satin

Never reaching the end



Moody Blues. Great stuff. The four speakers in the dungeon would be caressing their ear drums delightfully. 

On the screen Daphne suddenly looked up at the camera. She smiled. She knew I was watching them.

“Here, let me help.” Daphne went to Chuckie.

Chuckie gave her the plug.

“Spread your legs,” and she grabbed his cock and stroked it.

“Oh,” I could hear his groan.

Daphne put the tip to his rectum and pushed it in. It went easily, which showed that Chuckie was experienced in the art of butt pluggery.

He straightened up slowly, feeling his way through the barrage of sensations exploding in his asshole.

“I don’t usually use ones this big,” he admitted.

“Does it hurt?”

“Oh…oh, no. I t doesn’t hurt.” I could feel the awe in his voice.

“Excellent,” she reached behind him and grabbed the base of the plug. She began to rock it in his asshole.

“Oh!” his face lit up and his pelvis rocked back and forth, “Oh, my.”

Daphne played with him then. One hand on his cock, holding him in place, squeezing hard so he couldn’t cum, she pushed and pulled on the plug. She corkscrewed it and wiggled it, and Chuckie moved this way and that. His knees buckled, and he put one hand out and grabbed the counter.

Daphne let go of his cock then. She reached around and pulled his head around and down to her. She pressed her lips to his.

He was groaning, moaning, making guttural sounds that sounded like they should have been made in a cave a million years ago.

Her hand went back to his cock. They continued kissing as she fucked him with her hand, squeezing so he couldn’t cum, and working the plug against his prostate.

I tell ya, that girl is a pro!

Finally, she backed off. He was holding to the counter with one hand, and the other arm was around her shoulder. He was so weak she was holding him up.

She whispered into his ear. “I can’t wait to get you into the pillory, or maybe on to the Sybian, but right now, I have hunger.”

He moaned as she screwed his butt a particularly good one.

“What…what do you…”

“I want you to fuck me. I want you to put that big dick in me and stir my pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts, and stick your fingers up my asshole. In short, I want you to do me as good as I’m doing you.

She went to the poster bed and sat down.

He stood for a moment, breathing hard, trying to collect his thoughts, then, good boy, he walked over to Daphne. He walked a little gingerly, he did have a full asshole, but that was good. It was driving him over the edge. I could see the long string of pre-cum issuing from his cock.

He laid her down then, and he began to kiss her. He kissed his way up her legs, sliding his tongue and lips over her flesh. He dove into her cunt with his tongue, and I could tell he had a long one. He groped her breasts, yet delicately, feeling for what she wanted and trying to give it to her.

Finally, he set his cock to her pussy and began to tease her. He ran the rod up her lab, flicked her clit with his head, then back down. Over and over. Inserting an inch, then drawing back and continuing.

She began to lurch up at him, tried to ensnare his manhood with her pussy.

He moved back, pulling away so she couldn’t quite engulf him.

She groaned in frustration, and he stirred the outside of her slit with his dick again. And again and again. It was one of the most educated teases I had ever seen.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to cum until you do. I won’t even cum then, if you don’t want me to.”

Oh, my God, what a dream. He could make drinks and omelettes. He was polite. And he could hold himself back until the woman was actually satisfied.

At that moment I wanted him more than anything. But I knew the rules. No fucky fuck between blood. All I needed was to get pregnant by my own kin and spit out an idiot.

On the screen Daphne was thrashing back and forth, desperate for a cum, but he kept it just out of her reach. A true master, he tantalized and titillated and brought her along. And, finally, her begging and crying and even pounding on him with her fists, he pushed her over the edge.

She groaned loudly, so loudly that I could actually hear it in the computer room. She closed her eyes and squeezed her body, and the orgasm hit. It overwhelmed her, blew her away, and she was obviously out of her mind.

God, what a cum. I was so jealous.

Then I got an idea. Giggling, I ran to my purse and took out a lipstick, then I ran for the stairs.

They were still just laying there, him on top of her, and I ran across the cement floor.

He looked confused, “What?”

She just looked, and I realized that he had actually fucked her stupid. What a man!

I squatted next to the bed, and I colored his lips.

His eyes went wide, were sort of shocked.

I kept pressing the tube, rolling on the color, and, suddenly, he groaned and arched his back.

“OHHHH!”

He was still in her, and her eyes opened. She could feel him squirting his batter deep into her.

I ran back across the room, laughing. The dear boy had actually cum just from having lipstick put on him. He really was ready to be a girl.

“I’m sorry I came in you,” Chuckie said to Daphne.

“Oh, I never mind a little sperm up the coosh. She leaned forward and looked intently into his eyes. “But tell me, how did you ever learn to…be so good?”

He actually blushed a little.

“Well, I’m not supposed to tell anybody, but you are family, after all.”

We were sitting on the patio having the first of our afternoon drinks. The dear boy had fixed us some Smoked and Salteds. Here’s his recipe…

2 oz Bourbon

.25 oz maple syrup

5 dashes bitters

Stir with ice and strain into a glass with a large ice cube. A slice of orange on top.

And they were de-fucking-licious!

They were made even more delicious when we insisted that he stir them with his beautiful, iron hard cock.

“Out with it,” I muttered as he hesitated.

“Well, I showed an interest in sex right away, and mother finally realized that she might just well give in. We never fucked, mind you, but when father was away and she was horny she would have me get her off manually or orally. But I was never allowed to put it in her. She liked lengthy sessions, and she taught me quite a lot. But,” he looked at me, “she always said that you were the expert when it came to sex.”

“Well,” I agreed modestly, “I have been known to take a man to heaven a time to two.

“Oh, I can’t wait!”

Daphne laughed.

I said, “Maybe later.”

He looked disappointed, so I patted his cock and said, “You just came.”

“So no cuming until I recharge.”

“Don’t worry. you’re young. It won’t be long. But we may need to put you on a diet at some point.”

“Oh.” That didn’t sit well.

“But the more you get into loose lips over there, without cuming, the better.”

“What? Did you just refer to a part of my anatomy as—“

“If the shoe fits,” I waved a hand airily. To Chuckie: “But that doesn’t mean we can’t get started. Go get a pillow to kneel on and we can start your lessons right now.”

Chuckie actually clapped his hands in glee. He rushed into the house.

Daphne leaned towards me. “Why does your sister think you’re better at sex?”

“We used to have contests, who could make each other cum the best. I always won.”

She giggled and Chuckie returned. Quickly, he was on his knees, tongue deep in my pussy, and learning the fine art of getting a woman off.

The rest of the day Chuckie practiced what he learned on Daphne. The poor girl actually had two screaming Os. Then he fixed us a sumptuous repast: he barbecued ribs and served those viands with cheese dipped potato skins. The boy could cook, and I wondered if maybe I was going to have to revise my opinion of my sister. She had done a marvelous job with Chuckie.

Then we drank for a while, Chuckie screwed Daphne some more, and I went upstairs to diddle myself. God, I was getting horny.

The next day  we took Chuckie to the make up table.

“Now then,” I asked as I brushed out his hair. “I noticed you have a couple of bumps. Have you been taking hormones?”

“I have,” he admitted. “But I’ve been careful. I want a big set of boobs, but I want my penis to still work.”

I nodded, brushed his hair this way and that, analyzed what style would suit him best. The dear boy did have luscious hair.

“Well, until you get large enough, there are tricks.”

I showed him how to wear a bra. He had his own shelf bra, and it was perfectly sized. It showed his nips. His nips were larger than normal, the hormones were doing their job.

“Now, we tape under the pecs, the mini boobs in your case, like this.” I squeezed his little titties together and it gave him better cleavage instantly.

“Oh,” he said.

“Daphne?”

I held his hair back and Daphne applied a streak of make up, a shadow to create a valley, and suddenly his eyes went real big. “Oh, my God!”

Daphne and I grinned. In the mirror it suddenly looked like he was a C cup.

He turned a bit and the effect lessened. “Oh,” a slight disappointment.

“Don’t worry,” I touched his shoulder. Yours’re coming, and until they do, don’t turn sideways.”

“Huh.”

“And choose your lighting,” Daphne instructed. “Learn when lighting will accentuate the shadows, or expose them. A little dim lighting and you are going to look a D cup.”

“Oh, my,” he breathed, absolutely thrilled.

“Now then, let’s talk make up.”

For the next two hours we had a wonderful, girly time. We laid on the concealer and the blush and the foundation and all that. We curled his eyelashes—is it my imagination or do boys really have better lashes than girls?—and shadowed his eyes until they were mysterious vales. In the vales his eyes sparkled with secrets.

Then, my favorite, lips.

“This is plumper. You already have good lips, but we want you to have great lips.”

“An Angelina mouth,” he whispered. He knew what he wanted.

Then we stained his lips.

“Why not lipstick?”

“This is longer lasting. Then you don’t have to put on as much lipstick. It will make clean up easier, too.”

We chose a shade of red that was not exactly shiny, but metallic. He smacked his lips several times and admired the look.

“Okay, now the clothes. Any thing in particular that you would like to wear for your first foray into true feminism?”

“Sorry, I only have two suitcases and I didn’t have enough room to pack anything.”

“Oh, I have lots of closets. I’ve been collecting clothes for years and I never throw anything away.”

We crossed the hall and entered one of the rooms I use for storage. In the room were racks and racks of expensive dresses, shoes, skirts, blouses, lingerie, everything.

He was like a scamp in heaven, going from one rack to another, holding up articles of clothing and asking our opinion. Daphne and I sipped our drinks and thoroughly enjoyed his childish joy. It was so good to be young. Daphne had told him she preferred younger men, and I did, too. There is just something so refreshing about having a large and dripping and always hard cock at your disposal. Young men never get tired, are never jaded, and are more than willing to live dangerously.

In fact, I recommend, if you older gals want a true fountain of youth, that you take on younger lovers as often and as many as you can.

Anyway, Chuckie finally decided on a slinky black dress. Classic. It had a slit up the side for showing off the stems, and a low neck that would just work with his new boobs.

We put him in garters, nylons, slipped the dress on him, then gave him high heels.

Now he was our height, or so close it didn’t matter. And, you know? It is a better world when everybody is the same size. No looking up or looking down.

“Okay, girlfriend, you are almost complete. Shall we adorn your loveliness with jewels and gems?”

“Oh, please!”

We took him back to the make up table and I brought out my dazzlers. I’ve managed to accumulate a pretty good collection of jewelry over the years, and he stared in awe at the necklaces and earring and bracelets and rings.

He looked at me. Or, perhaps I should say ‘she’ looked at me. “Are you sure? These must be so expensive!”

“Jewelry doesn’t usually wear out. Besides, the joy they get from being worn by someone so lovely as yourself makes them feel younger.”

He looked at me and giggled.

I smiled, “At least it makes me younger to see them so appreciated.”

We went diamonds then. Daphne picked out some string earrings that really caught the light. I selected a necklace that would make the eyes glitter and sparkle and reveal his chestal charms. Then we bangle-ized him with shiny silver, and he picked out a selection of rings.

Then we stood in front of the big mirror in the hallway downstairs. We oohed and awed, turned this way and that, showed a bit of thigh, a flash of titty, and posed and posed and posed.

Two full breasted women with the cheer of years and moist vaginas. One slender girl with rather amazing boobs, who looked like a diamond in the night.

And took lots and lots of cell pictures.

The end of this summer,” I told Chuckie, “We’re going to get you a professional photo shoot. Guaranteed this is a summer you will remember.”

“I’m already remembering it!” his eyes filled up. “I’ve never felt this way before. It’s…it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

Quickly we group hugged and hushed his tears. “Don’t mess your make up, dear.”

Finally, we all sat down in the living room and sampled some more of Chuckie’s awesome mixology talents.

We were sipping ‘A Place in the Suns,’ the recipe being,

1 oz fresh lemon

1 oz fresh orange juice

2 oz Rye

Shaken, not stirred, thank you James,

and a slice of orange.

It wasn’t an expensive concoction, but it was a true sip of what those nasty old Gods liked to imbibe.

And I said, “Are you ready for a little fun?”

Chuckie looked at me. “Really?” The dear boy was almost drooling. Then, a little dismay, “But I just got dressed like this,” he inspected himself winsomely.

“Tut tut,” I waved away his objection. ”Why do you think girls get all prettied up?”

He looked at me.

I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “So they can be ravaged a bit.”

He giggled.

“Come along,” I took his hand, “Let Auntie show you what that dungeon is really for.”

We descended to my sacred sanctum and I turned on a mix of my favorites, things like:

I don’t Know (McCartney)

Still the Rain (Karen Lovely)

Bad Romance (Ariana Savalas)

And so on.

The dungeon filled with soft but savage music, guaranteed to thrill the soul.

I took him on a tour of butt plugs and dildos. The dear boy had a liking for tall hose holy hole fillers, and I felt he should know the ins and the outs of them. Sorry about that pun, but I just couldn’t resist.

“This is delicious, but it needs a slight curve.  There is a brand that is heat shapable, you can put the curve in it, but I don’t have one right now. I broke it.”

“You broke a butt plug?” asked Daphne.

“I have an ass that works, unlike some of us,” I sniffed.

She pinched mine and giggled.

“Now this one is so much fun,” I held up a plug with a horse’s tail on it. “Don’t try to run with it, though. You may feel like a gorgeous, prancing horse, but you can trip if you don’t force yourself to plod lightly.”

Daphne and Chuckie giggled.

After I had finished my spiel I turned to Chuckie. “Now then, dear boy, choose a toy.”

For right now?

“Nope,” I answered mysteriously.

Curious, he examined my wall and chose a beautiful pink and bulbous prostate massager with a slight curve.

“Oh, you’re in for it now.”

“Why?” he asked me.

“You’ll find out. Daphne, since you’re the baggage, I must insist you perform layman duties.” I held out my empty glass.

“I’ll put arsenic in yours,” she retorted. she ran up the stairs, ran across the house, we could hear her feet padding along, and returned just as quickly. She was getting somewhat of an education and she didn’t want to miss a thing.

“Now then,”I opened a drawer. “Here is the Sybian equivalent of what you picked out.”

I took out an attachment that was shaped very similar to the butt plug Chuckie had selected.

“A real Sybian? Oh, my gosh,” Chuckie’s eyes lit up. “I always wanted to…mother has one…but I heard they aren’t good for men. They just make the asshole numb.”

“That’s only if the man tries to use it like a woman. A Sybian is designed for a woman, and it fits her anatomy, and it is particular designed to rub that clit and find the G-spot.

“A man simply must turn the setting way down and choose a shape that is more suited to his anatomy, which, I might add, you have done.” I held the attachment up. “This little fellow is going to acquaint you with your prostate, which is the equivalent of a woman’s G-spot. It is called a P-spot.”

We all sipped our drinks, and I led them over to the poster bed. I picked up a remote and pressed a button. A motor lurched into life, and the sound drew their attention upward.

A Sybian descended from the gloom above the bed. It was on four ropes and sank until it touched the bed. I put the attachment on and stood back.,

“Now then, when you seat yourself you should wrap your wrists around the ropes to help you stay upright. Let’s grease you up. This is going to be a hell of a ride and I don’t want you hurting yourself.”

Daphne and I applied lube, a lot of lube, to his asshole, then slathered it all over the Sybian attachment. “Okay,” I said. “Upsy daisy.”

Carefully, Chuckie got onto the bed and positioned himself above the Sybian. He wiggled his dress up his thighs and his hips and spread his legs and I helped him fit the massager to his brown button, then he sank slowly but determinedly down.

“Oh,” he whispered, his eyes wide.

Daphne grinned and gave his cock a few strokes.

“Feel it in there?” I asked.

“Oh, yes.” he was already gasping for breath.

“Good. Here’s the first and only setting.” I clicked the remote.

We heard the sound of the Sybian motor, a very low hum, and Chuckie  instinctively arched his back at the unfamiliar vibrations that ran through his rectum.

“Oh…oh…”

“Now, wrap your hands in the cords and relax.”

Daphne and I sat on the bed and sipped our drinks. We began chatting like he wasn’t even there.

“He really is a dear boy, isn’t he.”

“The best,” I agreed.

“How did you learn this stuff?”

“Well, there were the contests with my sister, and then there was a long assortment of lovers, sometimes shabby sometimes a wonder. And, of course, I am a well read woman.”

“You are?”

“Oh, yes. Have I ever showed you my library?”

“Why, no! I didn’t even know you had one.”

“Chuckie, dear? We’re going to go upstairs for a half hour. You be a good boy, and don’t cum.” I walked to a drawer and took out a cock ring. I returned and put it around Chuckie’s red and drooling member. “Now, don’t take this off. Store up your juices and when I get back I’ll show you how to expel them. Okey dokey?”

“Uh…uh…yeah.” he was red faced, eyes closed, lost in the wondrous vibrations of the Sybian Goddess.
Daphne and I went upstairs, to my attic.

“I fixed this room special. No moths or bugs, proper atmosphere, no mold.”

I turned on the light and she stared around in wonder. “Oh, My. God!”

The walls of the room were lined with shelves, and the shelves were packed with books.

There was a reading chair in the center of the room, and a table with an assortment of dildos on it.

We went to the shelves, and Daphne picked out books at random and leafed through them.

`A Defense of Masochism,’ by Anita Phillips.

‘A Woman’s Guide To a Female Led Relationship,’ by Victoria West.

‘Erotic Power: An Exploration of Dominance and Submission,’ by Gini Scott.

A complete collection of Anne Michelle’s works.

Then we came to a glass fronted section, and Daphne asked, “What are these?”

“My pride and Joy. A collection of works by Grace Mansfield, and this shelf is her friend, Alyce Thorndyke.”

Daphne picked up a Thorndyke book and examined it.

“That one, Alyce Thorndyke, she has an incredible background. She was actually kidnapped by drug dealers. Now, how do you think she survived months of being used and abused?

“How?” she looked at me raptly.

“Like the Arabian nights, keep them enthralled with incredible stories. Except, in her case, she used her imagination and thought up new ways of sex and kept the drug dealers too horny to kill her.”

“Are you kidding?”

“Cross my heart.” I ran a finger over my chest twice.

Daphne handed me the book and I returned it to its proper place.

“I’d love to get that girl in my dungeon. I’ll bet she could teach me a few tricks.”

“I doubt that,” Daphne said wryly.

I giggled and cupped her breast.

Shall we get back to Chuckie? It’s probably time to turn him over and cook the other side.

Laughing, arm in arm, we left my library. And let me say only one other thing. People who are serious about sex, who aren’t just dilettantes, or youngsters who think they know something but don’t, should have a library. A real live library. Proof against computer crashes and energy black outs. There is absolutely nothing in the world like a little alone time with the masters, hearing the rain patter on the roof while you explore your inner self with a king-sized plastic lover.

In the basement dungeon Chuckie was just right.

His cock was purple and dripping, pulsing, trying to get past the cock ring, and failing.

He was lurching on the Sybian, his eyes closed, his hands wrapped in the cords so he wouldn’t collapse and fall off the beast.

And he…she…was so beautiful. The way his breasts bulged with him gasping for breath, the way his face was flushed and covered with light perspiration, the delicate set of his desperate features, the way his bangles jangled as he lurched. He was ready.

“Okay, Chuckie. It’s time to take you to heaven.”

“It…it…is…is?”

He could hardly speak.

“Daphne, I want you to suck on his cock. Not too much, and be careful of the area under the head.”

Daphne crawled up on the bed and took his cock in her mouth.

Funny thing about a man getting butt fucked, they don’t always remain hard. They just start focusing on prostate pleasure and forget about their cock. It opens up a whole new erogenous world to them. But a little oral stimulation and that cock gets harder than it ever did before.

Daphne was on all fours, her boobs hanging down to the bed, her neck bent back a little, and she looked like a dog sniffed an ass. But her mouth was doing its job. Chuckie was groaning and lurching, and it was plain to see that he was totally ready.

“Now, then, my little Chuckles,” I took his nipples in both hands and squeezed them. His whole body spasmed. “I want you to forget about cuming.” I laughed.

Daphne actually tried to laugh, with a mouthful of cock.

I went to my workbench and brought back a tens unit. I had Daphne draw back, and I attached one of the leads to his cock ring.

“Back to work, girl,” I advised Daphne. “But don’t touch the cock ring.”

I then attached the other lead to a slim probe. I put that probe underneath Chuckie, slid it up the underside of the massager and into his ass. I could feel it when it touched the bulge of his prostate inside.

I stood back and held the tens unit. “Okay, Chuckles, are you ready for the orgasm of your life?”

“Uh…uh…” He nodded. He was drooling. I knew his cock was drooling into Daphne’s mouth.

“Three, two, one…” I flipped the switch on the tens unit and current went through his sexual organs, his balls felt like they exploded, his asshole muscles began to contract  spasmodically. His chest arched.

In front of him I saw Daphne’s eyes go wide. His cock was bulging and purple, and I knew he was forcing the sperm up the tube and into her mouth. Cock ring be damned, he was having the orgasm of his life.

His mouth opened and his eyes stared into some wonderful Neverland.

For a long twenty seconds he hung there, his hands now clenched because of the electricity coursing through his sex organs, holding the ropes and he wasn’t able to fall.

I turned the tens unit off.

Still he jerked. Sperm was leaking out of Daphne’s mouth. She couldn’t swallow it all.

He was like a marionette, lurching and dancing under the strings of electrical sex.

I placed a hand on his face and said, “It’s okay. It’s okay. Let yourself relax.”

Still, he couldn’t. Not for a whole minute. He had no semen left in him, his body was jerking, and he was totally helpless.

Then, finally, the spasms became less. His shoulders started to slump, and his hands relaxed.

Like syrup pouring out of a frozen can, he collapsed. He fell forward.

I gently tugged Daphne and she moved back and made way for him.

He lay there, breathing, wondering what he was doing on earth. Helpless and unable to move.

“Come on, Daphne. Let’s leave this poor soul to recover.

Daphne and I went up the stairs, poured some drinks and went swimming.

It was a full hour before Chuckie finally came out to the patio. At that, his legs were shaking and he needed to hold on to things with his hands.

He managed to make it to a lounge and sat down.

Of the girl, there were still traces.

His make up was smeared, his dress was ripped. His hair looked, well, electrified.

He wasn’t smiling, he was just alive. More alive than he had ever been in his life. We handed him a drink and he sipped it, and we laughed.

That was a glorious summer. The games we played, the sex was grand. I even got off a lot of times, though not by dick, and boy did I want that.

But I will always remember that moment when Chuckie was sitting, drained of his semen, scoured down to a nub, and what he said to us.

He didn’t even look at us. He just asked, and in tones that indicated he was asking the whole universe… “What ’s next?”

Daphne and I, of course, rolled with laughter.

END


Author’s Note

I have had many requests for more Silithia stories.

If you are late to the program you may find her personal story in the book titled, ‘Silithia.’

She is also featured in the tome, ‘Womanland.’

And in a few short stories.

You may find out more at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: tough cover use copy.jpg]

Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


Feminized For Granny!

Revenge, lust and…Grandma?


PART ONE

I was angry. Pissed off. I couldn’t believe what he had done. Never, in 10 years of managing the department store, had I seen what I had just seen.

Unbelievable.

I flicked the intercom for my secretary.

“Lana, summon Eric.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A moment later her voice came over the store loudspeaker system. “Eric Standish report to administration.”

I waited.

My back was to a picture of the founder. Emily Standish. Now retired and trusting me. And I felt like I had personally let her down.

That this could happen on my watch.

To my left was the big picture window that looked out on the. town.

On the desk in front of me was proof. Living proof of how I, and the store, and Mrs. Emily Standish had been betrayed.

I stared at the computer for a long minute. It was split into four screens. One screen showed my office, two were of the sales area outside administration. On the fourth screen I caught sight of Eric sauntering through the corridor leading to my office.

He was a skinny, little fart. Long hair and sort of feminine looking. Maybe that’s why he did the thing he had done. Maybe he was revolting against people’s image of him. A spoiled fop of little use.

And he would inherit the store. The day Mrs. Emily Standish dropped dead he would be my boss.

I prayed for Mrs. Standish to have a long life.

And I knew I was going to have to straighten out this spoiled idiot. And quickly.

I sighed, swiveled around to stare out the window, and thought about my options.

I could see people from the third story window. The street was busy, and in the distance I could see the college. Thousands of kids out there, and I get stuck with—

Knock. Knock.

I swiveled towards the door.

“Come in, Eric,” and I put a smile on my face.

He was wearing shorts and a hoodie. Totally unprofessional, and another reason to be irritated. Didn’t he understand that appearance was everything? That people judged one on looks, and that meant they judged the store on how he looked?

He sauntered in, cocksure and dumb as they come. A rich boy who couldn’t be fired, so the heck with me. And, to add to that, he knew that one day he would be in charge, and that if I did anything to piss him off he would be able to fire me.

“Hi, Joanna.”

“If you could shut the door?” I asked sweetly, masking my temper.

He turned and shut the door.

“And lock it.”

He tilted his head slightly at this unusual request, a frown flitted over his face, but he locked the door.

“And come have a seat.”

His smirky smile reasserted itself as he crossed the room. The hoodie was dirty. Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t anybody ever…but, no. They didn’t. I knew that he had been a problem child, and that he had spent time in boarding schools, been a bigger problem, and then his grandmother had taken charge. And she had apparently solved the problem by letting him run amuck.

I groaned. A problem Mrs. Standish hadn’t been able to handle, and I was expected to do it.

He sat, a sprawl of loose clothes and sneer.

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t even ask what this was about. He just sat there and regarded me with arrogance.

“Eric, we have a problem.”

“Oh?” As if he cared.

“Yes. It appears that somebody has been jacking off in Women’s underwear.”

A blank look, an attempt at innocence, but I could see the flash in the eye, the worry, and he blinked, and perspiration broke out on his forehead.

“You wouldn’t know who that would be, would you?”

A sickly smile crept across his face. “Why would I?” He was going to brazen it out.

I stood up and came around the desk, I turned the monitor so he could see it, I blew up one quarter of the screen.

The time in the corner said 9:30 PM. The store was closed, but if anybody would know how to bypass the security precautions, the locks and the clocks and all, it would be grandson of the founder.

On the screen Eric was standing in an aisle in Women’s Lingerie. He looked around to make sure he was alone, then he stepped over to a rack of bras.

Looking around again, he pulled his pants down. He took out his cock, a surprising large one for such a skinny runt, and he wrapped the bra around it.

He groaned and began whacking. We couldn’t hear anything, but he tilted his face and closed his eyes, and the camera had him.

I pressed a button and the image zoomed, showed him, sneer and all, then I backed it off to include his whole body.

His hand moving like a jackhammer. His mouth open, the way he moved it was obvious he was groaning with pleasure.

He came, a thick rope escaped the folds of the bra, the rest of his jerky urges went into the cups.

I backed up, showed the scene a couple of times, then froze it on the moment of squirt. The look of white hot pleasure, the stream of cum in the air.

I looked at Eric.

He had turned pasty white. His dark hair looked darker, and there was actually real fear on his face.

“Well, it looks like we have our stinky, little pervert right here. Doesn’t it?”

“I…mmmhj…aahuu…” he mumbled.

“Did you enjoy your little masturbation session? Did you like getting your rocks off in my bras?”

“I…I…” He was incoherent, but I could see thoughts flashing behind those dark, brown eyes.

“So what did you do with the bra?”

“I…I…”

“I said,” I spoke sternly, “what did you do with that bra you just shot your filthy spunk into?”

“I…I threw it away.”

“So you are not only a pervert, you are a thief.”

“No…I’m not…I…I’m sorry.”

That’s when it hit me. I was pushing him around, embarrassing him, and…it felt good.

I was mad, and righteously so, but there was something about giving this little snot rag his comeuppance that was downright energizing. I decided to draw out my interrogation.

“Where did you throw the bra away?”

“Uh…no…I….in a trash can on the way home.”

Something odd here. He was blinking furiously, and that was body talk for ‘lie.’

But what could he be lying about? He was caught, so…but he wasn’t used to taking his medicine like a man.

“What am I supposed to do with you?”

“I won’t do it again.”

“No. That’s not good enough. You need to learn a lesson.”

“I…you won’t tell grandmother, will you?”

Oh, I felt a flush of victory. He was scared all right, and here was the big reason.

“You don’t care that you’re a pervert, do you? You just care about getting caught, and somebody telling Mrs. Standish that her precious baby is nothing but a common, horny, little jacker offer.

“No, I…” but he was caught, and big time, and I realized that, for the first time, I had a stick I could use. I could use his humiliation and his fear of being exposed.

The feeling of power ran through me, raged through me, and my knees actually got weak. I felt a thrill in my groin.

Power. Sexy, seductive power. Was I getting wet down there?

“Take off your pants.”

His head jerked up and his eyes widened. “What?”

“I am going to spank you. And you are going to take it, or I am going to send this video to your grand mother.”

“No!” he whispered, his eyes glazed over in fear. “You can’t!”

But I could. I walked over to a chair by the conference table. I turned the chair around and sat in it.

“Take your damned pants off and get over here.”

“But I can’t…you can’t…it’s not legal!”

“You gonna call the cops on me, perv boy?” Geez, my inner thighs felt slick. I wasn’t just wet, I was WET. “Now come here.”

I growled that last, and he stood up, trembling and shaking, and slowly walked towards me. He stopped in front of me, terror in his eyes, but he still hadn’t taken his pants down.

I reached forward and gripped his zipper and pulled it down.

“No…no…” almost like a chant, his voice sounding as if it was far away. “You can’t!” There was begging in his voice and manner.

I unbuckled him and pulled his pants down. I stared.

He had on panties. Red panties. Women’s Lingerie panties. Satiny with a little fringe. A bit of liner in the bottom of the crotch.

I gasped. “Oh. My. God.”

I looked up at him. Tears formed in his eyes, filled his thick lashes and began to drop.

“You’re wearing panties,” I stated the obvious.

He mumbled something, his voice so low he couldn’t be understood.

The feeling of warmth inside me grew larger, larger. I now felt so wet…if I got much wetter I would slide right off the chair.

But I didn’t want to slide off the chair. That feeling of power, I wanted to spank that snotty, little kid.

I grabbed his sleeve and pulled him around. I laid him across my lap and his round bottom was presented perfectly. And, I couldn’t believe it, I actually felt his penis poking through the material. It was half hard, and it pointed right between my thighs. My wet thighs.

But I ignored it. Some feeling of…what? Respect for another human being?

He was weak from fear and trembling, and I moved him around on my lap. His penis was getting harder. I raised my hand, paused, and slapped it down as hard as I could.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

Tears fell to the rug and soaked in. My hand quickly became sore, but I didn’t stop. The feeling of power had me now. It was like being on the edge of a great cum, and I wanted to go over the edge.

With each slap of the hand I grunted a word. “You…will…not…steal…”

He cried and cried, and I knew that under his red panties his flesh was becoming red. Heck, my hand was red, so what must his fanny look like under the slick material?

Then I noticed something: his hands, in spite of the pain he was feeling, were holding the bottom of his hoodie in place.

Holding his hoodie in place? Not letting it slip up and expose his upper body…he was hiding something!

I ripped his hand away from the hem of his hoodie and pushed the hoodie up, and stopped. One more shock in a morning of shocks.

He was wearing the bra. The bra he had jacked off in. He hadn’t thrown it away.

Bright red, matched the panties, small cups, and that was why he was wearing such loose clothing. He wanted to hide the shoulder straps, any bulge on his chest.

I let go of him and he scrambled off my lap, fell on the floor. He sobbed and his face was purple was shame. He pushed with his feet, backing across the floor even as he tried to pull his pants up.

I stared, my eyes open, my mouth gaping, my ability to think somewhere else.

“I…I…” he spoke through his sobbing. He cried so hard his body was rippling with shivers. “You…you…you…”

I watched as he stood up, his dick was large, much larger than the security screen had shown, and it was big and fat and hard and…and it was actually dripping.

There was something about humiliation that had him by the short and curlies and caused such a reaction.

And there was something about this scene, spanking him, finding out he was cross dressing, that made me so wet I was afraid I’d gush, right there. On the chair.

He pushed his cock into his pants and managed to buckle up. He ran to the door, and, at last, I began to move. I ran after him.

He fumbled with the lock, unable to work it for the tears obscuring his vision.

I pushed his hand against the lock, flattening it out. I pressed his body with mine, pushing it against the wall.

He cried, totally defeated, unable to even break loose from my light body weight.

Of course, he wasn’t very heavy himself. Thin and fragile, girl like…girl like…and it burst through me what I was going to do.

“Eric,” I whispered in his ear. “Eric…”

“Wha…wha…what?”

“Come back to the desk.”

I grabbed a fistful of hoodie and tugged. Docile, like a beaten puppy, he came with me.

I pushed him into the chair again. Then I simply walked around the desk, sat in my own swivel, and watched him cry.

He cried for a long time. He was completely broken. Shattered. His deepest secret exposed.

While he cried I turned to the sideboard behind my desk. My cell phone was on the charger, and it took two clicks before the video was up and running. I hid this action from Eric with my body, then turned and slid my seat to the side. The camera recorded him sobbing uncontrollably, but missed me.

“What are you going to do?” He finally asked.

“Okay, Eric.” I made my voice a bit throaty, an attempt to disguise it. “It’s time for the truth. It’s time to tell me about your cross dressing.

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“When did you first cross dress?”

“I…when I was in the sixth grade. I was fascinated by mother’s bras. I tried one on. And…and…”

“What is it like? This compulsion?”

“It’s…I don’t…it makes me feel good.”

“Does it make you horny?”

“Oh, yes.”

Now that the secret was out I could detect a bit of relief. His deep dark secret, tormenting him even as it excited him. He began to speak clearly, and it wouldn’t be long before the words just bubbled out of him.

“And you jack off?”

He nodded, his hands wiping away the trails of tears on his cheeks.

“Take your hoodie off.”

There was no more point in hiding, he hesitated, then pulled his hoodie off.

There he sat, a delicate boy with a red bra, and the bra fit rather well. Oh, he didn’t have boobs, but he had selected the flattest bra in the Lingerie section.

But the interesting thing was that, if he had filled the cups, even a little, he would look surprising like a girl.

He had the long hair, it just needed a good brushing and a little styling. His lashes were thick and long, they just needed a bit of curling and mascara.

I imagined putting eye shadow on him, and lipstick, and I was shocked by the thud in my heart. It wasn’t just control that was turning me on, it was the idea of the bra, the panties…him being made up to be a girl.

I felt something give inside, a tremor ran through my body. It exploded out of my cunt, swarmed my senses, and I realized: I had just had an orgasm. Not a big crashing one, but a little shock. But it was still an orgasm. The feeling of heat in my cheeks, the desire of the pelvis to buck. Oh, my, God! There was power here, and sex, and something else.

There was a piece of me that was perverted. There was something in me that wanted to take this boy and dress him up. Put make up on him. Make him walk in heels and prance and dance and…

Behind me, the computer watched silently. Sending images into the cloud even as it recorded.

“What…what are you going to do?”

Yet he still sat in bra. He hadn’t tried to put the hoodie back on. There was something in him that loved it. That wanted it.

He was a boy who responded to humiliation.

“I want you to go to Make Up. Get a basic ‘House of Chimera’ make up kit. Bring it back here.”

“What?”

“Or I will send the security footage to your grandmother.”

He turned pale all over again.

“Now.”

He stood up, then, “Can I put on my hoodie?”

I almost buckled with laughter. He was so cowed he had to ask.

“Please do. I don’t want the rest of the world to know that the grandson of Mrs. Emily Standish is sissy.”

He blushed then. A change from the pale. He turned and, pulling on his hoodie, left the room. And this time he managed to undo the lock.

While he was gone I rummaged through some of the boxes at the side of my office. Whenever room in the warehouse got tight we placed returns and irregulars in my office. It was convenient, especially when we returned them to the vendors.

I selected several things, put them on top of the boxes, then returned to my desk.

On the security cam I watched Eric enter the Make Up kiosk. He spoke to the girl there, who laughed, then he picked up a small box filled with the basics of House of Chimera make up and left the area.

A couple of minutes later he was back in the office, and I didn’t have to tell him to lock the door.

“On the conference table,” I told him.

He placed the kit on the shiny surface and turned to me.

“On the middle crate there are clothes. Put them on.”

He froze. “What?”

“If you wish to survive with your secret intact, without your grandmother finding out about your perversion, you will do exactly as I say, and quickly and without hesitation.”

Still, it took him a moment to move.

At the crate he picked up a garter belt.

“Go on. Take off your hoodie and pants and shoes.”

“But…why?” his face was a picture of fear.

“Because if you are going to dress like a little girl, I will help you.”

Yet there was no nonsense on my face. Even as I told him to do what he so desperately wanted to do, I wanted no mistake about who was in charge.

Slowly, he took off his hoodie and pants, toed off his shoes. He was beautiful The bra and panties set off his skin color, emphasized his gentle frame. But that hair. I needed to brush it out.

He stepped into the garter.

“Nylons are next to the dress.”

He took the nylons and went to a chair. He sat down, opened the package, and began expertly rolling the nylons up his legs.

His shaved legs.

“You’ve done this before,” I stated.

He nodded his face, his face was so red it looked like the burners of a stove.

He stood up.

“The dress.”

He went to the dress, held it for a moment and stared at it. He stepped into it.

It fit perfectly. It was a shimmery blue with a criss cross top. It was built for cleavage, but there wasn’t much cleavage to show. I wondered what I could do about that.

“Now the shoes.”

He stepped into a pair of four inch high heels. I was pleased to see that his knees didn’t bend. Good. He was used to wearing heels.

I noted, as he stood there, the bump in the front of the dress. One more thing I was going to have to do something about.

“Sit down.”

He did so, and I stood up. I rounded the desk and walked towards him. His eyes were round, like a deer’s when the light hits it.

Slowly, I brushed the tangles out of his hair. I tried to keep my back to the camera, but I knew I was going to have to do some editing with the final product.

“How long have you wanted to be a girl.”

“I don’t.”

He was serious.

“Then why the cross dressing?” His hair was brushing out nice. I tried to give it a wave and was partially successful.

“It makes me horny.”

“And you don’t get horny being a boy?”

“I get hornier being a girl.” He was whispering, but he was answering my questions. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was so red and embarrassed, and trembled every once in a while, we could have been two girls trading make up secrets.

“So you get horny, then you jack off. Have you ever had sex with a woman?”

“Yes. Well, sort of.”

He was getting comfortable with telling me the truth.

“Sort of?”

“I came too quick, before…before I could put it in her.”

I nodded, stepped back and inspected his hair. “So you are a pervert, a cross dresser, and a premature ejaculator.”

In a day filled with red faces, he was red yet again.

“I’m not.”

“But you are, and it’s okay. You’re not a manly man, so you can’t be expected to control your sperm.”

He was silent at that. I had called him a sissy, told him he wasn’t manly, and, sitting there in full dress he certainly didn’t look very masculine.

“What are we doing here?” he finally asked.

“Making your dreams come true. Turn this way.”

He turned his chair and I sat down in front of him. I cracked the seal on the make up kit and took out items.

“Are you going to…to…”

“I’m going to make you up. Any objections.”

“Yes.”

“No.”

There wasn’t anything he could say to that, and I began moisturizing his face.

“You have wonderful skin,” I said as I cleaned out his pores and creases.

“I do?”

“Soft, good color, no zits to speak of.”

“I pop them.”

That was more than I wanted to know.

“Girls don’t ‘pop’ zits. They use soap and water and clean themselves.”

“Oh. Okay.”

I put on primer, then a liquid foundation. His skin absorbed everything perfectly. House of Chimera was an excellent product, and this particular kit seemed perfect for male faces.

Concealer, a little powder, then the delicate job of applying bronzer.

His face was changing. Shadows were shifting from the masculine to the feminine. His lips looked fuller under the coloring of his skin, his eyes, so big and expressive, were ready for make up.

I shadowed them, lightly, a greyish color that made his eyes mysterious. That hair. I needed to do something about it.

He sat silently, and I wondered what he was thinking.

I knew what he was feeling. The bump in his lap was throbbing. Visibly throbbing. I knew he wanted to take it out and stroke it. If he made himself horny by wearing a bra, then being made into the full package must be exploding his groin.

I worked on those delicious eyelashes. Mascara made them even longer, as long as fake eyelashes, but obviously not fake.

Then I put on the lip stain.

Lip stain. Longer lasting than lipstick.

Then a touch of gloss to make the stain stand out brighter.

I stepped back and inspected him.

He looked, except for the bulge in his panties and dress, like a girl. A flat girl, but maybe there was something we could do about that. We had falsies in the Ladies Department, but I was thinking more along the lines of real flesh. Maybe hormones. I wanted his cleavage to show.

“Well, Erica, would you like to see yourself?”

He nodded. And now he was trusting. He had been made into the image he had of himself.

“Go into my bathroom. On the back of the door is a mirror.”

He stood up and walked. “Place your feet as if on a line.”

He did so, and his ass swayed delightfully. I smiled and licked my lips. I felt close to another mini-orgasm.

He looked at himself in the mirror, and I took a position next to him. We stood there, two beautiful women. Actually, I hate to admit it, he was better looking than me. Except that he was flat, and he had that damned bump in his dress, and his hair.

We turned sideways and my breasts really did make the difference. Hmm.

“Okay, enough. Come back into the office.”

He followed me and I pointed to the chair in front of the desk.

I sat in my own swivel and said, “Cross your legs at the knees. You don’t want to flash anybody.”

“Oh.”

I turned the monitor and he could see the office…and himself.

Underneath the makeup he turned ashen. Not just red with embarrassment, but pale with fear.

“You didn’t.”

“I did.” I smiled.

He stared at the screen, I hit a few taps on the keyboard, and the scene shifted backwards. He saw himself, in bra, telling how he had discovered cross dressing.

We traveled through his humiliation. The dresses, him telling how everything made him so horny and how he couldn’t stop himself from cumming too soon. Then the make up. Finally, the finished product.

A young, beautiful woman. A woman who, quite honestly, took my breath away.

Eric was motionless, like a statue, the whole time. He watched himself revealed, discovered, shamed and embarrassed.

“Lighting is good. I can do a bit of editing. What do you think? Should we upload to Youtube? Let the world know about you?”

Tears began to seep from his eyes again. He was going to ruin his make up, but I didn’t care. He needed a lesson in make up repair.

“I tell ya, you’d probably get a million hits in a couple of hours. Girls would love to see a boy changed into a girl. Think of the giggles and titters.

“And the boys would really love you. Can you imagine? A million boys staring at their computers, their chairs tilted back, their hands inside their pants beating frantically. Can you imagine how much sperm would shoot onto the computer screens of the world?”

He was sobbing again. And I understood. He felt betrayed. I had taken his secret, exploited it, and now I was cruelly using it against him.

Never had a boy felt so hurt in the history of the world.

But I didn’t intend to hurt him. I just needed to soften him up so I could further use him.

He was better than a vibrator. My insides were shaken, stirred, and ready to pop.

“Or…”

He looked up through the film of tears.

“Or what?” A bare whisper.

“Or you can do what I say. Everything. Instantly. Exactly. If you do that. then maybe, just maybe, this video won’t find its way onto the net. And maybe, just maybe, your grand mother won’t see what a sissy fop you are.”

“Please,” he whispered. “Please. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“I know you will, and I smiled, and I suffered another delightful, little mini-orgasm.


PART TWO

“Lunch time,” I announced.

Eric turned and started for his male clothes.

“Where are you going?”

“Lunch,” he looked surprised. “I need to change back.”

“Nope.”

He looked confused. I walked across the room, bundled up his man clothes and walked out of the office. I didn’t say anything, just left him to stew.

What would he think? He was dressed like a woman, I knew he would be afraid to leave my office. In fact, if I had my bets down, I would guess that he would hide in the bathroom, or maybe even the closet. If somebody came in and saw him….

First, I went to the warehouse and tossed his hoodie and pants and shoes into a dumpster. That handled that.

Then I went to the salon and talked with the girls there. I arranged for two of them to stay late. I didn’t tell them why, but they would find out. They were happy, too. A little overtime is a wonderful thing.

Then I went to lunch.

I had a salad. Bits of chicken, greens, avocados, onions, things like that. Delicious dressing.

I’m not a big eater, but I ordered a large size, and I had them box up the remains. I tossed a crust of garlic bread into the box, then headed back for the office.

I was right. He was in the closet.

I sauntered across the room and sat down behind my desk and waited.

He peeked out from behind the closet door. Only his beautiful eyes showing, it looked like there was a girl hiding in the darkness.

Finally, he opened the door a bit, and realized that I had left the door to my office open.

“Can you close the door?” he whispered to me.

“Nope.” I smiled.

It took him a minute, he was so scared, then he darted out, closed the door and locked it. He turned to me. “You left me alone!” He was angry, but I wasn’t worried. The anger of a little girl wasn’t much when compared to the anger of a CEO of a major department store.

“Why didn’t you come with me? I would have bought you lunch?” I acted all innocent.

“You know why.”

I didn’t want to put up with the anger, so I said, “Shut up or I’ll have security drag you kicking and screaming out of my office.

He shut quickly.

“Now then, I have—“

“I’m hungry.”

“Oh. Well, I boxed up some leftovers for my cat. I guess you can have them.” I handed him the box of left over salad.

He took it, opened it up, and blanched.

“Salad? And it’s already eaten!”

“There’s plenty left for you. Or I can give it to my cat.”

What a quandary he was in. To eat somebody’s scraps…but he really was hungry. He said, “Do you have a fork?”

“Nope.”

He stared at me. He was figuring out his place in the new order, and he didn’t like it.

But what choice did he have?

He put the box on his lap and began to pick out bits of chicken.

“You can take what you want, but eat all you take.”

“What?”

“Eat your greens.”

“I don’t…you…”

I stared at him with a lifted eyebrow. He broke.

He lifted up a wilted piece of lettuce and put it in his mouth.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, you have to learn to eat like a lady. Try not to muss your lipstick, and eat only small amounts at a time. And eat with your mouth closed.

Little tears appearing in his eyes, he nodded and complied.

I watched his fingers put little portions of salad into his mouth, and I smiled. I was going to fix those fingernails, but good.

“Now then, I have work to do.”

I picked up the phone and tapped the button for my secretary. “Lana? Could you bring in the Johnson file?”

Eric was on his feet, staring at me, once again pale and washed out.

“What, you…”

He heard Lana’s heels clicking on the vinyl floor outside my office. He turned and ran for the closet. He barely made it.

Lana strode across the the room and placed a folder on my desk. She saw the remains of my lunch. “Are you done with that?”

“I am.”

She picked up the box and put it in the trash.

The closet door was open a crack, and I knew Eric was watching. I thought I heard a groan.

“Let’s go over the procedures for the meeting this Saturday.”

“Okay, let me get my notes.”

She walked out of the room.

The door was open. Eric looked out of the closet, saw the open door and his shoulders sagged.

“Did you want your lunch?” I asked innocently.

He didn’t say anything, just glared at me.

“And I better not catch you with your heels off after this.”

He said a word, it sounded like a curse word, then closed the door. There wasn’t much room in the closet. There was a stack of files, a set of golf clubs, a few odds and ends. He was going to have to stand up. Poor boy.

Lana returned and we proceeded with our task.

We talked for a good two hours and, at one point, I heard something that sounded like somebody moving in the closet. I wondered if he had his high heels on. He’d better. Then I returned my attention to the planning of the Saturday meeting with advertisers.

Finally, we were done, and Lana headed back to her desk. As soon as she was gone Eric crept out of the closet. He moved stiffly, and was obvious sore from standing in the same place for so long.

And he had his heels on.

He went to the door to my office and closed it.

“Don’t lock it,” I commanded. Seeing him, so sexily dressed, woke up my horniness again. God, I was going to need a good session with a vibrator. The big one.

“But I have to lock it!”

“I am not about to shut myself off from the world just because you’re a pervert.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“You can leave now.”

“Leave?”

“Go. Vanish. I’m sure you have things to do.”

“But…I can’t!” he whined. “Not like this.”

“What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed.”

“I look like a girl.”

“You are a girl,” I spoke emphatically. “Now, get out before I call security.” I put my hand on my phone.

He broke then. His knees buckled and he knelt on the floor in front of me. “Please! Don’t make me! I…I…” his voice was a whisper, but rising. I knew that I had pushed him too far, and that he was going to have a psychotic break. I backed off.

“Very well. You may live in my closet.”

Relief flooded his features. He stood up and went to the closet. He started to take the boxes out.

“What are you doing?”

“I need some space!”

“Then don’t be in the closet. Right now my files and golf clubs are more important that your sissy hide.” I spoke dismissively.

His shoulder slumped. My pussy felt like it was going to squirt yet again.

He stepped into the closet. I could see how little room he had.

He pushed things around, then closed the door.

I picked up the phone. I had a few calls to make, and the door opened.

“Do I have to be in here right now?”

“Of course not. I’m not a jailor. Feel free to wander wherever you wish.”

He didn’t wish to wander far. He merely stepped out of the closet, pulled a chair over to it, and sat down.

For the next hour I made phone calls, talked to bankers, suppliers, and one call to his grandmother.

“I just wanted to touch bases with you, Mrs. Standish. We haven’t spoken for a month, and I thought…oh, of course. Yes, everything is going fine. No, nothing new has happened. A bit of pilferage in the Ladies Lingeries, but I think I’ve got that handled.

I winked at Eric, who was sitting there with his full attention on my conversation.

“No, no arrest. But I have plans to make the culprit suffer.”

The conversation  went on, and shortly I hung up.

“Your grandmother says ‘hi,’” I said.

Eric didn’t say anything.

I stood up and started for the door.

“Where are you going?”

“Talk to some department heads. Why don’t you come along? It would do you good to learn a little bit about the business.”

He shook his head and was frozen in place, his face suddenly panicked. The mere thought of being exposed was too much for him. What a shy boy, I thought, and I giggled.

The afternoon passed. Fast for me, but as slow as death for Eric. He stuck close to the closet, darted in if he even heard footsteps outside the door, and didn’t speak. Doubtless, he was waiting for the day to end, for a chance to get his clothes, wherever they were, and go home. And I wondered if he would even have the courage to return to work on the morrow.

Finally, I pushed back from my desk. “I do so love 5 o’clock. I have so many things to do tonight.”

I started for the door.

“Wait!” panicked again.

“What?” I had one hand on the doorknob.

“Where are you going?”

“Home.”

“But what about me?”

“What about you?”

“I need to go home!”

“So…go.”

“But I need my clothes!”

“You’ve got clothes on.”

“But I need my man clothes!”

“But you aren’t a man. You’re a little girl. You’re sort of cute, too.”

He blushed.

“Very well, if you want clothes you can doubtless find some in the returns boxes.” I pointed to the three crates at the side of the room. I knew that they were all ladies clothes.

He didn’t say anything, and I walked out.

And went home, had dinner, took a long work out on my Peloton, and watched ‘Breaking Bad’ on the computer.

Seems like TV is getting worse and worse. All the stupid programs, the canned laughter, and the constant political BS, I had stopped watching TV, even canceled my provider. Now I watched only shows that I selected. And I was MUCH happier.

Finally, a half hour left, I read a trashy novel. Currently I was into Alyce Thorndyke, and man, she was a read and a half. Such steamy erotica. but I didn’t give in to the urge and tickle off. I still had things to do, and I wanted to keep my edge.

I returned to the department store and passed through the gate just before security locked up.

People were all turning in their registers, heading for the exits. The end of a long day.

I stepped into admin and entered my office. I opened the closet and found Eric cringing. He thought I was somebody else, that he had been discovered.

I chuckled and went to my desk.

He came out of the closet timidly. He still wore the same dress, the same nylons, but he didn’t have the high heels on.

I looked at his feet and cleared my throat. He darted back into the closet, leaned against the file boxes and slipped his heels back on. He came out of the closet again.

What a difference a day made. He had been a smirking brat, a spoiled idiot, and now his face was timid and scared.

And I realized: Boys are rude and obnoxious. Girls are polite and well mannered.

“Why are you still here?”

“I was just going to leave.”

“Well, leave.”

He crept to the door. Crept, like in scared. He cracked the door and looked out. A few people were still gathering purses and heading for the exits. He closed the door.

“I can’t.”

“No. You can’t.”

He looked at me. “What…what do you mean?”

“First off, I want to compliment you. You make a much prettier girl than a boy. As a boy you were slovenly, wore ragged, dirty clothes, didn’t care about your appearance. As a girl you have much better manners. I think we’re going to keep you a girl.”

“You can’t!” he breathed.

“But you like it.”

“But I’m a boy….a guy! I’m a man!”

“Could have fooled me,” I snickered.

He didn’t know what to say then. He just stood still, stricken, trying to understand what had happened to him. He had woken up this morning with a filthy habit, and that habit had been blown into full transvestism. He had woken up a boy with a sneaky habit, and now he was a full blown girl.

“Has everybody left?” I asked.

He looked out the door. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Come with me.”

I walked out of the office. He stopped at the door. I stopped and chided him. “Come along. I don’t have all night.”

He followed me out of admin and down the center aisle.

The center aisle, main street of the department store. Usually a bustling highway of customers. He crept along, scared, glancing in all directions.

I walked quickly, loving the sound of my heels on the aisle. Click. Click. Click. I stopped.

His clicks were more like clish. Clish. Clish.

“You really have to learn how to walk.”

“I’m walking,” he returned, a trace of bitterness in his voice, but his tones low.

“You need to make a clicking sound, not a ‘clishing’ sound. Like this.”

Click. Click. Click.

He tried. He got a curious look on his face and tried. And he actually improved. Got a couple of clicks for every couple of clishes. I smiled.

Through the store we went. Me clicking, and him practicing his clicks. I glanced to the side and caught sight of him in the mirrors lining the big room. He was even trying to walk correctly, his feet in line, his ass moved delightfully with his efforts.

I turned into the beauty salon.

“What are we doing here?”

“Sit down,” I pointed at a chair.

Hesitantly, he sat down. I tilted the chair back, and lifted his hair into the sink. Laid back like that his bulge was large. I shook my head sadly.

“Close your eyes so I don’t get soap in them.”

He did so.

I began washing his hair, and Sally and Jesse came out from the back room. They wore no shoes and made no sound.

Sally positioned herself to the side, she was going to do his nails. Jesse stood on the other side of the sink and, at a nod from me, she took over his hair and continued his rinse.

I waited a minute. He didn’t notice anything.

Sally looked at Jesse and pointed at Eric’s bulge. They both suppressed giggles.

“I’m going to go get something.” I turned and took a couple of steps, and it hit him: how could I be washing his hair and walking away at the same time?”

He tried to sit up, but Jesse had his hair in a firm grip. He merely succeeded in banging his head on the edge of the sink.

“Hey!” His eyes bulged as he saw Sally and Jesse.

“Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.”

He tried to struggle, but Sally pushed his chest down and Jesse pulled his hair back. They had good control of him, so I left.

I sauntered through the store. The lights, on automatic timer, were clicking off, but there were still the lights over the aisle, and a few other lights to help me see.

I went to the section where we kept breast forms. I had a pretty good feel for chest sizes, and I selected the largest set of forms that I thought would fit Eric. I then went to the bra section and picked out a larger size. This was going to be delicious. Eric was going to be delicious.

And, as I walked back to the salon I found that my thighs actually felt slippery. I had had three mini-orgasms, was constantly wet. And I felt like the Queen of the May. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? There is absolutely NOTHING like the sex and power of making a boy into a girl. You don’t even have to fuck them, and they are under your big and heavy thumb.

When I returned to the salon the girls were chatting away, ignoring Eric as they did their magic.

“Hi, Joanna. Say, how long did you want his nails?” She had almost finished sanding and fixing the cuticles.

“Longest you’ve got. And make them bright red. They’ll match his panties and bra.

The girls giggled.

Eric gargled, “I don’t want long nails.”

“But they’ll match your lips,” Sally said. “Besides, it’ll feel really good when you take care of your little pal there.”

“What pal?”

“That one,” she patted his groin, the bump in his dress, and he jerked.

“Careful, girlfriend. I’m doing his highlights.” Jesse cautioned.

They giggled and I smiled and put the breast forms and bra on a chair. “We need to put these on him when you’re done. And use this glue. It won’t last long and he’ll be able to take the forms off.”

I held up the bottle of glue and the girl’s eyes widened, then they giggled again. It was the super duperest, strongest glue available. His titties were going to be staying on for a month.

“What glue? What?”

“Don’t worry, Erica. We’ve got a little something for your flat chest.”

“Oh.” And there was a world of wonder and fear and anticipation and timidity in that simple acknowledgement.

I went to my office then, and explored hormones on the internet. There were some strong ones, offered to reduce his penis size, but I didn’t want that. That had to be his choice.

But his chest was my choice. I selected fast acting hormones that would grow his boobies in a month, and yet not interfere with his ability to get hard.

Ordering done, I returned to the salon. They were just finishing up.

He…she, Erica, was thin, but with large boobs. Her hair was perfectly coiffed, gentle swirls of blonde mixed through his dark locks. but it was the eyes that did it.

In being made over, in looking in a mirror and seeing not a boy, but a woman, his mind had…snapped? Is that a good word?

His eyes were wide, innocent, like a deer looking up at the hunter and saying, ‘really? You’re going to shoot me?’

We all smiled. Then I frowned. “He’s still got that damned bump in his lap.”

We all frowned then.

Erica still stood. Mouth slightly opened, she licked her lips, a nervous reaction, but it looked so sexy, like she was licking her lips before…before sex.

“We could make him wear a couple of pairs of extra tight underwear,” Sally offered.

Jesse blurted, “We could tie it back, like one of those drag guys.”

One of those drag guys. Just her saying the words made Erica blink.

“Oh, hell,” I said. “Why don’t we just get him off.”

Erica’s head swiveled back and forth between the three of us. He had been feminized, and in the feminization all his perverted, little dreams had shattered. And now we wanted to…

“Are you going to fuck me?”

We all giggled.

“We could make him get himself off.”

“That’s the chintzy way,” Sally responded.

I said. “Why don’t you girls just play with him a bit, see what happens.

They looked at each other in delight.

“You’re going to play with me?” His voice squeaked. Made him actually sound like a girl. If had drawn out the squeak it would have been one of those excited girly squeals.

“Unless you’d like us to go sell you on the street,” I stated haughtily.

I was fooling, he should have known that, but his mind was so messed up he thought I was serious. “No! Please, not that!”

Sally moved first. She lifted up his dress and nodded at Jesse. Jesse pulled down his panties. His cock, large and actually dripping, stood out like a parking meter.

“Careful, girls. He’s a premature ejaculator.”

The redness in Erica’s face was wonderful. Humiliated, embarrassed, even shamed, and now I had said that.

“Am not,” he tried.

The girls looked at me.

I shook my head. “Find out for yourself.”

The girls looked at each other, then Sally grabbed his cock. Jesse, no room left on his shaft, grabbed his balls.

Erica groaned.

“He’s going to blow,” I warned.

And he did. Two strokes, that’s all it took, and his knees bucked and his cocked surged. A thick stream of cum came out of the slit and hit Sally on the chest.

She looked down at her breast in shock. His semen continued to pump out, and shortly her tits were soaked.

“Told you so,” I chanted with a laugh.

We all laughed then, and the girls tucked him back into his dress.

Erica stood, shoulders slumped, a look of shame on her face. She was humiliated and defeated.

“Okay, girls. Erica is reassigned. She is going to spend the next month being your assistant. Make sure she’s always dressed to the max, that her make up and nails are absolutely perfect.

The girls nodded. Interestingly, they had each grabbed one of Erica’s hands. My little sissy boy was making friends. I saw, then, that I was doing him a favor. Any time he had a bulge it was going to be handled, and these girls were going to teach him everything he needed to know about hair, cosmetics, and how a woman should look and comport herself.

I left then. I went out to my car and drove home. I was confident that the girls would take care of Erica. They would get him home, and they would make sure he was at work on time, and perfectly dressed.

I knew they would because I had seen it in their eyes. I had seen the heat as they dressed him up, and when they had jacked him off, I just knew they were getting all hot and bothered. I knew because, darn it, it was making me all horny.

So I went home and got my trusty vibrator out. The big one. I pushed that sucker into my hole until I had the biggest cum of the day. The biggest one I had had in years, for that matter. Then I had another one.

Finally, I slept.

The next week was delightful. I watched on the security cams and saw how Sally and Jesse, and the other girls of the salon broke Erica out of her shell.

It started with a trip to the warehouse. Get some more products.

Oh, it was hilarious. The way she darted from nook to cranny through the store, tried to stay on the edges of the building and away from everybody.

When I saw that I hurried out and intercepted her just as she was about to enter the warehouse.

“Erica, how are you doing.”

She stopped and stared at me. “”I…I’m fine.”

The entrance to the warehouse is at a busy junction, workers bring product in and out, the main aisle just a step away.

“And how is life as a girl?”

A passing customer glanced at us, Erica felt that glance, and then passed on.

“She didn’t even care that you are a girl,” I noted.

“But…but…”

“You should embrace your femininity. Heck. Unless you tell somebody, they would never know that you’re a…you’ve got some funny apparatus down below.”

“I…oh…I—“

“What is it, Erica?”

She looked around. then: “Some of the people that work here. they’ve already figured it out.”

“Well, of course they have. Do you care?”

“Well, yeah!”

“Why?”

It was a question she couldn’t really answer.

“I just do.”

“Well, let me ask you this…do the people who know care?”

“Well, they look at me.”

People look at pretty girls, especially sexy ones, like you.”

That stopped her. I think that may have been the first time somebody actually complimented her so boldly. Maybe she had been called pretty, but sexy? That twiddled her pork chops.

“I’ve got…Sally’s waiting for me.”

“Of course. I didn’t mean to hold you up.”

I sauntered away. I knew she was staring after me. I could see it in a pillar mirror on my right.

The look on her face, surprise, an under current of warmth, consideration of my words.

The next week she was officially out of the closet. As a transitioning person. She was surprised when guys talked to her, and were even interested in what she was going through. She was absolutely floored when some of the guys even flirted with her,              

And girls seemed to seek her out. They treated her like a pal, like she was one of them.

Well, of course. She was, wasn’t she?

The third week it was getting to me.

I watched her, and knew that when I had set her free, turned her over to the girls, I had given up control of a source of horniness.

I vibrated myself at the end of the day. I was still horny and wet over the thought of what I had created, but the feeling was waning.

That heady rush of control, of power transmuting into sex, it was dwindling.

And, like a junky needing a fix, I needed to reassert myself.

Yet, what could I do? She was no longer terribly embarrassed, or worried about being discovered by her co-workers. She was happy.

What could I do? What?

In the fourth week I discovered what.

I was sitting at my desk, staring at the computer. I was hot inside. So hot my juices were flowing. I hadn’t played with myself for a few days, a sad attempt to bring my heat under control.

Erica walked into the office.

“Ma’am? Sally wanted me to turn in this report on that new hair gel.”

I stared at her. I wanted to rip my clothes off and jam my fingers into my cooch.

She stood there, oblivious to the heat welling in my groin.

“And how is it?” I wanted her in the worst way.

And, here’s where it gets odd, I had visions of her as a girl, and yet knew there was a gigantic cock just waiting under that dress. Waiting to be released, to be rammed into my pussy.

“It’s excellent. Customers have remarked how silky their hair feels.”

Silky. She had been a he, rude and stupid. Now she was a girl, considerate and polite. She minded her manners, was considerate of others, and always looked good. Heck, she had a whole department store of products to choose from.

I snapped. Call it a moment of insanity and you’d probably be right.

Suddenly I didn’t care about the store. I didn’t care about stupid Mrs. Standish. I didn’t care about products and vendors and returns and…and anything.

I just wanted my pussy taken care.

And I wanted it taken care of by the delicious creature standing before me.

“Close the door.” I growled.

I think my voice was so hungry, so growly, that it frightened her.

Her eyes wide, she ran to the door and closed it.

“Come here.”

She came running. From a brave boy who would jack off in the bras with impunity, she had become a timid, little dove.

I pushed my chair out from behind the desk. “Get on your knees.” I lifted my skirt. I pulled down my panties. “Well?”

She dropped to her knees in reflex. I grabbed her wavy hair and pulled her into my box.

“Eat me good. Eat me right!”

God, it felt so good. Her tongue lapping at my slit.

“Suck my clit.”

She sucked on my button. Her red lips nibbling, her white teeth pulling.

I pulled my blouse apart, the buttons sailing across the office, and I unleashed my mammaries. I grabbed the nipples and pulled.

Erica was having a hard time breathing, now that my hands were busy she managed to back off.

I grabbed her head again. “Don’t stop!”

She gobbled me then. She had breath and she put her plump lips to work. I felt myself starting to shiver down there. Juices poured out of me, and ignition was here, all I had to do…the only hump, a little one, and I could…I could…

The door opened.

Erica didn’t hear it, but I caught it, and I tried to sit up, but Erica was eating me so ferociously I couldn’t.

Mrs. Emily Standish stroke into the office.

She was ninety years old, yet her back was straight and her eyes were gleaming. She was one of these people with a fixed, dedicated stare. A little unnerving, until you were used to it.

Right now, I wasn’t used to it.

“No…no…” I tried to push Erica’s head back, but she was into it now.

Mrs Standish sat down, leaned forward, her hands on the top of her walking stick, and said, “Don’t stop for me.”

Erica’s head popped up and she turned around. Her jaw dropped.

“Hello, grandson. How are you?”

Erica stumbled and fumbled with words. “I’m….okay…how are…you?”

The old dowager leaned forward even further. “Imagine my surprise, when I checked the security cams and found a rather interesting event.”

Oh, crap! I had totally forgotten! The old lady had a direct link into our security system. She trusted me, but always held a little back.

She looked at me. “You have made my rather worthless grandson into a little girl.”

I said nothing. My job was gone. My career was kaput.

“Then I find an interesting order. Somebody used the store account to send for a very specific batch of hormones. It took me a while to figure out what they were for, but I did.” She glared at Erica, then turned her attention back to me.

“Have you started giving them to him?” She jerked her chin at her grandson.

“No,” I was defeated, slumped in my chair and in spirit.

“And why not?”

“Because it is his choice. I was going to, but then I realized…he might not want to be a girl.”

“Hunh!” She looked at Erica.  And back to me again. “Imagine my surprise. My rude, little fart of a grandson, can’t get him to do a damn thing, and suddenly he shapes up. He starts being polite. Starts working and figuring out the business.  I couldn’t get him to do that, but you…you did it.”

“Huh?” My head jerked up.

She turned to her grandson. “I’m not so considerate as her,” she jerked her chin at me. “You will start taking those hormones. And you will do everything Joanna says. And you will be happy about it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” polite, like a girl.

Emily Standish stood up. Straight back, firm, pointy chin, a fixed glare in her eyes.

“Well, carry on.” She turned and walked out of the room.

Erica and I stared after her. Stunned.

Erica turned to me, but didn’t say a word.

I turned to her. “Well, I guess that’s settled.”

She said, “I guess I’m going to be a girl.”

“I guess so.”

Neither of us spoke for a moment, then I said: “Is that okay with you?” If it wasn’t I wasn’t going to administer a bunch of hormones. People have choices. Even rude boys like Eric.

She got a far away look in her eyes. I realized she was thinking. I hadn’t seen her do that much. “Well, I guess so. I mean, I like it, and everybody treats me better than when I was…you know.”

“I know,” I answered.

“And Sally and Jesse, and even a few of the other girls give me lots of hand jobs. In fact, I’m getting so many hand jobs that it’s getting harder for me to cum. I might even be able to stop being so…premature.”

I listened as he thought his way through the situation.

“And I think it’s only a matter of time until I get one of them to screw me…”

“So do you want to be a girl?”

“Yeah. I think I do.”

I nodded. It was a good decision, not for everybody, but it was certainly right for him. “Then there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

I grinned, “Finish eating my pussy.”

Happily, he agreed.

END
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Feminized By My Wife!

Feminization and complete role reversal!


PART ONE

“Oh…yeah…YES!” I felt the shudders go through me. My eyeballs rolled up, my penis did its thing. For a long time I held myself up, my body rigid, and enjoyed the white hot violence of a good cum. Then I sagged, and Sue pushed me off.

I rolled to the side, lay on my back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a good cum, they all were, but…

“Did you cum?” I asked.

“Nah.”

“Do you want to?”

“Nah?”

I frowned in the darkness.

Sue turned to me and cuddled. “It’s okay. I’m not that big on orgasms these days.”

Now, I don’t know about you, but if you love a woman you want her to have an orgasm. You want to bring her to the toe curling, breath taking state of ‘Oh, my GOD!’

You just do.

But my wife, for some reason, didn’t want to cum anymore.

I rolled out of her arms, out of bed, and strode towards the bathroom.

She figured I was just going to pee, and she waited for the warmth of my body with closed eyes.

I ran the water for a second, got it good and warm, and dashed a wash cloth under it.

I walked back into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, threw the covers back and sat, “Spread.”

She rolled on her back, looked at me, and was totally curious.

“What are you doing?”

“Spread your legs and you’ll find out.”

A puzzled expression on her face, she spread her legs. I took the wash cloth and began wiping her pussy.

“What on earth…?”

“I’m cleaning you out.”

“But…but why? I mean, yes, it’s nice to feel a nice, hot massage down there, and I’ll enjoy not sleeping in the wet spot, but…but why?”

For a long moment I kept washing her vagina with the washcloth. She sighed and was very relaxed.

Man, she was beautiful. Large breasts, long, golden hair, green eyes that revealed her highly perceptive nature. Fucking Sue was my favorite sport. But having her cum was my second favorite sport, and now she wasn’t interested.

“Do you remember when we first got married?”

“Every day,” she said, smiling as she placed her forearm over her eyes and enjoyed her pussy bath.

“You used to love to cum. You’d jump my dick every day when I got home from work.”

There was a trace of a frown on her face now. She knew where I was going.

“Man, you used to get all worked up, you’d be shivering with excitement, and then when that big bang hit…wham! Your whole body tensed up and you’d grab me and hold on like I was the life preserver. You once told me it was like being caught in a blender, and the best thing in your life.

“Yeah, well…that was fun.”

“So when did the fun stop?” I kept moving the hot washcloth on her privates. She groaned, pushed up at my hand, then sank back.

“Come on, babe. Is there something wrong with us? With me? Have I done something?”

“No,” she said. But she had spoken too fast.

“Then why don’t you want to cum?”

“Well, I do…” her voice trailed off.

“So why don’t you.”

She sighed. She went to push my hand off, but I held her wrist and leaned over her. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “Honey, you and I both know that our relationship is based on honesty. If you can’t talk to me…then who can you talk to?”

“It’s not that….I just…”

“Secrets…bad. Honesty…good.

I pushed her hand away and kept rubbing her mons. “And I’m going to keep doing this until you either cum, or tell me what the problem is.”

That was when she got irritated. “Stop that,” and I could hear the snap in her voice. I had gone too far.

Correction. I had gone too far before she was ready.

I took my hand away, left her pussy nice and warm, all cleaned up.

“Okay,” I said. “But you and I both know that you’re going to have to talk to me. You’re going to have to tell me what is going on.”

She said nothing, just laid there with her arm over her eyes, an unhappy look on her face.

I tossed the washcloth in the hamper, and into the bathroom and relieved myself, and returned to bed. I slid in next to her. I started to put my arms around her, but stopped. She was in that prickly place where she didn’t want to be touched.

I moved to my own side and whispered, “I love you and I’m always here for you.”

And we slept.

I slept well, but I woke up and she was a bit discomfited.

Nothing in how she acted, but…she was thinking.

And thinking was good. That meant she was considering my words, and I knew she would eventually come to the right decision. She would talk to me.

I got up, had a small breakfast, just OJ and some oatmeal, and went to work. Work was a huge commute. Twenty feet into my computer room.

Yep. I’m one of those lucky guys who works at home. Doing my own business. If things don’t going right I can fire myself for an hour or two, or a week or a month, though that never happens.

Once you start working for yourself you become the worst boss you ever had. You work late hours, skip lunch, and are totally focused. And if you aren’t you are very rough on yourself. You don’t like slackers, and especially if they are you.

So I powered up the computer and threw myself into my work.

I wasn’t aware of Sue. I sort of knew she was cleaning the house, doing the dishes, that sort of thing, but I was working hard and everything was sort of zoned out.

Mid-morning and I came out of my office for a short while. She was in the kitchen, scrubbing the insides of the stove. I opened the freezer and got out ice cubes and rattled them into a glass. I got out a Pepsi and gurgled it over the cubes. I returned to my work den.

Sue hadn’t said a word. Yet I knew she was aware of me. Her head in the depths of the oven…I could feel her ‘feeling’ me. That sixth sense, hair on the back of the neck sort of thing.

But I didn’t disturb her. I could feel her thinking. Heck, she only did those odious jobs like cleaning the oven, or washing the leaves out of the gutters, when she wanted alone time…’think’ time.

So she was thinking.

I threw myself back into work. I skipped lunch. I was working hot and heavy, and I heard her cleaning the leaves out of the gutters. I paused for a second, my fingers hovering over the keyboard, and made a moue. Crap. Whatever was bothering her must be serious. To put herself through two odious tasks meant twice the thought, and maybe the problem was twice as a serious as I might have imagined.

And then I started to worry.

What if there was something seriously wrong with her? What if she had developed a medical condition and hadn’t told me? What if her health was in danger?

Yet, what could I do?

So I tried to keep such bad scenarios out of my mind and keep working.

Mid-afternoon. Hot and heavy into work, and I suddenly jerked. Sue had entered the room and was watching me. Sort of surprised me, which was unusual.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey. You read to talk?”

“Give me two minutes to make notes and shut down.”

“I’ll be back in two minutes.”

I made my notes for the next day’s work, and shut the various programs. I left the computer on and turned around just as she entered the room. She was holding two glasses.

She handed me one glass and sat down in the spare chair and faced me.

I faced her, sipped, and sighed. Mixed with the Coke was Angel's Envy bourbon. The good stuff. Fifty bucks a bottle.

She smiled, and I noticed that she had fixed herself up for this little conference. She smelled of fresh powder, which meant she had taken a bath. She was wearing nylons, a dress that showed off her cleavage, and she was made up. She knew I was a sucker for red lips.

“Wow,” I said. “You ply me with alcohol, and now you’re looking like the most beautiful critter on God’s green earth…what did I do to be so lucky?”

“You do lots of things,” she said, taking a sip of her own drink. Was it my imagination? Or had she just fluttered her eyes at me?

“But this is about me.”

“It’s all about you, babe. What can I do for you.”

“You can…” she paused, looked real nervous, and then she sort of changed streams. She was going to say something, but then decided to say something else.

“The reason I don’t like to cum…”

I cocked my head and was very silent.

“I have been having feelings.”

I nodded. “Feelings?” I encouraged.

I had heard of this, read of it, sometimes women change.

“And how is this change going?”

She frowned. Then blurted, “Terrible.”

I waited, and the rest of it came out.

“Ron. I feel…I’m attracted to…women.”

I have to say, my cool deserted me. I blinked, and then I struggled to regain my mental equanimity.

“I don’t…you haven’t done anything. But about six months ago I found myself staring at a woman. I don’t know who she was, but we were at a restaurant and she was walking by, and suddenly I was staring at her and…and…and I felt feelings.”

She paused. Gathered her thoughts. I sipped some more bourbon and Coke. Tell the truth, I was mind blasted.

But her pause turned into a shut down, and suddenly I realized I was going to have to get her started again.

“What kind of feelings?” I spoke tentatively, hoping she would start up again. “Are we talking…Lesbian fee—“

“I don’t know,” she blurted, almost wailed. “I felt warm, down there, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts. Her…her boobs. And I…I think I felt like a man. Sexual desire. I didn’t want to run away…I didn’t want to meet her…except that, sexually, I did.

“I was just so confused. We were out with Bob and Shiela and I was embarrassed, turned a little red—I think I was afraid somebody would read my mind—and just looked away and tried to get back into the conversation.”

I remembered that incident. But when she had gone into another zone I hadn’t thought anything of it. I figured she was just thinking of something. People do that, you know.

“And since that time you’ve…what? Lost your sex drive? Don’t want me?”

“No! No! I love you! All my heart! But I’m confused now. I can’t stop thinking, wondering, and I watch other women. I watch them on TV and wonder what they would be like in bed, what the Lesbian experience would be like. I wonder what it would be like to kiss another woman, to taste her lipstick, to feel her breasts…”

As Sue spoke I could see a deep misery under her speech. This was really bothering her, and I could see how that would mess with her desire for sex…and how it could stop her from wanting to cum.

She would be thinking that she was, just by having such thoughts, betraying me.

I placed my glass, now only half full, on the desk. “Honey? I think it’s time we had a hug.”

She was nodding, misty-eyed, and we both stood up. She moved into my arms and I held her complete. I didn’t try to kiss, nor did she. We just held each other. We held each other and breathed on each other’s necks. We felt the pulse in one another’s bodies. I could feel her boobs pressed up against me, heaving with her emotion.

And she could feel…you guessed it…my cock.

She giggled.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s a guy thing.”

“It’s a good guy thing.” She reached down, inserted a hand into my pants and held me. She didn’t stroke or play, she just held, and it felt so very good.

We just stood like that for several minutes, then I started to sway. Just a gentle motion, and she swayed with me.

I tilted my head back, and tilted hers, and we looked each other in the eyes. I kissed her lips so very gently, and said, “Do you have a plan? Any thoughts about this…uh, situation?”

“No. Just that I’m not happy, that I’m conflicted. I love you totally, all my heart, but…”

“But now something is in the way.”

She nodded, bit her sexy lip, and stared me in the eye.

“Well, it is a sticky wicket, and I know how uncomfortable such things can be, but…I might have a thought about it.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“What?”

“Can I have about an hour to do some research?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll call you in an hour.”

We let go of each other and she smiled and said, “Thank you.”

“I haven’t done anything.”

“You’ve been understanding, and that is a lot. I didn’t even want to talk about it. I was afraid that you’d…I was afraid.”

I kissed her gently again. “Fear no more, sweet maiden, now give me an hour.”

Smiling, relieved, she left the room.

I downed the rest of my bourbon, felt that cool liquid warm me up, and I sat down and opened a browser window. Shortly I was surfing the net.

An hour later, almost to the minute, I closed my windows and sat back and thought. And thought and thought. The bright idea I had had in the moment was proving to be…a bright idea. There were a lot of things I could do, but the question was…how far did I want to go? I could easily see the vast potentials here. And a few potential problems.

I sat for five minutes and just pondered, thought of what if’s and why not’s, and then, because I had said an hour and didn’t want to keep her waiting, I stood up and headed for the kitchen.

Sue was in the living room, nervously perusing a fashion magazine, and I had a feeling she had read nothing. Then I realized maybe she had read something, or at least looked at the pictures of sexy women.

And that gave me food for thought, and an idea about how to broach the subject I was about to broach.

“Hello, baby,” I leered at her cheerfully, making it a joke.

She was on her feet and following me, and I listened to the click of her heels on the wood floor.

“Shall we imbibe?” I asked, getting down the bourbon. “We have some possibly tall talking to do.”

“I guess I’d better.”

Her eyes were glimmering. I wondered if she had maybe been crying while waiting for me.

I poured the drinks, handed her one and said, “Patio, woman.”

She giggled and lead the way. As I left the kitchen I saw her purse on the counter and I reached in, found a tube of lipstick and put it in my pocket.

Our patio is our paradise. Tall bushes that blocked peepers. A pool with a waterfall and a diving board. A barbecue pit. We had had some mighty fine parties here.

We sat down in the lounge chairs and sipped, and I started the ball rolling.

“Honey, why do you wear nylons?”

She blinked. She didn’t expect that question.

“Fashion,” she answered somewhat easily. Curiosity was in her eyes.

“And why do you wear your hair so long and beautiful?”

“Again…fashion. What…?”

I held a hand up to stop her.

“And why do you wear dresses and make up and heels and everything?”

“It’s what women wear? Why are you asking me this?”

“Did you know that men in Scotland wear dresses?”

She blinked.

“Men in Fiji started wearing skirts not long ago. They call them sulus. In Greece the soldiers wear a dress called a fustanella. In Africa the men wear dresses called Kangas. Men wear dresses all over the world.”

“And you’re telling me this why?”

I swiveled around and stared at her. It was a very fixed stare and she was getting quite curious.

“Honey, I’m going to do something right now, and I don’t want you to say anything, just watch me. Okay?”

“Okay.” She drew out the word and turned her face slightly. I truly had her attention.

Watching her closely, taking note of any twitch or movement of her face or body, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the lipstick I had taken from her purse.

She blinked.

I turned the base and a pillar of beautiful, bright red rose.

I placed the tip of the lipstick on my lips and rolled it on. I could taste the waxiness. I could smell a slight perfume-y smell to the substance.

Sue’s mouth opened and she was fixated. Her eyes watched the red spread across my lips.

I took my time, I was working by feel and didn’t want to mess it up. I finally smacked my lips and screwed the lipstick closed. I held the lipstick in my hand, tilted my head slightly, and reached for my drink.

She couldn’t keep her eyes off my mouth.

I sipped, and left a red imprint on the rim of the glass.

She sighed, and it sounded like something was falling inside her chest, falling a long way, and then it hit, and she gulped.

“So how’s work?” I asked, deliberately guiding the conversation away from my lips.

“Work is fine,” she muttered. She was mesmerized, and I had the feeling she was not really even aware of answering.

“And how’s the new girl working out?”

“She’s…fine. She’s fine. She’s…” she focused on me, on me, not my lips. She seemed to give herself a mental shake, and she said, “What are you doing?”

“Do you like my lips?”

“I…they…”

“Just sit and talk. Tell me what you feel.”

Her eyes were glistening, and there was a hunger in them.

“I feel…I’m…excited.”

“Sexually excited?”

“Yes.”

She was staring at me, at my eyes, so hard it felt like she wanted to jump in my body and drive it away.

“Would you like to kiss me?”

“Oh, God…Oh…” But she didn’t move.

“So why don’t you?”

“Can…can I?”

“I wish you would. I wish you’d do a lot more.”

“More.”

“Yes. I would like you to take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I’d like you to kiss me. Gently, so you don’t mess my lipstick. Then I would like to eat you out. And that might mess up my mouth. But I can quickly reapply and…and then I want you to cum.”

There it was. Bingo. And she didn’t even blink.

“Oh, yes,” she said.

But she didn’t move. I don’t think she could move.

“Will you take my hand and lead me?”

“Oh…oh…” she licked her lips. Her own gorgeous, red lips.

“I can’t lead you. You have to take charge. You have to do this if it’s going to work.”

She didn’t even query me on that statement.

“Stand up.”

Like she was sleep walking, she stood up.

“Take my hand.”

She did, and then she started to move. Staring over her shoulder at me she pulled me towards the house. She never looked where she was going, she just kept staring at my red mouth. She walked, with head turned backwards, through the double doors, and down the hallway to our bedroom. I followed along, gripped by her clutching, sweaty palm.

She led me across the big room to our bed. She pulled me around and sat me down on the bed. She pulled her sweater over her head, and it was like she didn’t want to stop looking at me for even a second.

My heart, inside my seemingly clinical attitude, was pounding in my chest.

She kept her bra on, she was too horny to take the time to take off excess clothing. She pushed me back, lifted her skirt, pulled her panties and kicked them off, then she leaned forward and began unbuckling my belt.

All the while her eyes glittered, watched my lips. Occasionally slipped up to meet my own eyes, but right back to the lips. My red, red lips, so inviting, so intoxicating. So downright hypnotizing.

She undid the zipper and pulled my pants off. My underwear was poked out by my hard cock. She pulled my tighty whiteys down over my cock, off my legs, and threw them aside.

Then she was climbing onto me. Pushing me back further. In truth, we weren’t even in a comfortable position, but she was on me, sinking down my rod, gasping, and her own hands were up on her breasts, feeling them through her bra.

I lay still and watched her. Thank God I had cum the night before. This was so erotic that if I hadn’t I wouldn’t have lasted a minute.

She rocked back and forth, like I was a horse and she was in the saddle.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

“Kiss me,” I said.

She stopped rocking and leaning forward. Her breasts touched my chest and she held herself up on her forearms, and leaned down, down.

She touched my lips so softly I could hardly feel it, and our eyes were open, locked.

She kissed me again. Harder, but without moving her lips around on mine. She wanted to preserve my lipstick. It was exciting her.

She straightened up and began rocking again.

We rocked and rolled. She gave an occasional gyration of the hips, and I gave a hip thrust every once in a while.

But she was not in a hurry…except to just feel my cock in her. And to watch my lips.

She placed her hands on my chest, her back was slightly arched, her pussy was moist and firm.

Honestly, I had thought the lipstick was for her, but it was working on me, too. I couldn’t cum, but it was making me so horny that I wanted to. Talk about excruciating frustration. I wanted to cum, and the more I wanted to, the more I didn’t want to. Wasn’t that an interesting pickle? I was changing roles with my wife, and where she had not wanted to cum, now it was me.

“Are in charge?” I whispered.

She nodded, and she placed her hands on my pectorals. It was like she was holding herself up, bracing herself on my muscles, but there was deeper meaning her.

And I sensed that we were changing roles in more than just lipstick. There was something about her, a drive that was, with me now in the submissive bottom position, overpowering. She wanted this. She needed this.

A lifetime of being a submissive woman, and now she wanted to be the domineering woman.

And, surprisingly, or perhaps not so surprisingly, I liked it.

After a lifetime of being in charge, there was something very intoxicating about just lying back and taking it.

She began to shake, and her eyes got a surprised, far away look in them.

I could feel her hips quivering, her thighs starting to spasm.

I tried to drive up into her, to help her, but she pushed me back, she didn’t need any help.

She reached down and pushed my legs aside, now she was inside them, again in a domineering position, the Amazon position for lovemaking, and she fucked me.

She had already started, and now it was a mad finish. She fucked, male like, and pushed her hips down on me like she was inserting into me, though I was still penetrating her.

“Fuck!” She moaned, and the twitches became full on spasms, locked up muscles like she was having a seizure. And isn’t that what sex really is? A momentary seizure as bodies transmit…and accept…reproductive fluids?

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!”

I don’t know how she managed to stay on her feet, the cum was so violent, but she sagged on me, drove for that final inch, and collapsed. She lay on me, like a man would lay on a woman. She breathed, heaved really, and held me.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered.

I lay there, my hard cock still in her.

We felt the throbbing, pulsing of my erection, and she giggled. “What’s the matter, baby?”

I grinned. “You didn’t make me cum.”

She stood back then. Pushed off and stood  up and stared at me. She had a big grin on her face. “Good.”

And it was good.

I really enjoyed the horny feeling she was leaving me with. And I was soon to learn a truth: being horny all the time is better than shooting your load and not being horny.

True.

But, on the moment, I just knew we had made a break through. She had cum, and I had experienced something that had sort of taken me by surprise.

Sue pulled her skirt back up, but left her panties off. Heck, I hadn’t deposited a load of semen in her, so why should she?

“Come out and let’s talk about this,” she said, putting her sweater back on.

I was now officially horny, and I stared at her breasts hungrily.

She caught my gaze and laughed. “None of that, baby. I’m done for now.”

She started out of the room, then stopped at the door. She turned and contemplated me.

“What?”
“I’ve got a new lipstick in the top left drawer. Same shade. I like that shade on you.”

Then she turned and left.

I listened to her heels clicking on the wood, and I suddenly realized something: she had fucked me, like a man fucks a woman, while wearing high heels. The heels had probably helped her be high enough to give her the height she needed.

I sat up and felt myself. I felt my chest. My nipples were erect, tingling with sex. My cock was sticking out like a blind man’s cane. God, was I horny.

I looked over at her vanity table. Top left drawer.

I got dressed, then went to the table. I took out the new lipstick and, now watching myself in the mirror, I painted my lips.

It was gorgeous, and it made my lips look bigger. And my lips tingled. It turned out that there was lip plumper in the lipstick.

I stood up and thought about how we had fucked.

Wild, overwhelmed by our desire, like we used to fuck.

But now the shoe was on the other foot. Or perhaps…the high heel was.

Whatever, I walked out of the room and down the hall. Sue was on the patio again, she had taken her top off and was gathering some sun.

I walked outside.

She heard me, didn’t even turn around. she just raised a hand and snapped her fingers and said, “Two more drinks, boy.”

I chuckled. I was so horny that my cock almost hurt—it certainly was dripping—and I liked this game. I turned back into the house and headed for the kitchen.

Two drinks made, this was turning into a pretty good day, I sauntered back out to the patio. I placed one on the table next to Sue and sat in my own lounger.

We sat, her satisfied and happy, and me happy. Happy that I wasn’t satisfied.

We sipped, and I admired her bare chest.

“Beautiful,” I murmured.

She looked at me, saw what I was looking at, and smiled. “Nice lips,” she returned to me.

I could feel the paint on my lips and I smiled.

“So,” I said, “The game has changed.”

“It certainly has,” she agreed.

“The question is…how far are we going to take this?”

We both grew sober at that.

“How womanly do you want to be?” she asked.

“How womanly do you want me to be.”

“I don’t know if ‘want’ is the right word.”

“Require?” I asked. “Or, how womanly do I have to be to make you have earth shattering orgasms every time?”

She laughed. “Hell, all the way, baby.” Then she grew serious again, “Seeing you as a woman is a terrific turn on, but it’s all about me.”

“Sure it is.”

She didn’t say anything and I turned to her. “So what did you feel when we were making love?”

“I felt big, and strong, and powerful.”

“And I understand that. When we were done I was marveling at how good it felt to be on the bottom, to just submit and let you have your way with me. So, the opposite, how good it must have felt for you to be in charge, taking control.”

“Being the one on top,” she mused.

“Exactly.”

We sat and sipped quietly then, each pursuing our own train of thoughts.

“This sounds like we are reversing roles,” I finally stated. “And I think that it has more to do with power than sex, although, if we’re honest, you’ve got to admit that sex is power.”

“Or maybe power is sex.”

I nodded.

Then I said, “Let me ask you some questions, and you just listen and tell me if they do anything for you.”

“Okay.”

“Imagine me in a dress.”

She smiled. “Um hmm.” She liked it.

“Nylon and a garter belt.”

“Nylons. You have two legs. But…yes.”

“A bra.”

She grinned.

“A sex change.”

She stopped grinning. She opened her eyes and turned to me. “I don’t want that.”

“But you would like to see me with boobs.”

She grinned, then blurted, “I’m sorry. I just…it makes me happy.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. We’re just trying to get a clue as to what floats your boat.”

“You as a woman floats my boat,” she spoke instantly, without doubt. “And I want to be in charge. I want to tell you to do things. And…” she stopped.

“And what?” I grinned. “Come on, out with it.”

Her voice lowered almost to a whisper. “I want to…to control your orgasms.”

I didn’t say anything. On one hand, I was mind blasted. On the other, there was something so incredibly exciting hearing her fantasize what she would do with me.

She stared at me. “Is that bad?”

“We won’t know until we try it.”

“Really?”

“Really what?”

“Really are we going to do this? Play around with your sex, let me take control of your…your penis?”

“Well,” I said, somewhat ruefully, “It is said that man’s power emanates from his penis. So…I guess letting you take control of my big fella is going to give you the power. The question is…can you handle it?”

“Oh, yes.” she spoke eagerly.

“God,” I laughed. “That was fast.”

She looked sheepish, but we both knew that a decision had been made.


PART TWO

We spent that night talking over what we were going to do, and we spent the night cuddled in each others arms. We were happier than we had been in a long time.

At least, she was happy. I was…apprehensive.

Well, I was a guy. I was used to being in charge. She was going to be taking my power, being the one in charge.

But, that aside, I was happy, and I was especially happy that I was going to be doing something for Sue. I was going to be sacrificing something for her.

And, hey, if it didn’t work we could just go back to the way things were, right?

So, we awoke, the sun was shining, and Sue bounced out of bed like a jumping jack.

“Come on, lazy bones?”

I was awake, but not that awake. I grinned, “What’s the hurry?”

“I think you know the hurry,” she turned and looked at me meaningfully.

“Oh, that,” a nervous line darted up the center of my chest.

“Yes, that. Unless you’re going to chicken out.”

“No…no. I’m not going to chicken out, but I think you know I’ll be experiencing some mental…changes.”

“Tell me about it. Now, get up and shower, and use the Nair. I want to play with your body a bit.”

Wow. Nair. There was a feminine product if ever there was one.

So I stretched, rolled out of bed, and went into the bathroom to read the directions on the dreaded Nair bottle.

20 Minute later I emerged…without my body hair. I mean, I was exfoliated. Nekkid of hair. I didn’t have a single strand on my body.

“Whoa ho!” Sue exclaimed. “I definitely like the hairless look.”

“Feels…strange.”

“How strange?

Makes my flesh feel more electric. Like I can feel everything more intensely.

She smiled and led me to the vanity table.

“What are we going to do?”

“Fingernails.”

“Fingernails?”

“I want you to wear fingernails. You’ll have to be careful not to break them, and that means you’ll have to learn how to be gentle and do things differently, with more awareness.”

“All right.”

I sat down, and right from the get go I felt like I wasn’t in my body. It was surreal. It was almost mystical.

And, right from the get go, my boner sat up and howled. Or at least bobbed and throbbed.

Sue giggled. “Cute,” she said.

“I think more in terms of dangerous.”

“It used to be dangerous, but now…I don’t know.”

Yikes,” I said. “That’s hard to take.”

She was filing my nails and she stopped and looked at me. “And I think we’re going to have to do something about your dick.”

“Like what?”

“Well, we can’t have you bonerizing a dress all out of shape. That would be embarrassing.”

That made me chuckle on the inside. Being in a dress was going to result in a certain degree of embarrassment, but she was right. I was going to have to hide my erection.

“So, how do we hide that wants to stand up in a crowd?”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about that.” She paused for a moment as she pressed a red fingernail onto my thumb. “I’ve had to make them a little long because you’ve got spatulate fingers. But…you’re dick…there are several ways.”

“Like?”

“We could give you a chemical, temporary, that would make you limp.”

“Hmm.” I didn’t sound too happy about that.

“Or, we could make you wear a gaff.”

“A gaff?”

“It’s a tight fitting underwear female impersonators wear. It holds the penis back between the legs.”

“Sound painful.”

“Not to me.”

We chuckled at that.

“Or, we could make you wear a chastity tube. The cock can’t get hard, but we could let it out whenever we wanted, take it for a walk, if you get my drift.”

“Any other methods?” I wasn’t thrilled about any of them, so far.

“Well, there’s a rather drastic one. It can be undone, but…”

“Go on. Hit me with your best shot.”

“We could get an operation, sew your penis back between your legs.”

“What?”

“I read about it on Altairboy’s site.”

“You read that site?”

“Well, it’s defunct now, but you can still find it on the internet archives, the Wayback machine, if you really want. But, yes. I used to read it.”

“And how much other stuff have you read on the internet?”

She got cagey then. She smiled at me, a knowing smile, and said, “I’ve probably read everything you’ve ever read.”

I blinked. I grinned. Okay. Busted.

“Okay, so how does this ‘operation’ work? Not that I’m interested, I’m just curious.”

“Well, the operator…”

“The doctor.”

“Or nurse, he or she makes a small incision on the bottom of your penis, and another incision over the perineum. The perineum is between your asshole and your testicles.”

“I know where the perineum is,” I said dryly.

“Oh, okay. But that’s it. You are stitched together, your dick can get excited, but it can’t go anywhere. It’s supposed to be exquisite.”

“Exquisite.”

“Exquisite.” She nodded happily.

She had one hand done. She circled me and sat on the other side, and I examined my mitts.

My fingers were longer by a half inch. They were oval. They took my breath away. I was supposed to live with these things on my fingers?

“Okay. So we think about the method for controlling my cock.”

“We do. And I’ll make an appointment for your boobs this afternoon.”

“My boobs,” I said, wonderingly.

“How big do you want them?”

“Oh, my…” my mind went riot on that one.

Did I want big honkers that everybody would stare at?

But if they were too small then it would be like I didn’t have any.

“I would go for average.”

She frowned. “Okay.”

“What? You want me to have big balloons that everybody stares at?”

She laughed at the tone of my voice. “No. Of course not. But…a little bigger might be fun.”

“Fun,” I blinked. This was weirding me out, to say the least, and it was just fun for her.

But…yeah. I could understand that. I just had to learn to deal with it.

“Okay, let’s think about that, maybe talk with the doctor and then think about it some more.”

“Okay.”

I stared at my hand some more. I touched my face. It felt so weird to touch myself with long nails. I began adjusting my thinking right then. How I would hold hammer, and nail. How I could put laundry in the machine without breaking a nail. No working on cars, which was fine, I didn’t like to work on cars. Putting on clothes, the simple act of working a buckle might prove…interesting. And other things. Lots of other things.

“Take a look.”

I looked down. Both hands were done now, and I marveled at how long my fingers looked, and…my dick was harder than ever.

Sue grabbed my penis and squeezed it. “This is so sexy. You really love this stuff.”

“Uh…”

“Admit it!”

“I refuse to answer on the grounds…”

“Poo! Put on your lipstick!”

My first test with elongated fingers. Putting on lipstick.

I picked up the tube using the pads of my fingers, and that was already weird. I turned the base, and watched my nails move.

I leaned forward and made my mouth red.

And my dick actually began to drool.

“Oh, my God! Look.”

I looked down at my lap. It was a lot of drool, a lot of pre-cum. “Wow.”

“You’re going to need a pad,” she giggled.

“That’s going too far!” I protested.

She just looked at me and smiled, and I knew she was thinking about it.

But me? A pad? I didn’t have the feminine parts for it.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I’m going to do it.”

“Do what.”

“I’m going to have you wear a pad.”

“But…”

“But shut. Not a pad pad, but a Tampon pad.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“Yep. Women use them, and I want you as womanlike as possible. So…tampons for you, baby.”

“Oh, my God.” I actually turned a little white. This was out of control.

But it was also strangely exciting. I thought about it. Putting a pad up there. Wow. That would be something. And it shouldn’t hurt, because women do it. Not to their butts, but…what was the difference?”

“You want to put it in now?”

“Uh…whatever you want.”

She clapped her hands. “Get on the bed, butt up.”

I climbed onto the bed slowly, nervously.

Sue got a Tampon and put a dab of lube on it. “Okay, this is going to feel funny, but I think you’re going to like it.”

She put the thing to my butthole and very gently inserted it. It went right in, and I experienced…excitement.

“Your dick is drooling more.”

I got off the bed and looked down. Yes, it was. A lot. I felt my butthole and felt the string dangling. “Wow.”

“Cool, huh?”

“I guess.” My penis was positively giant.

“Okay, let’s get you into a dress.”

“No more make up?”

“A little later. Right now I want to see you in a dress, and high heels, and I want to work on your hair.

“My hair.”

I hadn’t even thought about my hair.

I wear my hair long, but masculine. But masculine was a gone deal now.

Sue washed my hair with shampoo and conditioner. She put big curlers in it. “These are big curlers. I don’t want you looking like Shirley Temple. I want you to have gentle, sexy waves. You up for that?”

“Sure.”

When she was done I did have soft and wavy hair. I stood in front of the mirror and marveled. With the lipstick I definitely had a feminine look. In fact, because I have a roundish face, I did look like a woman.

“Wow! Put this on.”

She gave me a tight dress, very stretchy, and I pulled it down and she frowned.

“Okay, bozo, it’s diet time for you.”

“How about just giving me a corset?”

“And a corset…too!”

“Too? I have to diet and wear a corset?”

“Absolutely.”

It was frightening, and uncomfortable, but the sense of excitement running through me was too great.

“This is so much fun,” she giggled. Then she frowned. “But we have to do something about that dick.

She was right. It poked that stretchy dress way out.

But, nothing to do for it now, we continued our little dress up session.

An hour later I was a most excellent imitation of a female. I was wearing nylons and heels, a bra, my face was made up.

It was fun. It was exciting, and except for the big boner, dripping into the dress, it was a smash success.

“Okay, baby. I want you like this every day. I want you to learn how to put your own make up on, do your own nails, everything.”

“Okay.” Man, I knew this was going to be a project, but…wow.

It took Sue a while to get a doctor to give me tits. It should have been easy. Lots of LGBTQ doctors out there. But most doctors wanted me to have psychiatric counseling, or to have been living as a woman for a year, or some other hoop to jump through.

Huh. Can’t a guy just get tits if he wants to?

But she found a doctor, pretty well recommended, too, and we went for our initial meeting. The meeting went fine. He asked a few questions, took some measurements, and he offered a specific insight to me getting breasts.

“You’ve got a slightly wider chest than a female, so a small implant will look like you’re just starting puberty.”

“So what do you suggest?”

“Bigger.”

“Oh.”

“How much bigger?”

“Why don’t you lie back on the exam table.”

I did, and he placed several implants on my chest and told me about each one. And each one felt larger and larger. But, at a certain point, Sue said, “That is the most proportional.”

“I agree,” and he made notes and put the implant aside.

“That looks pretty big,” I observed.

“If the shoe fits,” Sue said, and that was it. And I think that was the first time I saw the downside of being the lesser ‘power’ in our role reversal marriage. She just spoke, and there was no room for any real discussion. We would talk about that later, but right then Sue brought up the other operation.

“Can you attach his penis to his perineum.”

The good doctor blinked, thought about it, then shrugged. “Sure. Can you tell me more?”

I hadn’t actually decided on that, but it was an exciting possibility, and it was obvious that Sue had thought about it.

So we made an appointment for the operation, and it was decided that when I was there we would let him know about the other operation.

Hey, I was going to be there, I was going to be under, so why not? Two for one, right? But the thought really sobered me up.

One month later I was wheeled out of the hospital in the obligatory wheel chair. I stood up next to the car, which Sue had brought around, and realized that I had rather sizable boobs.

I looked down and couldn’t see the ground.

The nurse was smothering a smile, and she helped me into the car. I was very silent when we drove home.

At home I went into the bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror.             

Wow. I was stacked. I had thought average, but this…I was as big as Marilyn Monroe. Maybe even Jane Mansfield. With my diet and exercises I had a very thin waist, and my body was very feminine.

“What do you think?” asked Sue, standing next to me, gazing at my boobs with a big smile.

“They’re…large.”

“It’s what the doctor ordered. And how about your little friend?”

I looked down, but couldn’t see it.

Of course not. It was tucked back between my legs. The doctor had given me something to stop erections for a week, and by then…by then I would be able to…what? Be horny and not be able to do anything about it?

“I can’t feel it.”

“He said you wouldn’t be able to. Turn sideways.”

I did, and she said, “Excellent. Can’t see it at all.”

The following week was interesting. I had long fingernails, long hair, and large breasts. I had to figure out a new sense of balance. I was figuring out how to use my hands. And I had to get dressed, put on make up, take care of my nails, every single day. It was difficult at first, but as time went on it got easier. What didn’t get easier was the sense of frustration as my penis started to live again.

It got sort of hard, but it was directed downward, and it just sort of fizzled out. Got so hard, and no harder. Couldn’t make the bend or something.

And my balls were actually pushed up into my body, into the space from which they had descended when I was ten or eleven.

Sue loved it. I fit into dresses easily, no bump.

And, the bonus for her, and the, uh…problem for me…sex.

Seeing me dressed so sexy, wanting a woman, she was constantly horny.

And I couldn’t deliver.

So Sue got a couple of things.

One, she got a dildo for me to use on her. Oh, man. That was hard, and even more frustrating. To be balls deep in a woman…and not have any sensation. To see her groaning and crying out…and feel nothing.

It made me feel inadequate…even as I got pleasure from it.

Two, she made me wear a butt plug at all times. She absolutely loved the flushed look of excitement I got from walking around, sitting, having an invader in my back canal. And she said it made me walk more like a woman, a little more sway.

But it also made me awkward, which was weird. I was awkward and she said that was what made me move more like a woman. But my awkwardness made me feel more feminine.

I tell ya, one of the thrills of my life was when we went jet skiing. That constant vibration on my asshole, I was dripping so hard, and I felt like I was constantly on the edge of an orgasm.

And there we were. Sue was living her dream. She had a woman, and the woman could still pleasure her to her heart’s content.

I was in a state of super excitation at all times. And, like I said earlier, it was more fun to be horny all the time than to get off.

But, I did need to get off. To be horny all the time, and not be able to squirt…I needed to clean my pipes. I really needed to.

DING DONG!

I went to answer the bell. Sue had decided that we needed to have a party, a coming out party for me. So she had invited all our friends, and we had a kitchen full of drinks, and I had to open the door.

Now, I had been out in public. And most of our friends knew what we were doing. Some chuckled, some were aghast, but almost all of them came around. Sure, we lost a few friends, but were they really the kind of friends we would want in the first place?

So I opened the door and shook hands, or air kissed, or hugged, or whatever was appropriate.

And, this being Hollywood, there were a couple of people that were like me. Men in chic clothing.

And we partied, and we drank a lot, and I fielded a lot of questions, once the liquor flowed enough.

“What’s it like having tits?” was my favorite. Four different guys asked me that. No girls asked me because, well, duh, they already knew what it was like to have tits.

“It’s cool,” I answered, and, “Try it and find out.” That made them chuckle, and it also made them think.

The fact is that this is a changing society. This is a world built by and for men. But women had arrived, and they were taking over. And I do mean taking over.

More women graduated college. The number of woman who owned businesses was skyrocketing, and male owned businesses were dwindling.

Women were becoming male in the family, and two women would raise children, or the woman would just take over and, like me, the man would be in skirts.

The point of all this is that though I had to go through some stuff, some personal and inside, and some not so personal and related to the world at large, it was okay. It’s a changing world. I was being accepted as a crossdresser, or transvestite, or a person in the middle of transitioning, or whatever. And that was okay. Call me whatever you want, just don’t call me late for dinner. In a changing world you have to adapt, and be understanding, or have a rough time. I was determined not to have a rough time.

What I didn’t plan on, however, was the conversation Sue had with Barbara, one of our friends who happened to be Lesbian.

Now, how much Sue told Barbara I don’t know. She might have told her a little and sloughed her off, or she might have laid out our whole history. But, whatever she said, what Barbara told her…that was the icing on the cake. I wasn’t to find out what was said until later, however.

We had started the party at 2 in the afternoon. We had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, drunk a lot of soda pop, beer, hard likker, and I know there were even a couple of people into pot and pills.

All of which was okay.

And, by 7 the people started drifting. By ones and twos and groups they found Sue or I and thanked us and headed on out. Maybe to crash, maybe another party. By 9 o’clock everybody was gone.

I stood and stared at the mess, and was happy. Heck, you judge how good a party is by the mess left behind, right?

And I was standing there and Sure came up to me, put her arm around my waist and hugged me, and said, “Good party.”

“The best,” I answered. Truth was, I had had a bit to drink, and I was feeling pretty good.

Sue sighed.

“What?”

“How’s your sex drive.”

“Oh, heysoos,” I whispered. “My sex drive is out the roof. Putting on sexy clothes every day, and I’ve still got my balls, hidden though they are, churning out semen by the gallon.”

“By the gallon?” she chuckled.

“Then there’s you. I touch you every day, and you touch me more and more. And you make me get down and eat you, and fuck you with the dildo. And you look at me like you’re laughing all the time. Sometimes I am a drooling mess.

Sue gave a delighted laugh. “Well, that’s sort of the way I like you.”

“Well, you got me,” I shook my head. My skin was tingly, having her touch me. I felt like I was going to orgasm right on the spot. But I felt like that a lot lately. But all I did was drool pre-cum. In fact, I usually put a light pad in my panties to blot up the liquid.

“Well, my question is…are you happy? Do you like being like this?”

“I love it,” I answered honestly.

“Do you want to go further?”

That stopped me. I had boobs, my cock was locked in a unique way that had no key. I was about as feminine as you could get in dress. What was left?

“What is further?”

“Further is what I tell you to do. And I tell you, you may object at first, but once it’s done you’ll love it, and you’ll want more.”

Well, curiouser and curiouser. It was like a riddle.

“Okay,” I said.

“Mind you,” she said. “Once I do this, once I take you all the way, you will be a woman, and you will also be subservient to me. I will be totally in charge. Can you handle that?”

“You’re pretty much in charge anyway,” I answered. “So I guess I can.”

She considered me for a long moment. I could feel the deep thoughts she was having.

She turned to me, turned me to her. “Down on your knees.”

Puzzled, I complied. I knelt and looked up at her.

“Ron, do you take me for your husband?”

I blinked, and suddenly it was like I was out of body. And there was a big piece of me wailing away, ‘No! No!’

But I had agreed to this, whatever she was going to do.

“I do.”

“Do you agree to act upon my slightest whim? To Love nobody but me? Forever?”

Suddenly I was stammering. This was going out of control. Yet…I had the intuitive feeling that this was what I wanted. This was what I had been seeking my whole life. “I do.”

“Ron. Do you submit to me fully and completely and dedicate your life to my pleasure?”

This was way deeper than a marriage vow, and I had the feeling I was stepping off a diving board a thousand yards high…with no pool underneath.

“I do.”

“Rise, my wife.”

I did.

She took my hand and lead me into the house. Back to the bedroom. She said, “Lift your dress and lose your panties.”

Dutifully, puzzled, but suddenly having a sort of dawning intuition niggling at the edges of my awareness, I lifted my dress and pulled my panties off.

“Lay down on the bed.”

I lay on the bed, face up, and watched Sue.

She opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out the strap on. She wanted me to fuck her right then and…and it hit me.

She put the strap on on.

She was going to fuck me.

I opened my mouth to speak, but couldn’t.

I wanted this. I knew it. She knew it. I had pledged myself to it.

She screwed the biggest dildo we had into the strap on. It was a full nine inches, and very thick.

She faced me, gave a sigh, and we could feel the nervous energy in the room.

She opened the jar of lube on the dresser and began lubing up the cock. Thank God, she was using a lot of lube.

She stepped over to the bed, her big cock glistening with lubricant.

“Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for me to make you mine?”

Gulping, I nodded.

“After this this is the only kind of sex you will get. We won’t release your cock. You will be a woman every day. You will fix me meals, clean the house, and do whatever I wish. Do you understand?”

I gave another nod. I was torn between looking at her, and looking at the large dick poking out from her juncture.

“Okay, lay back and spread your legs.”

Feeling a bit faint, scared, I leaned back and spread.

She stepped between my legs and pulled my legs towards her. She was in heels, and that made her the perfect height. She put the dildo to my hole, my virgin hole, and she began worming it around.

Oh, Heysoos in a bucket with no bottom. It felt good. I felt light headed as the sensations ran through my butt.

Gently, holding my hips and smiling, she began pushing the thing into me.

I was a virgin. I don’t deny that it hurt. But…it also felt good. I felt my hole growing wider, stretching, and the pain that went along with that.

But I also felt the penis touching my nerves, sliding in, and I jerked back. Sue grabbed my hips and held me firm.

“Be brave, my wife,” she whispered. Inch by inch she penetrated me. I cried a little, it did hurt, but giving myself up felt so good that it more than canceled out any temporary pain.

Finally, she was in me. She just stood there, inside me, and I had to deal with it.

This was my station in life. This was my purpose. This was what I was built for. I bit my lip, and the tears subsided. The pain began to subside.

She pulled out gently, and I panicked. I had just gotten used to her being in me. I didn’t want her to leave. I grabbed her wrists and the look in my eyes, she knew what I wanted.

“Hush, my sweet. I’m not withdrawing, I’m going to fuck you now. I am going to make you my woman.”

And she began push back in. Inch by exquisite inch, opening me up, making me accept her superiority.

I gasped, and the strength went out of me. I couldn’t resist. I was powerless.

And she knew it. I could feel her gaining strength, as if she was taking it away from me.

She pulled back slowly, it was as if all my nerves had been pushed inward, and now they were being pulled outward.

And in.

Now I was crying harder. Not for the pain, but for the joy of giving up. I was submitting, and this was something I had needed all my life.

I wanted to rise up, to hug her, to show my appreciation for what she was doing, but I couldn’t. She was male superior, and she was doing what males do, and there was nothing I could do bu take it.

Then, just when I thought I could take no more happiness, I felt something gooey getting into my hole. Not the lube, but something else.

Sue smiled. I’ve pressed on the prostate. Your semen is coming out.

She kept fucking me, and the fluid of months of denial flooded out of me. I felt myself emptying, leaking out my throbbing, but not cumming, dick.

Sue smiled at me. “You will be drained, and you will be hornier, hornier than you could have imagined. But your only release will be to serve me, and to hope that I will do this again. And if you are a good girl…I will. In a month or so.”

Then, me feeling so satisfied and happy, she pulled out. She wiped her cock off on my buttocks. Held out her hand and pulled me from the bed.

I was feeling very lazy now. I was drained.

She said, “I’m going to go to sleep now. Clean the house, do a good job. I’ll leave a blanket on the floor for you to sleep on. In the morning I would like bacon and eggs for breakfast.”

Then she slapped my ass and sent me from the room.

END
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More Woman Than Man

Sometimes feminization isn’t a choice!


PART ONE

“OW! OUCH! SON OF A…”

I watched my husband jump out of the lounge chair and begin running around the pool area. We were doing a little sunbathing, the weather was great, the drinks were super, and now…what the heck had set Rick off?

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!” He moved back and forth along the side of the pool, cupping his groin.

I sat up and stared. “Rick?”

He jumped into the pool.

What the…?

I leaned forward. He was frantically wiggling around on the bottom, bubbles were rising, and it looked like he was still saying ‘Ow, ow, ow.’ At least I heard a wail that might have been ‘ow.’

He was starting to come to the surface, so I stood up and walked around to where he would surface. I watched as he broke the surface.

“Ow! Oh…ow!”

“Rick? Are you all right?”

“Ow! No. Oh, my God…that hurt!”

Whatever it was that hurt him must have really hurt because I could see he was crying. His face was dripping with water, but he was actually sobbing.

I reached down to grab his arm, but he was already moving towards the shallow end.

“Oh, God. Heysoos Xristo. Ow!”

I walked alongside him, now pretty concerned, and he reached the steps. Slowly, he emerged from the pool.

I reached down and managed to get his arm and helped him.

His hands were now back to cupping his groin, and he was bent like somebody had kicked him in the male parts.

“Rick? What on earth…”

“It stung me! A bee stung me!”

I blinked, and then got the whole picture. Him grabbing his groin, him walking hunched over, how intense the pain was. And, I admit it, I had to smother a grin.

Rick is a man’s man, and to see him reduced to rubble by a simple bee sting. I mean…a little, bitty bee!

I giggled.

He looked at me, and I was immediately sorry. “I’m sorry. It just struck me as…funny. I know it must have hurt.”

“You have no idea.”

“No. I don’t.” I was under control now.

“It felt like…if somebody grabbed every hair on your pussy and ripped them out at the same time…that was what it was like.”

What made that analogy funny was that I keep my snatch shaved. Still, I kept a straight face. “Well, let’s see what it looks like.”

He sighed, and he pulled his hands back.

I knelt down and looked.

Rick is a studly guy, but he’s average in the ding dong department. Which is okay because I’m not a size queen. I figure that if big penises were important God would have made more of them. Or, if you don’t believe in God, then evolution would have made more men develop bigger cocks.

But, my opinions on size aside, his cock was swollen. Like…bad!

A normal cock is a little over 3 inches long when flacid and a little over 3 and 1/2 inches in diameter. When hard the averages are a little over 5 inches long and a little over 4 1/2 inches in diameter. As I said, Rick is average. Now he definitely wasn’t average.

“Holy crap! “ I whispered.

“Oh, Heysoos!” he actually reeled a bit and I had to steady him.

His cock was probably 9 inches long and 7 inches in diameter. About an inch above the base, right on top of it, was a big, black dot. The sting mark.

“We have to put some medicine on that.” I was thinking we might have to go to the hospital, but I knew Rick didn’t like doctors. What he said next backed up what I thought.

“Yeah, I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“Sit down. I’ll go get some stuff.”

He sat and I ran, and I was back a minute later with a couple of bottles.

I soaked the end of a towel with peroxide and touched it to the sting mark.

“Oh!” He began shaking with pain.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry.”

“Just do it.”

“I’ve got to make sure the stinger is out.”

“Oh…oh, fuck!”

I bent down and examined the sting mark. His cock was flaccid in my hand, but I could feel blood pulsing. Oh, crap. I didn’t want him getting a hard on right now. All he needed was more blood coming into his sausage.

“Okay, I can get it.”

I used tweezers and very gently pushed into the black mark. It was a little mushy, and I knew blood was pooling. Still,I could see the end of the stinger, and I managed to get a hold of it, and I pulled.

“OW!”

“Okay, I got it.” I held it up. It was a little thing, but, man, had it caused pain. I hoped the damned bee had died.

The black mark was oozing and I went ahead and poured peroxide over the wound, then I held it with a towel for a minute. Then I poured some more.

I could feel his bone trying to erect.

“Don’t get hard,” I murmured.

He just whimpered.

Finally, I had some ‘sting kill’ medicine and I swabbed the wound with that. “Okay, we need to ice you up and compress.”

He looked at me. “I’m starting to get hot and you want to ice me?”

I smiled. He was getting his sense of humor back. “And you’re starting to get hard so I need to strangle it.”

“Har de har.”

We went back into the house and I filled a towel with ice cubes, wrapped it around his cock, and told him, “Hold that.”

“For how long.”

“Until I’m horny, idiot.”

We both grinned.

Then he sobered. “Man, that hurt.”

I nodded. We then just sat there for a time. Every once in a while Rick would sigh. I just held the towel around his manhood.

Finally, he nodded off. Excellent. Sleep is always a cure. I managed to stand up and disentangle my hands without waking him. I then went about my business. Cleaned the house, did some dishes, and felt sorry for poor Rick.

“Marsha?”

“Right here,” I hurried into the living room. His voice sounded funny.

He was sitting on the couch, staring at his cock, and it was bad. It was even more swollen, and turning colors. Bruising, yellow and purple colors.

“We’re going to the doctor.”

He was still naked from earlier, and I threw a robe at him and got the car keys. Shortly I was helping him out to the garage.

“Fuck,” he kept saying. “Fuck…fuck…”

I put him in the passenger seat and ran around to the driver’s seat. In a sec we were on the road, and I was not using the brakes.

We zipped through town. Through red lights, around slow drivers. Fortunately, no cop saw us. Not that I would have slowed down, not even for a cop.

We pulled into the hospital emergency area and I slid to a stop in front of the ambulance entrance.

A security guard came out, looking like he was going to tell us to park elsewhere. He didn’t say a word when he saw me helping Rick out of the car. I think he might have gotten a glimpse of Rick’s extended penis, it was more purple and even black now.

Doctors and nurses rushed out and put Rick on a gurney. Rick looked at me, his face contorted in fear and desperation.

“I’ll be right in!”

I went to the car, moved it fifty yards to a real parking space, then hurried into the hospital.

Rick was already in the back, and I stopped at admitting and began giving the male nurse information.

Age, sex, insurance. Five minutes later I was past admitting and searching for Rick. I found him on a bed in a small room. Two doctors and a nurse were huddled around him. They glanced at me as I entered, but said nothing to me. I circled and came to a stop next to Rick’s bed.

“Mr. Moore, it’s not just a sting. This is rare, but it looks like the bee found a dead rattlesnake. Rattlesnake venom has a long life span, maybe 25 years, and the bee probably fed off it. The result was that you didn’t just get stung by a bee, you got bit by a rattlesnake.”

“So I got bit…what a place to get. What…what…?”

He was acting loopy, not so frantic, and I realized they must have given him a shot. The nurse was reading the computer to the side of the bed, adjusting knobs and getting his readings.

“Mr. Moore, I’ve never seen anything like this. Your tissue is already necrotic, and we have to excise the necrotic tissue.”

I had watched enough Grey’s Anatomy to understand what they were saying. His penis was dying and they had to cut it off. I felt faint, the room spun, but I held it together.

“What are you saying?”

“Mr. Moore,” here it comes, plain English now. “We have to amputate your penis.”

Man, if ever there was a silence, that was it. Everything else in the hospital, the far away hustle and bustle, the clang of bedpans, everything disappeared.

Rick was drugged, but he understood. “Fuck.”

I blurted, “What happens if you don’t?”

“The infection is already at his groin, his whole body will start to die.”

We sat there, Rick and I, and just stared at the doctors.

“We’re going to the OR now, and a nurse will bring some papers for your wife to sign. But we have to do this now. It might already be too late.”

“From a fucking bee sting.”

“But if you…if you cut it off…what will…”

The doctor talked fast. I realized he was serious. There was not a second to waste. “he will lose his penis. He will still have his testicles. That is good. The testicles provide needed hormones, he will…Mrs. Moore, we have to do this now.”

“Okay.”

Rick: “Don’t cut my dick off!”

I turned to him, the man that I loved, I was starting to cry and I grabbed his robe. “You say ‘yes.’ Now.”

“But…”

“Say yes! I won’t lose you!”

I was shaking him, crying, and he finally muttered, “Okay.”

Within ten seconds Rick was lifted onto a gurney and being shoved down the hall. The doctors were with him, talking to him. The nurse was pushing the computer behind him, getting his vitals.

Somebody, I couldn’t see by now, my eyes were too filled with tears, took my arm and guided me down the hallway. “Come with me, Mrs. Moore. I’ll get you situated. We’re going to have to sign papers. Mrs. Moore?”

I nodded, and let myself be walked through the hospital. I  eventually found myself in a small waiting room. There was nobody else there, and I just sat and cried.

After a while I stopped. I sat there and just stared into space. Nurses came and checked on me every once in a while, but they mostly left me alone.

Fuck. Rick had no more penis. We would never again make love.  He would no longer put that average-sized penis in my vagina and give me king-sized orgasms. He was…not a man.

Or was he?

I didn’t know. I was too dazed and confused to think my way through that one.

Finally, I leaned to the side and lay on the small couch. It was green and uncomfortable, but somebody came and put a pillow under my head.

And I dozed off. Or, to be more precise…I passed out.

“Mrs. Moore.” Somebody was shaking me and I sat up. It was the doctor who had talked to Rick.

I sat, was huddled in on myself. He had pulled up a chair and was sitting in front of me.

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry, we didn’t get properly introduced. I’m Dr. Roberts. We finished operating on your husband.”

I was coming awake real fast now. “And?”

“The operation went well. We were able to save your husband’s testicles.”

“But he doesn’t have a penis now.”

“No.”

I stifled a sob, my whole body gave a quake. I asked, “What now?”

“He’s sleeping. When he wakes up we will take you in. Also, I’ve arranged for a psychiatric consult. He’ll also be called when your husband wakes up.”

I nodded.

“Mrs. Moore. I know how you feel, but he’s alive, and there is a lot more to life than…there’s a lot more to life. So what I need you to do is be brave, stay calm, and be there for your husband when he wakes up.”

I nodded.

He patted my arm, then left.

I sat back on the couch and closed my eyes. But I didn’t sleep.

I entered his room, saw him, and rushed to his side. “Rick…Rick…” I hugged him, and he put an arm around me, but…he was listless.

After a minute I let go and moved back a little.

Oh, the look in his eyes. He was hurt. It was like the look a soldier has, what they call the ‘thousand yard stare.’ A deep bleakness that reveals a soul in despair.

I sat down and held his hand. “It’s okay.”

He just looked at me.

“Please, Rick, it’ll be okay.” Tears were starting to come out of my eyes.

“I have no penis,” he whispered.

“You’re alive. That’s all I care about.”

“I might as well be dead.”

“Don’t say that!”

“I won’t…we’ll never make love again.”

“We will!” But I didn’t know what I was talking about. I was just desperate to help my man through this terrible tragedy.

At that moment somebody came into the room. Rick and I looked.

He was a rotund fellow wearing a white smock. The smock was open to show his street clothes: a tee shirt and shorts. My first thought was, unprofessional.

“Hello, Rick. Marsha.” He nodded at me, but his eyes were on Rick. “I’m Doctor Braxton. I’ve been called up to consult. How are you doing?”

The doctor’s eyes were shiny, and he was talking fast, but he exuded a calm.

“I’m okay.”

“”Okay for what?”

I blinked.

“I know you were thinking something there, about to say something there, and you’re going to have to learn that the only way we’ll get through this is open communication. What were you about to say.”

For a second I didn’t think Rick was going to say anything, but he did. “For a guy who’s not a man.”

Braxton gave a snort, and I realized something about him. He had the quality of being able to say anything, because his underlying motivations were kind.

“There’s more to being a man than a penis and balls.”

“Says the man who still has his.”

“Touche,” Braxton quipped wryly. He took a place across the bed from me. He took Rick’s wrist and held it, looked at his watch. Ten seconds later he nodded. “So, you’re still alive, but you’re questioning what that life is going to be like.”

Rick didn’t say anything.

“I don’t want to preach here, Rick, but the quality of your life is what you make it.”

He looked at me, and his eyes had a very penetrating quality. “Marsha, how are you holding up?”

“I’m okay.” But it came out like a squeak.

“Excellent.” He paused, kept looking at me, and I thought he was going to say something else, then he ignored me and turned back to Rick.

“Okay. Let’s talk about your transition to a new way of looking at life.”

And so began our therapy.

A week later Rick was ready to be discharged.

We had talked to Dr Braxton several times, Bob was what he had us call him, but Rick wasn’t happy.

Of course he wasn’t. He was pissing through a tube until the base of his cock healed enough to project a stream. He was depressed, and had even talked about suicide. And he complained of his dick itching.

I had heard of people complaining of being able to feel their amputated limbs, but an amputated dick? A phantom dick?

Still, stitches were holding, his body was working to adjust, and it was time to go home and…live.

I drove the car to the entrance to the hospital and they brought him out in a wheel chair. I had brought him pants and a shirt and socks and shoes, so he looked normal.

But he had no package.

And his eyes looked like they were dead.

The nurse helped him into the car, and he settled back and stared at nothing. I said thank you to the nurse and we drove off.

He was silent as we drove through town. He didn’t even look out the window. He just stared.

So I talked. “I haven’t had much time to clean. I’ll have to mow the lawn this weekend,” and I cursed myself. He usually did the lawn. I was taking his jobs away from him.

“I called your boss, he’s fine with you working from home. He said to take your time.”

Rick said nothing.

“I’ve got the insurance straightened out.”

He said nothing.

I pulled into the driveway and stopped. I clicked the remote and the garage door slid upwards. We drove into the garage and I turned the car off.

I got out and ran around to his side to help him. He was already half out and he looked at me. In the look was a warning…let me alone.

I followed him into the house. He moved slowly, but didn’t have any trouble with the steps or anything.

He stopped in the kitchen and looked around. It was the same old kitchen, but he was a new Rick, and he just looked around. Then he headed for the liquor cabinet.

“What are you doing?” I asked as he brought down a bottle of bourbon.

“Having a drink,” he mumbled.

“No,” I put a hand on his wrist. “Doctor’s orders. No drinking until you’re off medicine.”

“Fuck the doctors.” He ripped his hand away and poured himself half a glass. No mixer. No Coke. He wasn’t drinking to feel good, he was drinking to numb the pain.

“Rick…” I began.

He just glared at me, then tilted his glass. I watched the amber liquid disappear, and I felt so powerless.

He went into the next room and I took the bourbon and emptied it down the drain. Then I emptied the vodka and the beer.

In the living room he was sitting and watching TV. The TV wasn’t on.

“Rick?”

“What?” He glared at me, sipped some more whiskey.

“I’m going to fix dinner. What would you like?” I was going to say something else, but I had to let a little time defuse his mood.

He turned away.

I turned on the TV, put the remote next to him, and went back to the kitchen.

The next few days were the worst. Rick was right in the middle of his depression, and he was having some dangerous thoughts. It didn’t help that he didn’t want to talk. He had been close-mouthed with Dr. Braxton, but now he was positively clammed up. The only time he communicated was to sneer, or make a cutting remark.

In short, he was taking his personal pain out on the world.

Dr. Braxton had said he might be this way, and I thought I was prepared, but…I wasn’t.

What do you do when the man you love treats you like shit?             

In my case I smiled and kept going. Even though he was cutting the legs out from underneath me, I smiled, and I tried.

I fixed him dinner and he ate it glumly, not a word of thanks. Just a silent, withdrawn…hate.

Hate for the world, for the life that had stolen his manhood. And it seemed like that even translated into a hate for me.

I mowed the lawn, washed the cars, cleaned the pool. Things that he normally did, but now showed no interest in.

And I cleaned the house, did the dishes, did the wash…all the things that I normally did.

But I was getting overworked. Simple overwork I could handle. But overwork with a helping of hate? I was breaking down fast.

In the beginning he spent his time staring at nothing. Then, a couple of days in, he started surfing the internet. He stayed up late and went to strange sites.

At first I woke up early, and while he slept late I went through his history, but what he was looking at was predictable.

Penectomy. Everything to do with penises being amputated. This led him to castration, which didn’t make sense because he still had his testicles. Then he started looking at all sorts of stuff. Mostly, he was just following threads. Penectomy led to castration led to hormones led to drugs led to…women.

I couldn’t figure that out, but he was visiting porno sites.

What for? He couldn’t fuck me, and he couldn't jack off, so…why?

But he visited porn sites, and watched women fuck, and suck, and then…beat men. That’s when I sort of figured it out.

He watched porn in a desperate attempt to feel lust.

Then he watched women beat men because he felt…worthless.

I wondered if what he was thinking about women was how he felt about me.

Did he feel I was abusing him? Or was there some other weird dynamic at work?

Regardless, he watched porn for a month, and he started to get out of the deep depression. Or so I thought.

“Can I see it?”

We were in the bedroom. I was getting the laundry and he was getting dressed. He faced me, wearing underwear, but without the bulge.

“Why?”

“I want to see it.”

“See it? There’s no ‘it’ there.”

His stitches had been removed, and he was recovered. But his problems weren’t medical, they were mental.

“Humor me.”

He stared at me for a bleak moment, then faced me and lowered his drawers.

His balls hung, fat and bloated, and he had a little bump for a cock.

I came closer. I actually wanted to touch it. But then I was craving any kind of contact.

“Satisfied?” he sneered.

“No.”

He waited.

“I want you to hold me.”

He grunted and started to turn away.

I grabbed his biceps and pulled him back. I was starting to sniffle. “I love you more than life…and I just want to be held.”

“So you can feel a man who isn’t a man?”

“So I can feel the flesh of the man I love.”

I moved against him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and clung to him. For a long moment he didn’t do anything, then he moved his arms up, slowly, and put them around him.

I cried into his chest then. Just sat there and cried. And I said, “A penis doesn’t matter. It’s you who matters.”

I held on to him for a long time. He didn’t push me away, but his return hug was very half hearted.

But that scene didn’t really help.

After that he was more receptive to being hugged, but, still, he didn’t really hug back. He just put up with it, waited for it to go away.

I stopped following him on the internet, and that was a mistake. For while he put up with hugs, he was going darker in his own mind.

Another month passed. A month of torment, of torture, of feeling lost and inadequate, and then it all broke apart.

Special delivery, and I hefted the box. It was heavy.

“Honey? Rick? Package for you.”

He came out of his office, took the package, and walked back into his office. And closed the door.

Closed the door?

And I knew, automatically, that he was doing something he didn’t want me to see.

I went to his door and listened. I heard wrapping paper being torn. Then I heard a sigh, and a clunk.

Clunk?

Fortunately he had just closed the door, not locked it, and I opened it up.

He stared at me, on the desk was a gun.

It was a big gun. One of those guns they have in the movies. There were six bullets on the desk next to it. The box it had come in was in the trash.

I stared at him.

I stared at the gun.

I stared at him.

He knew that I knew what he was going to do.

“You’re going to shoot yourself.”

He said nothing.

I stepped closer.

He didn’t move.

Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I looked at the gun.

“Load it,” I said.

He turned to the gun and pushed bullets into the cylinder. He closed it. He looked at me.

“Give it to me.”

He blinked. His carefully ordered universe, the one in which he dies and everybody cries, started to come apart.

“What?”

“Give me the gun.” I held my hand out.

“Why?”

“I can’t live without you. I’m going first.”

I could hardly talk. I couldn’t see for the tears. But you don’t need to see to put a gun to your head and pull the trigger.

He didn’t move, I couldn’t tell what he was doing for my tears. I couldn’t even see the expression on his face.

“Give me the gun!” My voice was rising, becoming shrill.

He did nothing.

“GIVE ME THE FUCKING GUN!”

He did nothing.

Through the warped world of tears I moved forward. I fell on him, my hands struggling to find the gun.

He was stronger than me, and he held the gun away. Marsha.” His voice was calm, but there was a break threatening.

“GIVE ME THE GUN YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

I was almost lying on his body, scrabbling forward, trying to reach the gun in his hand. He was contorted stretched out, keeping it out of my grasp.

“Give me the gun!”

“Marsha,” he croaked, then he threw the gun through the window. We could hear the shattering of glass and the big clunk as the gun hit the side fence.

Then he was holding me, actually holding me, and he was crying. And I was crying. And we were holding on to each other.

“I thought I could,” he burbled. “But I can’t lose you.”

I didn’t say anything, just tried to strangle his body with my arms. I couldn’t stop crying, but the tears were changing now..now that he was actually holding me, being himself again.

“God help me,” he whimpered into my neck. “I can’t treat you like a  man treats a woman, but I can’t let you go. Please forgive me.”

I snuffled and cried and hung on, and he snuffled and cried and hung on, and slowly, slowly, we went through the turning point. The curing had finally started.

What I didn’t know was what was going to happen next, and how weird our journey was going to get.


PART TWO

“We had been getting counseling all along. A couple of times in the beginning Braxton came over to our house. The last few weeks we had been seeing him in his office.

He knew, immediately, that something was different. He began to smile. Just a little curve of a grin. “How’s things, Hobbins couple?”

So we told him what had happened. And all the time we held hands. And even sneaked glances at each other.

“Excellent, he said, when we were done. So let’s talk about phase two.”

“Which is?” I asked.

He looked at Rick. “You.”

“What about me?”

“You are accepting, but now you have to push forward. You have to rebuild yourself as a man.”

Rick went silent. Yes, we had broken through, but that didn’t mean he didn’t have a truckload of baggage.

“So I need you to pick an activity.” He pushed a fold of paper across his desk. I leaned forward and opened it, then picked it up and sat back. Rick looked in from the side.

It was a list of activities. It was divided into sections. There was a music section, a fitness section, sections on basket weaving, pottery, painting, various types of dancing, and so on.

“These are very therapeutic activities. They will give you a peace of mind, help you create a space in your mind. As time progresses I will help you fill that space with your new self image.

Rick took the paper and I raised my eyes. “I’m not sure where you’re going with this? I mean, some of these activities…pottery making, weaving, how do they help Rick rebuild his self image?”

Dr. Braxton leaned back in his swivel. He folded his hands over his paunch of a belly. “Let me be plain. Rick has suffered an attack on his manhood. I don’t try to lessen that, but to help him deal with that. How he deals with it is up to him. You’re right, some of these activities are definitely not right. But he must have choice.”

“What if he chooses the wrong activity?”

“There are no wrong activities. Even if he chooses one that you might think is wrong, it is a step, and if it is a step in the wrong direction he will eventually self correct.”

I was about to say something, but Rick suddenly blurted, “I want to do this.”

I looked at where his finger was pointing.

Aikido?

I had my doubts. I’m a woman, I’m not a big believe in fighting. And though the Aikido fliers said Aikido was ‘harmony-spirit-way,’ there was fighting involved. It was based on some kind of jujitsu, and there were swords involved, and you can’t tell me that isn’t fighting.

What I didn’t understand was that I was totally wrong.

Rick went to his first lesson, and I went and sat in a corner and watched.

He went into the backroom and learned how to put on a white uniform they called a ‘gi.’ While he got dressed I watched the people on the mat.

There were a lot of guys wearing dresses. I was to learn the dresses were called Hakama, and only black belts wore them. How weird. Men wearing dresses.

Rick came out and joined the group on the mat. He looked a little awkward, self conscious, in his pajamas clothes, but he shook hands and became part of the group quickly.

He learned how to bow. He did the exercises at the beginning of class. He flopped all over the place when they started doing shoulder rolls. And he didn’t look like he was having fun. Shows how much I know about men.

He was all grim-faced, concentrating on new ways of sitting, walking, conducting himself…and when he came out of the class he said, “Wow. That was so cool.”

I blinked, but said nothing. Mine was not to reason why…mine was to shut up and be supportive.

We went to class after class. And I watched as he became more graceful, less awkward. Within a month he understood wrist twists and certain joint locks, and he was even starting to move through certain techniques like he knew what he was doing.

I think, underneath it all, he was desperate. He wanted to rebuild his self image, so he worked harder than others.

And he started going to more classes. And I got up early and went with him to every class. which led to a confrontation.

I was sitting in my usual place, watching the ‘Aikidokas,’ that’s what they are called, doing their exercises and techniques, and the head of the school came up and sat down next to me.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.”

“Good morning, sensei.” That’s what you call your teacher. Sensei. It means ‘he who points the way.’ Talk about weird, eh?

He sighed.

“Yes?”

“I am in a quandary.”

“Oh, what is it?”

“I have a student who comes to every class and yet does nothing but waste my time. This student refuses to work. this student is wasting my time, yet I don’t know what to do.”

“Kick him in the butt. Tell him to straighten up and fly right.”

I honestly didn’t have a clue who he was talking about, but he sighed and stood up and faced me. “Mrs. Hobbins. Straighten up. Fly right.” Then he turned and walked away.

My mouth was open. It was so open a herd of flies could have taken up residence on my tongue.

A while later Rick came out of the changing room with a grin and a new gi. The gi was for me. “Sensei told me you wanted to start classes.”

So…I became an Aikidoka.

I was not driven like Rick, but I found it fresh and invigorating. And I started thinking about life differently. When somebody gave me a rough time, I would usually get in their face. Now I started standing back a little, and I searched for a middle ground. A way to reconcile upsets without all the fireworks.

But, as I have disclosed, Rick was driven. He stayed late when he could, even driving his own truck so I could take the car home.

He arranged extra work outs with other students. He even invited students, now friends, over for barbecues and pool parties, all of which eventually ended up with them discussing techniques and rolling around on the ground.

Thus, it wasn’t a big surprise to me when he was scheduled for testing. End of the month. Him and six other students. He began going to special classes, and I wasn’t allowed to watch. He came home tired, exhausted, and even with bruises.

“Got to do the technique right,” was all he said when I was rubbing lineament on the bruises.

I was allowed to watch the test, however, and it was really something.

He performed techniques, and showed a grace and polish that was amazing. Even though he had been studying the least amount of time, it looked like he had been there the longest.

Finally, he performed randori. That is when you have several attackers come at you at the same time and you have to use Aikido to redirect them, guide them away, and express your harmony with nature under pressure.

Rick positively glowed. He told me later that it felt like he was having an out of body experience. It made me proud, and I thought I was going to bust when he was called forward and presented with a black belt.

Dr. Braxton had been right. Aikido was good for self image, for character building, and, in Rick’s case, character rebuilding.

“So, I heard you made it to black belt.”

Rick grinned fit to kill a cat.

Braxton turned to me. “And you will be following him soon.” He nodded in pleasure.

So we talked about that, and, finally, I said the thing that bothered me.

“Doc?”

“Yes?”

“You told us once that we could still have children.”

He tilted his head. “Are you feeling like a family?”

“We’ve talked about it. We want to talk to you about it, and find out more about this procedure.”

He sat back. “Well, the procedure is simple. We get a semen sample and implant it in you, and nine months later…” he grinned and shrugged.

“But…how do we…” Rick stumbled. Just because he had rebuilt his self-image didn’t mean he was comfortable talking about his condition.

“There are various methods, one of the main ones is electrostimulation of the prostate.

“You mean…electrocute my…up there?”

“Yes. Up the anus. Apply electrical charge to the prostate, and semen dribbles out. Quite a lot, usually.”

“So what do we do to make this happen?”

“Let’s set up an appointment with a doctor who specializes in such procedures, and…”

We were going to see about getting me pregnant.

“Just lay over the table, Mr. Hobbins.”

We were in a fertility clinic and Rick was going to give a semen sample. I was allowed to watch because I was the wife. In fact, we had sort of demanded it.

Rick stood at a weird table, mostly bars with a small area to lay on. I had a full view of him as the area he was laying on was glass.

“Glass is cold,” he muttered.

“Sorry about that. Since you don’t have any penile tissue I’m going to have to catch your semen as it exits your body. “

“Okay.”

The doctor took a tube of lubricant and applied it to Rick’s ass. I watched as the doctor made sure the asshole was quite…lubey. I giggled at the look on Rick’s face.

“Not funny,” he mumbled.

“Okay,” I made a show of holding my laughter in.

“Okay, I’m going to insert the probe now.

It was a thin rod with wires coming from it. The doctor had on gloves and he gently inserted the ‘wand’ into Rick’s rectum.

Rick blinked, and then I was startled. I could feel pleasure coming from him. Pleasure? From having somebody shove lube up your ass, rim it with a finger, then stick a metal probe up it?

“Oh,” blurted Rick.

“It does feel good, doesn’t it Mr. Hobbins?”

“I’ll say.” His voice was soft with wonder.

“Okay, I’m touching your prostate now. I’m going to apply an electrical charge. This will feel strange, so try to relax. No sudden movements.

Click.

Almost immediately semen started to come out of the little stub that was all that remained of his cock. I stared in wonder as a large stream of drool squirted out and fell into a dish. Then I looked up at Rock’s face. His face was slack, stunned, and he moaned softly.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered.

“I know, Mr. Hobbins. Go ahead and enjoy, but don’t move. We’re almost done.”

For about 30 seconds the semen drooled out, then it tapered off, and the doctor removed the probe from Rick’s ass.

Rick was blown away.

“You can stand up now.”

Rick just stayed there and moaned. His eyes looked far away.

“Mrs. Hobbins? Could you help him?”

I went to Rick and helped him stand up. He was weak, assailed by lassitude, and happy. The smile on his face was as if he had just been admitted to heaven.

“What’s wrong with him?”

“Nothing is wrong. The procedure effects some people this way. Give him ten minutes and he’ll be right as rain.”

I walked out of the clinic, Rick stumbled along under my arm, and we got into the car.

“You drive,” he yawned.

Stunned, I got into the driver’s seat. by the time I started the car he was already asleep.

“What the heck happened?”

I asked Rick that night.

He smiled. “I had an orgasm.”

“What?”

“Yes. It wasn’t like a regular orgasm, it was soft and gooey, it was like being immersed in an ocean of heat and love. But it was an orgasm.”

“It sounds more like a female orgasm.”

“Really?”

“We don’t cum hard like a man. But I understand it’s bigger and better. But not having been a man…” I shrugged.

“Wow. I should have been born a woman.”

And, under that: then I wouldn’t have all this penis crap going on.

I thought that was the end of it, but Rick took to the internet again.

Well, he had never really been off it, but he had focused on Aikido for the past year, and his porn surfing had waned.

Now he was back. And I knew what was driving him. He wanted more orgasms.

Well, who would’t?

So he started looking through penectomy support groups, cancer survivors, because they are the ones who suffer penectomies the most, and just plain, old, in your face porn.

He chuckled when he was looking at people who wear chastity devices. “They only think they want to not squirt. Let ‘em lose their peckers and see what they want.”

I had given up spying on him and was just watching over his shoulder.

Finally, we got into it: anal sex. We both leaned forward and started reading and making mental notes.

“Wow,” I blurted a couple of times.

By the end of the night we had a LOT to think about.

There’s lots of nerves in the asshole. These nerves can be stimulated and have a wonderful feeling to them. A sexual feeling.

And Rick still had his balls. He had a heaping helping of hormones running around inside him. In fact, we surmised, that was probably why he got so much out of being electro-stimulated. He had testosterone, and drive, and he wanted.

Yet we had totally ignored his condition, sexually speaking, for more than a year. We thought, no more peeny, no more fun.

Bad us.

There was a world of fun to be had.

And not just for him. I had an anus, and then there were dildos, and butt plugs, and prostate massagers and…wow!

While we were thinking about this next step, and talking about it, and discussing everything about it, one more thing happened. It was small, but, in a way, it was important. In a way it was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

Rick went to Aikido. Normally he wore a rubber band around his hair, a pony tale. He likes his hair long, and I think it’s sort of cute, and…and the rubber band broke.

So his hair is all over the place, actually getting in the way, and Sensei’s wife took his hand and led him back to the office. She did a Japanese type of hair arrangement. It was sort of like a French arrangement, but with a couple of chopsticks stuck in the mess.

He finished working out, and he came home, and I blinked and stared.

“What did you do?”

He explained about the rubber band breaking. Then he reached up to grab a chop stick. “I’ll take this out and—“

“Hold it.”

“What?” He froze. My command had been pretty strong.

“That’s you.”

“What?”

“It’s perfectly you. Go look in the bathroom mirror.”

Puzzled, Rick did, and he came out with a stunned look on his face.

“But it’s feminine!”

“But it looks so good on you.”

That was the moment I began looking at his face, assessing it, thinking about it.

His face was feminine. With regular long hair it was masculine, but it took almost nothing to make it feminine. And it looked so…so…so good.

Now I mention this because what happened, eventually, was not just a bolt out of the blue.

Rick had been changing. Aikido had made him softer. He had experienced anal…stimulation. Heck, he was even wearing a dress in Aikido.

So all the pieces were in place, and he was ready, though neither of us knew it.

That weekend, a Saturday night, he wasn’t going to Aikido the next morning, we had a drink.

He had bourbon and Coke. I had Vodka and Seven.

Heck, we had a couple of drinks. We sat in his office and surfed the net and explored men and anal sex.

And prostate massages.

And trans people.

And…and…everything.

We drank, and we giggled, and laughed, and got horny.

I hadn’t let myself be horny since Rick’s accident.

He hadn’t let himself be horny because he thought he wasn’t supposed to be able to.

And we had been denying our natural joys.

Man is meant to have sex. Not just reproduction, though I had had an egg implanted in me and we were waiting to see what was happening, but…fun. Relief. Human contact and the deepest of intimacy.

We had been denying, and it was time to ‘un-deny’ ourselves.

Finally, we turned the music up a little and adjourned to the bedroom.

I held his balls and massaged them, and he sighed in relief.

Then he nuzzled my breasts, and I was almost in nirvana. After doing without for so long, to at last have my desires rubbed. God. It was heavenly.

But there was something wrong.

“What?”

I frowned and sat up. “I don’t know.”

“We don’t have to…” he started.

“Yes…yes, we do. But…there’s something more.”

I went into the kitchen and poured us another drink. He came in and sat down at the table. He was wearing his robe, a black kimono thing he had bought after he started Aikido. It had a tree in a circle on the back, very oriental, and elegant.

We sat and sipped, and we talked, and he was waving his hand, and it was…elegant.

His robe was elegant, and his movements were graceful. And…what was wrong?

I looked down through the glass top of the table and saw his legs. Ugly. Hairy.

I looked up. He was elegant, soft spoken and gentle.

I looked at his legs.

Ugly.

I looked up at his face. It could be so feminine…and…and… “Rick,” I breathed in surprise.

“What?” He cocked his head.

I didn’t say anything, I went to the bedroom and brought back the two chopsticks sensei’s wife had used. I wrapped his hair around French style, then stuck the two chopsticks in it.

Fuck! That was it! But his hair came undone. I wrapped it up again, and put in a couple of baby pins to help the thing stay in place.

All the while Rick stared at me, was puzzled.

“Go look in the mirror.”

He walked into the bedroom and I followed him. He stood and looked, and started to understand. It was a slow dawning, and he finally said…you want me to…”

“Can we?”

He stared at himself. The robe, delicate and clinging to his body. His hair, up feminine style, so sexy. His face was feminine.

He moved his hands, and saw that he was graceful.

“What do you want to do?” he asked, looking for reassurance.

“Let me make you over.”

“I’m not gay,” he wondered.

“No. Not a chance.”

“I’ve never had any desire to transition.”

“I don’t want you to do something you don’t want to.”

He turned this way and that, and he finally faced me. “Do what you want.”

First, I had him take a shower…with Nair. He came back out of the bathroom looking fresh. His legs were no longer ugly.

“Heysoos,” I breathed, seeing the final product in my mind. “Sit down here.”

He sat and I got out the nail polish. He sipped as I painted his nails a bright red.

“Wow,” he said. “We’re really going to do this.”

“Is it all right?” I was nervous. Horny, but nervous. In fact, horny as I had ever been.

“Sure.”

‘Sure.’ Something he wouldn’t have said before this whole thing started. But he had come a long way. He had accepted his lack of a penis, and he had grown through martial arts, and now he was seeing his potential.

“Do you want a woman?” He was really asking if I was a lesbian.

I stopped and considered. “No,” I finally said. “It’s you that’s making me horny.”

I finished painting his toes and went to his fingers.

He watched as I put on fake nails and made his hands even more gentle, more delicate, more feminine.

“Blow on them. I’m going to do your face.”

“My face,” he murmured, as if he was talking to some ghost in the corner of the room, his eyes far away. Then he blew on his nails.

I moistened and cleansed his face, then primed it. I went through the procedure carefully, making sure that I adjusted shadows so that his lines would become even softer. Finally, after foundation and blush and all that, I began to work on his eyelids. He sat there, feeling the soft brushes, his eyes closed, and I have never felt such a glow of intimacy in my life.

Yes. This was right.

I painted his eyelids a smokey grey, very mysterious and alluring, and I realized something: he looks better than me with make up on.

Then I applied lipstick.

He smacked, and puckered, and smiled at me, and I almost had my own orgasm right then.

“Okay. Earrings.”

“Really?”

I nodded, and set about piercing his ears. Then I hung some danglies from his lobes, a simple string of silver with a lavender stone on the end. God, he was gorgeous.

I stood him up and had him look in the mirror.

He was gorgeous. The robe hugged him, and his body was outlined.

“You need boobs.”

He grinned. “I do, don’t I.”

“And…nylons. Come on.”

I had him sit on the bed and I took a garter belt out of my dresser and put it on him. Then I unrolled a pair of nylons up his legs. When I was done his legs shone with sexiness.

In front of the mirror again. and we were stunned.

“Boobs, maybe a corset.”

“Ouch.”

“You’ll love it. It’s like being hugged all the time.”

“When you can breath.”

“Who needs to breath. Come on.”

We went back into the closet and I found an old pair of high heels. They weren’t the highest, which I wanted, but I knew he would have difficulty walking in them, anyway. I slipped them on his feet, and he was seven shades of gorgeous. And, the joy, when he walked his Aikido grace came out. He hardly staggered at all, and we sashayed through the house and out onto the patio. In the moonlight we looked at each other.

He was a man…but certainly didn’t look like it. And we were aware, now, that a penis didn’t make a man. It is inner character that makes a man. The ability to be soft, yet able to make the big decisions in life.

It’s in the way you treat people, and how you conduct yourself.

“Well, lady,” he finally said, “would you like to de-flower me?”

“A virgin a day,” I quipped, “keeps the hornies away.”

He grinned. “I am a virgin. Aren’t I?”

“Not for long. Come along.”

I led him by the hand back to the bedroom.

He kicked off his high heels and we were nearly the same height again, and we kissed.

Our lips meshed, and I felt what it feels like for a man when he kisses a woman with lipstick. I felt the waxiness, the taste, and under it all, the softness of beautiful lips.

He bent me back for a few seconds, held me in his arms, then I pushed and bent him back and held him in my ams, and we giggled. All the rigid ideas of what is man, what is woman, what is sex…all that stuff was shifting and sliding in our psyches.

“Come on, slick,” I whispered, “Up on the bed.”

He climbed up and waited in the all fours position. We had agreed that I should take him, this first time, in the all fours position. I don’t know why, but…maybe I do know why. He wanted to experience submissiveness. He wanted to truly understand what it was to be fucked, instead of being the one who fucked.

“Put some lube in and I’ll put on my harness.”

Harness. The tangle of straps that made up my strap on.

And the dick, a soft plastic thing that was dick like, complete with veins and balls.

I giggled.

“What?”

“There’s going to be one cock and four balls down there.”

He thought about it, and finally said, “Yeah, I guess there is.”

I slipped the cock we had chosen onto the harness. Suddenly I was the proud possessor of seven inches. Zowie!

“Okay, baby, turn around for a second.”

He did, and he came to his knees, and we held each other and kissed. Our hands roamed. He felt my tits and I felt his balls.

Man, we were getting hot. Steamy hot. It had been over a year, closer to two years now, and we were starved for the glory of sex. I broke our kiss and squeezed one of his buns.

“Bend over, bitch, I’m going to plow you like a field.”

We laughed. I had been playing at being a controlling bitch for the last few days, and it was a good game.

He whirled around, back to the all fours position, and spread his legs.

I put my fingers to his hole. I pushed the lube in further. I reamed him gently, lovingly.

He groaned and arched his back. He was really ready.

Two fingers, and I held his balls as I rimmed him.  I could feel his anal muscles quivering, starting to spasm.

He had had an orgasm from a dry, old, electro-stimulating wand. What was his orgasm going to be like with a loving prick?

Three fingers, and I pushed them in and pulled them out. I could feel my knuckles pressing against his anal ring.

“Make sure you relax,” I whispered. “It only hurts if you resist. That’s what the internet said.”

“Doing my best,” his voice was husky, raw, frightened, but wanting.

I put my dick to his hole and moved the tip around, pushed it in slightly.

“Oh…oh my God!” He shivered.

“All right?”

“I’ll say.”

So I began sliding it in. Inch after inch. His hands closed on folds of sheet and I knew his eyes were closed. He was feeling every single millimeter of that dong sliding into his ass.

I bottomed out, and he was shivering so much he was shaking.

“All right?”

“Oh, God,” he blurted. For a second I was frightened. His exclamation had been so forceful, then he said, “Come on. Fuck me. Fuck me good!”

I smiled and began gently sawing into him. In and out, back and forth. Angling up and down and trying to rub on the prostate.

On the internet it had said that not all men experienced orgasms, but we both knew that he was one that did. And we both had the feeling that this was going to be big.

“Fu…oh..yeah…” moans erupted out of him, his back shook.

I reached under and squeezed his balls. They felt so fat and bloated. Except for the one semen sample he had given the doctor, he was ripe. I could feel it…and he could feel it.

He began to surge against me, to move his ass in circles, to fuck me back.

I kept pumping in and out.

He relaxed his grip on the sheets and tried to wiggle back further. I could feel his nuts swinging back and forth, touching the top of my thighs. I knew he could feel my plastic balls smushing up against his thighs, his nuts.

“Oh…yes…please…dear God…oh…oh…”

I grabbed his waist and held on for better traction. I pushed into him again and again, and suddenly he started to arch his back.

“Fuck…fuck…”

Then he lurched forward, and I almost lost him, but he actually pulled me off balance and I fell on him, driving my cock hard into his ass.

Then he was quaking and spasming, his hips jerking back and forth, all the time crying out in pleasure.

I lay on him, felt him exhaust himself. I still had his nuts in my hand and I felt squirtem leak all over.

“Heysoos,” I whispered. “You did it!”

He nodded, his head against the mattress. “Fuck,” he whispered.

Finally, I rolled off him, and he rolled over. His eyes were opened and he stared at the ceiling in wonder. “If I had only known,” he whispered. “If I had only known…”

I smiled and sighed. “My turn next.”

He leaned up on an elbow and kissed me, groped my breasts, then lowered a hand to my snatch. Sticking a finger in me he said, “Just say when.”

“When.”

He moved to his knees and began taking the strap on off me.


EPILOGUE

The next few months were interesting.

Rick dressed like a woman half the time, and the other half of the time he was a man.

We even tried some ‘vacation boobs’ on him, and we agree that he needs his own set. We haven’t decided whether he should do hormones, or just get a boob job. We’re leaning towards breast implants, for the most part. Hormones are a tricky thing, and we want to make sure there are no ‘accidents.’

After all, one ‘bee sting accident’ is enough.

And, I’m going to the hospital next week. We’re going to have a girl. Can’t get much better than that, eh?

And our lovely daughter is going to have two mothers. Or maybe I should just say ‘a mother and a half.’

Right?

END
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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.


Feminization for Sale!

Why am I being feminized?


PART ONE

“What’s your name?”

Rob glanced up at the girl next to him, and looked twice.

She was a babe and a half. Auburn hair with sparkling, green eyes. Large chest and a small waist. A smile that would warm Flintheart Glomgold.

“Rob,” he said. He was waiting for the bartender to get to his end of the bar. There was a crowd, and it might be a while. “And you are?”

“Sally.”

“And what brought you to this neck of the woods?”

They were at Charley Hansen’s New Year’s party, and it was getting close to midnight.

“I just wandered in off the street, looking for a hand out.”

He chuckled, glanced over at his wife, who was on the other side of the pool and staring at him. He gave her a big wave and turned back to Sally. “So you don’t know Charley.”

“Charley who?” she asked.

“What can I get you, folks?” A second bartender had shown up.

“Bourbon and Coke and a wine.”

Sally leaned in and took called her own order. Add a wine to that.”

The bartender, at young kid probably making extra money for college, nodded and set to work.

Rob was very aware of Sally pressing against him. Her sizable boobs were pressed right up against him. She looked up at his face and gave an apologetic look. “Sorry.”

“No prob,” he said.

She turned a little, her hand was between them, and he felt it bump against his cock.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Is that you?” and she grabbed his cock through his pants.

“It is,” his voice squeaked.

“Good. I was afraid it was somebody else.” And what might have been an accident became a deliberate grope. She closed her hand on him and began moving it up and down.

“Oh..oh…listen, I’m married.”

She grinned at him, showed him white teeth and full lips. “Oh, I guess that makes you a eunuch.”

“Uh…”

“TEN!” The crowd yelled.

It was the start of the countdown to midnight.

“NINE!”

People backed up from the swimming pool.

“EIGHT!”

She was pressed back by the crowd, but kept her hand on his dick.

“SEVEN!”

Rob looked at Tina, and she was glowering at him.

“SIX!”

He lifted his hands to show how he was trapped.

“FIVE!”

Tina folded her arms across her chest and was obviously pissed.

“FOUR!”

Sally kept moving her hand up and down. Rob couldn’t get his hands in to stop her, and he was getting close.

“THREE!”

“Stop!” he yelled over the crowd, but she just grinned and jacked harder.

“TWO!”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“ONE!”

He felt his groin erupting. The pulse of seed shooting up his cock.

“HAPPY NEW YEAR!”

He came hard. His legs shook and his knees half buckled. To make matters worse she reached up and put a hand around his neck and pulled him to her. She planted her red lips on him and gave him the mother of all kisses. Her skin fused with his. She chewed on his mouth. She stuck her tongue in his mouth and wouldn’t let him go.

Around them people were hugging and kissing. A couple of people fell in the pool.

All the while his cock was pumping out semen.

Truth, he had never had such an erotic squirt in his life.

Finally, she let him go, whispered into his ear. “You’ve been fun.” Then she reached for one of the wines on the bar and disappeared into the crowd.

Rob looked around and was in a daze. He reached for the other wine and his bourbon and Coke and left the bar.

People still kissing, lots of cheering and whooping, and he made his way around the pool.

Tina watched him come, and as he got closer to her he realized she was looking down. At his pants. Oh, fuck!

He handed her a drink and she didn’t take it. She stared at his groin.

“Honey…”

She stood up, took the drink, and threw it in his face. She stomped off around the pool and heading for the house.

Rob was right behind her.

She entered the house and he finally caught her. “Tina!”

She spun, and was crying. “I saw you kissing her. And then what…you just came in your pants?”

People nearby listened and grinned.

She turned and continued out the front door.

“No! I tried to get away. She grabbed me!”

She walked down the walk and turned right on the sidewalk.

He turned left, got the car, and caught up to her on the next block.

“Tina! Get in the car.”

She walked, not looking.

“Honey! It’s ten miles! Just get in. We can talk.”

She stopped. She just stood for a long moment, tears running down her cheeks, then she got into the car.

Rob realized he was still holding the drink. He looked at it. Quaffed it in a couple of gulps, and tossed it into the bushes on the left side of the street.

He started up, and tried to explain. “She came up next to me. She started the conversation. She grabbed me and kissed me. It was New Years! The crowd was shoving us back against the bar and I told her I was married.”

He was talking fast, hoping that if he could get the whole explanation out she would forgive him.

“And how did you happen to cum in your pants?”

Gulp.

“In the press of the crowd she grabbed me. I told her to stop.”

“Right.” She looked out the window.

“I did! And I tried to get my hands free to stop her, but the crowd was really pushing us back into the bar and…and I didn’t want to cum.”

She looked at him. “Says Mr. Horn Dog. You’re always looking, and now you did more than look.”

“But I didn’t mean anything! And…”

All the way home he blubbered his excuses. But it’s hard to make a case with a jealous woman when the proof is seeping through your pants.

He parked the car in the driveway and she was out of the door like a shot.

He followed her. “Honey, please just listen. You know I would never do anything like this.”

“Says you after you just did it.”

“But I tell you that…”

They entered the house and she walked down the hallway and into their bedroom. He was right behind her, but she stopped at the door and put a hand on his chest. “I think I’d like to sleep alone tonight.” She closed the door and he heard the lock click.

He sighed, his shoulders slumped, and he turned and walked out to the kitchen.

He hadn’t been drinking much at the party, but he felt like it now. He put ice in a glass, poured in a couple of fingers of Basil Hayden's Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey. Eighty bucks a bottle, and ruined it with Coke. He took a big gulp and shuddered. It burned going down and exploded at the bottom. but that was what he needed. He needed something to absorb the shock of his wife’s anger.

He was a good man. He hadn’t been cheating. But…he had actually cum. If only he hadn’t cum. But Tina had had her time of month for the last week and he was feeling pretty horny. In fact, he had not jacked off because he wanted to save it for her, to have a really good cum.

Well, so much for that.

Sally had stolen his orgasm, and while it had been wild and wicked and crazy, he wished it hadn’t happen.

Though the memory made him warm and happy, his wife’s anger ruined that.

He gulped again, felt more burn, and wandered into the computer room.

He intended to just check his mail, and that’s what he did. But when he went to his account there was a newsletter from Gropper Press. Fuck, books by Grace Mansfield. He clicked on the link, just intending to see if there was a new book out. The page came up, fill with covers and grinning women in sexy lingerie.

“I don’t believe it!”

He spun around.

“I come to talk to you and you’re already into the porn!”

“That’s a book site! It’s not—“

She ran down the hallway.

He ran after her.

“It’s a bunch of books.”

“I know what I saw!” She slammed the door. Again, the click.

Rob stopped in front of the door and cursed to himself. He just could not catch a break!

Feeling thoroughly beaten, he went back to the computer room and turned everything off, then he headed for the guest room. Here he was, married to the sexiest woman in the world, who he truly loved, and he was forced to sleep in the spare bedroom.

He laid down in the bed, finished his whiskey, and waited for sleep. It was a while in coming.

He awoke bleary-eyed and miserable. The bed was okay, but his mind was muddled. He had gone to sleep with a problem and awoken with a problem.

Something suddenly slapped him in the face.

“Huh? Wha…? He opened his eyes to find Tina standing over him. Her face set in angry lines.

“Put that on.”

He held up the object that had hit him and his eyes opened.

It was a bra.

“What the hell?”

“I’ve been up all night. I can’t believe how upset I am with you. Cheating on me. Right in front of me. Have you no shame?”

He sat up on the bed, holding the bra in his hands. It was a bit over-sized for Tina, which would make it probably right for him.

“I’m not going to wear a bra!”

“Then pack your bags!”

She stomped out of the room, and snuffled down the hall. He was right behind her.

“Honey! I explained everything last night.”

“Yeah, sure. You explained how you are a pervert who watches porn. How you cheated on your wife. Do you know how many people were around you when you got your precious hand job? I can’t believe that you did that.”

They reached the bedroom door and she spun and stopped him. “This is my bedroom now. Yours is down there. If you ever want to get back in here, if you ever want to make love to this body again…” she was wearing a chemise, nothing else, and her big breasts thrust out. It looked like the material was stimulating her nipples because they were big and rigid under the thin material. He gulped.

She saw his gulp and a look of vindication crossed her face.

“See? You’re nothing but a horn dog.”

“Because I love my wife?”

“You love me? You love me?”

He nodded.

“Then prove it. Put that bra on.”

She closed the door in his face.

Rob walked sadly back to his own room. He stood for a moment, then looked at the bra on the bed. It was white, big cups, and…sexy. But not for him. He could imagine it on Tina, and his cock gave a bounce.

He thought of her in the chemise. Bounce, bounce.

So close he could have touched her Bounce, bounce, bounce.

Leaned his head down and sucked her tits through the flimsy material, the turgid nipple hard in his mouth, her moaning, grabbing her pussy and saying, ‘Please, Rob…do me…do —“

Bounce, bounce, bounce, bounce.

He shook himself out of the daydream, looked at the bra in disgust, and went outside to the pool.

A jump in the col waters cleared his head, but it didn’t do anything to calm his boner. He cut through the water, and the water swirled around his dick in a most sensual way.

He got out of the pool and dried himself off.

He walked into the house and went to the bedroom door. He knocked.

“What?” Her tones were sharp enough to cut cheese.

“I need my clothes.”

“Put the bra on and I will put your clothes in the hallway.”

He sighed and went to fix breakfast.

He burned the toast, the eggs were too runny, and there were seeds in the orange juice. He was miserable and not able to focus.

Midway through fixing breakfast he heard the bedroom door open and close.

Tina walked into the kitchen. She was wearing the chemise, it was silky blue and her nipples were still erect.

He wondered, for a brief moment, whether she was getting off on causing him misery.

She poured orange juice, looked at it, then poured the juice through a strainer into another glass. She sat down opposite him and sipped the juice. He watched her perfect lips, so curvy and plump, sip at the juice, and he had a scene in his head, her saying she was sorry, falling to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled over the mouthful of his cock. “Please squirt…” and he did, over and over and…Bounce, bounce, bounce, bounce.

The table hid his excitement, but his face was a little red. And suddenly he had a thought.

She was denying him, and…it was making him horny.

Hornier.

“Do you know why you have to wear that bra?”

“Why?”

“I was up last night, after you had your cheap ass cum and slept so peacefully…”

He opened his mouth to say something, but just closed it. She hadn’t listened to his excuses, so she wouldn’t listen to them.

Under the table…bounce, bounce. His cock throbbed and touched the underside of the table.

“I checked your history.”

“What?”

She continued right over his protest, “You weren’t on a porn site, it was a book site, but you have been on porn. A lot of porn.”

“But I don’t jack off!” Too much, he thought.

She ignored that. “So we know that you are a cheater, a porn addict…”

“It was just a few times! I’m not a porn addict!” Well, maybe a little.

“…and on top of that you practice onanism with a complete stranger. I assume she was a stranger?”

“Ona…what?” He would look the word up later and find that she had called him a masturbator.

“Or is she one of your regulars?”

“For Heysoos’ sake! I don’t have ‘regulars!’ That was an accident.”

“So, to make sure you don’t go spreading your seed all over town we’re going to have to do something called brassiere discipline.”

“Brassiere who?”

“Discipline. Simply, if you take off your clothes in front of one of your lady friends you will be wearing a bra, she will laugh hysterically at the sissy man that you are, and…you will be too shamed to take off your clothes.”

“That’s the nuttiest thing I have ever heard in my life!”

“There are websites on the net that claim it is 100% effective.”

At this point Rob should have shut up. He was losing the argument, but he had a simple way out. All he had to do was wear an article of woman’s clothing for a while, buy lots of flowers, and work his way back into Tina’s good graces.

Instead, as men and woman have from time immemorial, he opened his big mouth, kept the argument going, and sealed his doom.

“So what if I just unzip and poke my weenie out for a blow job? Would your stupid method work then?”

Tina blinked. Then she gave a thin and bitter smile. “Thank you, Rob. Now I know how far I am going to have to go to make sure you stay true to me.”

“Arrgh!”

He threw his hands in the air and stood up and left the table.

Tina sat at the table and thought. She was going to have to do more research. That was for sure.

Rob didn’t wear the bra. He did move a pile of his clothes into the spare room and hung them up and put his underwear and socks into the drawer of the chest.

He mumbled as he arranged everything. And his cock was sure damn hard. Man, could this denial stuff really be effecting him?”

Nah, he thought. It’s just that he got a blow job, and it was kinky and he was still remembering how her hand felt, how he couldn’t stop himself, how his cock blew right in the middle of a crowd.

He groaned and bent a little bit. His cock was pulsing like it wanted to squirt right then sand there.

“Pervert,” Tina snapped as she walked past the door and saw him with his hand pressing down on his groin.

“Fuck!” he snapped back. This was getting bad. He was getting hornier and hornier, and all because some stupid bitch gave him a hand job and his wife saw it!

But that made him wonder if he ever would have told her if she hadn’t seen it.

He sighed, threw himself on the bed and took a nap. He was still tired from last night. Closing his eyes he dreamed of the hand in the crowd, snaking into his pants from out of nowhere. The slithering flesh, the feel as she moved her hand up and down, then, fuck the crowd, she was down on her knees and sucking him…

While he slept Tina scoured the internet for an answer to her problem: a husband who was too horny for his own good.

Rob was dreaming of blow jobs and creampies. He had a long line of sexy women in the kow tow position, head down and butts up, and all the butts were pointed right at him. He thrust his penis into the first butt. Funny, he didn’t know, in his dream, whether he was screwing the pussy or the asshole.

He shot his load and moved down to the next woman in line. He looked down the row, an endless line of rotund buttocks waited for his semen deposit. He chuckled, heh heh, and…and a hand grabbed his cock and started stroking it. He felt the world go askew as he went from standing up behind a row of sexy buttocks to laying down on his bed…the spare bed..and… “Tina?” He opened his eyes.

His beautiful wife was sitting next to him, her soft hand, so beautiful with its red nails, stroked up and down. “What…you’re not…oh, God!”

He sat up and hugged her.

She hugged him back.

He felt her boobs press against his chest. He kissed her neck. “You’re not mad anymore?”

She pushed him back, kept her hands on his biceps. “Oh, honey. I’m so furious I can’t believe it.”

“But…but…” he didn’t want to go there, but she pulled him along.

“But why am I treating you like this?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“Because men are foolish. And they are stubborn. I could hit you over the head with a pan for a million years and you would simply prefer the pot.”

“But…I don’t—“

She moved her face forward, put her lips to his, and it was soft and tender and the wife he loved. He felt the texture, the gentle curve, the wonderful…” she moved back and he tried to go forward, to keep the kiss going, but she held him back and smiled.

“So if I can’t beat you on the head and make you see sense, then I’ll simply pat your ass, and you’ll see the logic all on your own.

His eyes narrowed a bit. “Is this one of those ‘you can lead a horse to water but you can’t make him drink’ things?”

“Exactly. Now, this little item in my hands is a bra. A brassiere. Its main function is to hold up these wonderful boulders of mine.” She hefted her tits with her hands and he gulped.

“A secondary purpose is to bring a man to a more amenable frame of mind.”

“A more amenable…” he muttered, staring at the bra that was so dangerous in his mind.

“Do you like my tits?”

“Oh, honey,” he ducked his head and kissed them, placed his mouth over one and sucked a nipple. She let him for a moment, felt the tingle in her pussy, but forced herself to push him back and continue with her program.

“And this bra has held these tits. Do you find this bra scary?”

“Not on you.”

“But on you?”

“Well, it’s built for a girl.”

“No, honey, it’s built for sex. It holds objects of sexuality, would you like to experience some of that sex?”

He grinned at her tits.

“”By wearing this sexy thing?”

He frowned.

She reached into his lap. “You say no. Mr. Happy say yes.”

“But it’s not manly!”

“Oh, so you’re too manly to be sexy.”

“That’s not what I mean!”

“It’s what I meant. Now, honey, I want you to hold still so I can put this on you.”

He raised his hands to fend her off, but he was suddenly weak, unable to defend himself.

She put her arms around him and snapped the bra strap in the back. He felt her tits pressed up against him, and if a man could swoon that would have been the moment. Her breasts were so big, and the nipples scored his chest.

She moved back and held the shoulder straps out and helped his arms into them.

“There,” she said, moving away from him.

He felt odd. His hair was standing on end, his skin felt electric, and it was like a big, sexy hand was wrapped around his chest.

“I don’t know…”

He said.

“If you knew how this was making me wet you wouldn’t object. You would be asking for the matching panties and some nylons and everything.”

He blinked. That was his first clue that she meant to go further, but he didn’t say anything. It was too sexy for him to object.

And, in a very odd way, he felt…weakened. Like he had lost a bit of strength, like his masculinity had been sacrificed for…for…he didn’t know what.

The problem was that it was a very heady, sexual feeling, one that he couldn’t fight.

She kissed him, and felt his pectorals right through the bra.

Oh, fuck! his nipples surged. His cock throbbed.

She reached down and. felt his penis. “Oh, look at that. Somebody likes it!”

“So how long do I have to wear this?” Translated into how long do I get to wear this?”

“Oh, honey, this is just the start.” She kissed him again, a scorcher that made his cock throb even harder. “We need to make sure that you will never cheat on me again.”

That was his second hint, pretty outright, that she was planning even more. But, like the first hint, he was too horny to object.

“Now, it’s Saturday, and you’re elected to drive me around on yard sales.”

“But this bra…”

“Wear a flannel shirt. Nobody will see.”

She went into her bedroom to get dressed, and he was left to dress himself.

He stared at the bra in the mirror. It was silly…but…sexy. He turned to the side and looked at the way it fit him. It actually was a good fit, a comfortable fit, and he wondered what it would look like if he had a big, old pair of chonkers inside the cups.

“You ready?” drifted back to him.

“Almost!”

He slid into shorts and a tee shirt—he could see the bra through the shirt—and a jacket.

There, nobody would see his bra now. Nobody would be able to tell he was dressed like a sissy! And there was a certain deliciosity to the thought of…of being a sissy, of wearing forbidden clothing.

They headed down the street, the top down on his Mustang, and the morning was crisp and clean. The wind brushed their hair back, and he couldn’t keep his mind off his bra. Heck, his cock couldn’t keep its mind off his bra. It was so kinky, and his penis was outlined in his pants.

Tina was watching him, holding her hair out of her eyes and grinning. “Look at you. Look at that fucking boner in your pants.”

“Speaking of boners, when were you planning to, uh…”

“Fuck you?”

She leaned over to him, placed a hand in his groin and grabbed him. He gasped. She said, “Honey, it’s going to be a while before you squirt. You’ve got a ways to go before you get back in my good graces. You’re going to have to prove that you’re a man, that you’re man enough to be a woman, and when I’m finally convinced that you’re not going to cheat on me…maybe then. Maybe.”

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

“And don’t expect a cheap ass hand job from me,” she took her hand off his cock. “And, let’s face it, you not only have to put on an entirely new set of clothes, we have to do something to tame Mr. Happy down there.”

“Tame Mr…what?”

“Oh, look, turn here!”

A sign on the corner announced a garage sale and he made the turn.

“What were you saying about taming Mr. Happy? What did you—“

“There it is!”

His question unanswered, he parked on the side of the road.

It was a large garage sale, and it was just starting. Only a few people wandered between the tables, searched through the book boxes and inspected the clothes on the racks.

Rob found himself looking at tools. He needed a masonry drill bit, and there was a set that was perfect. He picked it up, wandered up the table, and searched through hammers and saws and a lone bottle opener.

Finally, done, he stepped up to the table where a large woman in a print dress was digging through a change box.

“Look, Rob! Aren’t they wonderful?”

She had a bundle of woman’s clothes in front of her. She held a dress up to him and compared it to his frame.

The big woman behind the table stopped counting and watched him. She was grinning.

“Perfect!” said Tina.

“Hey!” he protested weakly, putting his hand up and moving hers, and the dress, down.

“You one of those kinds of guys?” the old woman asked.

“He is,” Tina blurted.

“I’m…what are you…I’m not…”

“I might have something you’d like.”

Rob’s face was the color of ketchup in the sun.

A young woman standing behind Rob tittered. He turned, a reproachful look on his face, but the young woman just met his gaze with a snickery sort of smile.

“These weren’t never worn. My sister got the operation, had both titties removed. But they built her up right away. She actually got a pair of Chyna 2000s. you know what they are?”

Tina nodded. The wrestler, and they’re big.

“Big enough for sweet cakes there,” the older woman nodded towards Rob.

Rob was super red. He was not used to how bawdy woman could be without men around, and it was all directed at him!

Of course, he was around, but somehow he wasn’t qualifying as a man.

The old woman handed Tina a pair of breast forms. “They’re expensive ones, got the glue right here, but I’ll give ‘em to you for a dollar…” She looked about to say something else.

Rob gave a moan. His ketchup complexion was getting even brighter. He was almost glowing with mortification.

“Yes?” asked Tina.

“But ya got to brung him by sometime and show me.”

“Oh, that’s a deal!”

The people behind Rob laughed out loud now, and Tina, in between digging through her change purse, said to Rob, “Isn’t that wonderful, honey? Now you’ll have your very own titties!”

The laughter grew louder and he started to turn, to make his getaway, but Tina snagged his arm. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

He couldn’t speak, something came out of his mouth, but it was just a confused garble that meant ‘what?’

“You need to carry these bags back to the car.”

Rob grabbed an armful of bags and broke for the car. He tried not to run, but he certainly was hurrying. He couldn’t outrun the laughter following him, however.

“Men. They don’t really know what they want, do they?” Tina opined behind him.

“You didn’t have to do that,” he whispered on the way home.

“Oh, honey. Of course I did. The world needs to know what kind of a man you are.”

“But…you embarrassed me!”

“You embarrassed yourself. After all, it wasn’t me that got my little pussy rubbed until it squirted and then needed brassiere discipline to bring back a little order to my life.”

“How many times do I have to tell you that it was all a mistake?”

She patted his arm and said, “I know. Your cock was innocent, and it didn’t really cum. And…”

“And what?”

“Have you looked down at your penis lately?”

He looked down, though he didn’t have to. It was pushing his pants up fiercely. It was throbbing.

“Oh, my God! Look!”

Moisture was seeping through his pants. Not a lot, just a drop or two, but…

“Are you cumming again? Just from getting to wear women’s underwear and being all red-faced?

“What…no…that’s pre-cum!”

“”So you’re just getting all horny. How sweet!”

“Please, honey, this has got to stop!” He was begging, almost crying.

“Of course it will stop…”

Was that disappointment way back in his soul?

“When?”

“When you stop getting all embarrassed and face that you need brassiere discipline, and that, let’s face it, underneath your manly clothes you’re a big sissy.

He hit the steering wheel with the palm of his hands and gave a sob.

Tina just sat back in her seat and watched him and smiled.


PART TWO

They arrived home and Rob carried the bags into the house. He was about to strip and jump in the pool, but Tina stopped him.

“Not yet, buster. I need to make sure these clothes fit.”

“So put them on and see.”

“I need to know they fit you.”

“I am not wearing those clothes.”

“Rob, go pour yourself a drink, then come back.” She had her hand on his cock when she commanded him, and he staggered off. A minute later he was back. He brought two drinks, one for her, but she just said, “They’re both for you. Now, sit here and listen to me.”

He sat on the edge of his bed and she sat down next to him and put her hand on his groin.

“This is a very nice dick. Unfortunately, it’s been a bad dick. In fact, we don’t really know where this dick has been, do we?”

“It’s only been in you!”

“And in your hand, and in some strange woman’s hand, and if you’ll lie about that then what else are you lying about?”

“I’m not lying!”

“Prove it.” She reached into the bag that held the forms and plucked one out. “Hold still and let me fill your cups.”

“How will that prove I’m not a liar?”

“Oh, you are a liar? Are you admitting that?”

He blinked and didn’t understand how she had twisted that bit of logic around.

She removed his jacket and pulled off his tee shirt. He sat on the bed and gave a tiny shiver. He was sitting in front of his wife in a bra. What was happening to him?

She pulled a cup out and inserted a breast form. It was a perfect fit and he stared down at his new boob.

She put the other one into the other cup and smiled.

“Wow. You are one sexy fuck.”

“Don’t say that word.”

“What, fuck?”

“I can’t stand it. I want to make love, and every time you say the word fuck it reminds me that I can’t.”

“And it’s all because I’m saying ‘fuck?’ Isn’t that fucking silly? I’ll stop saying fuck right now. Never will the word fuck issue from these lips again. Or my name isn’t Tina Fucking—“

“All right!” he begged. “I get it.”

She grinned. “You’re so easy. Now, put your tee shirt back on.”

He was glad to do that. He wanted to cover up in the worst possible way. He pulled the tee shirt on, and it was a struggle to get it over his boobs. His boobs were, in a word, big.

She felt his tits through his tee shirt. “Nice. But that’s a man’s tee shirt, and we’re far beyond that.”

“What?”

She reached into one of the bags and brought out a boy beater.

“Take that shirt off.”

“Honey, hasn’t this gone on—“

“Take it off or I’ll squeeze this cock…” she had her hand around his happy appendage, “…until it doesn’t cum.”

Doesn’t cum? He tried to figure that out, but took off his tee shirt. She quickly pulled the boy beater over his head. It was a good fit and really showed off his breasts.

“Now, the problem,” she mused, biting her lip, “…is that we need to glue those puppies on, and we need to put make up on them so you can’t see the seams. but, really, we need to get you your own boobs. Real boobs. Implants or something.”

“What?”

“But I’ll look into that. For right now let’s just dress you up a bit and see how you look.”

“I don’t—“

“Here, this is a simple skirt.” She pulled him up by the dick and wrapped the skirt around his waist, She fastened the waist band and buttoned up the side of the skirt. “Oh, yeah. Look, you’ve already got nice hips. But I’m going to have to buy you a corset.”

“Honey…”

“But look at this penis bump.”

He looked down, his cocked was pressing the skirt out.

“That penis is going to have to go.”

“Hey! that’s my penis you’re talking about.”

“No, honey, it’s mine. but let’s not argue the fact. Put this blouse on.”

She helped him into the blouse.

Now, truth, he didn’t want to…but…he did.

He was drinking, this was really sexy, and…his boner was driving him on.

She buttoned up the blouse and tucked it into his skirt.

“Oh, yes,” she said, standing back. “You have got a woman’s body.” She tapped her cheek with one finger. “Isn’t it funny that we’ve been dressing you as a man all these years? But you’re slender, and the right kind of clothes and your hips are round, and your legs are long and sexy…look at your calves! Do you see how the muscles curve out?”

“Listen, I think this has gone far enough.”

She kissed him. Just launched into his arms and planted a massive kiss on his lips. He would have stepped back, but he had nowhere to step to.

“Oh, Rob. In a way I’m glad you cheated on me. If you hadn’t then I never would have discovered how sexy you are as as woman. I would have lived a life deprived of your true beauty.”

“But I’m a man!” There was desperation in his plea, but she ignored him.

“Oh, nonsense. What’s the difference between a man and a woman except clothes?”

“And sex organs!”

“Oh, poo. We can play with sex organs no matter how you’re dressed. And, you’ve got to admit it, wearing woman’s clothes is making your little dickie hard.”

“It’s not little!”

“Oh, I don’t know. Match it up against some Mandingo’s and you’re probably a midget.”

His mind was getting overloaded.

“Okay, take that blouse off, and let’s try on that summer dress.”

She helped him out of his clothes, and he was so totally aware of how his cock was bouncing.

“Isn’t that cute?” she said of his boner, which was not what a man wanted to hear. To a man a dick isn’t supposed to be ‘cute,’ or ‘pretty,’ it’s supposed to be awesome, dangerous, a tool of ass destruction.

She got him out of the skirt and blouse and boy beater and pulled a dress over his head.

“Oh, my! This is absolutely perfect!”

He took a drink, and realized he was already into the second glass.

Tina adjusted the dress, smoothed it, and said, “Honey, you really do have a world class bosom. I’m going to call a doctor and see about implants.”

“No, you’re not.”

She smiled. “Have you ever tried high heels?”

“No!”

“Here…” she handed him a pair of shoes. He looked at them, then stood up and walked out.

Tina sighed. She was pushing him hard, but that was okay. He was caving in, and a step back was two steps forward tomorrow.

Rob worked around the house for the rest of the day. He didn’t wear the bra and boobs, just man clothes, and Tina bided her time.

He came in at about four and sat down to watch a game on TV.

Tina entered the room some fifteen minutes later. She handed him a drink, and began playing with his cock.

He sighed, groaned, and said, “This has got to stop.”

“Aw, shucks. Rob doesn’t like having a big, old boner?”

“I don’t understand how wearing women’s clothes is going to make me stop cheating. I understood about the bra, but then you packed it, and all the woman’s clothes…” he made a slightly strangled sound in his throat.

She sat on his lap. Her pussy, though in panties and pants, was right up against his hard cock. She kissed him. She smiled. She hugged him. She reached down and played with him. “Want to cum?”

He was gulping.

“Then what’s the harm in humoring me.”

It took a while, but his cock was doing the thinking now, and he finally went to his room and put on a bra and panties.

“Oh, God! That is so fucking hot! I’ve got the hottest fucking husband in the world?”

“Can you fuck your hot husband?”

“Oh, not yet. Honey, this whole thing has opened up new possibilities.”

“I want the old possibilities,” he murmured.

“Nonsense. Now, let’s get you ready for dinner.”

“Dinner?”

“Sure. I’m going to do some things for you, and that includes a big, old steak dinner. Rib eye. Pounded and salted and peppered and just the way you like it.”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“Of course we can’t serve you supper when you look all slovenly, right?”

“I can wear male clothes and not look slovenly.”

She just chortled. “Are men more beautiful? Or are women?”

“Women.”

“And why should a woman have to look at something that’s not as beautiful as she is, eh?”

He blinked. Once again she was outstripping him with logic.

“Now, come on, let’s get you ready for dinner.”

She pulled him by the dick and led him back to the bedroom. Her bedroom.

“Women aren’t hairy creatures,” she stated.

“I’m not very hairy,” he protested.

“Even a little hair is a lot of hair to a beautiful woman. Use this.”

He looked at the bottle she handed him. Nair.

“Or I can take a razor blade to your whole body, including the precious parts between your legs.”

“Uh…”

She pushed him towards the bathroom.

Rob had mixed feelings as he slathered the cream on his body. First and foremost was the idea that he was now using women’s products on his body. Sure, it was only a depilatory, but…it was girly!

Still, his cock was singing down there, and he was having a hard time refusing Tina’s blandishments. How do you fight against accusations of cheating if the person isn't even using them?

Fifteen minutes later he stepped out of the shower and felt really weird.

Not having hair was a sensation. His skin felt…energized. Like it was feeling the air for the first time.

“Nice,” said Tina. “That is nice. Did you use it on your face…yes! And your face is smoother than I’ve ever felt it. I think we’ve really discovered something here.”

He said nothing.

She rubbed lotion onto her hands then rubbed it into his body.

“What’s that?”

“Makes your skin softer. Smells good, too.”

It was a cloying smell to him, but she already had most of his body covered with it. Besides, it was nice to have his wife place her hands all over him.

“Better make sure that cock smells extra good.”

“Oh, I will.” She used the lotion to jack him for a minute. He groaned, was getting close, when she stopped.

“Hey!”

“Sit there,” she pointed at her vanity table.

“What for?”

“Your nails are in terrible shape. We’re going to fix them.”

“They’re fine!”

“If you want these digits to give me a nice, long body rub then they have to be in better shape.”

She faced him down, and he mumbled.

“Now, I’m going to make them a little longer, and you’re going to love them.”

“Longer?”

Here. Just lean back. I’m going to put a wet towel over your eyes to help with the bloodshot. You just relax and let me pamper you.”

He was now so horny he couldn’t fight her. Even when she said she was going to make his nails longer…he couldn’t summon resistance. It just felt so good, what she was doing to him.

She placed a cool, damp towel over his eyes and went to work. She sanded and prepped his nails, then she glued fakes over his nails. They were only a quarter inch longer than his real nails, but they were oval, which was much more female, and a delicate pink color.

He sighed, and she occasionally stroked his cock, and one by one his fingers were transformed.

She looked at his naked body and smiled. It was hairless, and that translated as feminine. And it smelled good. And now his hands were getting more shapely.

“Almost done?” He sounded relaxed.

“Almost.”

And: “There we go.”

She took the towel off his eyes and he looked down, and his eyes bulged. “What the…”

“Aren’t they pretty?”

“But…I thought you were just going to give me a manicure!”

“I did.”

“But…I need to get these off.” He pulled on a nail. “Ow!”

“I wouldn’t do that. I used some of your binary glue.”

His already bugged, bugged further. “But that glue will never…”
“Really? I just thought it would be a bit better, make it harder for you to lift a nail. Oh, and they’re not designed for cutting. If you want to get them off you’ll have to file them. It takes a while, but…” she shrugged.

He stared at his nails for a long minute, his mind doing some kind of ‘I’ve been fucked’ dance.

She reached for his groin once again and began stroking him. “Honey. They look good. And they make me so hot. Now just enjoy them. Through the night. Nobody’s here so who cares?”

“But…uh…I…uh…”

“Come on, we’re not done with you.”

She led him to the bed and sat him down. She helped him step into a garment and pulled it up.

“What…is this?”

“It’s a tummy shaper. It’ll help control your flab.” And your big, fat cock, she thought. “And you need one. You need to control your flab.”

She rolled nylons up his legs. His legs were now sheer and sexy.

“Do you want another bourbon and Coke?”

He nodded.

“Are you still drinking Basil Hayden’s?”

He nodded.

“Then just sit here and I’ll go get you another drink.

He sat, and she was back in a moment, a Coke High in her hand.

He drank greedily. He didn’t even notice a slight bit of powder residue on the surface of his drink.

She put glue on the back of his breast forms and pressed them against his chest. When she took her hands off they sagged on his chest.

“Hey!”

“I guess you need a bra now,” she observed, and she put his bra on his body.

He sat on the bed and wondered why he was letting this happen.

He had been so upset, but now he was just going along with it.

She pulled a dress over his head. It was tight and black and it made his boobs look enormous.

She fitted high heels to his feet and helped him up.

He stood, dazed, and wondered why the liquor was hitting him so fast.

She turned him in front of the mirror and he gave a rueful smile.

“I’m girly.”

“Yes, you are. Now sit down at my vanity table again.

He sat, and stared at himself. His body was feminine, no denying that, but his face wasn’t.

Tina began smoothing his face with little sponges. She cleansed his skin and put on primer.

“What are we doing?” Rob asked. He felt like he was talking from the bottom of the swimming pool.

“Just fixing you up. Don’t talk now, this is delicate work.”

She put foundation on and began adding color to his face. She used shades and shadows to make his face rounder, softer, to hide the male structure.

He wondered why he was so happy. And why was he thinking so slowly?

She began working on his eyes.

“Did you drug me?”

“It was in the Basil Hayden’s. I was giving you low doses at first, but I knew you’d give me some trouble about the make up, so I double dosed you. How are you feeling?”

“No pain,” he nodded happily.

“Don’t move.”

She painted his lips a nice pink, to match his nails.

“This is weird.”

“Yep.” She had her tongue out the corner of her mouth and was concentrating on her work.

“You know I really didn’t cheat on you.”

“I know.”

“So why are you doing this to me?”

“I’ll tell you sometime. For right now, just hold still.”

She brought a wig out of the closet and put it on his head. She got it just right, then took it off, put on a skull cap and glued it in place. The skull cap used clips and wasn’t going to move.

Rob stared at himself. He was a woman. Heck. He was a sexy woman.

Tina pierced his ears and placed hoops on them.

He smiled. “Can I have another drink?”

“Not now, honey, there’s some things we need to do, and I want you relatively sober when we do them.”

“Oh. Okay.”

He just lolled along, happy dappy and sort of sappy.

She stood back and inspected her work.

“This is a good start,” she said. “But it’s just a start.”

“What else can you do?” he asked.

“Well, I was serious about getting you some tits. And we’ll have to decide whether we want to lock your cock up, or maybe just give you some ketoconazole to handle that pesky erection. But that’s not really up to me, so…” she shrugged.”              “But I thought you liked my erection!”

“Oh, it’s okay. I might miss it, but there’s lots of other things I can use instead of a your dick.”

“Like what?”

“I’ll show you later. Right now, I promised you a last meal. Uh, a good meal.”

She helped him up, he was unbalanced on the high heels, so she escorted him down the hallway. he was taller than her, but he had to rely on her.

She sat him down at the table, cooked a steak and mashed up some potatoes, and served him. She gave him a Coke and looked at her watch.

He smiled. “This is good.”

“Enjoy, honey.”

And he did. Each mouthful was better than the last, and the potatoes had a pool of steak grease on top of them, and a big hunk of butter.

He ate happily, and slowly, as he filled his belly, he began to come down a bit.

He was still stoned, but he was aware, and a dim, far away sense of alarm was filtering through his mind.

“What are you doing to me?”

“Having fun. Do you like being a girl?”

He remembered being happy, but now he was rethinking every thing. “Well, there’s…I don’t know. I’m a man, you know.”

“You were a man,” she said.

“But I’m still a man!” he protested.

“Not for long.” It was a cryptic statement, but she smiled when she said it.

Unable to help himself, he smiled back.

She poured him another drink.

“Okay, you’re almost down, the effects disappear pretty fast, your body kicks it fast, so just take this…” she handed him a pill, “…and drink your drink.”

Things were telling him he shouldn’t take the pill, that he should fight back, but he couldn’t. He took the pill, looked at it, put it in his mouth, and washed it down with bourbon and Coke.

“That’s a good boy. Come on, now.”

She walked him back to the bedroom.

“What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to have sex, honey.

“Oh, goodie!”

She opened up a drawer of her dresser and took out a strap on. She fastened it around her hips and selected a rather large, black penis and screwed it on.

“It’s all relative, honey. Next to this Mandingo you’re not so big.”

He stared at the big cock sprouting from her junction. “What are you going to do with that?”

“You wanted to fuck, right?”

“Uh…” there was something wrong here.

“So we’re going to fuck. Hop up on the bed.”

The pill was in full effect now, and he climbed onto the bed and lay down.

“Not that way, on all fours, with your butt facing me.”

“Oh,” he frowned. This was all wrong. There was something going on here that he didn’t quite get.

She moved up behind him and pushed a big gob of lubricant onto and into his back hole.

“Oh!” he gave a little jerk. He would have given a big jerk, but he was drugged.

She put two fingers in him and started smushing the lube around. She coated his insides and then put in three fingers.

He was relaxed and loosy goosy, and she had all four fingers in him. She thought about going for a whole fist, but she had been told not to get carried away. Four fingers was enough.

She stepped forward and pushed the big dick into him.

Even though he was drugged he felt the size of the dick expanding his hole. He grunted and fell forward, but Tina stayed with him, driving the dick deeper with her weight.

“Fuck!” he whimpered. It hurt a little bit, but it also felt good.

Tina began to push in and pull out. The cock slithered back and forth, rubbing his nerves, the veins on the sides rippling along his anal canal.

“Heysoos,” he whispered. He realized that if he hadn’t been drugged he might have resisted, and that would have led to him screaming.

Tina kept moving in and out, and he felt like he was being turned inside out. Yet, it felt better and better, and he was getting more and more relaxed, and he finally started pushing back, trying to get more and more of that giant dick into his butthole.

But he was getting the whole thing already.

Still sawing back and forth, Tina reached for the side table and picked up her cell phone. She dialed a number and, still fucking Rob, she said, “He’s ready.”

A voice answered her, asked a couple of questions, and she acknowledged with a simple yes or no. Then she hung up.

Underneath Rob a pool of sperm was forming. He felt it draining out of him, like piss, and it felt so good. In fact, this whole thing…it was making him feel better and better.

Tina reached under him and felt the bed. It was slick with his goo. She had really pressed on the prostate with that big dick.

“All right,” she smiled and pulled her dick out of him.

Rob just lay there in wonderment.

She took the strap on off and turned him over. He was smiley, giggly and his cock stood up.

“Did I cum?”

“Yep.”

“How come I’m still erect?”

“Your dick came, your mind didn’t. Your mind still thinks you need to cum.

“Oh.”

“And you’ll have a chance. Scoot back and bit and let me on.”

He scooted back and she climbed on to him, squatted over him, and sank down.

Rob grunted. There was a big difference between somebody’s cock up his ass and his cock in somebody’s pussy. He appreciated that.

For long minutes she bounced on him, pulling on her tits and slapping her pussy.

“God, now that I’ve used that big dildo…I need it!”

She got off him, grabbed the strap on and put it around his waist.

He watched, a stupid expression on his face. “What are you doing?”

“Making a man out of you.”

Done, she crawled back on top of him and sank to the balls on the black cock.

Rob watched and couldn’t figure out how she could be fucking him without him feeling anything. Still, it was hot. It was exciting.

Tina gasped with the increased pleasure, and now it didn’t take long. She began to shiver and shimmy and moan, and then it popped. The orgasm whelmed over her and she jerked her hips and fell to the side, groaning and holding her pussy.

Rob just lay there, wondering when he was going to fuck.

KNOCK KNOCK! “Hello?”

Rob blinked. Somebody was here.”

“Just a minute!” called out Tina.

She groaned from the recent pleasure, but sat up, then stood up. She quickly pulled on a robe, then straightened Rob’s clothes. She led him out to the living room.

“Hi!”

“Hello there,” he answered, and he stared. Even through the depths of his befuddlement he recognized her.

Sally sat at the dining room table, a manila folder next to an open briefcase. To Tina: “Getting your last taste of his manhood?”

“You said I should.”

“Yes. We want you to be sure before we conclude the sale.”

Rob asked, “Could you tell Tina that it was all your fault?”

“Oh, she already knows that,” to Tina. “Now sign at the bottom of each of these pages where it is marked X.

“Then why did you dress me up and …and drug me?”

Tina ignored him and started signing papers.

Sally smiled at him. “He’s really fucked up.”

“I just gave him the recommended dosages.”

“What’s happening?” asked Rob. “If Tina knows, then what…why did you…I don’t understand.”

Sally shook her head. “Rob…Rob. I’ll tell you, but you probably won’t remember in a while. You’re on some pretty good dope.”

Rob frowned and persisted. “I don’t understand.”

“Well, Rob I belong to a company that goes around and finds men who cheat.”

“But I didn’t cheat!”

“So says you. But you responded to my kiss, and you actually came in your pants at the slightest provocation,” she grinned, “And when I contacted Tina and explained who I was and what my company has to offer…well, your wife is no dummy. She knows what a good deal is.”

“What’s a good deal?” Rob was looking back and forth between the two women.

“Men who cheat are not worth much, so we make them into women and sell them. You would be shocked at how much Tina is going to get for you.”

“Can I have half?” he asked, thoroughly befuddled and not sure what was happening.

Tina finished signing and pushed the papers to Sally, who put them in the manila folder and tucked the folder into the briefcase. Tina turned to Rob.

“Well, honey, it’s been nice, but I could never love a man who cheats.”

“But I didn’t…she said…”

“And you are worth more to me on the open market, so this is where we’ll be saying good by.”

“But I love you!”

Sally took a hypodermic out of the briefcase and held it to his arm. She injected him quickly and smoothly.

“Say good night, Rob.”

“But…”

“This is a form of rhoypnol. When next you awake you will have a set of your own boobs, your cock will be non-functional, and you’ll be ready for programming.

“But…but…”

And the world faded…

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.


How to Feminize Your Husband!

Chastity and Feminization make a better man!


PART ONE

Lana had always been a strong willed person. In school she organized her classmates. At work she was the team leader. At home she was…frustrated.

“Oh…oh…unh…yes!”

She lay on the bed, bored beyond belief. Jason pumped his seed into her. He grunted and groaned. His penis spewed, and then it was done. He rolled off her and gasped. “Oh, baby. That was great!”

“Yes, it was.” For you, dolt.

Soon Jason was snoring. Happy as a clam. Sated. His testicles empty.

Lana lay in the darkness and sighed. Another sleepless night. Oh, she would drift off in an hour or so, but…there had to be a better way.

Jason was happy. He used her for his pleasure, got his rocks off, and she was left to…stew.

She slid out of bed, pulled on a negligee, and slipped out of the room. She went into the kitchen and reached into the cupboard over the fridge. She took down a bottle of bourbon and unscrewed the top. Then she grabbed a glass, scooped up some ice, and poured half a glass of bourbon.

She looked at the fridge and wished for Coke, but there was too much caffeine in Coke, and she didn’t want to be awake any longer than she had to.

Holding the half full glass she went out on the patio and sat in a lounge chair. She sighed and looked up at the stars.

She found the Seven Sisters of Pleiades. She sipped. She searched for the North Star. Her pussy was moist with want. It was an itch and it needed scratching. She had been married for three years, and it had been fun in the beginning, but Jason was busy with his work and was sort of obtuse when it came to sex.

Wham, bam, thank you ma’am. And he probably thought he was satisfying her. But the reality was that night after night she ended up watching late night TV, sitting outside and drinking, and sometimes diddling herself off.

She frowned. This wasn’t right. There was something wrong with this picture. She should be getting the pleasure. She was making most of the money, and that was okay with her, but she should be getting something else, too. She should be getting her rocks off.

She used to get her rocks off. A lot. Of course she was young then, and rude, and hadn’t learned to get along with people. The result was that she demanded…and she got.

She sighed, and stretched her hand out to place her drink on the side table…and the glass didn’t touch the wrought iron table. It landed on something flat. She turned her face and saw the laptop.

What the heck was it doing out here? Jason must have forgotten it.

She picked up the computer and opened it. She typed in ‘What if your husband doesn’t satisfy you?’

She didn’t expect any kind of an answer. She was just venting her frustration by harmless typing. The computer wouldn’t have any idea of what to do with such a question. She was surprised then when answers popped up. She tilted the computer and began reading.

24 things to do when your husband doesn't satisfy you in bed

What followed was a list of things you should do for your husband. It included such things as ‘Praise his penis,’ ‘Build friendship and non-sexual intimacy,’ ‘Avoid masturbation,’ and down the list was her favorite, ‘Learn to help him relax and hold an erection.’

She snorted and close the laptop. It was all about pleasing him. And, sure, one has to contribute, but there came a time when it had to be about her.

She sighed. She thought about another drink. She decided to have the drink. She made another one, came back and opened the computer again.

She opened it and typed in ‘women’s porn.’ Yeah, this ought to do it. This should get her juiced up. What came up were 2,730,000,000 results in 0.34 seconds. She clicked on the first porn site and saw Lesbians and men eating out women. Then fucking the women and…it was the same as men’s porn.

Irritated, she clicked on the second porn site, pornhub. Again, Lesbians and men eating pussy and…it was the same as male porn.

Oh, there were a few other things, women spanking men, men wearing chastity tubes—which was very interesting—but…same old same old for the most part.

So why were the porns, male and female, billed separately when they were the same?

She frowned and thought about it, but it didn’t make sense, probably just marketing, and she googled, ‘How do you bend a man to your will.’ She wound up with an article with seven things you should do. Four of the items were the same old propaganda. ‘Be encouraging and supportive.’ Fine, but how does that get your pussy thrilled?

Then she came across three items that were spot on.

‘Stick to your rules and don’t bend.’

‘Hold out where sex is concerned.’

And ‘Make him feel guilty.’

She blinked. And smiled. Okay. Now this is the stuff. She began to hunt through the internet. There was so much garbage there, so much stupidity, but by using common sense and knowing what it was she really wanted, she came up with a score of rules to implement, which meant to live by, and a plan.

Four in the morning she went to bed. And for the first time in three years she slept peacefully.

She had a plan.

“Wake up, sleepy head!” Jason opened the blinds and light flooded the room.

Surprisingly, Lana woke right up. She smiled. She turned over and looked at Jason. He was a stud. Five foot ten, 160 pounds. Good musculature and a handsome face. just the kind of person she wanted to own.

“Time to see to some garage sales. Get your butt in gear.”

Lana rolled over, snuggled her head down and said, “Eat me.”

Jason blinked. “What?”
“I need my pussy cleaned. You dirtied it up last night, and now you must clean it.”

He laughed. “You want me to perform cunnilingus on you? Now? After cumming in you last night? You haven’t showered or anything.”

“So? You made a mess, you clean it up.”

He laughed and walked out of the room.

He would have been surprised at the smile on her face.

She rolled out of bed and headed for the shower. She cleaned herself out, shampooed her hair and conditioned it, and treated herself to sweet smelling soap.

“Hey! Let’s go!”

“In a minute,” she yelled back.

She dried, put on a mauve skirt and tied the corners of a short shirt in front of her belly. A little make up, a brush through her hair, and she darted out to the car.

“Sheesh, take your time,” he groused.

Lana smiled and plopped into her seat. “Got to look beautiful,” she said.

Jason drove the streets looking for garage sales. He liked to look for collector’s items. Things like comics, baseball cards, and so on.

Lana liked to look for deals on shoes, dresses, and things she could sell on Ebay. Even a knock off could bring in pretty good bucks if she was patient.

“So you don’t like to eat me out anymore,” she said, as she watched for signs on street corners.

He looked at her. “What’s with this interest in me eating your pussy?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s just that I didn’t cum last night and I was real horny. I was sort of hoping that you would take care of me, but I understand that you’re not ‘up to it.’

“You should have told me last night when I was in the mood. I would have gotten you off.”

“Are you kidding? Do you know how fast you go to sleep after squirting?”

“Well, you have to tell me these things.”

“That’s all right. I jacked off.”

“What?”

“Jacked off. Masturbated. Some girls call it ‘jilling off.’ Whatever. I did it in the shower and now I’m not too horny.

Jason didn’t say anything.

Lana, however, remembering all the things she had read the night before on the net surreptitiously glanced at his crotch. He had a bulge.

She put on her sunglasses, tied a scarf over her hair, and concealed a grin. Take that, bozo butt.

They found a garage sale on Lincoln Street, and it was a big one. The garage was filled, and the driveway had tables all the way out to the street. Jason picked over a table of tools, and Lana scrutinized racks of clothes, picked up four pairs of shoes—sneakers went good on Ebay—and a wrist watch.

Lana walked up to the table where the old lady who took the money was. She was watching Jason out of the corner of her eye, and when he was looking at her she said the to old lady, “I was looking at the picture of the elephants, but it’s too big. You don’t have one a smidge smaller?” She held up her fingers, an inch apart, and looked at Jason and laughed.

The old lady looked to where Lana was looking, glanced at Jason, and said. “No.” She was puzzled. It was a weird question.

“I guess it’s dumb, huh, to ask for smaller elephants.” She laughed louder.

Jason watched and was frozen. The old lady grinned. She figured Lana was either drunk or stupid.

Later, in the car, Jason asked, “What were you talking to that old lady about?”

“Little elephants.” She laughed.

Jason was messed now. She had been looking right at him, laughing, and holding her fingers up like…like she was describing his penis. but what could he say?

Lana just kept her smile to herself.

They found a few more garage sales, and then they headed for home.

They hadn’t driven but a mile when Lana reached under her skirt and started rubbing her pussy.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he chuckled.

“Getting off.” Lana rubbed her pussy, and one hand went to her breast and played with the nipple.

“Hey! People can see what you’re doing!”

“So let them play with themselves.”

“Lana!”

“Oh, okay. But you’ll be sorry. When a woman wants sex and the man isn’t capable…” she shook her head.

Jason drove, and kept glancing at her.

Lana merely sat and enjoyed the breeze. According to what she had read on the internet Jason should be going crazy.

He would be wondering if she really had been talking about his cock with that old lady. And he would be wondering why she was playing with herself, and underneath it all was the little niggle that maybe he hadn’t satisfied her. And that went right to the heart of a man.

They arrived home and Lana headed right for the bedroom. She locked herself in the bathroom and turned on the vibrator.

Jason came back, as she knew he would, and he stood outside the bathroom and listened to the buzz of the machine between her legs.

“Lana?”

She turned off the vibrator and stifled a snicker. “What?”

“Are you all right.”

“Of course I am!” She managed to sound irritated, waited a moment, then turned on the vibrator. Damn, it felt good. She was pretty damned horny. She hadn’t cum the night before, and all the stuff she had watched on the internet had horned her up.

“What’s that buzzing?”

“It’s my toothbrush! Do you mind?”

She was trying hard not to laugh and she pushed the vibrator half into herself and suddenly it wasn’t a laughing matter.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered.

“Honey?”

“Will you go away?” And now she was irritated. She wanted to get herself off.

Jason stopped talking, but she knew he wasn’t leaving. he was listening.

She turned the vibrator on and went back to jacking herself. Within a minute she was moaning, and she didn’t try to keep quiet.

Jason was a heavy presence on the other side of the door.

“Fuck!” she blurted. Fuck…fuck! Oh,God!” She came hard. Her pussy clamped down on the vibrator and literally ejected it from her pussy. She collapsed back against the tank of the toilet and just took deep breaths.

After a minute she stood up and adjusted her clothes and dried her armpits, then walked out of the bathroom. Jason was sitting on the bed.

“Hey, babe,” she chirped.

He leaped to his feet and followed her down the hallway. “Were you jacking off?”

She turned and patted his cheek, “Honey, that’s for women who don’t have men, or who aren’t satisfied, or something.” She continued towards the kitchen.

He followed her. “You know, if I haven’t satisfied you you just have to let me know. I can make you cum.”

“No need now.”

He grabbed her shoulder and turned her around. “Look, you can’t shut me out like this.”

She frowned and pried his fingers off her shoulder. “Do you mind?”

“Sorry, it’s just that…we have to talk.”

“About what?” She entered the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. “She looked up at him. “Drink?”

“No. If I haven’t pleased you in bed then you have to let me know.”

Lana was actually surprised. She had followed a script, literally, and he was already coming apart, just like it said on the internet. She pursed her lips and considered him. “Look, there’s no problem.”

“But I just heard you masturbating in the bathroom!”

“You’ve never masturbated?”

“Well, sure. But not since I got married.”

“Hunh,” she walked past him, through the living room and out to the patio. He followed along like a lap dog.

“Lana!” His voice was a degree short of a whine. “We need to talk!”

She placed her wine glass on the patio table and began taking her blouse off. “We did talk. Nothing let to say.” She unfastened her bra and her breasts flopped out. He stared at them, and she had to control herself again.

He had cum the night before, he wouldn’t be able to cum for a day, but all that meant was that she could tease him.

She grabbed his hands and flipped her arms. Her arms were in the bra straps and then the bra was flipped onto his arms. He looked at the garment and blinked. She raised her hands and the bra slid up his arms. She let go of his arms and arranged the straps on his shoulders. She suddenly hugged him.

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” she responded as she reached behind him and fastened the bra. Her breasts pressed against him, big and warm. Her nipples were getting hard from all this teasing and manipulating.

“What the fuck?” he said when she stepped away, a big grin on her face. “What is this?”

“Men who don’t satisfy their women aren’t really men, so I thought…” she shrugged.

“Well, get it off me!” He reached behind, but lacked the flexibility to work the catch.

She shimmied out of her skirt, then thumb hooked her panties and stepped out of them.

“Lana?” He was tilting his shoulders and trying to get out of the bra.

Lana turned to him. Naked, she was magnificent. Her breasts thrust out, her nipples grazed his, her face was six inches away from his and her lips looked moist. “I like you in a bra, and look…” she felt his dick. It was hard in his pants. “You like it, too.”

“I do not!” He looked almost ready to cry.

“Yes, you do. Now, leave it on and come swimming with me. Maybe we can get horny and fuck.” She wasn’t just feeling him now, she was stroking him, and he was responding. Just because he had cum the night before didn’t mean his male testosterone wasn’t trying to rise to the challenge.

She grinned, and jumped into the pool.

Jason stared at her, then tried to wiggle out of the bra again. After a minute he realized that he couldn’t do it. He stopped struggling and stared at Lana swimming in the pool. She was doing the Australian crawl back and forth, taking full strokes, her large breasts coming half out of the water as she turned from side to side.

“Oh, crap,” he muttered.

He could go get some scissors and cut the damn thing off, or he could just jump in the pool. He turned and went back into the house.

Lana was aware that he had left, and she frowned. She had thought he would jump in the pool, the opinions on the internet were that he would do anything for her, and that meant jumping in the pool.

A minute passed, and she was sad at her failure, then he came back outside. Still in the bra, but holding a big glass of bourbon.

“Oh, look at you! All sexy and everything!” She yelled out.

He took a big glug, placed the glass next to her wine spritzer, then did a can opener, splashing water twenty feet high.

They swam and played then, and Lana kept swimming up to him and snapping the back of the bra. “You are incredible!” she said, then she kissed him and grabbed his penis and stroked it.

An hour later, a little drunk and greatly horny, they climbed out of the pool and lay down on one of the lounges. Jason, still in a bra, was on top at first, but after a minute Lana struggled out from under him and pushed him and climbed on top.

“I’m in charge, bitch,” she laughed, and she settled down over his hard cock.

Jason was too drunk to care. Heck, he was getting fucked, who cared who was on top?

Lana rode him gently, rocking back and forth, feeling his penis deep inside her. “Oh, yeah. This is how you fuck, lover.”

For a long minute they were like that, then Lana leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest, and put her hands over his wrists. Holding him down she said, “I think I can cum, but I want you to do something for me.”

“Yeah?”

“Go get my vibrator. Bottom drawer.”

She got off him. He was so damned horny he couldn’t think straight. He didn’t realize that she had taken charge and that he was being the submissive. He got up and ran into the house, clad in the bra and his cock waving. A moment later he returned. He handed her the vibrator and started to push her back on the lounge.

“Hold on, bozo. You can’t fuck me and use the vibrator. Back on the bottom for you.”

Jason didn’t think twice. He just lay down and she climbed back on top of him. Once again his dick slithered into her depths and she groaned. “Oh, this is good. I should always be on top.” She put the vibrator to her pussy and turned it on.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered.

Jason kept thrusting up. Watching her was totally exciting. What was also exciting was the facet that he felt like he might actually be able to cum. He tried to lurch a bit and move her, but she braced herself and stayed on top.

“Let me do the driving,” he protested.

“You’re fine where you are, my little dick toter.”

Now he was getting frustrated. He wanted to be on top, he wanted to take control again, and he had no idea how Lana was manipulating him.

Suddenly she jerked and lurched and her pussy started spasming. “Oh…yes…yes…” She placed one hand on his chest to balance herself and kept rubbing her clitoris with the vibrator.

Jason watched in awe as she went over the top. He moved his head up and sucked her tit, but she pushed him back down, gave a few shivers, then sighed and collapsed on him.

“Let me up,” he said.

“Nope,” she sighed. She was amazed. She had just cum twice in an hour. And she felt powerful. And she felt that taking charge like she had, teasing him like she had, had empowered her.

“Honey, I can get off if you’ll just let me be on top.”

“Jason, don’t be selfish! Let me enjoy my cum.”

“Enjoy it! But let me have one, too.”

She placed her hand over his mouth and smiled. “You’re fine. You just came last night, and you owe me one.”

“What do you mean I owe you one?”

“You came and left me high and dry. Maybe I should leave you high and dry now.”

“No! You can’t do that?” He was whining, begging, trying to wiggle out.

Suddenly Lana pushed up, then stood up. She frowned at him. “Gosh, Jason, I was feeling so good. Why do you have to be like this?”

She swung her leg over him and walked back into the house. Jason just stared after her. His cock was bright red and glistening. WTF?

Jason came in and Lana was in the shower, shampooing her hair and shaving her legs and taking her time.

He sat on the bed for a while, then, the bathroom door being locked, he headed for the shower in the guest room.

Lana felt the water pressure change and knew he was showering. She quickly finished up, then dried and dressed. When Jason came up the hallway she was pulling a cut off sweat shirt over her head. It left her midriff bare and her breasts were high and pushing out. She was wearing culottes and high heels, which showed off her legs and yet to fuck her wouldn’t be just a matter of lifting her skirt.

“Hey, lover,” she smiled.

Jason looked like he wanted to say something, but he kept his mouth shut.

Lana went to him, patted his face, kissed him tenderly and said, “We need to do that more often?”

“Have sex? Not unless I get to cum.”

She stepped back and frowned. “I don’t believe you.”

“I’m so horny!”

“You just came last night and you want to pull this crap on me.”

“Well, I need to cum!”

She snapped, “Not unless I cum.”

“What?”

“That’s what you just said, and what’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. Besides, how many times have you cum and not brought me along?”

“Well, I…” he was confused by her confrontational manner.

“So I figure you have cum three times a week.”

Then Jason did something real stupid. “More life five,” and he grinned. He was just trying to lighten the situation up, and he was manly proud, but he didn’t realize he was digging his own grave.

“Okay, five times a week to one time a week. So you get to cum one time for every five of mine.”

“What!” he squeaked.

“Starting with our next bit of lovemaking. Today doesn’t count.”

“Honey! What are you doing? Where is all this coming from?”

“From my horny, little pussy, dear. It’s time we leveled the playing field and I got as much as I’ve been putting out.”

“This is ridiculous,” he snapped.

“Are you rally going to get mad at me? Just because I want equal time?”

He was mad. Mostly, he was frustrated, but that translated into a light bit of anger.

“You are.”

“I am not!”

Lana narrowed her eyes. “Okay. I wasn’t going to do this…I was going to let it pass. But you have to give me equal cums for the last three years.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Three years is 150 weeks time five times a week…you owe me 750 orgasms.”

He stared. He was not so drunk now, and it began to seep in that this was actually happening. Ashen, he whispered, “You can’t do that.”

“I can’t? Why not? Do you own my pussy? Mr. Male Chauvinistic Pig!?”

“But this is ridiculous.”

“It’s ridiculous that I want to be treated like a real person and not such some sex object for you to take out your frustrations on?”

“I never took any frustrations—“ but she had turned and was walking away.

He followed her, whining and begging, and she suddenly turned around and hugged him. She was so fierce his head actually backed up a couple of inches.

“Honey, I’ve made up my mind, so it’s happening. And I’m not going to be mad about it. I suggest that you get over your little tizzy fit before I start adding penalties.”

“Penalties?”

“Absolutely. We could double or even triple the amount of orgasms before you cum again.”

“This isn’t happening. We’re married.”

“Of course we are, but I’ve decided marriage shouldn’t be just for the man. We’re going to share chores around here from here on out. And you’re going to give me squirts, lots of squirts.”

“And I’ll play with you and keep you on edge all the time. Who knows, maybe I’ll even give you a mercy fuck or two. I don’t want your balls to pop or something out of neglect.” She giggled.

Jason just kept shaking his head. He had woken up this morning and life had been good. Now his wife was going insane.

“But I’m going to be doing the major cumming around here. And, so help me, if I do let you cum in me…you will eat me out afterwards.

“But…you…I…”

She kissed him, hard, and she felt his penis. “Mmm, nice.”

Then she turned and headed for the kitchen. “Come on, you can do your fair share in the kitchen.”

Jason followed along, and he felt like he wasn’t even in his body. He staggered, was stiff legged, trying to figure out her changing moods and the things she was saying.

“Let’s have spaghetti tonight. Get a pot out and add water and noodles. A cup of water and a handful of the angel hair.”

Lana opened the pantry and took out a jar of sauce. She got out plates and turned to place them on the table.

Jason stood there, blinking, wanting to talk.

“Jason, get to work!”

“But, honey, we have to talk about this.” He was drowning. He had lost control.

“Of course we do. And we can talk during dinner. We can talk about which chores you should do, and what clothes you should wear.”

“What clothes?” His voice sounded removed, high, and confused.

“Of course. I dress to please you, it’s only right that you dress to please me.”

“How would I dress to please you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ll think about it. But I certainly liked you in that bra.”

Jason stood silent, and Lana could see that he was getting overloaded. It was time to scale back a bit. It was time to give him some carrots.

She stepped forward and put her arms around him. “Honey, have I told you how sexy you are?” She kissed him, and actually pushed him back and over a bit, so that she was in control and he was bending back in her arms.

She straightened up and said, “Wow. It always amazes me how delicious your lips are.” How will you like it when I put lipstick on them? she thought.

He blinked.

“Now come on, let’s do the spaghetti thing.”

She led him by the hand to the sink. She put a pot in his hand and said, “A cup of water. I’ll get the noodles for you.”

He managed to put water in the pot. He was mumbling a bit, but she put the bundle of angel hair in his hand and said, “Now just put it in the pan. No…don’t break it. We need the noodles to be long so we can look each other in the eye and slurp them in. Just like long blow jobs. Of course you’ll be sucking my hole and not a dick, I presume.”

Jason stared at her.

“Okay, honey, I got the dishes out. Go set the table. That’s right. Make everything neat.”

She smiled and poured the sauce into another pot and set it to simmer.

He set the table and they had nothing to do while the spaghetti heated up. She undid his pants and knelt and took his hard cock in her mouth.

He sighed, finally figured out that she was just kidding. Man, she really had him going there. He had thought she was really serious.

She patted his balls, making him groan. Not enough to hurt, just enough make him think it would hurt, and yet she knew it felt so good.

Then she stood up and his mouth opened.

“Okay, honey, it’s almost time to suck those noodles.”

“But…”

She drained the spaghetti and put it in a bowl, then she added the sauce and stirred.

“You should watch carefully. I won’t always be around to train you.”

He totally missed the ‘training’ comment.

Then they sat down and began eating. She was hungry, having cum, but he was still thinking of cumming.

After a few bites she looked up at him, then giggled. “Come on, honey. Chew your food.”

Dutifully, confused, perplexed, puzzled, not understanding…he ate his spaghetti.


PART TWO

Time passes. It really does, but not much time passed before Lana picked up the game and started pushing.

“Honey? Where’s my underwear?” Jason stared into his top dresser drawer. It was empty.

Lana came over and looked and marveled. “Those damned panty thieves! They’ve done it again.

It was the next morning and Jason wanted to get to work. He tilted his head and looked at her. “Seriously?” He worked on the computer in the house, but he liked to be fully dressed. He wasn’t one of these guys that liked to slouch around in PJs. He liked to be professional even though he was just posting products on Ebay.

“Hey, don’t look at me. I’ve still got my underwear.”

“You just don’t have any of it on.”

She was rather attractive, standing in the bedroom all naked. And she had such an innocent expression on his face.

“Lana, you can’t do this to me.”

“Do what? Do I have your underwear?”

“But where did you put it?”

“I didn’t touch it. I’m in as much mystery as you.”

“Right. There’s only two people in this house, nobody else, and I didn’t remove my underwear, so who does that leave?”

“Where’s your proof? That’s all logic and circumstances evidence.”

“Circumstantial.”

“Yeah, that.”

“Look. I don’t want to go commando. Please tell me where my under wear is.”

“I don’t know, but I’ll tell you what I’ll do…you can wear mine.”

“What? I can’t wear your underwear!”

“Why not? It’s stretchy, won’t have a pouch for your little thingie, but—”

“Little?” he growled.

“Okay, moderate-sized. But I think you’ll find my panties rather comfortable.”

“I don’t want to wear your panties!”

“Then go commando. Or…” She giggled and held up a pair of white panties.

He snatched them out of her hand and began putting them on.

“But that’s my last pair of white panties. I have some wonderful pink panties, though.”

He just made a snarling sound, and pulled the panties up.

She was right, the panties were stretchy. He adjusted his cock so it pointed down and it felt a little…weird, cool, tight, made him horny.

As if he wasn’t horny enough already.

Lana moved her body against him, pressed her big tits against him, placed her hand on his package and said, “Oh, that is sexy. You’re going to have to do this every day.”

“I’m not wearing women’s panties!”

“Okay. But seeing you in panties makes me really wet.”

“Wet or not, I’ll pick up some BVDs on the way home.”

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“Not with panty thieves on the loose. Why, they’re liable to steal every pair of tighty whiteys you get. Better just stick with what works.”

“Lana,” he grabbed her arms, “You can’t do this to me.”

“Ow!”

He quickly let go. “I’m sorry!”

“Just because you don’t get your way you hurt me.”

“No! I didn’t mean to hurt you! I just…I need underwear!”

“You’re wearing underwear,” she sniffed.

He heaved a sigh of frustration. “That’’s not…just stop it! Okay?”

“Stop going to bed with you? Stop touching your dick? Stop sucking on it? Oh, I know…you want me to stop fucking you.”

“Argh!”

A half hour later Jason was on his way to the office. He took six steps down the hallway and turned left into the computer room.

Lana was already there. She had earphones on and was typing madly. She was wearing a half bra under her chemise, a pair of panties, and smelled good.

Fuck! Jason sat down at his computer station and tried to work.

They worked for a couple of hours, not talking, listening to their own music on their earphones, and put up products. Lana seemed to be focused, but Jason was anything but. He would be getting into his routine, exploring prices, setting his own, looking at statistics, and suddenly he would be feeling his dick trying to rise. It could rise up a little under the stretchy panties, but then it seemed to lose energy. It could get hard, but it couldn’t fight the confines of the material and went down, only to rise again. And again and again.

Jason kept sighing, and adjusting himself, and trying to get into his work.

Lana didn’t have that problem. She finished her daily tasks and began putting items in boxes and slapping on labels. She was almost done with her packaging when Jason finally sighed and pushed back from the computer. He was muttering as he took off the earphones and placed them next to his computer.

“Better hurry up. Time to head for the post office.”

“I will,” he groused.

But he was slow in packaging, too.

Lana snickered as he kept adjusting his panties. Then she said in a no nonsense tone: “If you’d stop playing with yourself you might get your work done.”

His eyes opened, but he said nothing.

She sat down and watched, a small smile on her face. Then she turned and ordered a few items off the internet.

Finally, he was done. They loaded up the car and walked back into the house. They only went to the post office on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. They only worked on the computers and packaged on Monday, Wednesday and Friday. They started at seven in the morning every day and were usually done by noon.

And ready to party. Have sex. Go out to restaurants. Have sex. Go to the movies. Have sex. And have sex.

So when Jason went to the bedroom and started undressing, Lana was nowhere to be seen.

He walked, naked, out to the kitchen, and saw her car head down the street.

He grabbed his cell and tapped her number.

“Hey, babe.”

“Where you going?”

“I want to go see some girlfriends today.”

“But…we usually have sex!”

“Oh, honey. You don’t need that stuff anymore. But if you want to play with yourself I’ll understand.”

He hung up, cursed, and looked down at his weenie. It was standing out like a flagpole. It throbbed and he felt the dull thud of blood deep in his groin.

Damn it,” he said, “I’ll do it! See what she thinks about that!”

He turned on the computer and googled for porn, and his eyes about dropped out of his head.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

Safe search? To make sure no kid saw porn? But he was no kid! He snarled and wanted to pick up the keyboard and smash it, but he managed not to. It wasn’t the computer’s fault somebody turned the stupid ‘safe search’ on.

He went into the controls to turn the safe search off, and the computer said:

Enter password

He did, and the computer said:

Enter password

Son of a bitch. He tried it again and again. He looked up his password, but the computer…and it hit him. Lana had done this. She had blocked him from porn.

He wheeled his swivel to her station and powered up her computer.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

He cursed. He got out the laptop.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

He used the iPad.

Safe search has been turned on for this computer.

Jason actually howled in frustration. He looked at his penis. His penis stood out, red and pulsing.

All he needed was a little porn and he could jack off to buxom beauties. But Lana had stymied him.

The next hour was pure frustration. He had a hard dick and nowhere to put it. He swam for a while. He rode his bike for a couple of miles. He watched TV.

But no matter what he did his attention was brought back to his throbbing cock.

Finally, Lana rolled into the driveway. She got out of the car, grabbed some bags, and strolled into the house.

“Where have you been?”

She stopped and stared at Jason. “Where have you been, honey. I missed you.” She spoke in sweet tones, deliberately contradicting his rage, but her voice was straight out of the ice box.

He said in mock sweetness. “Where have you been, honey, and why did you turn on the safe search, honey, and—“

“You actually went looking for porn?”

“Damn right I did! If my wife isn’t going to love me I need to get some somewhere.”

“Sit down,” she said.

He sat, his face unhappy, his mouth in a frown.

She poured him a drink, and herself one, and sat down across from him.

“Jason, your semen is community property. It is no longer solely yours. You gave that up when we got married.”

“That’s bullshit!”

“I have decided that you shouldn’t be wasting our energy, our sperm, for personal gratification.”

Victim to his emotional ups and downs, he now begged, “But I’ve got to have sex! You can’t keep depriving me! The male body works on testosterone, and…I need…I need…” he trailed off.

“I understand that. But think about it. When you get a picture of some woman in your head and you shoot your seed because of her, then you are being untrue to me. You are betraying our marriage vows.”

Jason was bubbling over with half thoughts and frustration, but Lana held up her hand.

“But I do understand your problem, and I am willing to help you out.”

“You are?” His eyes were half crazed with desire.

“Absolutely. You’re my husband and I love you. So if you use this I will give you ten strokes.”

She reached into the bag and brought out a silver and blue bottle with a blue stripe around the middle. Jason stared at it, and he breathed, “Nair?”

“Hair is ugly, and I refuse to be married to an ugly man. You use this and I will give you ten strokes. I will make them good strokes. I will use my mouth and I will slap your balls…but if you don’t cum in ten strokes then…” she shrugged.

Jason thought about it. Ten strokes. And she was good with her hands. Could he cum in ten strokes?

“Make it twenty strokes.”

“Oh, no. That would be too easy.”

“Okay, then eighteen.”

They went back and forth, and Lana finally agreed on fifteen. Fifteen strokes to paradise…or to a worse hell.

He was convinced he could do it.

She was convinced he couldn’t. But she actually was willing to give it her all, to make those fifteen strokes the best fifteen strokes in his life.

“Okay!”

She pushed the bottle to him and he stood up and headed for the bathroom.

Jason lathered up, managed to get the goop on the hard to reach areas, rubbed the stuff into his groin, and waited. After fifteen minutes he felt his skin getting hot so he jumped into the shower. Five minutes after that he stepped out, bald as a baby’s butt. He dried off, then, with his cock waggling happily, he strode back out to the kitchen.

Lana smiled. A bald dick looked like a bigger dick. “Now that is one sexy stud,” she cooed.

“I’m ready for my fifteen strokes.”

“Did I say fifteen?”

He totally caved in. “But you…but you…”

Lana laughed. “I’m just teasing. Where would you like to receive your punishment?”

“In the bedroom.”

“You got it.” She grabbed his cock on the way past and pulled him down the hallway.

Inside the bedroom he lay down and put his arms behind his head and grinned.

Lana took her clothes off.

“Wow! Are we going to fuck?”

“Nope.”

He looked crestfallen.

“But I will be your little porn star. You can lust after my tits, you can feel my pussy brushing against your skin. You let your imagination run wild as I stroke you.

She sat on the edge of the bed and poured a dollop of lubricant on his pecker. His pecker jerked back and forth and she grabbed it. She rolled her hands around the head and greased it up, then spread the oil down his shaft.

He stared at her bare boobs hanging over his groin and gulped. God, was he horny!

“Okay, lover, here we go.”

She sucked on the head for about ten seconds, when she moved back her lips were glistening with lube. She began her first stroke. She used both hands and twisted them around his shaft as she went down and up.

“Oh, fuck!”

Another stroke. Taking her time, wringing his dick out with up and down twisty motions, her fingers squeezing and pulling. When she reached the bottom she gave his balls a little smack and he jerked.

After five strokes he was hard. Real hard.

By ten strokes he was gasping. He was close. Real close. He gripped the sheets and squeezed them in fists.

She sucked on his head as she stroked him, eleven…and twelve.

“Oh, fuck…oh fuck!” he was close. he was so very close.

She stroked him again. Thirteen, sucking on his cock, slapping his balls.

He jerked and he whimpered, and he thought he could feel that little switch deep inside, just about ready to click on, just about ready to send the surge of semen up his shaft.

Fourteen.

Almost…almost…almost…

Fifteen, and she took her hands off him.

Jason gasped. His body was shaking with effort, twitching uncontrollably. “Please! Please!”

But Lana just stood up and wiped her hands.

“You’ve got to…”

“You wouldn’t respect me if I didn’t keep my word.”

“I’d respect you, and I am so close.”

“So close, eh?”

“I am! Oh, come on, Lana!” He was begging. No shame, no self respect, begging. Exactly how she wanted him.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You put on nylons and garters, to go with your beautiful legs, and I’ll give you ten strokes.”

His face broke out in a grin and he asked, “Where? What nylons?”

She reached into a bag and handed him a garter belt and nylons. And she was sorry she hadn’t asked him to paint his toenails, too. He was that eager.

He put the garter belt around his waist, then sat down on the bed and  began rolling the nylons up his legs.

“Wow, you look like you know what you’re doing. Have you worn nylons before?”

“Oh, no,” he said, attaching the clasps to the top of one nylon. “I’ve just watched you do it.

He rolled the nylons up the other leg. His cock was throbbing and almost purple. While he fastened the nylons a little drop formed at the tip of his cock. He was actually pre-cumming!

“Okay, honey, let me see you.”

He stood in the middle of the bedroom and turned around. Naked, except for the nylons, he was a sight to see. His cock was jutting and his hips actually twitched a little. Lana wondered if he would be able to squirt this time.

“Okay, baby, lay down. I think I love you.”

He lay down and she juiced up her hands. She stood over him, staring at his panty clad legs, the way his cock bounced. Damn, He was going to make it!

Pity, he was making her hot. Seeing him like this, so eager to please, a virtual fem boy dedicated to her…she felt her pussy grow moist.

“Okay, baby. Ten strokes. Here we go.”

She gave him the first few strokes. He groaned as her hands circled and pumped. His cock was hard as she had ever seen it. By five strokes he was on the edge, grunting and moaning and thrusting his hips up into her hands.

“Yeah, baby. You can do it…”

Six and seven, he was almost crying as she spanked his balls and then pinched his nipples.

“Oh, fuck!”

His face was purple, and little drops of pre-cum were leaking out of the head of his cock.

Eight, then nine. He was straining. His whole body was tight and his crotch was pulsing.

Ten…and she let go.

A single drop came out, slid down the underside of his dick.

“Oh, look at that,” she said, as he strained and thrust his hips and put his whole soul into squirting.

But it was only one drop.

He finally sagged back and cried. Actual tears.

“Oh, please. Please. I can do it.”

Lana watched him, smiled. “Sorry, honey, but a deal’s a deal. Maybe we can…”

“What do I have to do for five more strokes?”

Oh, Lord! This was too good. “I’ll give you a choice. A bra, or paint your toe nails.”

“But stroke me now! Don’t let me cool down.”

“Okay. You promise I can do your nails, or you’ll wear a bra, and I’ll give you five strokes. Right now.”

Sobbing, he thought, bra or toenails?

He had worn a bra, no big deal, but he wouldn’t be able to go out, and he knew she was going to want to go out to dinner. But nobody would be able to tell if he had nail polish on his toes.

“Nail polish,” he blurted.

She grabbed his cock with both hands and started to swirl up the shaft. He gasped. His cock was on fire, his balls were tight. His nipples felt like teeny, weeny, little rockets.

“One…”

His eyes bulged.

“Two…”

She stroked and he arched up off the bed.

“Three…”

“FUCK!” he squirted. It was a big, massive squirt. It shot across the room eight feet. Landed on the carpet.

And, squirt, squirt…squirt…squirt…dribble…drool.

He sagged back and put an arm over his eyes. “Oh, God! I can’t believe it.”

Lana smiled, she moved up next to him and laid on the bed. “Very good, honey.” She touched his cheek with her left hand.

“Mmm.”

Then she touched his mouth with her right hand. He smiled, instinctively gulped, then sat up. “Ach! What did you…”

Lana was chuckling. “Just getting you used to the taste of sperm. Remember? I said you had to eat me out after you fucked me. You didn’t fuck me, but you fucked my hand, so…”

“Ach! Phoo!” he tried to clear the taste out of his mouth, even as he realized there wasn’t much taste to his cum. “That wasn’t fair.”

“All’s fair in love and war, honey.” She laughed and went into the bathroom and washed the goo of her hands. “And remember, next time I expect you to eat cheerfully. Lots of protein in this stuff.”

“I don’t care! I’m not eating my cum out of your pussy.”

“Too bad. I guess you aren’t going to get to cum.”

“They went to dinner that night, and Lana was cheerful and happy. Jason was sort of dour. He kept imagining the taste of cum whenever he took a bite. What was worse was he was sporting red toenail polish on his tootsies, nylons and garter and panties. Damn. If this kept up he was going to be wearing the damned bra, too!

The next couple of days were fairly sedate. Jason wore panties, but not the nylons and garters. And he still had red toenails. Lana refused to show him how to take the polish off.

By the second day Jason was starting to get horny again. He was used to sex five days a week, but now he was trying to talk himself  down. He didn’t want to get horny. He didn’t want to fall victim to Lana’s subterfuges. He knew that the next bout would result in more clothes. A bra. Or maybe actual fingernail polish.

But, no matter how much he wished he wasn’t victim to his testosterone, he was. By the third day he was glancing at Lana, appreciating her boobs, and his dick was getting harder and harder.

Lana, for her part, walked around naked, or with her boobs hanging out, and took advantage of every occasion to grope him, kiss him, stroke him.

On the fifth day he whimpered, “I need sex.”

“And what are you willing to offer for it?”

“I’ll wear the panties and the garter and the nylons. My toenails are already made up.”

“That’s yesterday’s news.”

He stared at her. His cock was rock hard, bulging in his panties. “Please, don’t make me do this.”

“Honey, nobody is making you do a thing. Besides, sex is entirely over rated.” She didn’t admit that she had been using her vibrator daily, that seeing him crumble was having an effect on her libido.

He slumped, and she knew he was about to turn away, go cry or something.

“I’ll tell you what. I’ve got one article of clothing for you to wear. Nothing else. No panties, no garter, I’ll even show you how to take off the nail polish.”

He tilted his head slightly and asked, “What’s the catch?”

“No catch. One article of clothing. It won’t even show.”

That was something to think about. One article of clothing? But it had to be something weird.

“What is this one article?”

“Agreement first.”

“But that’s not fair! How can I make a decision if I don’t have all the data?”

“Now, honey, you know that everything I’ve done has made you hornier and hornier. Do you think I’d go against that?”

“Well, uh…”

“And I’ll even make love to you.”

“What?” his voice squeaked in surprise. “Really?”

“Yep. I will pleasure you as you see fit. Of course if you don’t feel like it I understand, but…one juicy fuck, yours for the asking.”

Jason was a gone gosling. There was no way he could refuse that offer.

“And, I’ll even do you one better.”

“What?” he asked suspiciously.

“I’ll fuck you before you put on the one article.”

He blinked, then his eyes narrowed. “How do you know I won’t refuse after the fuck?”

“Because you are honorable and keep your word…and because if you don’t wear the one article I’m going to file for divorce.

Jason’s eyes almost fell out of his skull. “Are you serious?”

“As a heart attack. Or, we can continue negotiating. I’ve got lots of time.”

Jason licked his lips and tried to think, but thinking time was done. Whatever this thing was that he was supposed to wear…he would do it.

“Okay.”

Lana smiled and took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“What about me having to eat you out afterwards?”

“Suspended for one fuck.”

Jason followed her, stared at her ass, fell in love when she turned and smiled. In the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and turned to him. “Let me undress you.”

He stood there while she unbuttoned his shirt and peeled it back off his arms. She smiled up at him as she undid his buckle and zipper. She tugged his pants down and his cock was erect in his panties. It was all bent down, but once she pulled his panties down it sprang up hard. It was stiff, and he felt like he was going to float away. He hadn’t been inside Lana for more than a week, and he so badly wanted.

“Come on, lover, stop trembling.”

“But he couldn’t stop. He was so horny, and he needed this so bad, and to finally be given the keys to the kingdom….he couldn’t handle it.

Lana pushed him back on the bed, she bent to his groin and began sucking him. She kept her eyes raised and watching him as she licked and sucked and gobbled his head.

“Oh…oh…” he breathed, dazed.

“Would you like me to ride you? Or would you like to be on top? Or would you like to do it doggy fashion?”

“I, uh, don’t know.”

She climbed on top of him. He was so dazed he didn’t think of trying to regain control by being on top. Good for Lana. She perched over his weenie and began sliding down the shaft.

He gasped as his flesh was consumed by hers. His cock entered her, became part of her, then they were pubic to pubic, connected, and he started to cry.

“There, there,” she crooned as she began to twist on his lap.

But he couldn’t stop. He had been deprived for so long…and now he was home, where he belonged.

She fell forward a bit and he raised his head to suckle her. She cradled his head and kept pumping. He sucked on her nipples and was lost in the moment. He couldn’t think, he was too horny, all he could do was feel her velvet snatch and dig deep.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t dig deep for long. It was less than ten seconds before he felt the surge of urge in the deep down. He grunted, wished he could hold out, but it was too late. He groaned and his penis started to spit.

“Oh, God! God! Oh…please!”

His rod spurted baby batter into her and she relaxed and enjoyed it. She had used her vibrator so much she had no overriding need to cum.

He sagged and it was over. She patted his back and helped him roll off her.

“Okay, baby. Why don’t you just lay back and I’ll get you dressed.”

Man, that had been a great cum! Jason lay back and relaxed. After the frustration and desperation, he was tired.

Lana went into her closet for a minute,  and when she came back out Jason was actually asleep!

She snickered and opened up little box. She took out the ring and the tube and laid them on the bed. Working as gently as she could she placed the ring around his package. Then she slipped the tube over his cock. She pushed the two together and inserted a small padlock. Click. It was done.

Jason slept, and he had dreams. Running in a meadow, pretending he was a sheep and jumping over a fence. Whee! He soared over the fence. He felt so wonderful. He jumped over a boulder. Whee! He jumped over a tractor, over a tree, whee! Then he decided to jumped over a house.

“I wouldn’t do that,” Jason.

He looked over at Lana. She was standing with her arms folded, her breasts proudly displayed. She was smiling, but shaking her head.

“Look, honey! I’m a sheep filled with helium!

“I wouldn’t jump any more if I was you.”

“But honey—baaa!—why not? I can jump as high as I want!”

He pranced around her and kept making ‘baaa’ sounds.

“It’s like the old nursery rhyme.”

“What old nursery rhyme?” He jumped over a fence, sailed through the air and felt so carefree.”

Lana sang:

Mary had a little lamb

Jason jumped over a car…

she loved it very well,

Jason capered towards a house…

filled it up with gasoline

Jason leaped, soared higher and higher, was sailing over the roof…

and blew it all to…

“OW!” Jason felt like his dick had been torn off. He stopped sailing and fell to the earth. He lay there, and looked down. A wolf had eaten his penis…was eating his penis…had his big jaws around his manhood and…

Jason woke up to a terrible pain in his groin. He was naked on the bed and he looked down. He was wearing some crazy tube thing on his cock, and his cock was trying to get hard…it was a pee hard on…but…Jason jumped up and ran for the bathroom. He was holding the contraption, bent over, hurting.

He made it into the bathroom and stood and tried to pee, and drizzles of yellow liquid went in every direction.

Aghast, he spun and sat down. His pee began raining into the toilet and he sighed, and then panicked, and felt relief and…”LANA!”

He heard her coming down the hallway. She stepped to the door of the bathroom and looked in. “Hi, honey. Do you like your one article of clothing?”

“No! What is this! Take it off.”

“It’s a chastity tube, and that’s the one article of clothing I want you to wear.”

“I can do that!”

“But you promised?”

“But I can’t!”

“Too bad, so sad. I’ll be in the kitchen when you clean up this mess. How could you miss the toilet?” she giggled, and walked out of the bedroom.

Jason stared at his poor cock. It was inside the tube and trying to get harder. It didn’t hurt anymore, apparently it was having to pee that made it hurt. He lifted his balls. They were tight and glossy red. And though he had just come they felt full and…vulnerable.

He flushed put his junk in the sink and washed water over his package. Then he blotted with a towel and looked at the floor. Damn. Urine everywhere.

He got down and wiped up the mess.

Finally, he tossed the towel in the hamper and headed for the kitchen. He wanted to get dressed, but it was almost like he was afraid of getting dressed. To dress, to cover up his…his chastity thing…without getting it off…that signified some sort of acceptance. Snd he was never going to accept this thing.

Lana was sitting at the table, a tall glass of bourbon and Coke in front of her. He sat down opposite her and picked up his own glass. He drank it down in almost one gulp.

Lana smiled. “My, weren’t you the thirsty one. The bottle is on the sink if you want another.”

He did, and he poured over the ice cubes and added Coke. He sat down and glared at her.

“Take this thing off me.”

She opened a folder and held up a sheet of paper. “This will start the divorce proceedings.”

His eyes opened wide. “You don’t mean it.”

“Oh, yes. I do. We have a good life together, but you treat me like a servant. I do the laundry, I do the cooking, I clean the house, and I also do as much work as you, and even make more money doing it than you.”

He was silent for a minute, then, “But that is the way of the world! That’s the way things are! I mean, look, I can do a little more work, but to have me dress in panties and stuff? That’s not manly. Don’t you care what kind of a man I am?”

“That’s exactly why I’m doing this.”

He was totally perplexed by that statement.

“Look, honey, the way of the world is this: Houses are designed for male sized bodies. Doors, halls, everything is designed for a man. So are cars. Cars are designed for a six foot tall man. Whenever a woman gets in she has to adjust everything to make it work. Even medicine is based on men. Apparently women have too many hormones to make reliable test subjects, so they use men, and all medicine is geared for men and women are ‘by the way.’ Well, that is stopping. At least it is stopping where I’m concerned.”

“But you can’t blame me for how the world works?”

“Nope, but just like I have to adjust the seat in the car, I’m going to adjust you.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I am remaking you. I am going to have you were underwear, girly underwear. We’re going to make your nails pretty, maybe not bright red, but they will be pretty and you will learn how to care for them. And you will learn to put on make up. And you will pluck your eyebrows, and you will wear dresses when I tell you to.”

“But…honey…”

“And there will be no more porn, no more jacking off, no more unauthorized squirts of any kind…and no more unauthorized erections.”

Jason’s face showed his shock.

“From here on out we are going to do thing my way.”

“But…but…”

“Look, Jason, maybe when you stop acting like a bull in a China shop, maybe then we can adjust your condition, but for right now you are wearing that chastity tube, and you will like it, or I will take the house and the car in divorce proceedings.”

Jason was incapable of speech. He made unintelligible sounds, but nothing intelligible could be made of what he was saying.

Lana leaned forward and patted his hand.

“Honey, that thing on your dick isn’t just a chastity device.”

“It..it isn’t?” Big tears rolled down his cheeks.

“Nope. It’s an emancipation device. My emancipation. Now let’s go get you dressed and made up. We have a lot of training to do if you want to earn a squirt.”

And there it was, the light at the end of the tunnel.

“You’re going to let me squirt?”

“Of course I am, honey. I love it when you squirt, and I know you love to squirt. Squirting is good. It just has to be controlled. You know, a good squirt every once in a while…a long while.”

With that Lana stood up, finished her drink, then took Jason by the hand and led him back to the bedroom.

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the ballusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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