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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Personally, I think all men should, at some time in their lives, wear brassieres. They need to know what it feels like to stay in harness. To appreciate what ‘wires’ mean, the nifty feeling of having your nipples rubbed the right way.

And, it is pretty obvious that some men will opt to go all the way.

Can you see it? Some gorgeous creature with a full chest, and it’s a man!

And, ladies, you haven’t been horny until you’ve made love to a man with breasts!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Too Big for Her Bra!

Husband faces role reversal and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Roger kept the big, huge grin off his face as he drove home. This was going to be the coolest thing he had ever done. Man, when this happened, it was going to be better than sex.

And it should be, for it was going to be nothing more than super cool enhanced sex.

He was on the freeway, his exit coming up soon, and he looked down at the little bottle on the passenger seat. Man, that had cost him a chunk of change, but it was going to be worth it. The pills inside were brand new, not even tested, but the fellow Roger got them from said he knew they worked, so…man, this was going to be great.

He slowed down for the exit and the pill bottle rolled across the seat.

He came to a light and had to wait, so he picked up the bottle and read the ingredients again.

Metoclopramide and domperidone. Two chemicals used to induce lactation in women. But these weren’t your common, every day household drugs. These were super enhanced. Instead of taking 3 to 6 months to work, they were guaranteed to work in one week. And they didn’t just make the boobs lactate…they caused a growth spurt so there would be extra milk!

Roger slapped the wheel and chuckled. The light turned and he followed cars through the intersection. A few blocks later he was turning into his neighborhood.

So, finally his wife would have big boobs. He had been after her for years to get implants, but she wasn’t interested. Which was odd because she was a PA, a Physician’s Assistant. She knew all the tricks, could get the surgery done for extra cheap, and yet she didn’t want bigger breasts.

“What’s wrong with these?” Amy would smile at Roger and hold up her boobs. And they were okay, but she was a slender girl and her boobs weren’t all that big. Maybe 34 C. Roger wanted her to have double Ds. Or Fs. Or, God, wouldn’t it be great if he could make her expand to Gs? or even Hs?

And the little bottle of pills rolling on the passenger seat would do it.

All he had to do was sneak a pill into her wine and, voila, instant boob!

Well, not quite instant, but a week or two would do it, so it might just as well be instant.

And she would even start lactating! That was a real bonus! He had always been a boob man, and now, to be able to help his wife be the woman he always wanted…it was a dream come true.

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

Roger and Amy lived at the end of the street in a split level. It was a nice house with a big backyard and a swimming pool. He pulled into the driveway, tucked the bottle of pills in his pocket and got out.

“Honey! I’m home!” He entered the kitchen and opened a high cupboard and slid the pills back so she wouldn’t see them.

“Back here!”

Roger went through the house and came out on the patio. There were a dozen women sitting n the patio.

“Hi, honey. This is LSS Women’s club. We’re having a little meeting.”

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Roger grinned and gave a wave. The ladies all gave him the once over, and they smiled and greeted him.

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

He shrugged it off and said, “Go ahead, I’ll be in my office. Nice meeting everybody.”

A minute later he was sitting in his office pursuing his favorite sport: boobs.

He called up site after site and clicked on categories like ‘Big boobs, Lactating breasts, Megatits,’ and so on.

His desk faced the door so he could close all the windows with the click of a button if anybody came in.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and enjoyed the feeling of his cock throbbing as he checked out Ava and Julia and Lisa. Then he looked for Trueblonde. she had been around for years, but had the best lactation videos in the world.

And, over all was the nervous anticipation of knowing that he was going to help his wife have boobs like the girls on the net.

He thought about the pills in the cupboard and he felt downright giddy.

He imagined his wife suddenly growing bigger boobs. She would need new bras, and new clothes. And then to produce milk on top of that…heavenly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of soft voices and the shuffle of shoes and the click of heels. Sounded like the LSS whatever club was ending their meeting.

He closed the tit windows and pulled up some spreadsheets. He took another gulp of whiskey and smiled.

Oh, baby. You are going to be so proud when your big, old boobies come in.

The front door closed and he heard the click, click of his wife’s heels in the hall. She entered the room. “Hey, Roger,” she came around the corner of his desk and gave him a big smackeroo of a kiss. Then she looked at the screen, saw the spreadsheets and gave him a smile, “Always working. You’re such a good boy.”

“Well, got to keep the money coming in.”

She tilted her head and studied him. “You have got a smile on your face.”

“I do?”

She laughed. “You look like the cat that ate all the canaries. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing,” he lied. “I’m just having a really great time. You know, it’s like the world is just going the way I want it to.”

“Well, that’s wonderful!” She sat on his lap and kissed him some more. She could feel his dick poking up under her. “Uh oh. Somebody has a problem.”

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

“Well, I don’t know. I’m a little scared that that big cock of yours is going to do bad things to my delicate, little pussy.

He laughed. “And I’m looking forward to it.”

“So how about I mix us a drink and we toast our good health and see what happens?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

He stood up, lifted her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a ferocious display of monkey love.

He walked her out to the den and tossed her on the couch. “Wait here, babe-a-roonie. “You want a little whiskey tonight?”

“Sure.”

Roger went into the kitchen and got out a pair of glasses. He put ice cubes in them. Cold would help dull any taste of the pills, although there wasn’t supposed to be any taste.

He poured a third of a glass of bourbon for Amy, and half a glass of bourbon for himself. He paused and listened for the sound of Amy’s footsteps. Nothing, so he grabbed the pills, opened the bottle and shook out one. He put the pills back and grabbed a spoon out of the drawer. He crushed the pill thoroughly. Made it into a powder, then put it into her glass. He added Coke, looked at it, sniffed it, and was pleased.

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

They sat on the couch and sipped, and he watched the elixir pass her sexy, red lips and slide down her throat. They talked, and she did most of the talking. He was feeling so incredibly nervous. His wife was going to have big ‘uns. She was going to produce milk. She was going to have the most perfect boobs in the world.

And they were going to be everything he had ever dreamed about.

He smiled, controlled his nervousness, and sipped his drink.

Roger owned his own real estate business. He had a staff of 20 and it had made him an easy million the previous year. His agents all made a 100K on the average, and he made about 50K for each one. It was a good business, and he liked it. He especially liked that it gave him lots of time off.

The next day he told his staff that he had some important dealings to take care, and that they should be more self sufficient. In other words, do your work and don’t bug me.

The reason he did this was so he could spend more time at home.

The first couple of days nothing happened. He worked at the realty and took long lunches with Amy, but that was about it.

On the third day, which happened to be a Wednesday, she called and said she didn’t want to go out for lunch, she wan’t feeling well.

“What’s wrong, babe?”

“Nothing. I just feel sort of…squirmy. And my upper body feels a little sore.”

Roger exulted. Upper body. Which more than likely meant boobs. The pill was working. “Well, take it easy. I’ll come home early and make you some chicken noodle soup.”

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

Roger hung up and was so elated he actually jumped up and clicked his heels. His secretary looked at him, but he just grinned at her.

He came home at three in the afternoon. Almost four hours earlier than usual.

Amy was sleeping. He peeked into the bedroom and listened to her soft breathing, her light snores, and grinned.

He tip toed out and headed for the computer. He spent a couple of hours tracking down boobs on the net. He salivated over Plenty Uptop, and he chuckled at Claudia Marie. He sighed. So much boob, so little time.

He heard Amy stirring, so he closed the windows that were open to boobs and pulled up his spreadsheet. Then he headed down the hallway.

Amy was laying in bed, her eyes open, and she focused on him. “I don’t feel so good,” she whispered.

He came in and sat next to her and rubbed her shoulder. “What’s going on?”

“My chest hurts and my throat is sore. My head feels all logy. I’ve se[t a; day and I just want to keep sleeping.”

He moved his hands over her flesh, wishing he could see under the covers, and said, “You don’t think it’s COVID, or that monkey pox thing, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t feel like anything…the symptoms…they don’t match any illness I’ve ever heard of.”

“Let me go make some chicken noodle soup. How about some Ginger ale, too?”

“Oh, thank you.”

Roger headed for the kitchen. He heated up a can of Campbells and poured a glass of ginger ale, then hurried back.

No hurry, she was asleep again.

He put the soup and soft drink on the side table and top toed out of the room.

Roger slept on the couch in the den. He was close to her, but didn’t want to disturb her. He woke up at seven and stretched, then went into the bedroom.

Amy was sleeping.

He wanted to turn her over, rip the covers off of her.

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

He called into the office and said he would be taking a couple of days off, and he had already warned them, so he didn’t anticipate any problems.

He tooled around the house all morning. He cut the front lawn, read a bit of Realtor Magazine.

He spent an hour on the computer. With Amy temporarily out of commission he was getting horny, so he played with himself and thought about jacking off.

Somehow, it seemed a bit bit sleazy, what with Amy passed out and in the middle of a pubertic growth spurt.

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

Amy woke up and came down the hallway. She looked into the computer room and said, “Hi, honey.” Her eyes were red and she looked a bit pale. Her hair was all over the place. She was carrying the cold soup and flat ginger ale.

Roger entered the kitchen as she emptied the bowl and the glass. “I’m sorry. I went to sleep.”

“That’s okay, honey. You’ve just got some bug and you’ll get over it.”

“I’ve gotta call in. Could you fix me some more soup? And ginger ale? I promise I’ll eat.”

“No problem.”

She headed for her cell phone, which was in the den, and Roger fixed her lunch. He added a slice of cantelope and sliced open a croissant and added thick slices of butter. He walked into the den and Amy had passed out.

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

He put her legs up and froze. Her gown was open and he could see her tits. Were they bigger? They looked bigger.

He turned his head this way and that, compared in his mind. Wanted to touch and feel, but—

“What are you looking at?”

He physically jerked in surprise. “Oh, nothing. Here’s your lunch.”

She was dazed and didn’t pursue the matter. She swung her feet back to the floor and dug in.

For a sick person she had a big appetite. She sucked the soup down like she was a sponge. She drank the ginger ale and ate the cantelope, and when she looked at Roger he just smiled. “Good appetite. I’ll get you some more.”

He brought her more soup. She was done with the croissant and looking out the window. And she was rubbing her chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he put the bowl and glass and a plate with more croissants on the coffee table in front of her.

“I am. I just…my breasts hurt. And I think they’re swollen. this is the weirdest flu I’ve ever had.”

“But it’s not COVID?”

“No. I feel dazed and confused, and sore, but I don’t have any of the symptoms. I’m so tired, though.

Of course you are, he thought. Your body is growing.

She ate the food, didn’t leave any, then just smiled at him and lay down on her side on the couch.

Now her boob was plainly visible. He took out a blanket and placed it over her, and got a good look at her tit.

It was bigger. It had to be. He smiled and tucked her in, and she smiled at him and closed her eyes.

Amy woke for dinner. Again, she was a little dazed, but she had an enormous appetite. Other symptoms, such as headaches, upset stomach, and so on, were absent. She did keep rubbing her chest, however, and she remarked on how sore her nipples were.

“God, it’s just like puberty in a way.”

She wasn’t wearing a bra and she refused to put one on. Her breasts hurt too much. All of which tended to obscure the fact. that they were noticeably larger.

Noticeable to Roger. To Amy they were just sagging unduly, and since she usually wore a bra this was understandable.

She stayed awake for a couple of hours and they cuddled on a couch and watched the news.

She kept yawning, and Roger had to withhold himself from feeling her tits. Now that it was happening, now that she was getting bigger boobs he wanted to touch them, handle them, kiss them.

By eight o’clock she was dozing. Roger picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She partially awoke and smiled. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for taking care of me.”

The irony of that remark passed right over Roger’s head. But right about then anything and everything was passing him by. He was just obsessed with her growing breasts. He wanted to just sit down and stare at them. It would have been about as exciting as watching paint dry, but to him that was the whole thing.

She awoke the next morning at six o’clock, and now she noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. How could she not? They had gone from a C to a D in less than two days.

She frowned and hefted them. “Are my boobs getting bigger?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

Roger was quick to answer, “They’re just a little swollen. Nothing to be worried about.

He fed her, and kept feeding her. She ate a half a dozen eggs, four pancakes, and half a package of bacon. She ingested a half a pitcher of OJ.

Roger marveled. How could such a slender body hold that much?

When he walked her into the TV room he could feel her body heat. She was burning up. She was so hot that any perspiration would evaporate.

Yet she was happy. It was like the hormones that were raging through her body were acting like dope, but in a good way. She was sort of loosy goosy, lazy and dopey, and just feeling good.

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

“I’m going to be bigger than Dolly Parton if this keeps up.”

Roger got an instant boner from that remark, and he wanted to make love in the worst way.

But he had to wait. She was so sleepy he knew she might go to sleep while he was screwing her.

The day passed, and Amy slept for two hour blocks, and ate like a pig, a pig with big tits, when she was awake.

Roger had to run to the grocery store and pick up more groceries. Lots more. Amy was eating them out of house and home.

A WEEK PASSED.

And on the seventh day the major changes had happened and Amy started to come to herself.

She awoke, it was a Monday and she realized: “Lord, I’ve been sleeping a lot.”

Roger smiled. “Some kind of weird sickness. You said you just wanted to sleep it off so I didn’t bother calling a doctor.”

“I’m a PA, and maybe I shouldn’t have been diagnosing myself.”

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

She was laying in bed, blinking a lot, yawning, too. But the yawning was more of the coming awake variety, not going to sleep.

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

“You needed nourishment to fight off whatever bug you had.”

“You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”

Roger grinned.

Amy started to sit up and stopped. She frowned, and looked at her breasts. “What?”

She sat up the rest of the way and looked down at her girls. They were big. Real big. It was like she had gone to bed with C cups and woken up with H cups. Triple H cups.

They were huge, swelling out and dropping out of sight.

“What the fuck?”

Roger played his part perfectly. “Oh, my gosh! What happened?”

“My boobs…” she put her hands under them and lifted them. She studied them, felt thebig,  stiff nipples, and looked at Roger.

“Did you notice…”

“Honey! They’re so big! I was so concerned for you, and you slept most of the time anyway…how did this happen?” He was having a hard time not showing his glee. He actually bit his tongue to keep himself from smiling.

Amy struggled out of bed. She had to hold her boobs with her hands when she walked to the mirror.

“But how could this…they aren’t this big…what…”

Roger was right with her. “Did you take anything when you were at the hospital? Breasts don’t just grow like this…” His eyes were bright and he was giddy. His dick was pulsing and throbbing and pushing out against his pants.

He tried to control his dick, but that was impossible.

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

“Gosh, yes.” He was worried, he didn’t want any medical person examining her. He was worried about the drugs still being in her system.

Holding her breasts with crossed forearms Amy walked out of the room. She found her phone and sat down at the breakfast table. She placed her boobs on the table and dialed the phone.

Henry Pilkins showed up a half hour later. He was her doctor and didn’t usually make house calls, but this sounded very strange. Amy had grown big breasts? That was something for the medical journals, though he initially doubted her words. After all…things like this didn’t happen. It was probably just a little swelling.

Roger opened the door for Henry and the doctor entered the house. He was a well built man with even features and wavy hair.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

Henry carried his satchel down the hall and knocked on the side of the door. “Amy?”

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

Henry peered, and…gasped. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t professional. I need some light.”

Roger had followed him and he flicked the light switch next to the door.

Henry stared in shock.

Amy was holding her tits with her hands and pointing them at him. Her boobs were as big as footballs, big fat, footballs. The nipples were as big as his thumbs. Her face was distraught and tears were leaking from her eyes.

Henry pulled her vanity chair over in front of her and started asking her questions. He took her temperature, her blood pressure, and listened to her body with his stethoscope. In between him listening to her heart  and looking in her eyes and ears she answered his questions.

“I fell sick a week ago. I slept a lot, then I ate a lot, but it’s all sort of hazy. I was really out of it.”

Henry done with the initial examination began to feel her breasts. He felt for lumps, or any oddities.

Roger stared from the door. He envied Henry being able to feel his wife’s breasts so freely. He wanted this medical charade to be over so he could take her to bed. He had wrapped an Ace bandage around his cock and looped between his legs and up to the back of his belt. He had the belt tightened an extra notch and his shirt hung down to cover the sag of his belt in the back. Nobody was going to notice how hard this made him.

The doctor didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary, and he finally took his hands off Amy’s boobs.

Roger sighed.

“We need to do some tests. When can you come to the hospital?”

“Right now.”

Roger linked. He didn’t want her to leave. He wanted to screw her. He wanted to convince her that big boobs were the blessing he knew they were, but…he had to stop this.

“Are you sure you should be moving around in your condition?”

“Honey. I know you’re concerned, but the hospital can give me tests and diagnose me. We can find out what happened. Don’t you want to find out?”

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

The doctor took out his cell phone and made a call. “This is Dr. Henry Pilkins. I’d like an ambulance for transport at 4325 Parkinson Lane.”

He finished talking, smiled at Amy, then began making calls to the hospital. He wanted everything ready when Amy got there. She was one of their own, after all.

Roger listened in dismay. He turned to Amy. “Are you sure? I mean, I can care for you right here.”

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. You’ve been so good to me, but I have to do this. What if this is just the beginning of a serious condition?”

“I know…it’s just that…”

She patted his hand, then she leaned forward, and her monster boobs fell forth. “Ow!” She grimaced and put her arms under her boobs. “I just wanted a hug.”

Roger leaned forward quickly. He wanted a hug, too. A long one that led to multiple bouts of sex.

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” he asked, holding on to her, feeling her big breasts squashing against his chest.

“For everything. I can’t figure out what happened, but it’s not your fault, and now you get saddled with this…this…situation.”

“Hey, baby. We’re in this together. You know that.”

She cried and held to him, pressing her breasts ever harder, exciting him ever more, and said, “I don’t deserve you!”

The Doctor came back in the room. “The ambulance will be here in fifteen minutes. I told them no siren, and we’ll try to make this as easy as we can.

Amy let go of Roger and moved back. Roger cursed the doctor, he had been about to feel her boobs.

“Okay, let’s talk about some of the procedures we’re going to do.

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

She looked up in shock. “I’m lactating!”

But Roger had already seen that. He could see the little white dots on her nipples. Then the dots grew bigger, into beads, drops, and suddenly a spray of milk, just a little line of white, spurted from her right boob. Within a minute the left one was squirting.

Within five minutes she was gushing, holding a towel under her tits and crying.

A WEEK PASSED.

Amy suffered every conceivable medical test in the world. She was poked and prodded and turned on her belly and poked and prodded again. They took what seemed like gallons of blood out of her. She was hooked to machines, nurses came in constantly, and it seemed like every doctor and nurse in the hospital wanted to come by and commiserate.

Roger sat in a chair by her side the whole time.

He watched as the nurses filled bottle after bottle with her breast milk. It was a never ending gusher. Old Faithful, but on a larger scale.

Inside, he was pissed. They should have been home, with him balls deep in his now super endowed wife. Instead, he had to sit there and listen to the medical drivel as the idiots put forth theories and talked about arcane medications.

Hell. He knew what had happened. Of course, he couldn’t tell them. But…damn! He was horny!

So he sat in his little chair, slept in it, and his dick kept trying to rise up and be heard.

Huh! No chance of that!

He watched as the bottles were filled and taken away. To be disposed of. Wasted. Why didn’t they hand him a bottle? He’d show them what to do with fresh milk.

“Amy, all tests are negative.” Doctor Pilkins stood at the end of her bed, chart in hand and two interns at his elbows.

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

Roger sat up, hoping that she was going to be released.

“All we know is that for some reason you have high levels of estrogen, very high levels. It’s almost like you’ve been taking lactation drugs, and these caused growth and lactation.

Amy was feeling a bit emotional. She sniffed. “I’m a freak.”

“Nonsense, honey! you’re just well endowed.”

“Well, I might be, but, Henry, I need a consult. I’m going to want a breast reduction. And I need to dry up all this stupid milk.”

Roger felt panicky inside. Damn! He had just gotten her these big bazoombas and she was planning to get rid of them?

Henry pursed his lips, frowned. “Well, we can do that. We’ve got medicine that will stop your lactation, but I don’t want to do anything for a month or two. I know it will be difficult, but we need to make sure your body has stopped changing.”

Amy nodded. “That’s okay. I’ll just stay home and Roger can take care of me.”

Roger nodded, concealed his happiness at something finally working out his way.

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was hurting. His dick was tired of being tied down, and he wasn’t getting any sex.

Amy just wasn’t interested.

Amy just laid in bed, or watched TV, and sulked.

She was pleasant enough, she didn’t take her condition out on Roger. But she didn’t have any interest in sex.

But, time passes, and it was obvious that Roger was hurting.

“Honey, I know I haven’t been very forthcoming in the sex department, and I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Roger lied. “You’ve got bigger things to worry a—sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.

Amy giggled. After weeks of sadness and despair and feeling that her own body had betrayed her, she needed a chuckle. “That’s okay. But it’s about time we talked about your needs.”

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

She laughed. “Tell me about it. You’ve always been a horn dog.”

She looked down at her boobs. She was wearing a super-szed bra. It had flaps so she could drain her milk whenever she wanted.

She hadn’t been pumping her milk, and that was causing the flow to go down.

Which was killing Roger. He wanted to suck. He wanted to taste some of that delicious nectar.

But this was his lucky day.

She looked up at him. “If you don’t mind the milky mess maybe we could do a little in and out right now?” She smiled.

In truth, she was feeling like an ugly cow, and she desperately wanted to be held and appreciated. Those hugs with Roger weren’t enough. She needed some pokey poke.

Roger grinned to bust his jaw. His eyes lit up like a little boy’s at Christmas. “Well, I guess we could…”

She laughed at the eager expression on his face. “Oh, my little horn dog. Come here.”

Roger crawled onto the bed. His cock was pulsing, and he felt her boobs. “Can I?”

“Of course, honey. What’s mine is yours.”

He kissed her boobs. He looked up. “Can I…would you mind…”

“You want to suck some milk?”

She felt a little strange, but…this was her Roger. He loved her. He helped her. And it was only milk.

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

She liked his mouth on her, so hot, and it did help to drain the milk from her boobs. She moaned and held his head. The sensation of being suckled…she had never imagined. Her pussy started to heat up.

Roger squeezed her tits and moved his mouth back and forth between them. He sucked her milk like it was a milkshake. It was delicious, heady, and he couldn’t wait to put his penis in her. He moved one hand down to her vagina and began stroking the labia.

“Oh, Roger! I needed this…but I think I’m going to cum too soon!”

Roger redoubled his efforts. She didn’t usually cum fast, so he wanted her really primed when he put his peeny in her.

Suddenly he felt a wave of golden happiness wash over him. It felt so good, and it lasted for about thirty seconds, then he was done.

Meanwhile, his hand was working over time. He wasn’t going to be able to play the piano after this, but he couldn’t before, and who the fuck cared? He was about to get into his wife’s juicy pussy. While he sucked on her massive milk producing jugs. He had never been happier!

Or more turned on!

Amy was grunting now, and her hips were humping his fingers. He had two fingers inside her and was reaming her, penetrating her, and her hips began to lurch.

Quickly, Roger undid his pants and pulled out…it was soft!

“What the fuck?”

Amy opened her eyes, stared through her haze of lust…”Fuck me. Please, Roger…”

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

“But…it…it…” he looked down, into his pants, and saw a huge puddle of cum.

He had gotten so excited the cum had just leaked out of his dick!

No big O! No unbelievable, mind blowing, golden orgasm. He was done.

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

“Then use your fingers, but for goodness sake…do me!”

Stunned, his mind a blathering mess, Roger moved his fingers back to her vagina. He had never felt her so wet, and he inserted his fingers and began finger banging her.

It didn’t take long, Amy suddenly thrust her hips into the air, they spasmed, then she closed her hips, his hand trapped in her pussy. She rolled on her side, and he had to move with her. She kept jerking and jerking, and it was obvious that this was the biggest orgasm she had ever had in her life.


PART TWO

Poor Roger, Amy thought. Yet the thought made her giggle. It was so ironic. He had blown his load without the big eruption. No orgasm for him. And he wanted his orgasms so badly.

She was wearing a super duty, industrial strength bra. By the end of the day her back would be hurting, but that was okay. She had the morning to clean the house and do chores, and a couple of months from now she would be rid of the ghastly mountains on her chest.

She puttered through the kitchen, wiping down surfaces, working, and feeling more human than she had for weeks.

She moved a chair over to the fridge and climbed up and started wiping dust off the top. She was still wondering why her breasts had suddenly decided to start growing. Puberty was long past, so…why?

Her hair was dropping down in front of her eyes as she scrubbed a spot, and when she moved her head to get the hair out of her eyes she caught sight of a bit of white. It was in an upper cupboard, one of the ones she couldn’t reach. The door was slightly ajar and…what the heck was it?

She climbed off the chair and moved it to the other side of the fridge. She climbed up on the chair, then knelt on the counter and opened the cupboard all the way.

There was nothing. Then she felt behind the bar between the two doors and…a small bottle of pills fell over. It rolled off the shelf and she managed to catch it with one hand.

She got back on the floor and looked at the bottle. There was no label, and…she got the scary feeling that Roger was taking drugs.

But…no. He didn’t display any of the signs. He was of an even temperament, his eyes were always normal. So what could these pills be?”

She opened the top and looked inside. Pills. Could be anything. No distinguishing marks. just…pills.

She held them over the counter and emptied the bottle. A little piece of paper fell out.

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

So they were for Roger. But…what was the meaning…why…?

Roger was gone to work, so she couldn’t ask him. Besides, there was a bit of drawback to asking him. If he was addicted to something she wanted to know before she confronted him.

She got dressed, wore a coat that would hide her breasts a bit, and headed across town.

As a PA she knew, and had access to, all sorts of labs. She pulled up in front of a nondescript brick building. This wasn’t one of the big ones, but she knew the fellow inside, and he was the best.

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

It had been a strange week. Amy felt guilty about not asking Roger about the pills. They had always been honest with each other, and to have a secret like this…

Still, she managed to keep the secret, guilt or not, and she was anxiously awaiting the results of her lab man’s investigation.

She was sitting on a lounge chair in the backyard, sipping wine, and thinking.

Roger was at work, and they still hadn’t made love. Not because of any lack of desire, but because Amy had her period. Getting over the big sickness had been followed by a whammer slammer of a menstrual bleed.

And, she hated to admit it, but she felt so weird withholding from Roger about the pills, and making love with that kind of a secret was really holding her sex drive down.

So she was horny, and Roger hadn’t had sex since the great ‘leak’ his pecker had done, and—

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

“Hi, Mrs. Wells. This is Barry from Genius Labs. We’ve finished our examination of those pills you brought in. Can you tell me where you got them?”

“They’re not illegal drugs, are they? Like cocaine or something?”

“No. No. They’re not anything like that.”

“What are they?”

“Tell the truth, I’ve never seen anything like them. They are a curious blend of two main chemicals, metoclopramide and domperidone.”

Amy’s mind clicked. Her mouth started to open in shock. She was a PA and knew a lot about drugs.

On the phone Barry was still talking. “These chemicals are used to increase lactation. There are some additives, and—“

“What do they do if a woman takes them?”

“The additives enhance the procedure, or maybe I should say growth. If a human being takes them they will result in that person lactating. A lot. And there may be some breast growth, too.”

Barry said more, and Amy listened in a far off sort of way, but she knew. All the pieces clicked in her mind.

Roger wanted her to have bigger breasts. She thought he had given up on that idea, he hadn’t mentioned anything about it for a while, but now she knew he hadn’t given up.

Little things about his manner, his behavior. Watching over her. Things he said. The way he looked at her.

The way he almost attacked her boobs the previous week, asking to suck them, with the desperation of a man who ran out of water in the desert.

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

Somebody had prepared those pills for Roger. And that meant that Roger had ordered those pills, and he had given her one, or more. Roger was why her breasts suddenly tripled in size.

Roger.

Women are considered the more vicious of the species. Hidden under the pink froth and dolls and polite ways, women could lay waste to the world.

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

She had. been betrayed. He had made decisions for her body without talking to her. He had risked her life for his own horniness.

Amy went to the phone and picked it up. She tapped a number.

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger came home early on a Friday. He was tired of work, and he was getting a little impatient. Except for that one failed attempt at lovemaking he hadn’t been getting any. And this in spite of the fact that Amy had the biggest, most beautiful tits in the world. Smokin’ hot tits, and he wanted them.

Heck, her milk was starting to dry up, and he was afraid her boobs were going to shrink.

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

“Hello?” he called when he walked into the house.

“Back here!”

He frowned. ‘Back here.’ It seemed like she was even a little cold to him the past week. After all he had done for her, taking care of her while her boobs grew, and seeing that her boobs grew in the first place. Well, he was going to have to have—

Roger stopped. There were a dozen ladies on the patio, sitting in a big circle. One of those stupid LSS women’s clubs things. He put on a smile.

“Hi, ladies.”

“Roger?” Amy was sitting at the far end of the circle of women. “Could you come here?” She was wearing a dress, and her boobs were positively enormous. For once it looked like she was showcasing them, instead of hiding them.

Puzzled, Roger walked amongst the ladies. He felt a little weird, vulnerable, as it were, but he approached his wife.

“Yeah, honey?”

She put a flat sort of smile on her face and held out her hand. In the palm was…the bottle of pills.

Panic ran through him, but he stifled it. “What’s that?”

“I think you know.”

“Well, I don’t.” He frowned, showing his displeasure.

“They were in the cupboards, and they are a designer drug. They increase breast size and cause lactation.”

Roger tried to ignore the eyes staring at him. He kept his attention on Amy.

“Increase breast…and lactation? They must have been what caused your…situation. But how could you have taken them? Did you want to take them?”

His excuse was well thought out, his defense a form of accusation.

Amy ignored his excellent script and said, “Roger, you betrayed me. You gave me a drug that caused me discomfort, maimed my normal shape, and put my life at risk. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“Hey! You’re not putting this on me! I didn’t do anything. If you decided you wanted big boobs and then changed your mind I can’t help it.”

The ladies sitting in a circle were leaning forward, almost predatorily. Amongst them were blondes and brunettes, redheads. All color of eyes. Different hair styles. But their eyes, the look in their eyes…that was the same. They accused.

He stepped back. “What is this? What are you trying to pull?”

“Admit it, Roger. Admit it and I will let you live. I will even let you live here.”

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

“Your fingerprints were on the bottle. It won’t take much to find the person who made these. Admit it, Roger.”

Roger was caught, and he knew the jig was up. So…why not. “Of course I gave you a pill. You needed one. You weren’t even a woman with your flat chest. I needed to bring you around to yourself.”

There, let them smoke on that. He turned and started to walk back into the house.

PHHHT!

“Ow!” Roger felt a pain in his right buttock. He spun and put a hand down there. A dart! He had a fucking dart in his ass!”

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

“What did you…what did…” Roger slowly crumpled. When he fell one of the ladies put her shiny, black high heel out and his cheek landed on it.

Roger smiled. He was having a pleasant dream. Something with big boobs in it, but he wasn’t sure…he just—

He blinked his eyes open.

He was in his bedroom. Naked. He groaned and tried to sit up. He was so tired. And his chest hurt. Hurt bad. He rubbed his chest and his hand just rubbing over his nipples felt like somebody was trying to gouge them out with a knife.

He managed to sit up.

“Hello, Roger.” He turned his face to the right. His bleary, red-eyed face. A woman was sitting next to the head of the bed. She was a chunky matron type. Hair starting to grey, a little short, fierce green eyes staring at him.

“Who are you?” he stumbled over the words.

“My name is Matthilda. I had heard that the Ladies’ Sissy Society was administering punishment and I came to town to oversee that punishment.”

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

“Tell me, Roger, if a person does something bad, should he get away with it? Maybe a pat on the shoulder and a ‘Gee, that’s okay.’ Should that happen?”

“I don’t understand?”

“I don’t suppose you would. so let me ask you this: Do you think the punishment should fit the crime?”

“I suppose.” He lurched to his feet. The bathroom was across the room. He needed to pee.

So if a person hits somebody they should be hit in the same fashion.”

He looked at her blearily as he crossed the room. He knew he was naked, but he was also dazed, and things like nudity seemed pretty small potatoes. they had done something to him.

“I suppose.” He yawned, stood in front of the toilet for a second, then gave up. He was too out of balance. He turned and sat down on the toilet. His dick hung between his legs, and it seemed awfully small.

Matthilda followed him, leaned against the door jamb. “And if somebody steals from you then you should take their money away. Let him know how it feels to be violated.”

Roger frowned. Yawned. There seemed to be layers to whatever this bitch was talking about.

“And if somebody murders somebody then society should level punishment by murdering him.”

Roger was wasted. He was swaying on the toilet seat. He heard his piss tinkling in the bowl, and he said, “Lady, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“Roger. What you have done is being done to you.”

“What are you talking about?” But he was falling. He hit the wall and slid down. He heard Matthilda calling for help, then he was back in his dream world, dreaming of big, mountainous boobs. Voluptuous volcano boobs that, when they erupted, erupted thick, sludgy milk. And the milk flowed over him, and he drank, and it was like drinking hundreds of milkshakes at the same time.

Roger awoke, and he was hungry. And his nipples felt like somebody was sticking pins into them. And his chest hurt.

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

His chest was swollen, and memories came to him. This is what had happened to Amy. This was what she had felt.

But why hadn’t she liked it? A woman was supposed to like big, healthy jugs! What was wrong with his wife?

He rolled over, and it felt like his chest shifted after him. He felt again, and realized he had mounds on his chest. Not big mounds, but…tits.

He opened his eyes.

A young girl was sitting in the vanity chair to one side, watching him.

“Who are you?”

The young girl lifted a little walkie talkie thing and spoke into it. “He’s awake.”

“What’s going on?”

He felt so slow in his thinking. If somebody had asked him what two and two was he would have taken a year to answer, and probably would have given the wrong answer.

Amy entered the room. Matthilda, he remembered her talking about crime and punishment or something, was right behind him. “Hello, Roger. Are you hungry?”

“I…what is happening?”

“We gave you the pills. Would you like something to eat?”

He felt the pain in his belly. He was empty. “Yeah.”

Matthilda was watching from the door and she turned and yelled down the hallway. “Yes!”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

The girl in the chair stood up and moved to the side. Amy sat down and said, “Why did you do it to me?”

“Because big boobs are beautiful, and every woman needs them.”

“In your mind, maybe. But in my mind I liked myself just the way I was.”

“But women aren’t really women unless they have big boobs.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“That’s a fact! Everything in society supports me! You look at advertisements. Movies. Clothes. A woman isn’t a real woman unless she has big, old honkers.

There was a sound from the doorway, it sounded suspiciously like a snort, then Matthilda cleared her throat. “Excuse me.”

Roger looked back at his wife. “I want you to let me go.”

“You’re free to go.You might even make it out of the house before you fall asleep. Remember, Roger, I’ve been through this. I know how you feel.”

Matthilda stepped to the side and another woman, this one a blonde with a happy smile, brought a tray in.

Roger began eating. He was thinking. He had to get away, but to get way he needed strength. There was no way he would let these biddies do this to him.

But, in spite of these thoughts, he fell asleep with a forkful of eggs laying in his mouth.

Amy gently took the fork out and placed it on the tray. She picked up the tray and walked towards the door. Matthilda put her hand on Amy’s arm. “Are you okay?”

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

“Now that justice is being served, real justice, without male judges and a rigged patriarchal system…I’m okay. But if I hadn’t agreed to this…if I had just sat there and taken it…I wouldn’t be okay.

Matthilda nodded. “Are you going to keep him?”

Amy sighed heavily. “I don’t know. At first you couldn’t have made me keep him. But now…now that he’s learning…I mean, when we get through with him he’s got nobody else. And I do love him. Well, maybe it’s ‘loved,’ but…I don’t know.”

“Take your time. Think it through. If you decide not to keep him we can take him, but we’d rather not. He’s not really deserving, you know.”

“I know. And it galls, but maybe it’s my duty to make sure he is deserving.”

Matthilda patted Amy’s cheek and motioned with movement of her head that she should pass.

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

Roger awoke periodically. The first couple of times he was dazed and confused, after that he was just sort of loosy goosy happy.

And he was hungry. He had a fever, his body was burning up, but it wasn’t a fever of being sick. It was the fever of his body rebuilding.

He would eat, sometimes a lot, laze around, and pass out for a while.

He was not surprised or shocked, because he had seen Amy go through this same scenario.

When he finally came out of it he was surprised at the mountains on his chest. He went out to the patio and sat for hours and examined himself.

At one point Amy came out, handed him a drink, and sat with him.

“How you doing, Roger?”

“As well as a guy with tits can, I guess.”

She nodded. I should probably let you know that I sold your business.”

He looked at her. I’ve signed your name so many times…you can take me to court, but…” she shrugged.

“Also, I took everything out of our account and put it all in my account.

“What about the house and cars?”

“The house is under both names. If you want your half we can sell and split. You can have your choice of cars.”

The breath went out of him. He was like a blimp deflating. Everything just seemed to keep going…going…but she wasn’t done.

“If you decide you want to stay in the house there are a couple of conditions.”

He looked at her bleakly.

“First, everything goes under my name. Except one car. You can leave whenever you want.

“Second, you will not live like a man anymore.”

“What does that mean?”

She leaned forward. “It means that you’ve got tits. Your body is sort of slender. You tried to make me ‘more woman, so I’m just returning the favor. I’m going to make you a woman, more and more.”

“But what if I don’t want to be a woman?”

“I didn’t want to be a freak, but you decided for me. Now I’m deciding for you.”

Again, a long and soulful sigh, and then Roger said something that Amy didn’t expect.

“I love you.”

She stared at him. For the past month she had hated him so much, and now she had had her revenge, and now…he said that. It jerked some strings deep inside her and she found herself giving an involuntary gasp.

A WEEK PASSED.

What Amy had neglected to tell Roger was who she had sold the business to. He was surprised to find out that she had merely sold it to herself.

He wondered about the laws. And he wondered whether he could sue her and win alimony, or half of the property back.             

In spite of the fact that when you sue somebody nobody wins but the lawyer, he thought about it. Then discarded the thought.

Living day to day with a pair of big balloons on his chest was changing him.              Amy left him alone for the most part. she went to work and managed his company. She did well, but she wasn’t all that happy.

After all that had happened, to have him profess his love for her had messed with her head. She went to work just to have something to do. But there was a hollow place inside her.

She missed being a wife, having a husband, being part of a team. And deep inside she knew that having a company wasn’t much in the way of a substitute.

Roger started doing housework for the simple reason that he had nothing else to do. The ladies of the Ladies’ Sissy Society had gone home, the house was dirty, and he would finally just do the dishes. Do the laundry. Do whatever needed doing.

It was the only way to keep his mind off his situation.

As the weeks passed he began to enjoy the feel of his breasts. They became a part of him, and he liked how they swayed when he turned, how they jiggled if he walked too fast.

One day he opened his underwear drawer and found that his underwear had ben replaced. He was already wearing a bra, a good, sturdy bra, all the time. So wearing panties were no big deal.

One day found a bottle of Nair on the sink in his bathroom.

His bathroom. He no longer slept in the big bedroom, but down the hall.

He picked up the bottle of Nair and considered it, then used it.

It was a strange feeling to be hairless. One would think that hair is like like antennae, feeling things. But his skin felt a lot more without hair. As if the hair had been holding sensations away from his skin.

One day he found a pair of nylons and some high heels on his bed.

He tried them on and was amazed. He immediately fell in love with being higher and having sexy stems.

Of course he was clumsy, but as he watched Amy walk in the heels he figured out things. Place the feet on a line, let the heel click, let the hips move.

And different parts of apparel showed up over time. A night robe, a tummy shaper. A chemise.

He liked sleeping in his chemise. And he liked that his hair was getting longer and longer. He began his first attempts at styling.

Amy smiled at his efforts, and she offered some advice, and even showed him how to use curlers.

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

“Go to work,” she mused, her mind trying to figure out new dynamics. “Why?”

“I like real estate. I know real estate. I can make you money.”

Amy thought about it.

Having him in the office. As a female he might not be so bad. And if he got out of control she. could always fire him. Hmmm.

She called him into the den one night and explained what he would have to do to be accepted as a realtor. She finished her demands and explanations with the advice, “You can always go to work for somebody else, but you’re still going to have to learn make up, and you’re going to have to get rid of your residual maleness and embrace your true femininity.”

“But…I have to do it your way? Isn’t there any other way? Isn’t my attitude sufficiently…female?”

“Clothes don’t make the female, Roger. Only having a pussy and using it make a female.”

Okay, she was exaggerating a bit, but it suited her purposes.

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

On a Friday she came home from work early. She had stopped off and bought a few things, and now she brought them back to the back bedroom.

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

He knew what was going to happen. He had accepted it. He was cultivating a more submissive frame of mind.

He walked into the room and waited.

Amy laid out clothes on the bed, make up at her vanity, and turned to him.

“Let’s get you sexy.”

Roger showered and used shampoo and conditioner. She helped him style his hair, putting him in larger curlers.

Fresh washed and smelling good, Roger put on the panties and the bra. They were much sexier than anything he had, and they felt wonderful against his sensitive skin.

Amy watched him, pursed her lips, and asked, “You don’t get erections any more.”

“No.”

“Probably the result of too much estrogen in your system.”

“Probably,” he agreed. He didn’t seem to have any emotion about that.

He put on nylons, pulled a skin tight dress over his frame. It was black and gold and went down to his knees. It was hard to walk in the tight dress, but then he wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

He slipped into the shiny, black heels. His red painted toes were visible through the open toed front of the shoes.

He was getting adept at doing his nails, and Amy had even let him do hers. Now he was wearing half inch long ovals. Quite sexy.

She began painting his face by first cleansing it. All trace of dirt left, and she primed him.

Amy was good, and she applied foundation, blush, and did his eyes.

He was quite aware that she was working right next to his eyes with a sharpened pencil.

She painted his lips a bright red, to match his nails, then she took the curls out of his hair and he was almost done.

“Ow!” he said as she pierced first one ear, then the other. She hung silver danglies from the lobes. A string of tiny circles, ovals and squares.

He looked at himself in the mirror and gasped. This was the first time he had ever seen himself as completely en femme, and he was stunned.

He looked like a woman. Not a man, not even a mannish woman. He had never had large hands, and he tried to control his gulping so nobody would notice his Adam’s apple.

“Okay, honey,” it was the first time she had called him that since she had found out about the pills, “Up on the bed while I get ready.”

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

She put on a strap on, then snapped a big dick onto it.

He had felt the nervous sensation of butterflies in his belly for the last hour, now it felt like the butterflies were bats, and they were going crazy.

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

“So when I give you an order at the office I want you to remember who’s in charge.”

She moved up behind him and started putting lube on his ass.

“I will,” he gulped, giving a little shiver.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t then I’m going to be fucking you again and again until you do remember.”

She put lube on her cock, then moved up and touched it to his asshole.

“Honey, I expect you to make me lots of money. And I expect you to keep the house clean and cook meals. Do you understand?”

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

She went with him, driving her penis deep inside him.

He lay there and felt her sawing in and out of him. And…it was wonderful. The feel of her fucking him, the way she reached around him and grabbed his tits. She knew the women’s perspective, and she knew what a woman wanted.

He began groaning, and he pushed back up on his hands and knees and began moving his ass back towards her.

She smiled and tilted her hips and cork screwed him. She was feeling very sexually satisfied by this, and that was something she hadn’t expected. She thought she was going to have to do this and feel apart from it, but this feeling of power that was overwhelming her, it was very like sex. She even felt that, with a little practice, she might be able to orgasm.

Roger felt the big penis rubbing against his walls. He could feel the the veins twirling against his rim, making him hornier and hornier.

Suddenly he grunted, and froze, and a vast orgasm shook him. He began to shiver, and again he collapsed, and he experienced his first anal orgasm.

Amy was stunned. She had read of prostate orgasms, but to actually have her husband experience one…it made her think.

He didn’t need his dick. She could make sure his estrogen levels were always high, and his dick could be limp.

But…what about her? Was using a dildo on him enough for her?

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was doing well at work. He was also having fun with the secretarial side of his duties. As a boss he had understood them, but he he had never taken the joy in them that he was taking now.

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

Amy, on the other hand, enjoyed talking with the male sales people. She had a lot more in common with them than with secretaries.

That night they came home. They drove separate cars, but they pulled in about the same time.

Amy went in to look at spread sheets. Roger broke out the vacuum  and the duster and went to work.

Roger fixed dinner and they sat and ate in a companionable silence.

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

“You can sleep in the big room again. If you want.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The truth was he was spending so much time in there now…he was asking for sex almost every night.

“But you’d better keep your regular room, too.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” she frowned. Studied him. “I know your dick doesn’t work, and I know you prefer anal sex. Unfortunately that doesn’t meet my demands.”

“I can use the dildo on you.”

“And you will. But there will be times when I want a real penis. There will be times when I want a real man to make me feel like a real woman.”

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “But don’t worry, honey. I’ll still always love you.”

Roger stopped sniffling and gave a troubled smile, and he said the thing that all well trained men must say. “Yes, dear.”

END
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PART ONE

I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’ve always been this way. Obsessed with bosoms.

Breasts. Mammary glands. Those wonderful, delightful mounds that sit upon a lady’s chest and make my own gland do a…boing!

Oh, I’ve read the crap psychiatrists talk about on the net: patients have a mammary fetish, doubtless stemming from their own lack of, or surplus of, breast feeding.

They say that about anybody who loves breasts, and they can’t just accept the fact that bosoms are the heart of the world. Sure, maybe I loved mother’s milk when I was an infant, or maybe I didn’t get enough, but babies don’t get boners from breasts, and I do.

When I see a mother breast feeding a baby I can’t stop from staring. I slip my sunglasses on, act like I’m staring at something off to the side, but my eyes are locked on that wonderful, dripping tit.

And if I’m in a restaurant I am constantly watching women who have large ones. Who invariably spill a crumb on her expanse of flesh. Who realize it, and act like nothing happened. And I envy that crumb, and wish I was one.

Of course, I didn’t realize where this fetish would lead me. If I had…

I was doing the lawn, I cut lawns around the neighborhood, and I saw…brassieres.

Mrs. Johnson hung her brassieres on a clothes line.

I know, who does that, right? People have washing machines. People even hand wash those flimsy, delicious undergarments. They run their hands over the cups, use a mild soap, wash the sweat of their bosom off the cups.

Well, no matter who doesn’t hang their sexy underthings on a line in the backyard, Mrs. Johnson did, and I had noticed it, and I was hooked.

I came back that night. Tiptoed across the lawn, then realized I had left footsteps in the dew.

The moonlight was bright that night, and I stared at my path in horror. I definitely did not want Mrs. Johnson to see evidence of my visit to her clothes line. I did not want her to stop hanging those delightful boulder holders. Funny, I didn’t even think about the shame of being caught. I was just too obsessed.

So I grabbed a rake and rubbed all the dew off the lawn. I didn’t know what else to do. And I made that lawn clean and neat, grabbed a red bra off the line and took off.

Ah, God! That first bra! That was the needle that hooked me, addicted me, changed my life.

I hid that bra under my mattress, then in a shoe box in my closet, then in a little box in the garage storage attic.

I was terrified that I would be caught. And I couldn’t let go of that bra. I rubbed it on my privates. I kissed and even licked the insides of the cups. I wore it. Oh, how I wore it.

I wore it with softballs in it. I wore it with water balloons in it, and had a fright when one of them burst. I was terrified that I had broken the bra. I put it in the drier and sat in the garage, hoping and praying, watching the machine go around.

It was good to go, and so was I.

And, let me say it outright, I masturbated endlessly to it.

Yeah, I guess you could say I was obsessed.

But, as all clothes do, the bra finally wore out. The straps were stretched from my own shoulders, the cups were near splitting from all the things I placed in them.

A broken bra. What to do? What to do?

Heck, that was easy, pay a visit to my favorite brassiere store.

Late that night, only a slice of moon, and there weren’t any bras on her line. A pair of nylons, and that was all. Sheer, body hugging fabric.

I shaved my legs and wore them until they wore out.

But my real love was bras. So, on another night, wearing Mrs. Johnson’s stockings under my pants, I slithered through Mrs. Johnson’s yard, walking on the redwood chips around her roses and avoiding the lawn.

Bonanza! Three, incredibly wonderful brassieres, just waiting for me. I took all three, sniffing them, one at a time, then slinging them over my shoulder. I was half way home before I realized that that was stupid. If her bras all disappeared Mrs. Johnson would stop leaving them out. And I needed her to leave them out. I really needed her to do that.

So I went back and hung two up, then left with the third. It was a shelf bra, and I thought that was sexy, but shelf bras don’t hold the condom’s filled with water very well. The condoms tend to sag over the lip of the cup, and even fall out.

So, a week later, unable to help myself, I stole another bra.

And, over the months I stole more. I tried to hold myself down to one bra a month, and an occasional pair of nylons. Or panties. And, once, a corset.

I was in heaven. I had taken to wearing the garments under my clothes. Especially in the winter, with a bulky jacket, I could get away with it. I even wore the bra, and put socks in the cups, just a small pair of bumps on my chest. But I kept the jacket half open, and hanging a bit, so as to hide the bulges on my chest. And I walked a little hunched. Actually, I had to walk hunched, because I had the most terrific boner I had ever had in my life.

Oh, I was stiff. My pants were bulging big time. I walked quick, a little hunched, and tried to stay seated.

None of my friends noticed. But then, which of them would ever suspect that I was a..sicko.

At least that’s the way I thought of myself. Because I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

I would just salivate for a week or two, then make a midnight raid, and then fondle and sniff and wear those incredible under things.

I couldn’t stop myself. I just got so hot, so hard, and I couldn’t think.

I was worse than a heroin addict.

Which brings us to a certain, dark night.

I was starved for her flimsy bras. I hungered for a sniff of her flesh on the inside of the cups. I wanted to wear a bra in the worst way.

I waited up, couldn’t sleep, actually, and about two in the morning I set out.

The Johnson’s live next door, and I slipped out the side door of the garage and tip toed back along the walk. We didn’t have a fence between our properties, but a big, thick bush. Better than a fence, it insulated sound, was too thick to see through, and there was a little slip through between where the bushes ended and the Johnson’s house.

I slipped through, and walked up the side walkway.

I peered around the corner.

It was dark under the eaves, and the patio stretched to the lawn. The lawn was a bean shaped patch, and the roses ran around the edge of the lawn. In the middle of the roses was the clothes line. In the near darkness I could make out shapes. Zingo bingo, it looked like a dozen bras, all hanging in the breeze, waiting for me to come and make my selection.

Seeing those delicate bits of underwear I could hardly breath. I was light-headed, near dizzy, and I walked on the inside of the circle of rose bushes.

I was in heaven. I bent my head and sniffed. A wonderful thing, but the cup material was too thin. I needed something to hold big, water filled, condom balloons.

The next one was thin, not much more than a long band aid.

The next one was garish. Even in the moonlight I could see the bright redness. I could never wear that under my shirt. That was too much. I moved to the next bra, and…bingo!

White, full, straps thick enough to support my fake ‘titties.’

I took it off the line, held it up and inspected it. I sniffed it. I couldn’t help myself, it was a warm night and I was only wearing a tee shirt, and I slipped my arms through the straps and held it up. Gazed at my chest, flat for the moment, and I reached into my pants. My boner was so hard. It was so hard it was difficult handling it inside my pants. I undid my zipper, undid my belt, and my prick burst free.

Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God! I stroked myself, felt myself building, the sheer pleasure, the promise of tits on my chest, and I felt it…I felt it…AHHHH!

FLASH! A white light filled the yard. Even though my eyes were closed I perceived it.

And I was frozen. Like a statue. Like a petrified tree. Unable to move. My mind shattered. I was in that dilemma, the worst thing in the world had just happened…I was caught!

“Well, well.”

Another flash. I tried to stuff my dick in my pants, but it was stiff and throbbing and shooting jism. All I succeeded in doing was messing up my pants. And Mrs. Johnson’s nylons.

She came out from under the eaves. She was a tall, statuesque woman. Great boobs, thin waist. Long hair that hung down her back. And, even though it was dark, I knew she wore her red lipstick.

Flash. Flash.

“Hello, little Jerry. Though perhaps I shouldn’t say ‘little.’”

She walked slowly around me. She was wearing a peignoir, but I couldn’t tell what color it was. This close, even with not much light, I could see her large breasts. They were in a bra. A half bra, and I could see the nipples under the peignoir.

Flash.

And, finally, I began to think. “Please, Mrs. Johnson…” my face was on fire with humiliation. I was shivering with fright. “…don’t tell my mother.”

She snorted, a delicate grunt in the night, and continued to walk around me.

“So you are the one who’s been filching my panties and bras.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’ll do your lawn for free!”

“Oh, yes. You certainly will. And you’ll do a lot of other things.”

I started to turn, to follow her path around me, but she said, “Don’t move, little Jerry. I want to remember this moment forever.”

She circled me again. Flash. Flash.

She stopped in front of me. She stood, one hand on her hip, her hip tilted up, her head tilted slightly to the side.

“So. What do we do now?”

“I can go home, and—“

“That was a rhetorical question, Jerry. No answer required. And, to tell the truth, I know what comes next.” She turned on her heel and walked towards her house. “Come inside.”

Unable to do anything else, my legs feeling about as lively as dead stumps, I followed her. It was the ultimate walk of shame.

I entered her house. It was dark, and then it got darker. She pulled the shades.

I stood in the pitch dark for a moment, then she turned on the living room lights.

I was standing just inside the sliding doors. To the left was a large kitchen. To the right was a hallway leading to bedrooms.

She had money. I knew that, and she lived well. She had good furniture, everything was clean, and she always dressed nicely.

“Follow me,” she led the way across the living room and down the hallway. She turned into a small bedroom that was fitted up as an office. There was a big, L shaped desk, a big Mac with a big screen, filing cabinets, a big screen TV in one corner, and artwork on the walls.

“Stand there.”

I stood, shivering, and not from the cold. If it’s possible, I was shivering because I was too hot. Heated by humiliation.

She sat down behind her computer and began pressing keys. After a minute she stopped and stared at the screen. Then she looked up at me. “Take off your clothes.”

“I don’t…I can’t…”

“I have uploaded everything to the cloud. The next step is Facebook. Take off your clothes.”

Shivering became shaking. I have never been so scared in my life my mother was going to kill me. And, worse than death, everybody who looked at Facebook would laugh at me.

Caught, wearing a bra, masturbating, actually cuming.

Slowly, sniffing, starting to cry, I stripped off my clothes.

She smiled when she saw her nylons, then grinned when she saw the mess I had made on them. The sperm was still wet.

I stood, and she contemplated me.

“Jerry,” she finally said. “In my kitchen there is a six pack of Pepsi in the frig. The glasses are in the right hand cabinet. The frig will dispense ice. Go pour two Pepsis and bring them here.”

“I…I…” Tears were coming out of my eyes. I was blushing so furiously that I was probably a source of light. Red light.

“Go. Go.” She made a flicking wave of her hand, and I stepped back, turned, and made my way down the hallway, across the living room, and into the kitchen.

Even though I had squirted, I had a boner. It was stiff, rigid, and it swayed and bobbed as I walked.

I found the glasses, filled them with ice, then took out a couple of cans of Pepsi.

My body was still shivering, and my dick kept hitting things. The counter, the frig door, the counter again. And my nipples. I stared down at them. They were stiff, hard as…hard as…hard as I don’t know what.

I picked up the glasses and walked back through the house.

Mrs. Johnson was still sitting behind the computer, hands clasped behind her head, swivel chair tilted back, her eyes closed and a smile on her face. She opened them and leaned forward when I entered.

“Here,” I blurted, holding both glasses out to her.

She laughed. “One’s for you, Little Jerry.”

She took one, put it to her red lips, and sipped.

I stared at her creamy throat. I imagined that liquid going down the pipe, behind those overwhelming tits of hers.

She placed the glass on the desk and spoke wryly, “Take a drink, Jerry. It will help.”

Like a robot, I lifted the glass, drank some liquid, and didn’t. feel a thing. I was shattered, crying openly now, my whole body was red, tingling with humiliation.

I had been caught. I was a pervert. I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

“Jerry, I have caught you. I have caught you wearing one of my bras, your penis in your hand, and actually shooting semen.”

“I’m sorr—-sorr—sorr—“ I blubbered.

“Tell me why you are sorry, Jerry.”

“I was wearing…wearing your…your clothes. I was…jacking…jacking off. I don’t…please…don’t tell my mother…I’m sorry!”

By the end of that choppy sentence I was wailing.

She stopped smiling and pursed her lips, It looked like she was kissing at me.

“Tell me, Jerry. Are you sorry you wore my underwear? Or are you sorry you got caught?”

“I’m sorr—sorr…I didn’t mean…I—“

“Answer my question.”

“I’m sorry I wore your underwear!” I blurted. This was getting worse and worse. I was literally burning up with shame.

“No, you’re not.” She shook her head slowly, watching me.

“No…I am…I am…”

“Jerry, Jerry,” she sighed. She wasn’t smiling, but I think she was smiling on the inside. The cruel woman was really getting off on my situation, my embarrassment. She suddenly changed tacks.

“Jerry, why did you do it?”

“Wear…wear your under…underwear?”

“Unless there is some other heinous crime you’ve committed.”

“I don’t know!” I wailed miserably.

“But you’ve been wearing women’s underwear for some time now, correct.”

I hung my head and nodded. I was gulping and gulping.

“So you get off on wearing women’s clothes. All clothes? Or just underwear.”

“I don’t know. All clothes. I don’t know.” Now I whispering. I was one second wailing, one second whispering, and didn’t know what to do. This was totally the end of my life.

“Okay. Look at me.”

I did. And it hurt to look her in the eyes.

She was beautiful. She had blue eyes, the kind that seem stark, piercing, and they were gently framed by eye liner and shadow. Her lips…her lips…they were red. Were they redder than they had been when we had first entered the house? Had she reapplied her lipstick?

“Do you like to wear panties.”

I nodded, lowering my eyes.

“Keep looking at me. Don’t take your eyes off me.”

I looked at her again, and it was funny. Her eyes were focused on me, almost like she was…she was consuming me. If that makes sense.

“Do you like slips?”

“Yeah.”

“Bras?”

“Yes.”

“Have you worn any of my corsets?”

“One.”

“And did you like it?”

I was dying here. Every question she shot at me made me feel smaller, less human, like the dirty, stinking pervert I was.

But she wouldn’t let up. She kept asking me questions. Did I like nylons, had I ever worn garters. What did I pad the stolen bras with. Had I ever put on make up. She kept going on and on, and I kept feeling like I was shrinking more and more.

Finally, she reached into her desk and pulled out a tape measure. She stood up and walked around the desk. “Hold out your arms.” She measured them. Then she measured my neck. My dick bumped against her leg but she didn’t seem to notice. And my chest. And when my dick bumped against her again she looked down at it and smiled. And my legs. She measured every part of me. And she even measured my dick. She stretched the tape measure out along side it, then she wrapped it around, taking note of my length and circumference. Her hand wrapped around it, I was throbbing, and even though I had just cum, I could feel it about to squirt again.

“How small is it when you’re not hard.” She let go and I managed not to cum.

“Not very big.”

She held up her thumb. “As big as this? Bigger? Two thumbs? How long?”

I answered as best I could, and now the deep shame I was feeling was replaced by a hair prickling sensation.

And she measured my head.

“How much do you weigh?”

“140 pounds.” I’m not one of those big, beefy guys. I’m slender.

Finally, done, she sat back down. She sipped her Pepsi, leaving beautiful red lip marks on the glass. She watched me.

“So, my little pervert. Here’s how it’s going to go. On Friday night you will come to me. I am going to tell your mother that I need help at my cabin, and you will help me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She gave a quirky smile, somehow pleased by my response.

“Excellent. Then—“

“What’s going to happen to me?”

“Oh, you’ll probably live a long life and…” she grinned. “Right now?”

“Yes. Are you going to tell anybody?”

“That depends on you, Little Jerry. If you do everything I say…you might survive. But if you displease me, if you even hesitate to follow one of my instructions…then those pictures I took will be all over the internet. Little Jerry Smith. Pervert. Crossdresser. Masturbating to bras.”

Each word dug into me, and she seemed to take great pleasure in the digging.

“But…but I’m sorry.”

She sat back in her chair. She was still wearing her peignoir. It was pink, translucent, and I could see every square inch of her mammoth breasts.

“Sorry, eh?” Then she said the oddest thing. “Let’s see how not sorry we can make you.”

Then: “Go on home now. And I will see you this Friday night.”

I bent to pick up my clothes.

“Leave those.”

“But…but I’m naked!”

“So?”

I stumbled back through the house, between the drawn curtains and onto the patio. I went through the bushes, into the garage, and tip toed back to my room. All the way I felt my cock swaying in the night. The redness slowly left my body, but not all the way. In fact, I would be blushing all the way to Friday night, and then beyond, though I didn’t know it.

I woke up the next day, and found that I was still ashamed. I hadn’t slept much, all I could do was wonder at the mess I had gotten myself into, and even when I slept I think I was humiliated.

“Jerry? Are you feeling well?” Mom felt my forehead. “You look red, and you’re a little hot.”

“Oh, I’m okay.” I mumbled. I was okay, if you think that being found out as a pervert is okay.

“Well, Mrs. Johnson called. She needs some furniture moved at her cabin and she asked if she could take you  up there. But if you don’t feel well…”

But I had to go! I couldn’t risk pissing Mrs. Johnson off! “No, no. I’m fine. I think I just got a little sunburn.”

“Well, if you’re sure.”

“I’m sure.”

“Well, good. I told her yes, and I know you need extra money, so it’s all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No problem.”

And my mother nodded, finished breakfast, and was shortly off to work. And all the while I was praying to the Gods…to Mrs. Johnson. Don’t tell my mother.

And I thought about what would happen if my mother found out what I had done, what I had been doing. I was her pride and joy, a good son, holding down the fort since Dad died. If she was to find out that I wasn’t such a good son, that I was a pervert that wore women’s underwear…then my life was over.

I was taking out the garbage when Mrs. Johnson backed out of her garage. She saw me and waved. No sign that she had caught me jacking off in the night. Just a neighbor waving to another neighbor. No sign of my deep shame.

I had a couple of classes that day, and I went to them, but I didn’t hear much.

The teacher was talking about Gettysburg and the Civil War and…and I had my own Gettysburg. I had visions of being dragged through the mud in female underwear, screaming that I was innocent, put in front of a firing squad who went to fire, but couldn’t. They were all laughing and point at me too hard to shoot their guns.

“Mr. Smith? Did you say something?”

I had been so lost I had blurted out a protest, ‘no,’ and hadn’t even realized it.

“No, ma’am.”

“Yes, you did. I heard you say ‘no.’ Just what is it about my lecture that you don’t like?”

“Nothing…I mean…I like your lecture…”

“You don’t act like it. Are you feeling well? You’re awfully red.”

I stood up and began walking out of the classroom. “I’m sorry!” I blurted. Sorry that I had been caught. Sorry that I was a pervert. “I don’t feel well.”

“You should report to the…”

The rest of her words were obliterated by a closing door.

I made it through the next class. I don’t know how, I was red and trembling, but I exited the class at the end of the hour and headed off across campus.

“Hey, Jerry, you feeling okay?”

Ron Hartwell was my best friend, but he didn’t know I was a pervert, and I wasn’t going to tell him.

“Yeah, I just feel a little sick. I’ll see ya.”

“Okay. Call me if…” then his voice faded away.

I went home. I watched TV. I did some chores. All the time I worried.

Mrs. Johnson had caught me. She had taken photos. She was going to release the photos on the net. My life would be ruined. People would always laugh at me. I would be kicked out of college. No girl would ever consider me. there was nothing I could do.

And so the week passed. A nightmare of torment. A hell of scrambled thoughts. Always red, always embarrassed, always dreading Friday night.

Friday night. What was she going to do to me? Was she going to call the cops? Would my mother find out? How was my life going to end.

And then, like magic, in spite of the lo-o-ong amount of time it had taken for me to get there…it was Friday.

Friday, and I could hardly breath. My heart was pounding all day. And evening came, and it was time to leave, to enter the den of the devil and be destroyed. I kissed my mother good bye and went next door.


PART TWO

“Good evening, Jerry.” Mrs. Johnson opened the front door and invited me in. I stepped past her, and my dick surged. I mean, she was GORGEOUS!

She was wearing shorts and a blouse. I could see her bra through the blouse, and her breasts were showcased.

Her hair was combed out and tied in a pony tail. Her make up was severe, mascara perfect and lips plump and red.

I walked into her living room, and found several boxes stacked on the couch.

“I’m going to have you take these out to the car, but first…come with me.”

I followed that amazing ass down the hallway, and, interestingly enough, I was calm. Now that the moment had arrived, now that she was going to…do whatever she was going to do to me, I was calm.

Only a little red. Only a little heart pounding. But a LOT of hard dick.

“I hope you didn’t masturbate.”

I blinked. “I…no, I didn’t”

“Excellent. I had forgotten to tell you, but I don’t want you masturbating any longer. I’ll give you something to help you with that. I know how easy it is for young men to lose control and…what do they call it? Flog the chicken?” She chuckled.

We entered her bedroom and she said, “Take off your clothes.”

I understood this, I had done it before, but it was still difficult. She was an older woman, and being naked in front of her…I began to grow dark red all over again.

I stripped, and when I was naked, nothing but my bobbing cock in front of me, she tossed me something. I caught it, looked at it, and my eyes grew big.

“Put it on.”

It was a bra. A firm one, built for use. Built to carry large objects.

Dazed, not understanding, I fastened the clasps in front of me, slid the bra around my body, and slipped my arms through the straps.

She was sitting on the bed, watching me. Heck, she was scouring me with her eyes.

“Now these.” She indicated a pair of breast forms on the bed.

“What?” Stunned, not comprehending, I put the forms into my bra. They were a perfect fit.

“Now this.” She handed me a heavy duty tummy shaper. That would cinch my waist, make it smaller. Much smaller.

I stepped into it, pulled it up, and with some struggle, felt my waist shrink a few inches.

“It’s hard to breath.”

“Take shallow breaths. Put this on.” Panties. And then stockings, which snapped to the straps dangling form the tummy shaper. And a dress. An actual dress. It was light blue, shimmied in the light, no cleavage allowed.

I pulled it on, marveling at the feel of the material sliding over my skin.

“Now, come sit.”

I sat at her make up table. She sat next to me.

“What is happening?” I asked. Actually, the question was pulled out of me. Just sort of exploded into reality.

“Shut up.” She said cheerfully, and she turned me to her and began cleaning my face. She cleansed and moisturized me, then looked down at my penis. It was sticking out from under the corset and making a stiff point in the dress. She smiled and touched it. I groaned.

“Time enough later, J.” She went back to working on my face. “I’m going to call you J. It’s feminine enough, and when we’re around other people, your mother, they will be able to accept a short cut for your name. It will be our secret. A very delightful secret that will remind you of me every time I call you by that name.”

“What are you doing to me?”

“Fulfilling your dreams. Now hold still.”

She went through the steps, laying foundation, blush, powder, then she worked on my eyes. She gave me light blue shadow, then painted my lips red.

“God, would I love to stain your lips, or do some other permanent make up.”

“I don’t…”

“Shhh,” she turned my face this way and that, inspected me minutely.

“Okay. It’s time to nail you.”

My eyes opened and she giggled. “To put nails on you.”

“Nails? Fingernails?”

“Not nine penny from the hardware,” she quipped.

She took my hands and prepped the nails. She filed and trimmed and cleaned, and then glued on long nails. They extended a half inch beyond my fingertips, and I suddenly had claws. And she painted them deep red. Red claws. Bloody claws. And she covered them with some kind of fixer.

“This will make them hard, but you still have to be careful. Don’t want to break a nail. Okay?”

“Okay,” I mumbled.

By now I was beyond red. I felt like I was outside my body. My whole body prickled, and I kept glancing in the mirror, or looking at my hands.

She had only trimmed my eyebrows a little, didn’t rob me of being able to return to masculinity after the weekend, and my lips were round and red, she had used a plumper, and I looked like a girl

And, I admit it, a sexy girl.

Except that I had boy’s hair.

She fixed that. She brought out a wig and placed it on my hair. She fastened it with some sort of clips, then had me stand up and look in the full length mirror.

I was a girl. A young woman. A fashionable young lady.

I had a girl’s face and hair. I had large boobs, My shape was rounded and sexy.

She spritzed me with perfume and giggled.

I looked at her. I had never felt so…nice…in my life. And yet, I had never felt so…worried. “What are you doing?”

“Come help me load the boxes, then we’ll take a long drive, and I will tell you. In fact, I’m not going to tell you, not until we reach the cabin and get unpacked. Until then, I want you to just enjoy this moment.”

She led the way back to the living room, and she had me move boxes from the living room to the garage. She drove a big SUV, and I managed to load all the boxes into the back area.

Then she told me to get in, and she started up the car. She had backed in, the better to make a quick getaway, and later I would realize the better to avoid my mother, and she spurted down the driveway and into the street.

The traffic was light, but she drove slowly.

“Don’t want to get caught by a cop,” she told me. “How would we ever explain you?” And she giggled. She seemed extremely happy.

I sat in the passenger seat. I was a lady, but my dick was sprouting under the material.

“Don’t worry, we’ll handle that later.”

She drove out of town and began the long trek into the mountains. It was getting late now, and we followed a winding road into a deep forest. As we drove she tried small talk.

“How are you doing in school?”

“Uh, okay.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No.”

“A boyfriend?” And she giggled.

“No!” I was aghast. Just because I liked to wear girls clothes and get hard didn’t make me gay.

“Take it easy, J. I’m just joking.”

I didn’t see anything funny. I was being kidnapped, feminized, and I was worried about the pictures going out on the internet.

We went through a drive through and she ordered for me. “Chicken strips and french fries. Strawberry shakes.”

I got brave enough to say, “I like hamburgers.”

She smiled at me as we waited in line. “Young ladies should only eat what won’t mess up their lipstick.”

So I slid fries and strips into my mouth and chewed, and sucked on a straw, and wished I had a chocolate shake. But girls like pink, I guess.

We left the fast food place and entered the loopy roads of the high mountains. We weren’t far now, and Mrs. Johnson smiled her secretive smile as we took the last few turns. Then, at the end of a long road, no other cabins around us, she pulled up to an A frame. On the other side of the A frame was a lake.

“Okay, J, we’re here. You want to bring in the boxes?”

I stepped out of the car. I was wearing Mary Janes and the gravel was rough on my feet. While she turned on the lights I began carrying boxes into the house.

The boxes were all Amazon, and they weren’t very heavy. Five minutes and I had them all stacked next to a couch.

Mrs. Johnson was lighting a fire in the big fireplace, and I looked around.

Wood beams and wood walls. A loft above the entrance. The back of the building was all glass, and I could see the moon reflecting off the light chop of waves.

“There we go.” Mr.s Johnson stood up and wiped her hands off. Then she turned to me. “Would you like a drink?”

“Uh…yeah?” I was young, but old enough to drink. But not old enough to understand how somebody could crave alcohol with their every fiber, except for right now.

“In the kitchen you will find Pepsi and bourbon. The frig should give ice. Fill with ice cubes, half and half on the liquor. We don’t want you wasted. I’m going to go slip into something more comfortable.”

I went to the kitchen, mixed the drinks, and turned back to the living room. I almost dropped the glasses.

Mrs. Johnson was wearing a bra and a thong. Her breasts were heaving over the top of the bra, and she licked her lips as she looked at me.

“Come, let’s sit on the couch,” she said. “I have a story to tell you.”

I followed. She sat, she patted the cushion next to her. I sat next to her. She sipped from her drink, said, “Woo!” then put an arm around me.

She pulled me close. I could feel her breasts pressing against me. I could feel her delicate breath on my cheek.

“Do you dream, J?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Stop saying ‘uh.’ It’s a conversation waster, and it makes you sound stupid.”

I resolved never to say ‘uh’ again in my life.

“I dream.” The fire crackle happily. We each sipped. I looked at my lipstick marks on my glass.

“I married Mr. Johnson when I was but 19. He was so handsome. He was a stud. He was from a wealthy family, played football…he was everything I ever dreamed of.”

Not being too suave, I asked, “Did he die?”

She grunted, but didn’t upbraid me. “No. No. He’s out there somewhere. He’s taking care of me financially. I’ll never have to worry, but…” she stopped.

“But what?”

She didn’t answer, but continued her story.

“So we married, and a few years passed, and I noticed that he didn’t like to do it. That when we did do it, it was a struggle for him. That caused a rift in our marriage. We went to counselors, we talked about divorce, children, anything and everything that we thought, in our delirium, might save our marriage.

“Imagine, children to save a marriage, now there’s a silly thought.” She pressed her lips to my temple and said, “People need to grow up before they have children.”

I was electric. The most beautiful woman in the world was holding me. I was a girl. She had kissed me. And, to top it all off, I could already feel the light headiness that good bourbon imparts.

“Eventually, however, I found out the truth.”

She stopped talking, got up, took my glass and hers and went into the kitchen She came back with fresh drinks. She handed me one and I looked at the lip. Red lipstick.

She grinned. “If that’s my glass, you’re kissing me. Would you like to kiss me, J?”

“Uh…” then I realized what I had said. “Sorry.”

She laughed, a merry tinkle, and plopped down next to me. Now she didn’t hold me, now she leaned against me, and she started rubbing the bump in my dress.

“I came home one day. Got off work early, and discovered what the problem was. It wasn’t me. I wasn’t lacking, it was him. He was wearing clothes. Clothes like you’re wearing. And I knew…my husband was a cross dresser.”

I was frozen. What she was telling me, and the way she was rubbing my cock, it had blown my mind.

“Oh, I had a fit. I was a child. I gave him grief, and I drove him away. I treated him like shit, and he finally left me. Odd, I thought he was the one with the problem, but it was me that had the problem.

“I had a few rough years then. I drank, took some drugs, and when I was stoned out of my mind…I sought out cross dressers.

“I was guilty, you see. I had destroyed my marriage. I had treated my husband badly, and there was some piece of me that wanted him back, that wanted to understand it all.”

“Did he come back?”

She smiled wanly. The fire crackled. She snuggled a bit, reached under my dress and grabbed my cock. She didn’t move her hand on it, that would have caused an orgasm. She just held it, and continued her talk.

“No. I had destroyed our relationship. We’ll never get back together, and we both know it. He’s got somebody else now. Somebody, a beautiful woman, who will accept him for what he is. And that leaves me.”

She took a long drink, demolished the alcohol, put the glass aside, then moved me around. We faced each other on the couch. Our faces lit by the crackling flames. Our breathing heavy, our faces flushed.

“I discovered you stealing my clothes, and it was like God gave me a second chance. Oh, I don’t want to marry you, I just want to experience you. I want to help you, create you, make it all right for you to explore who you really are.”

We stared at each other. Our faces were inches apart. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to move our faces together and press our lips together.

“J?” she breathed.

“Yes?” And now I wasn’t embarrassed. I was horny. I was in love.

“Will you make love to me?”

Then she leaned forward and kissed me, gently. I felt her warm lips on mine. I felt her breathing on me. I began to kiss her back.

She placed one of my hands on her breast, and she placed one of her hands on mine.

Then we were coming together, pressing our bodies against each other. She thrust her hips forward and felt my cock. She held my face and devoured my lips. She reached down and grabbed me. And held me. And stopped me from shooting.

She laughed. “I know. I know. Don’t worry.”

She began taking my dress off. She slipped it over my head, somehow without removing my wig.

We meshed again, as if our lips were the ultimate liquor and we were addicted.

I undid her bra, and those magnificent breasts tumbled forth.

She took off my bra, and the forms bounced on the floor in front of the couch.

We squirmed, we wiggled, we swallowed each other’s saliva and tongues and lips.

I bent my head and took a nipple in my mouth. I sucked, hard, and she groaned and pulled me to her and arched her back.

She stroked me, then she ducked her bead and took me in her mouth.

I was close then, and I had no control, but she backed off, grabbed my penis hard, and controlled me.

Then we fell off the couch and were on the floor, tangled in our discarded clothing, humping and writhing and trying to figure out how to get my dick into her.

Finally, she grabbed me and rolled me over and sat on me. My dick stood up against her belly. She raised up, moved forward an inch, and lowered herself, slowly, excruciatingly, on my cock.

I felt her lower lips kiss the head of my cock, then I was slipping in. I could feel the folds of her vagina as she took me. I felt the rapturous slither of wet flesh along my shaft as she sank to my balls.

She sat on me then, staring into my eyes, playing with my nipples, wondering what Gods had blessed us. Then we started the final rush. She ground on me and groaned, almost a howl. I reached up and grabbed her nipples, roughly, and I could see she liked it, and I pulled.

Another low moan, then a whimper, and I knew she was going over the top.

And so was I.

I was hot and horny, I hadn’t masturbated for days, I hadn’t cum since she had caught me, and I was desperate.

“Oh…fuck….fuck me.” She wailed.

I thrust up, and the cork popped off the bottle. I could feel the champagne shooting up my dick. I could feel my balls tensing and pulling up I could feel that deep throb at the base of my tool.

And she was holding on to me now, squeezing me, arching so that her tits pressed into my chest. Harder, harder.

I thrust my dick upward and felt my sperm splatter in her cave. Thick ropes, white cream, my essence.

And she was caught by some rapturous wave, being tumbled across far sands, feeling the burn of some ancient and foreign sun.

Then we were collapsed on each other, breathing, trying to remember who we were.

Not that we cared.

We slept up stairs in the loft. It was warm, and we were tangled in sheets and each other. I kept waking her up by sucking on her nipple. And she would giggle and stroke my cock. Then we would sleep a bit more, wake up, and do it again.

The sun broke through the trees, a beautiful golden morning, and we roused ourselves. And she grabbed me and threw me down. I realized that though I was a guy, she was older, and actually stronger.

“I go a gym every day,” she explained.

She worked on me then, plucked my eyebrows just a little bit more, and made me use Nair and shower.

It felt so electric to have no hair. Now I really enjoyed the feeling of lingerie. Though we had done it twice the night before, I was hard again.

“You have to get rid of that,” she accused me, acting like it was bad, and making me laugh.

So we went for a long swing. jumped off the end of the pier and stroked out to a platform bobbing in the water. We wore no clothes, she just laughed when I suggested them. “Nobody wears cloths out here.”

Then we swam back, and she rushed me into the house and, before I could get hard again, she made me sit back on the couch and she fiddled with my groin.

It felt weird, something hard going over my cock, then a click. I looked down. “What the…?”

“It’s called a chastity tube. You’re going to wear it until Sunday night.”

“But it’s strangling me!”

“It’s containing you, helping you be chaste, storing your juices up for me.”

“But I don’t want my juices stored up.”

“Do you want to fit into a dress without the unsightly bulge?”

That stopped me. Yes, I wanted a hard on, and I wanted to sink it to the balls in her. But I was also obsessed, and I realized not just with boobs.

Yes, boobs were the key, the trigger, the thing that fascinated me about women. But the whole picture included all lingerie, having actual boobs, wearing make up and looking like a woman.

She grinned. “Now, let’s really do you up right.”

She helped me pull on another corset, this one tighter, and I felt my breath squooshed right out of my body.

Another bra, and my breast forms. Funny, I already thought of them as ‘mine,’ as if I had actual breasts.

And I discovered what was in the boxes.  Mrs. Johnson had ordered me clothes. That was why she had measured me. I had extra underwear, dresses, even shoes. Real high heels!

I wore a short skirt, the kind that shows legs al-l-l the way down to the ground. I wore boots with low heels. Very classy with open toes, which showed my red painted nails. I wore a tight fitting tee shirt, and it looked like the boobs I was wearing were totally real.

Then she slipped another wig on me, made me into a redhead with lots of curls, and adjusted my make up to the new hair color.

I was smoking hot. I was slim and big titted, my face was perfectly girlish, and even sultry. And my lips…I loved the plumper she was using on them. I wondered if it would wear off before I got home.

By the time we went out to the car we were laughing and giggling. Two girls on their way to town, though the town we were going to was just a little collection of tourist shops.

She drove, I played with the radio. We couldn’t stop touching each other. I felt her boobs. She ran her hand over my lap. Even though I was caged, it took my breath away, and I discovered something: being caged makes you horny.

Your dick wants to get out, it’s constantly struggling. It’s more sensitive to…everything. If the car went over a bump a thrill shot through my groin.

Mrs. Johnson, to say the least, loved it. She kept saying she wanted to stop and just kiss me. She called me her daughter, and when I laughed, she grudgingly admitted we were more like sisters.

Were we in love?

Yes and no.

We wanted each other, and I knew we always would. But she didn’t want marriage, she just wanted a relationship. Then she could go back to being herself, and call on the relationship only when she felt the desire.

I loved her, but only as the young can, uninhibited, knowing it was for a moment, but…what a moment!

We drove up the little main street and looked at all the shops. There weren’t many people, but I knew this afternoon the real rush would begin. Until then, we had a couple of hours of walking through little places, holding hands, her brushing the back of her hand across the front of my skirt. Me bumping into her tits with a bare arm.

We wandered through the shops, picking up things and discussing them, and, at one point, I had an interesting realization.

“You know,” I whispered in her ear, “I actually don’t even know your first name.”

She laughed. She whispered back, “Tammi.”

And I thought, Tammi and J, out on the town. Two girls having the time of their lives.

I whispered that to Tammi, and she smiled, and I cold see she was taken up by the idea.

Then we went to a small eatery. We sat outdoors and ordered salads. I wanted a hamburger, but she convinced me I had to act like a girl in every way. Besides, the little bits and pieces were perfect for chewing with lipstick on.

Finally, tired but energized, we hopped back into the car and drove back to the cabin.

There was a console between us, and I wanted to crawl across it and ravage her, but consoles are not sex friendly.

We arrived at the house, and I had a super treat in for me.

First, we had a couple of more drinks. Then we sat on the deck, holding hands, trading kisses every once in a while. And she said: “To really understand what it is to be a woman, you have to learn to make love like a woman.”

“How do I do that?”

“Well, the first stage is…you’re going to have to make me cum…without your dick.”

I squealed, “Wha-a-at!” And we both laughed.

“Then, tomorrow, before you go home, I’m going to deflower you.”

“Deflower me? Like steal my virtue?”

“Like a man deflowers a woman,” she spoke softly, gazing into my eyes.

“But I don’t have a pussy, and you don’t have a dick.”

She nodded, sipped a little more bourbon and Coke, and said, “There are ways. I will show you your pussy, and I do have a penis. A rather large one, if you like, or a small one if you insist on being a scaredy cat.”

Well, I was a manly…uh, girl. And size didn’t scare me. Besides. I was half drunk. “I’m not scaredy cat.”

“Wonderful. Then perhaps you could get the show on the road by getting down on your knees and showing me how well you can ‘lesbian’ my pussy.”

‘Lesbian’ her pussy? Oh, my God. Did she really say that?

I sipped the last of my drink, then stood up. I swayed a little bit, and then place a pillow on the deck and knelt on it.

She lowered the bottom half of the lounge and slipped forward so she was half laying on the thing, her pleasure palace on display and ripe for the picking. Uh, licking.

I bent forward, placed my hands on the deck between her legs, and slowly moved my head forward.

She was hot with lust. She was breathing hard and looked flushed. She gulped the last of her drink, then put it down on the deck.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned as I took my first lap, a long slow lick up the slit, my tongue sliding between the labia and ending up on her clit.

I sucked her clitoris then. I pulled it into my mouth and sucked on it and chewed on it.

She gasped, and thrust her hips into my face.

I pushed her down, spread her legs more, and put my whole face against her pussy. I fucked her pussy with my face. I used my nose and my lips, I could hardly breath, and I ground my face into her.

She placed her hands over my head, my ears, and she humped me.

Then, when she calmed down, I drew back and using three stiff fingers on her. I put them into her and began shoving them back and forth. I could feel the lip of her vagina with my knuckles, and she cried out in wonder.

Again and again, my hand like a piston, ramming and jamming, feeling the juices flow. And before I knew it, she was bucking, on the edge of an orgasm.

I slowed down, pulled my hand out, and she cursed me. “Oh, you asshole! Fuck me! You bitch! Fuck me!”

So I did her again with the three fingers, and I used one of my fingers on the other hand to diddle her clit at the same time.

“Fu….fu…oh…ye-e-es…” She wheezed, holding my wrist and helping me fill her. And this time, when she started to climb the mountain, I pushed her, pushed her right over the edge.

“OHHHH!” she wailed like a siren, yet guttural, like a cave woman.

Then I just sat there, my fingers in her, but not moving. Her holding my wrist, but not pulling. And we breathed. And she caught her breath again. And, finally, the slightest of moves, she pulled my wrist, so I pushed my hand into her, and we were off  to the races.

We did that four times that afternoon. Until she was exhausted and wanted only to sleep.

While she slept I tried on some of the clothes she had bought me. I wished I had a real set of boobs, I wondered what mother would think if I started taking hormones.

I loved a grey dress with a plunging back, and I tried on the high heels with it. I strutted back and forth in the cabin while Tammi slept in the loft. Listening to the heels click, and loving it. My dick kept trying to get erect, and it was driving me crazy.

I tried fixing my lipstick, I was scared to fix anything else, and didn’t do to badly. After all, you just have to be careful and keep the color in the lines, on the lips themselves.

Then I went out on the deck and watched the sun dip towards the lake. I had another drink in my hand, and I was feeling the horniness just eat me alive. My pecker pounding, throbbing, but with no where to go.

I heard the door open behind me, then Tammi came up to me and put her arms around me. She was wearing only a sheet, and she was absolutely delicious looking.

“How’d I do?” I asked.

She smiled, pressed her body against me so the sheet wouldn’t fall, grabbed my face and turned me into her lips. It wasn’t a horny kiss, it was a satisfied kiss, a ‘thank you’ kiss.

“Wow! That good?” I managed to breath out when she took pity on me and pulled away.

“That good. Are you ready to learn about your pussy?”

I could feel my heart lurch. I was light headed. “Sure.” Such a glib word, hiding the excitement I felt, even as it committed me to it.

She took me by the hand and led me into the cabin. We mixed a couple of drinks, then we climbed the stairs to the loft.

“Drink up,” she whispered to me. “You want to be really relaxed for this.”

So I drank, and when I was done, she handed me her drink, and she smiled at me. There was excitement in her eyes. A secret in her smile.

“Okay,” she said. She went to the dresser next to the bed and took out a mess of straps and several dildos.

She put the straps on around her waist, and said, “Pick one.”

A small black one. A pink one, about the size of my dick, a big, clear one that was made out of some solid type of plastic. “4 inches, 6 inches, and 8 inches. Which one do you want?”

I remembered my boast of earlier. I picked up the plastic one. I could see the world through it, all distorted by the curved shape of the thing.

She didn’t try to talk me out of it. She simple nodded, told me to finish my second drink, and screwed the thing into her harness.

We stood for a few minutes then, holding each other, her big dick pressed against my thigh. It hung in her straps, but I knew it wasn’t going to be bending in me. This was a dick that meant business.

“Get on all fours.”

I crawled on to the bed, my ass towards her, high in the air, the perfect height for her to fuck me.

She slathered lubricant all over the dildo, then she wiped a huge glob onto my ass,

I was high. Not sloppy drunk, but that happy stoned place. I waited on my hands and knees, feeling so open and vulnerable.

“I love you, J,” she whispered as she moved between my legs, pressed the plastic pecker against my brown spot.

“Uh!” I grunted. The feel of the thing surprised me.

“You must relax. If you try to tighten up, it will hurt. If you relax, the sky is the limit. In fact, there is no limit.”

“Okay,” I breathed. My back was straight, I didn’t know if I should hunch it or sag it.

She pressed in, slowly but inexorably. My mouth opened, I cried out something, but wasn’t sure what. This thing was opening me up, splitting me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Don’t fall, J. If you fall I’ll fall on you, and that will ram it into you before you’re ready.”

Then I felt the head pop. My ass hurt, but only a little, and pleasure was already starting up.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathed. I could feel her grinning behind me. She had her hands around my waist and she held on to me and waited.

I breathed, tried to calm myself down, and my muscles slowly relaxed. More pleasure, eating into me, opening me up, showing me a world I had not known had existed.

“Okay,” I nodded.

Thank God for lubrication, she slipped the whole thing into me. Every muscle in me went into shock. Every nerve woke up and screamed, “What’s that!”

But it felt good. It felt really good. It felt like a giant itch that had to be scratched. And scratched. And scratched.

I pushed back, gently, and she let me. Then I pulled forward, and a gap open up between our bodies, then she shoved it in again.

Somewhere in there I began to cry, but they were tears of joy. I had never experienced such sensations, such completeness. It was better than a dick, and yet, not. It was different. It was sharper, and I didn’t have the control, but I was learning that to really feel it I had to give up control. I had to submit to the big penis in my bottom. I had to give myself up to the woman driving it into me. It was delicious submissiveness, and I had not known how good it could be.

Oddly, I had not thought to ask for the chastity tube to be taken off, and as she fucked me she grabbed the whole thing and moved it around. Twisted it, jerked it, and gave me a thrill not available to a hard penis.

“Oh, god…!” And then I lost it. I fell forward, and she fell with me, and her whole weight rammed the penis deep into me. It felt like it was almost in my stomach, and my mind sort of blanked out. Everything was white, and loosy goosy, and I felt my groin just sort of explode.

Not hard like a squirting orgasm, but a shimmy that seemed to come from the hard dick, spread out through my groin and thighs, and then heat up my whole body.

“Ohhhh” I moaned, again and again, and then, somehow, without me understanding, it was over.

Tammi stopped moving and we lay there, her on me, the big prick lodged between my buns.

I could breath, but barely. I was still wearing the corset. I couldn’t move for her weight. All I could do was wonder what had happened to me.

Finally, she pushed up, and the dong slid slowly out of me. It left a space and I almost cried for the sheer pleasure of the way it had rubbed my nerves, and then left me empty.

She stood up and looked down. I looked to where she was looking. There was a big wet spot under my chastity tube. I hadn’t gotten hard and squirted, rather, the big dick had pressured my prostate and forced the semen to ooze out.

“Sleep, if you wish. I’ll be downstairs.”

I didn’t sleep. I sort of dozed, and relieved the vast goodness in my asshole, but I didn’t fall all the way asleep.

Finally, I crawled back off the bed and stood up.

My asshole felt used, and my muscles felt like they were made of rubber, but it felt good.

I walked downstairs, and Tammi met me with a hug and a kiss. And we sat, and we talked about men and women, and the differences between them, and the perceived differences between them.

And we made love again. This time me doing her. And we woke up, and she did me again, and then it was the end of the weekend.

Tammi cleaned me up before we left the cabin. She used tons of cold cream and made sure I was completely male, no trace of female. Then we cleaned the cabin, put all my new clothes into a spare closet, and got into the car.

We stopped for a hamburger on the way down, and she laughed at the male way I ingested it.

And I put on a mock male act for her, slobbering and grunting like a caveman.

I really wished we could have stayed at the cabin.

And she said, “Tell your mother how much fun you had, but that you had to work too much.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Next month I want to spend a couple of weeks up there. And. I need a handy man to fix up a few things. What do you think?”

“I think you don’t need a handy man.”

She looked at me, a little confused.

“You need a handy woman.”

Then she laughed, and I laughed.

And we couldn’t wait for our next trip to the cabin.

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


My Husband the Model!

He had to wear a bra or…bust!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“God, that is great! I’m so happy, but…uh oh.”

Dorey had just told me she was pregnant, and I had suddenly realized the big problem that was going to create.

“What?” She smiled, she was happy, a bun in the oven, I hated to bust her bubble.

“How am I…we need a model.”

“Oh, Rick, that’s…uh oh. That is a problem.”

“I mean, we’re okay for a couple of months, but then…then…”

“Then I’ll lose this svelte figure and be a fat, old cow. And then nobody will buy and we’ll go broke…and just when things were starting to take off.”

We stared at each other, our joy at the news of a child tempered by the dismay of knowing our business was going to fail.

We had opened up a high end fashion and lingerie store the year before. We had struggled and put all our money into it. We only had one worker, and now she might be in danger of losing her job.

“Can’t we hire somebody else?”

“Who? And with what? We’re barely making enough money to pay Belinda and make our rent. We’re still catching up. No way the land lord, or the vendors, are going to give us credit again.”

We had fallen behind, worked our tails to the bone, and now this.

We sat in our living room and pondered wearily.

We sold high dresses and lingerie. People came in and expected to be shown. They don’t walk down an aisle and pick out cheap stuff from bins, they watch the model and then make a decision. No model, no decision…no decision, no sale…no sale, no money. It was that simple.

Since we had opened Dorey had been the model. It wasn’t difficult, I’d put out the cheese and crackers and wine, champagne for the real big spenders, and she’d duck into the back room for a fast change or four, and it all worked out.

But now she was going to be busy making a baby, and I was going to be in charge in the store. No way I could duck into the back and slip into a bra, or negligee, or whatever.

“Of course, there’s Belinda.”

I looked at Dorey. “Seriously?”

Belinda had a weight problem. She was big and hefty and…and good for just about everything else in the store. But there was no way she was going to slip into leotards and prance around on high heels.

Look, I’m not being mean, that’s just the way it was.

So we sat, and talked, and brainstormed, and came up with nothing.

“Well, we can ask Belinda what she thinks tomorrow. After all, it’s a couple of months. It’ll all work out.

But things were looking grim.

The next day we went to work, and we were not in a good mood. We entered the store without the normal morning cheerfulness, we greeted Belinda dourly, and went right to stocking and returns and dusting and sweeping and…we were gloomy.

“Heysoos, are you guys grumpy. What the heck is wrong?”

It was break, and Dorey and I were sitting in the office, watching our donuts cool and our milk grow warm.

I sighed.

Dorey said, “Have a seat, Bel.”

Suddenly looking nervous, Belinda pulled up a chair and  settled into it. She stared at both of us for a moment, then blurted, “What?”

Dorey sighed. “I’m pregnant.”

Her face lit up like Christmas. “That’s great! That’s wonderful! You’ve been…” at our lack of enthusiasm she sobered. “It is great, isn’t it? I mean, I thought you wanted a baby.”

“We never realized how it would impact the business,” I explained.

“Oh, don’t get us wrong,” Dorey said, “We want this baby. I mean, under the tears and desperation we’re leaping and jumping for joy.”

“Could have fooled me,” Belinda quipped.

I grunted.

That’s the thing about Belinda. She’s the eternal optimist. You give her a pile of horse shit and she’ll look for the pony.

“So…I don’t get it.”

“In a matter of months I will be losing my figure”

“Well, that’s expected, babies and…oh.”

I nodded. “Dorey won’t be able to model anymore.”

Again, “Oh.” A little deeper, a little more solemn.

“We might have to let you go.”

“Oh…crap!”

Belinda couldn’t get by on what we paid her under the table, and she couldn’t get by on unemployment. She needed both. And she said something ridiculous. “My cats.”

She had two Siamese cats. Love of her life. She called them ‘Salt’ and, get this, ‘More Salt.’ I kid you not.

Dorey blinked. 

I kept my mouth straight.

Dorey cracked.

I made a muffled sound.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Hey, it wasn’t funny, but we had had enough of the gloom and despair. Dorey put her head on the table and pounded on the surface with one fist. I slipped off my chair and started rolling on the rug.

“Well, hey…” Belinda muttered weakly.

“We’re sorry, Belinda. It just,” I wheezed and tried to sit up. “It just struck us funny.”

“Yeah. Real funny. She gets fat. I lose my job. And my cats starve.”

Which set Dorey and I off again. Damn it, it wasn’t funny, but it just…it made us laugh.

Finally we calmed down and I said, “Dorey, we’ll make it. I don’t know how, but we’ll make it.”

Belinda didn’t look too happy, however.

Dorey said, “If we have to feed your cats ourselves,” and there we went again. I fell back on the floor and Dorey tilted back in the swivel, and the swivel was weak springed and the chair tilted over. Dorey jerked to try to regain her balance, but it was a lost cause. The chair went all the way over and she splatted on her back and lay there, stunned, and then started laughing.

And I laughed, and even Belinda started to laugh.

Cats. Huh.

The day went slowly. Mrs. Jensen came in at ten and Dorey modeled several dresses and we sold one. A thousand bucks. Which, in our posh Beverly Hills location, paid the rent for a couple of days.

John Springfield, the old senator, dropped by with his wife and girlfriend at noon. Hey, it’s Beverly Hills, right? He bought them both bathing suits. Ka ching, another couple of days rent. It was the beginning of the month so we were still working on the rent. By the tenth we would have it. Then a few days of working for Belinda. Then a week paying off the IRS, and finally, about the 22th, Dorey and I worked for ourselves. And let me tell you, we hated February. That short month had us eating peanut butter sandwiches for dinner.

But we had made it, month after month, struggling, scraping by and now stats were up and we were actually pulling in good bucks. We were actually starting to pay ourselves before the 20th!

Then…the baby. More expenses, time off for doctors and things, and less money to cover it all. Maybe a lot less. Like close the doors less.

Then Belinda had a bright idea. And, God, did I hate it.

“I’ve got it!” She had a big grin when she flounced in.

“Herpes?” I asked.

“Shut up, Jason,” murmured Dorey.

I looked at her.

“First bit of cheer in a week. Let’s take it while we can.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry. What’s your idea, Bel?”

“Tell you at first break. We have customers this morning.”

And we did. Dorey was kept busy sliding in and out of night gowns, dinner dresses, high heels, bras and shapers.

I watched her moving quickly and lithely as she tried on the various clothes. Heysoos, but she had a good body. Her waist was tight and her boobs were big. Sometimes, when the dress was overly tight, it happened every once in a while, I had to go help her stuff herself into a dress. Actually push on those bazooms with my bare hands and get them pushed down enough so the nipples didn’t show. That was a part of the job that I liked. After that I would always be grinning. And horny. And even Belinda would laugh at the silly expression on my easy to please face.

And Dorey was going to sacrifice that killer body.

God. We wanted a baby. There had to be some way…

“Okay. Break time We have two hours before the Johnson kid shows up. Let’s have a seat and brainstorm.”

We sat down in the showing room, it had the plush, comfortable chairs. Dorey sat near the hallway so she could step out of sight if the door opened. She was mid change and clad only in bra and panties.

“Okay,” I said, settling in to the cushions. “What’s this great idea you’ve come up with?”

Belinda grinned a Cheshire grin. “Jason.”

“Yes?” I wrinkled my brow.

“That’s it. Jason is my idea.”

Dorey tilted her head in puzzlement. I blinked. This made no sense.

Belinda, for her part, she sat and smiled at us like the cat who had just eaten the 100 pound mouse.

“Don’t you guys get it?”

“Get what?” I was truly mystified.

She sighed, and held out her sketchbook.

She was a good artist, and she often drew design ideas, or even drew pictures for clients.

I opened the first page and stared. It was me. But under that smiling face was a dress.

“Huh?”

“Turn the pages, silly, and let Dorey see.”

I turned the book so Dorey could see and flipped the pages.

Me. Me. Me. In gowns. In negligees. In dresses. Parts of my body. Hands with long gloves. Feet with high heels.

Me.

“I don’t…”

“Oh, my God!” Dorey breathed out.. “It could work.”

“Like a charm,” announced Belinda happily. “You keep the store, I keep my job, you have the baby, and I have my cats.”

We didn’t laugh this time.

I still don’t under—“

“Jason,” Dorey laid it out for me. “You’re our new model.”

“I’m what…no. This is…” I tossed the sketch book aside.

Dorey turned to Belinda. “He’s slender. In two months he can be skinny.”

“And we’ve got corsets if he isn’t skinny enough.”

“We’d have to work around bathing suits…”

“Hey, wait a minute!” I interjected.

“We don’t sell a lot of those, and I don’t think most women care about us modeling those.”

“Underwear is…what about boobs?”

“Will you guys stop this?” I tried.

They ignored me.

“Falsies will work. We’ve got lots of breast forms, and we can get different sizes and shapes if we need.”

“Cheap enough from Sally.”

Sally was one of our bra vendors, and she was a real source for breast forms. Cheap ones. Like big discount, or even free.

“Shoes. He’s got to wear high heels.”

“You guys have to knock this off.”

“Won’t take but a day to get some made in his size.”

“Hair.”

“He wears it long, and then we could always just give him extensions.”

“I’m not going to wear all these clothes!”

They both looked at me. Pointed, serious, then they turned back to each other.

“What about his penis.”

“He can wear a gaffe.”

“Heck, why not a chastity tube? Or even a full belt? That would keep the hamster in the cage.”

“I am not going to be the model!” I stood up.

“Honey, sit down,” Dorey didn’t even looked at me. “There are greater minds than yours at work here.”

They chitted and chatted and plotted out my future for the next two hours. And when it came time for lunch Dorey ordered me a…salad. A (choke) salad.

“But I want a sub! With meatballs and cheese and gravy dripping down the front of my shirt!

“Ha!” spouted Bel.

“Nonsense,” grinned Dorey. And it was an evil grin. At least I thought it was evil.

“We need to slenderize you, get you ready.”

“But I’m not going to do this!”

Dorey finally turned to me. “Oh. Yes. You are.” And, man, was she serious. “You are not only going to do it, you are going to like it.”

“I am not!”

“Do you ever want sex again?”

“That’s not fair!”

Bel actually came to my rescue on that one. “Hey, horn dog needs his relief. Maybe you could just withhold it a bit.”

“A lot,” Dorey glared at me.

Oh, man. This hurt. I liked my sex. I liked to squeeze her body and lick it all over and suck her nipples and…and most of all I liked to plumb my cock to her depths. In and out, in and out, it was my favorite sport.

Then Dorey softened a bit. “You play this right and you might even get more sex. After all, you know how I appreciate good looking women, and if the woman actually had a dick then I might be willing to turn Lesbian.”

“Ooh. That’s a wicked thought,” Belinda mused, scratching her chin.

“Dress you up in lingerie, maybe a little make up…that’s sort of a horny thought.”

“It’s even got me horny.”

Dorey and I turned our heads and looked at her.

Defiantly, “Hey! I have sexual appetites, too, you know?”

All afternoon we argued, and I have to tell you, I was losing.

I mean, I didn’t want to, but the girls REALLY wanted me to.

And, that night, Dorey really went after me.

First, she changed into a veddy sexy negligee. Her breasts, proud and pointed, were plain to see. The nipples rubbed against the soft material and became excited. And it didn’t help that every once in a while she palmed her breasts and pulled the nipples. And put one hand over her mons and twisted her knees and groaned.

Yeah, I know. I’m a sucker. Right. But what do you expect from a man, huh?

Then she made her face up. Put on the model’s make up, shaded her eyes blue and painted her lips red. And flounced around in front of me. Whipping her hair across my face. Rubbing that incredible, voluptuous body against me. Giving me a lap dance right in the middle of (choke) FOX news.

Heck, Trump could have appeared naked on the screen and I wouldn’t have noticed.

Okay, maybe that was a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

Then, the knell of doom for me, bed time.

I slipped under the covers. Erect. Dripping. Looking forward to the old in and out.

She took off her clothes, cold creamed her face, and started putting her hair up in curlers.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I thought we were…you know.”

“Oh, I only go to bed with people that turn me on.”

“That’s not fair.”

She turned to me. “Honey, you’re going to give in. You’re going to do the modeling. Now the only question is how much do you have to suffer before you give in. You can have me every night. All night. Every hole. All made up and hot and eager…or you can have me like this.” She turned back to her dressing table and put another curler in her hair.

“That is really not—“

She turned to me, and now she was serious. “Honey. It’s only clothes. Heck. You might even like them.”

“And make up and…and high heels…and not eating anymore.”

She chortled. “Oh, you’ll get your salads.” More serious again. “But I am fighting for our business, our home, our brand, new baby. What are you fighting for?”

That stopped me. That made me blink, and my mouth to open and close.

Heck, even my dick went down. I turned away from her, rolled over and stared at the wall.

Dorey finished putting curlers in her hair, then slipped into bed.

She didn’t touch me. Just laid on her side of the bed and went to sleep. It didn’t take long before she was softly snoring.

I didn’t sleep.

Just clothes. And make up and stuff.

I knew within a few months, by the time Dorey showed a little baby bump, I would have learned enough. Belinda could help teach me, and Dorey would be able to show me things right up until she went to the hospital.

I had worked in the industry for years. I knew my way around dresses. I knew the tricks for shimmying into a tight pair of jeans, or how to get a bra on, how to plump up the tits so they looked bigger…I  knew a lot about make up already. Watching models, and especially Dorey, apply make up over the years…it wouldn’t be much trouble.

And we could get special clothes for me. Shoes and gloves and things.

So what was stopping me?

At midnight I said, “I’ve got a problem.”

Dorey woke up, she must have been listening in her sleep, for she said, “What problem?”

“I’m a man.”

“Yeah? Really?” then; “Sorry. Sarcasm not appropriate. Me bad.”

I said, “I want to stay a man. I don’t want…I don’t want to be effected by this.”

“Isn’t that up to you?”

I didn’t say anything. Dorey rolled over and grabbed my penis. “I’ll tell you this, lover mine. I fell in love with you. Dick came later. Sexy clothes came much later. And, let me tell you the truth, you could be gay and I would still love you. I fell in love with the man, not all his accouterments.” She shook my dick, which was pretty damned hard by then, to emphasize.

She rolled over and went back to sleep.

I laid on my back. My dick in the air. Thinking.

A woman. Wearing falsies. Prancing around.

Okay, not prancing around. That is only the transvestite stereotype some people have.

For a baby. And to keep the business afloat. For Belinda and her stupid cats.

Well, actually, they weren’t that stupid. They were sort of cute. Dorey and I had been over to Belinda’s house and one of the cats, Salt or More Salt, I couldn’t tell which was which, had climbed into my lap and purred.

Stupid cats.

I grinned in the dark.

I stopped grinning.

A new baby. What was I willing to sacrifice for a new life? And I knew. Once that kid was born I would be willing to lay down my life for him. Or her. So why couldn’t I wear a few clothes?

At three in the morning I made up my mind.

“Okay,” I whispered.

I don’t know how Dorey did it, but she must have been ‘sleep listening’ again. She spun over, climbed onto my body and yelled, “Curler sex!”

I started laughing, and she positioned my weenie and slid down.

Oh, God! That felt good!

“Lover. You will never be sorry.” She tweaked my nips.

“I will make you the happiest cross dresser in the world.” She reached under and grabbed my balls. I gasped with pleasure as she squeezed and played with them.

“You are going to be so sexy that every woman will want you. And the men. But don’t worry about the men.”

Men?

She felt my thought and laughed. “Hey, you’re a Lesbian! You don’t care about men, right?”

She was tilting her hips, writhing, squirming, and my penis was starting to throb.

“God, just the thought of screwing you while you’re all en femme…it’s making me so horny!”

She kissed me then, and the combination, nuts, nips, her chewing on my mouth, it was too much.

“UN!” I grunted.

“Let it come, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “Let it come.”

I couldn’t help it. Not that I wanted to. I jerked and my hips thrust up and I felt the sperm shooting up the shaft. That white hot feeling of pleasure engulfed me, and I came and I came and I came.

“He’s in,” announced Dorey.

Belinda gave a clap of her hands. “Goodie! When do we start?”

“We already did. He’s wearing a bra under his clothes. And a garter and nylons and even panties.”

“How cool!”

And, I swear, it looked like Belinda was even getting a little bit turned on.

We worked that day. We didn’t have a lot of customers, but we had a lot of alterations to make. And every half hour Dorey had an outfit laid out for me.

“Time!” she would yell.

I would strip off my clothes and put on the new clothes. Dorey would stand there and tap her foot and watch the stop watch on her cell.

“Stop!”

And they would critique me.

“Your bra strap is tangled.”

“You didn’t get your shoes on fast enough.”

“Turn the skirt more to the front. Zipper, baby. You know where the zipper goes.

Chastened, and even a little embarrassed, I would nod and think over my mistakes until the next episode.

“Time!” And I would slip out of one outfit and into another.

And they really mixed the outfits up on me. Sometimes it was a dress. Sometimes it was a corset. Sometimes it was a bathing suit.

I know, we weren’t going to do suits, but they wanted me to know everything. They needed me fast and efficient.

Heck, if Dorey could do it, then so could I. Right?”

At the end of the day I was exhausted. “Man,” I blurted, sinking back in the passenger seat. “I didn’t know it was this much work!”

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet. Wait until your boobs come in.”

“Oh.” I was actually feeling a little dispirited.

Dorey laughed as she turned up our driveway. “Hey, don’t worry, lover. We girls have had a lifetime of getting dressed and undressed in sexy clothes. A couple of months and this will all be old hat to you.”

I hope so,” I yawned.

She stopped the car in the garage and looked at me. “How’s the old dickie doo?”

“Oh, God. I never thought I’d be too tired.”

“But seeing you all day, your bare flesh slipping into and out of outfits, the bulge in your pants…”

“It was bulging, wasn’t it?”

“I think you like this. Think you can fuck me?”

“Oh, God,” I whined. But I was grinning.

“Come on, Iron Man. Don’t give out on me now.”

“But I just came this morning?”

“Hey! You don’t have to cum, just provide me with a human dildo for a while.”

“Well, if you insist.”

She did. We got out of the car and she pulled me through the house and into the bedroom.

She threw me on the bed and climbed on top of me.

“All aboard!” she bellowed, then laughed.

She began to go up and down, pulling her tits, slapping her mons.

I tried, oh, I tried, but I was exhausted. I actually yawned when she came.

Can you believe that? Yawned?

She sank down on me, lay on my chest and played with my nipple.

My cock was still hard inside her. Pulsing, but not cumming.

“God, that was good.”

“Excellent,” I yawned again.

“Who ever would have thought that seeing you in drag could be so exciting?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She kept talking, but her voice became a mumble, a receding mumble, then I was asleep.

And dreaming! I didn’t usually dream, but…woman’s clothes. I was wearing them. Changing them, putting on shoes and nylons and bras. Slipping into dresses. Modeling in front of a mirror. Changing again, and again, and again. And it was all jerky, like an old movie. And it went on for a long time.

“Oh!” I stretched, and I felt good. The dreams had waned and I must have slid into a deep sleep. I felt quite refreshed.

Except for the boner under the covers. Oh, yeah. That. I hadn’t cum.

“Come on, lover babe. Time for work!”

Dorey came in and threw back the drapes. She was fully made up and ready to go.

I sat up, “Did I oversleep?”

“Yup. But alterations until noon. Still, get your lazy ass in gear.”

I reached for her, pulled her to me. “First…there’s some unfinished business.”

She pushed me off and wiggled away. “Tonight. Don’t want to mess me up.”

I slipped out of bed. “Pretty soon it’ll be me saying that.”

She blinked, then giggled. “It will, won’t it.”

I slipped into the underwear she held out to me. Panties and garter. Nylons. Bra and…slip?

“Why a slip?”

“Because you’re going to wear a skirt to work.”

“Really?”

“Why not? the more girl clothes you wear the sooner you will be expert in them.”

“I’m already expert,” I complained as I got dressed.

“No. You’re a know about, not a real expert. But we’ll fix that.”

She helped me with make up. And I listened and watched as she cleaned me up, prepared my skin and began applying lotions and powders.

It felt weird.

But it felt sexy, too.

And the sexy was helped by the friendly, little bulge in my skirt.

“Oh, we’re going to have to do something about that,” Dorey said, giving it a squeeze.

I tried to grab her but she was quick to fend me off. “Not now, horny boy.”

“Don’t you mean horny girl?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean,” she laughed.

Finally, I was ready. Eyes done just right, red lips feeling so strange. And really, really aware of myself. I mean, I felt like I was out of my body. This wasn’t just a quick change, this was a lifestyle change.

We drove to work. Well, she drove. I wasn’t ready to do much more than fall on my face in my high heels.

But when we walked in, Belinda gushed. “Oh, my God! You look so…so incredible.”

I glanced in the mirror. I did look pretty good. My hair was a trifle short, we would have to make it all mussy or something. And my chest was flat, Dorey was already getting me the forms.

“You know, when I got this idea,” Belinda walked around me, scrutinized me, “I never imagined…I mean I did…but the reality…you’re good looking!”

“Thanks, dahling,” I struck a pose.

“Uh oh.”

“What’s wrong,” asked Dorey, stuffing a form down my bra.

“The mouse won’t stay in his hole,” Belinda pointed at my lap with her chin.

I looked down. I had a big hard on and the skirt was being lifted up.

“Cripes. I just did him yesterday.”

I didn’t say anything about the hornicizing effect of being ridden to her own cum and the heck with me.

“What do we do?”

“I don’t think a gaffe will do.”

“Let me look at chastity belts.”

“Can’t we just tie it down?”

“If it’s stiff it will hurt. If he’s wearing chastity it won’t get hard and we can bend it around.”

I cleared my throat and they both looked at me.

“We could just get me off. No offense, Belinda.”

“None taken. And if you want to use the bathroom for a minute…”

But I wasn’t ready for the big squirt, yet. “Can’t we just work around it today?”

“I guess,” Belinda stood there, one hand under elbow, one hand under chin, and looked at my crotch.

Hey, she didn’t make me horny, ours wasn’t that kind of a relationship. She was more like a sister, but it sure made me feel weird. Oh well, I would just have to get over it.

All that day we had me changing. A new set of forms came in and they fit me better, but getting the clothes on over a chestful of tit was…different.

Pulling the cloth over the mounds I had to pull on the dress in different ways, and I actually popped two zippers.

“It’s all his man strength. Don’t pull so hard,” Belinda groused, fixing one of the zippers.

Lunch. A salad. I was starting to actually feel weak. “You keep feeding me this slop and I’ll be too weak to break a zipper.”

They just laughed at me, and tossed a few extra croutons onto the blue cheese.

All afternoon getting into and out of dresses. In between stocking and altering and answering the phone.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

By the time five o’clock came around I was frazzled. I got into the car and went to sleep. Dorey drove me home, woke me up long enough to get me to bed, and I slept.

Heck, I even missed that delicious salad she fixed me for dinner!

But, the next morning I woke up, and even early. I got out of bed, and my stomach felt like somebody had drilled a well into it. And the well had gone dry.

I shuffled into the kitchen and looked at Dorey.

She kissed my cheek and said, “Big treat today! Grape nuts!”

Oh, God. I looked at the glop in my bowl. She had sliced a banana into it, and sprinkled a few blue berries, but it was still glop. Unappealing and even disgusting.

Still, it was what women did to keep their figure. I ate it. Every mouth watering bite. Gah!

Off to work.

We had a couple of shows, but that was okay. I worked behind the scenes, helping Dorey into and out of.

“Man,” I griped at one point. “You get your own personal dresser.”

“But you won’t when the babies due.”

“Okay,” I pushed her tit down.

“Easy, boy.”

I looked at her. “Sorry. I’m frustrated.”

That afternoon Dorey had to drive down to LA and pick up some fabric. Usually I went with her, but today it was more important that I practice getting into and out of clothes. So Belinda manned the stop watch and I practiced.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I slipped in and out. And I was feeling pretty good, and sexy, all the clothes rubbing against me, wearing the filmy underthings, I started getting erect. Like big erect.

Finally, Bel had had enough. She looked down at my crotch and said, “Wait.”

I stood there, figuring I had a crooked seam or something, but she reached right down for my lap and pushed my cock down.

“Oh…ow!”

She looked down in disgust. My cock had slipped out the bottom of my panties. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“Nope,” I didn’t actually bad about my condition. Heck, a boner can be a wonderful thing.

“This is why I didn’t get married. This is why I like cats more than people.”

“Sorry,” I murmured, looking down at it.

“Oh, hell.” She grabbed my cock.

“Hey!” I squeaked.

“This is going to hurt me more than it does you.”

She began to stroke me.

“Don’t…you can’t…”

But she could.

And I couldn’t get away. She had a grip on me. And I was in a corset and couldn’t twist away.

“Come on, come on,” she manipulated me, reached down with her other hand and palmed the head.

I was horny, I was weak kneed, I couldn't fight back.

“Come on,” she was right in front of me, our faces just inches apart, and she worked my cock as we breathed on each other.

“Come on, I don’t want to have to suck it. Come on.”

That did it. That sucking remark. My knees almost buckled and I shot out my load.

She smiled.

I groaned.

I pumped out semen and filled her hand.

Then she blew my mind. She stepped back and licked the semen out of her palm. “Mmm. I always did like the taste of this stuff.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me with my mouth open. She tossed over her shoulder, “Come on, change. We have to practice.”

Dully, moving slowly, robbed of my vigor by the shock of my employee’s educated hand, I changed.

“I jacked Jason off,” Belinda stated, when Dorey returned to the store. We were lifting folds of material out of the back of the SVU.

“Oh,” Dorey glanced at her.

“It was getting in the way.”

Dorey looked at me, and there was everything in that gaze. Wonder, shock, surprise, and, most of all, inspection. Inspection of me.

We weren’t newbies when it came to sex. We played with different holes, she had even fingered my butt a couple times. And we had jerked off for each other Well, I had jacked off, and she had jilled off. Great kinky fun. But to be jerked off by another woman? Had I crossed a line?

I felt small, and embarrassed, and I shriveled up inside.

Dorey watched me. Watched the shame in my eyes. She stood up and came to me and held my face with both hands and stared straight into my eyes.

I blubbered, “I’m…I’m…”

She nodded. “It’s okay. If you have to do it again, that’s fine. But I can’t wait for that chastity belt to arrive.

“But…but…”

Dorey turned to Belinda. “How was he?”

“Lot of sperm. Tasty, too.”

“Oh? You like the taste?”

“Love it.”

“I thought I was the only woman who got off on eating semen.”

“Oh, Lord. I’ve always loved eating it. I had a boyfriend once, he was a red head, and he tasted like…”

They devolved into a conversation about semen and taste and jerk off methods.

I sagged inside in relief. I wasn’t in trouble. At least I didn’t think so. Until that night.

“So you got your jollies with another woman.”

“I’m sorry!”

I was eating a salad. She was eating a big, juicy hamburger. I could smell it, my mouth was watering, my stomach hurt, then she surprised me.

I said, “I didn’t mean to, it’s just that…Belinda had a hold of me, and I…I thought you said it was all right?”

“What I say and what I say are two different things,” she murmured, staring at me over her delicious hamburger.

“So you don’t want her jacking me off again?”

“Oh, I don’t care. Especially considering what we’re trying to do, and considering the sacrifices you’re making. But I would prefer it if you could save it for me. I get hungry, too, you know.”

“Oh. Well. I’ll try.”

We were silent for a second. Then: “Speaking of hungry, is there a chance I could get a bite of that hamburger?”

She grinned. “Mmmm, this is the best burger I ever ate. So juicy. dripping with delicious fat, and the onions are cooked to perfection. Mmm.”

She continued to goad me until I felt like crying.

The chastity belt arrived, and it was no lightweight thing. It was stainless steel, fit all the way around, a tube for my cock. My butt exposed just enough for the bathroom. None of those plastic, little tube thingies.

Dorey loved it. It was a tight fit, she had to help me, and we bent and tugged, but when it was on it was snug, and there was no way I was going to get erect. Heck, my front was smoother than a baby’s butt.

Dorey inspected me. She ran her hand over the front and smiled.

And, man, did that do something to me. I knew her hand was feeling me, but I couldn’t feel a thing. But the idea was there and my cock wanted to get hard.

No chance.

“Oh, this is cute,” she grinned and kissed me. I felt my dick trying to surge, but getting nowhere.

“Honey, I don’t know if I can handle this.”

“Nonsense,” she quipped. “If I can wear a tampon then you can wear this.”

“Those have nothing to do with each other!”

“There’s a similarity of frustration. If you’d ever had a period you’d know.”

“No thanks.”

I was grumpy all day at work. To make it worse, both Dorey and Belinda took to knocking on my front plate. Rap rap, and I could feel the vibrations inside. My poor cock was so frustrated.

And, to make things even worse, wearing the chastity device made it hard to bend and contort enough to slip into female garments. The panties were easy, and they covered the device. But when I tried to bend over for stockings I had trouble.

“Don’t worry about it,” observed Belinda. “You don’t need to put stockings on much. Once on they’re on you only need to worry about dresses.”

“And corsets.”

“Well, yeah.”

So there I was, no more dick showing, and into a new stage of practicing changing clothes.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I was getting better, in spite of the chastity device. And I have to admit, the smooth front did make a big difference.

The trouble started a few days after I put on the chastity device. The procedure for the next few days was I put it on in the morning, went to work, and then took it off at night. Dorey checked me, made sure I didn’t break out in rashes or start to smell.

All was good.

So we came how from work and I went to take it off and… “Honey? Where’s the key?” I was in the bedroom and she was in the kitchen.

“What key?”

As if she didn’t know.

“The key to the chastity device.”

“Oh, just leave it on,” she called to me.

I was into the kitchen like a shot. “What? Wait! What?”

She had just finished mixing me a big drink. Coke and bourbon. My fave. She handed it to me. “Just leave it on. For a few days. I want to make sure you’ll be all right over the long term.”

“What do you mean…’long term?’

“You know. When I go to the hospital. I won’t be there to help you put it on and take it off.”

“I can figure it out by myself.”

“No. You can’t.”

I stared at her.

“Now take a big sip.”

I took a big sip. Real big. Half the damned glass in one gulp. Burned all the way down.

“Now sit down, dear, and let me explain things to you.”

I sat. She had the bottle of bourbon and and a bottle of Coke to keep me refilled.

She down opposite me and smiled.

“How many times has Belinda had to handle you?”

“Uh…”

“How many?”

“Three times.”

“Three times in another woman’s hands. Three times squirting your seed without me. How do you think that makes me feel?”

“But…you said…”

“And it doesn’t bother me. Now.”

“Now?”

“Now that we don’t have to worry about you needing relief.”

“But I need relief! It’s been a couple of days since I got off. And…” Blah, blah, blah. I blathered. She smiled sweetly and listened.

When I finally ran down she said, “Are you done?”

“Well…uh…”

“Because I’m tired of listening to you whine and complain. If I had known you would be so whiny I would have married a woman.”

My jaw officially dropped. “But…but you’re making me into a woman!”

“And maybe when you get there, maybe when you can convince me that you can present yourself as a woman with no mess ups…then maybe I’ll unlock you and let you have a little fun.”

“But…but…”

She held up her hand. “I have spoken. So let it be written.” She mocked the old Moses movie.

“But, honey…”

“And, now that we are on the subject…I want you to be dressed as a woman all the time. Including nightgowns. Including curlers. Cold cream. Immaculate nails. Everything.”

“But we’re not at work!” But I was getting weaker. I was losing, and I knew it. I tell ya, when a woman holds the key to a man’s cock she controls the man. Totally.

“Tut tut. Practice makes perfect. Now, if you want extra croutons on your salad you’d better get cleaned up, wear your underwear and put on a dress, that yellow one would be nice. And don’t forget the garters and high heels.”

I stared at her. She handed me a fresh drink. “Take. Drink. Come back when you need another one.”

Defeated, I turned and walked back into the bedroom. I trudged. And, I swear, I thought I heard her chuckle.

At three months she was starting to feel her belly. And I knew she was going to ‘retire’ soon. Fortunately, I was ready. Hornier than a brass band, but ready.

I could put my make up on on the fly. Which she made me do. She let me wear Mary Janes to work and put my make up on in the car. While driving. Dangerous, but I did it. And I did it easy.

Then we tried my first show. Mrs. Jenkins came by. She’s a bit nearsighted, but whether she could see or not, I was perfect. Of course, it helped that she liked loose clothes. But, still…

“Okay, got some video here. Let’s take a look.”

“Video?”

“I took a video of your show with Mrs. Jenkins. Belinda, come have a seat. Oh, order some dinner first. Salad for Jason.”

Belinda ordered, and she smirked when she ordered me a salad.

Damn it. She was overweight and had to watch what she ate, and it looked like she was getting a perverse delight out of making me follow in her footsteps.

A half hour the food arrived and we ate, and Dorey hooked up the video to the big screen in our office and we watched.

There I was. Long hair, twirling, sashaying, moving my hips as I had been taught.

“Oh, no. Look!”

“What?”

“The way you tossed your hair. You did it like a surfer on drugs. Here, do it like this.” Dorey showed me.

I followed her lead, and tossed my hair until my motion was pure girl.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no, you entered the room like a teenager on a skateboard! Don’t slide…glide. Watch.”

I was treated to a show of how to enter the room so I didn’t look like a skateboarder. And I duplicated and practiced.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no! Don’t hold your hand like that! Be gentle! Don’t rely on strength, rely on grace!”

And…practice, practice, practice.

We drove home late and I was a subdued cookie.

“Don’t worry, honey. You did well. We’re just polishing the fine points.”

“I feel like I totally screwed up.”

“Not totally.” She laughed.

“Har de har,” I mumbled. Then: “Honey, could I get out of the chastity for a while?”

“Why? Whatever for?”

She sounded honestly mystified.

“I haven’t squirted for a couple of weeks. I need relief.”

“Oh, but honey. I like you this way!”

“What way?” Now I was honestly mystified.

“Helping me around the house. It takes such a load off me when you help with the dishes and vacuuming and everything.             

“But…that’s…that’s not my job!”

“You’re my house partner. If I’m your housewife…aren’t you my house hubby?”

“Well, yeah, but I’m your business partner!”

“We go half and half at business, why not at home?”

That one sort of stopped me. There was logic there, but I was a man. At least I used to be a man. I needed to do man things!

“Okay, but I need to get my rocks off.”

“Oh, nonsense.”

I stared at her.

She was at a stoplight, a long one, and she said, “I’ve noticed that the more you do without sex the better behaved you are.”

“Behaved? What does that mean?”

“It means you’re more polite, more willing to help out around the house, and…you’ve got more energy.”

“Of course I do, and I need to get rid of some of that energy.”

“Now why,” she mused, “Would I go back to the way things were? Oh, you weren’t bad, but you could be better. People can always be better.”

“But you can’t hold my dick hostage!”

“Oh, but I can. I’ve got the key in a safe deposit box,” my jaw dropped at her words, “and I’m sure you see the dangers in trying to cut your chastity belt off.”

I did. There was no way snips could get between the metal and my skin, and the lock was built in.

“But…but I need to clean it!”

“I’ll take care of that.”

“What? How?”

“I bought some handcuffs and rope. We’ll simply tie you to bed, I can clean your device, maybe play with you a little, and then put it back on. Cleanie weenie.”

She sounded so happy talking. I couldn’t believe it.

“I want a divorce!” Of course I didn’t. But I had to say something. I had to shock the key from her.

“Oh, so sorry. You can pack your clothes when we get home.”

“But…I need the key.”

“Oh, no. I bought it, it belongs to me.”

“But you can’t do this to me!”

She smiled. She came to another light and stopped. She turned to me. “If you’re a good boy, keep the house clean and don’t let anybody know you’re a man, I’ll let you have a cum after the baby is born.”

“But…but…but…” I sounded like a motorboat. And she actually giggled.

I turned into myself the next few weeks.

Oh, when we had shows I showed a smile. I am a professional, after all. A professional model…and a professional woman.

But inside I felt like a cake that had been dropped and stepped on.

And I was getting hornier and hornier.

Belinda didn’t help. She had a short talk with Dorey, in which she was apprised that my cock was off limits, and why.

Belinda took it with a grin, and began teasing me mercilessly. She patted my front shield. She tweaked my nipples. She cupped my buns.

“You’re looking good, girlie,” she once whispered to me.

And my only defense was to get hornier. More embarrassed. More desperate.

Dorey’s baby bump became more pronounced, and I was working harder than ever.

She was tired a lot, and needed to rest. And I had lots of energy. I had a dickful of energy.

I think back to those times, sometimes, and I realize that if it hadn’t been for the chastity device I wouldn’t have made it. I would have collapsed.

But all that dick energy surging through me, being so horny I didn’t sleep as much, I worked harder and harder.

I took over almost all the household chores. I did all the paperwork into the night. I stepped and twirled and presented dresses to rich people all day long.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but business actually got better.

Look, Dorey is beautiful. I was beautiful, but I could never be as beautiful as Dorey.

But I had something else. There was something about me that intrigued customers.

I can’t tell you how many times these people, well to do, successful, came up to me and engaged me in chit chat, and stared at me like…’what’s my secret?’

I was a woman, but they knew different. But they didn’t really know. So they were fascinated. People began coming to the store more and more, and I reached the point where I was going to have to hire another model. No matter how much energy I had…I couldn’t keep up with the franticness of the boom.

Dorey was big now. Real big. And getting bigger. But she still had a month to go.

Big or not, she began interviewing models, and she hired a knock out.

Lissome, big breasted, knew how to walk and talk and everything.

Now I had a true professional to work with, and she helped me, gave me hints and tips, and never made a pass at me.

Of course. To her I was a woman. She had never known me as a man. I would find out later, much later, that Dorey had hired her because she didn’t like Lesbians. That should have told me something, but didn’t. Of course, I was too busy to think now.

My horniness reached a new high. Dressing sexy, feeling the clothes go on and off. And touching Heidi (the new girl), just in passing, but it was still touching, I began to feel like every part of my body was a dick, a giant turn on.

Belinda would slip a dress over me for alterations, and I would instantly get a charge, a sexual charge, and my dick would struggle in its tube.

Heidi would brush my hair, or help me with my nails, and…boing! Except there was no ‘boing.’ There was only the electricity running through my body, and frustration.

One day, I was working late. Belinda was there, working on alterations. Dorey waddled in and sank onto the office couch.

“How you doing, dear?”

“Oh, I’m…I’m…” I began to cry. I just put my head down on the desk and began to sob.

“Belinda? A little help?”

Belinda came into the office and looked at me. “What happened?”

“Poor dear. He’s having a break down.”

I cried for a while. Belinda rubbed my shoulders. Dorey managed to get up and pour me a drink, and I slowly calmed down.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered.

“No, dear. It’s us who are sorry. We should have known we were driving you too hard.”

I saw my opening. “It’s…I need some sex to relieve myself.”

Maybe if I had been alone with Dorey I could have pulled it off. I mean, my crying jag was real, and she did know what I was going through. But Belinda was there.

“I can handle that,” she chirped.

We both looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t mean fuck him. Can you imagine fucking Jason? Ha!”

I was hurt by that, but the situation was going to get worse.

“No, what I mean is I can relieve his sexual tension, and without sacrificing my sacred pleasure palace.”

Dorey giggled at that. “Sacred pleasure palace?”

Belinda grinned at her. “Sure. We simply use his pussy.”

“What? I don’t have a pussy!”

“Of course you do. A man pussy. It’s right between your buns.”

“My…my asshole? What!”

She turned to Dorey. “I’ll use a strap on. Grease him up. No need for kissing or any of that stuff. They have these special dildos called ‘prostate massagers,’ it will rub his button, his prostate, and he’ll shoot his juice.”

“No!”

Dorey looked at Belinda. She looked at me. She looked at Belinda.

“Yes.”

“No!”

Dorey narrowed her gaze at me. “I want you to do this. I can’t have you having a break down while you’re modeling our clothes.”

“But I don’t want anybody putting anything up my ass!”

“I’ve put a finger there before. You liked that.”

“A dick, or this so called ‘prostate massager’ is a different matter.”

Dorey turned to Bel. “Will it hurt?”

“Nah. It’ll feel good. I’ve popped a lot of cherries, and they always love it. Heck, he’ll want anal sex more than he wants regular sex after I’ve done him a few times.”

Dorey smiled. She turned to me. “It’s settled.”

Well, it wasn’t settled, but eventually it would be. For starters, Dorey wouldn’t let up on me. Everything from buying me chocolates (God, I was starving, and the chocolates…the chocolates…oh, my God!) to slapping me with a belt when I walked by her.

Then I had a second breakdown, and this one was worse. I had just finished a long day. I had changed and changed and changed. People didn’t buy things. Heidi was grumpy. Belinda was in a hurry. I started to sniffle.

Heidi and Belinda looked at me.

And I was bawling.

I was exhausted. I was a fuse that had sputtered to a stop. Even all the sexual energy that I had been accumulating seemed to back up on me.

Heidi reached me first. She put her arm around me and hugged me. Belinda reached me and soothed me.

Dorey was at home resting.

Heidi said, “There, there. You just need a good orgasm.”

My head jerked up. My eyes opened. Over her shoulder Belinda smiled.

And I broke.

I calmed down, Belinda called Dorey to let her know the good news, and Heidi went home.

I was alone with Belinda in the office. Belinda didn’t even get undressed, she just took a strap on out of a cupboard—“I knew you were close,” she said—and strapped it on. She adjusted the prostate massager into the harness and smiled at me.

“Time to get undressed, slick.”

I was wearing the full get up. I had modeled late, and I was wearing a sexy dress, kinky underwear, and my make up was flawless.

“I…”

“No. Not all the way. Just take your panties down and lift your dress. Bend over the couch.”

So I did.

I lay there and waited.

Belinda moved between my legs and rubbed lubricant into my button. My cock was screaming inside its cage. This is wrong! This is wrong!

But I lay there and…it felt sort of good. The lubricant was cool, and her fingers were gentle.

“The trick is to be relaxed. To just let it happen.”

“Okay.” My voice was muffled by a pillow.

Belinda hummed, she pushed lube into me, a lot of lube. “I love doing this, you know.”

“I didn’t.”

“Oh, yes. When you fuck a man it changes him. He becomes more docile. Less of a man, more of a human being.”

“Not a woman?”

“Oh, there’s that. You’ll gain a profound appreciation for sex from the woman’s viewpoint, but…it’s more than that.”

“Oh.”

“You’ll find out.”

She stepped up and began rubbing my hole with her dildo.

Oddly, it felt good. There was no pressure, and it was a sexy tickle. Made me squirm.

“That’s it. Now, remember, relax. Don’t fight. Fighting makes pain. Relaxing makes pleasure.”

“And that’s all there is to it,” I asked.

“That’s all she wrote,” agreed Belinda.

She took her time, a long time, and gently rubbed my buns and my thighs. She stopped every once in a while and patted my ass.

Slowly, slowly, she began to penetrate me. Just a push here, a nudge there, and she began to enter me.

There were moments of pain, but they were quick, and Bel backed off quickly and let me get acclimated.

And, after a half hour of wonder, she said, “I’m all the way in.”

I lay there, marveling. My asshole felt…good. It felt alive, and I could feel blood pulsing, and, suddenly, I felt a trickle of sensation. I wiggled.

“Yeah, baby. Let it happen.”

I moved, and that’s what she was waiting for. She withdrew a couple of inches and my eyes widened.

“Sometimes it’s not the push, but the pull. Depends on the guy, of course. Assholes are different.”

I wiggled my butt, actually tried to get more sensation.

“Yeah, go for it. Fuck me back.”

I couldn’t help it. It felt so good, I pushed my butt back and she gripped my hips and wiggled. God, it felt like my insides were being stirred.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yep,” she chortled. “I love this part.”

But I could hardly hear her now. I was becoming enraptured by the sexual electricity stretching my asshole.

I moved back, I wiggled, I pulled forward.

She matched me, harmonized with me, then would give a twitch of her own.

I began to gulp and gasp as she opened me up. The pleasure…the pleasure…I didn’t know it could be like this.

After a couple of minutes of feeling my ass slowly go out of control, she said, “It’s going to feel like you’re peeing. Let it happen.”

I was really relaxing now, getting sort of goofy and loose and everything, and, sure enough, it felt like I had to pee.

“Oh,” I mumbled.

“That’s it, baby. Let it go.”

Let it go. I could feel it draining out of my cock slit. But it didn’t really feel like pee. It felt thicker, almost clumpy.

Finally, Belinda slapped my ass and withdrew. “There you go, sport.”

I lay there for a minute, feeling nice and golden and everything.

Belinda took off the strap on, then came around and stood in front of me. She was holding a little glass, the bottom filled with white…with…my semen?

“Is that…is that me?”

“Yep. Bottoms up.” She tilted the glass and drained it. She lowered it and smacked her lips. She glanced at me and laughed. “Sorry, I don’t share. Not when it comes to sperm.”

She walked out then, left me laying, butt up, on the office sofa. Slowly, I recovered. I got up and used toilet paper to wipe up lube from my ass. I pulled my panties up and let my dress down. I went home.

And I felt too good. Sort of golden, sort of satisfied. It was almost like after an orgasm. But I hadn’t had an orgasm. At least, not one that I felt.

The weird thing, however, was that the next day, though my cock wasn’t even wiggling in its trap, I felt unbelievably horny.

Well, of course. I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it. My mind thought I still had a full load.

And, the good news, I was relieved. The tensions lessened, the horniness grew, and my emotional break downs stopped. Completely.

A week later Dorey June was born. A beautiful baby girl with Dorey’s eyes and my hair. She was beautiful. A delight. A satisfaction of the soul that I had never even imagined could exist.

I was able to be in the operating room, and saw the whole thing, and the miracle unfolded and engulfed me.

I went out of the delivery room for a quick pee break, and Belinda and Heidi were there. They hugged me, and we all cried. Good tears. Great tears.

And, two days later they let Dorey go home.

We stood in the room we had prepared for her and gazed down at our little wonder.

Our arms were around each other.

After a long while we tip toed out to let her sleep.

We adjourned to the kitchen where Dorey had me fix myself a drink.

We sat and looked at each other.

“How’s it going?” she asked with a beautiful, tired smile.

“Never better.”

“And how’s Mr. Happy?”

“Unhappy,” I grinned. “Ready to get out.”

“Yeah, about that.”

“What?” Suddenly I had a sense of foreboding.

“I’ve grown used to you as a woman.”

I blinked.

“I like you better as a woman. And I like that it is so easy to please you. Belinda told me how much you came for her.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“Do you really need one?”

“Well, yeah!”

She smiled and ignored my outburst. “My plan is this: we milk you, and get some artificial insemination. We can milk you regularly. And you stay a woman. I think it would be much healthier for Dorey June to grow up in a household that has nobody but women in it. What do you think?”

I didn’t think. I just stared, and knew that I had lost.

Yet…had I?

My life was happier, I was no longer driven by male urges, and I was quite happy to be with women in a non-sexual condition. They were so much more gentle than men, and I liked looking sexy. And I even liked cleaning the house.

“So I would never get to cum again?”

“Why would you want to?”

I sat back and sipped my drink.

She watched me.

And I said the only thing I could.

“Wow.”

END
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Changed into a Woman!

A bra leads to first time feminization

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

I saw it and I wanted it. It’s that simple.

And it’s one of the questions for which there is no answer.

Did I know intuitively what it was? I don’t know.

Did it somehow ‘call’ to me? I don’t know.

Was it foreordained in the cosmos? Was it destiny? I don’t know.

I would like to think is was serendipity, that it just happened…but I don’t know.

I do know that the wife and I—her name is Margaret, or Maggie, and mine is Bruce—love to go to garage sales. Garage sales are pretty much the state sport here in Florida, and we go to them over the  weekend, and if we happen to see one during the week—and they have them right in the middle of the week—I skid to a stop and we get out and rummage through other people’s history and buying habits.

Mostly it is junk. Rusty tools and board games damaged by water. Silly knick knacks that have gathered dust in a kitchen, or attic, for forty years and granny died a few years ago so let’s get of this stuff.

Sometimes it is priceless. I picked up a bag of Batman comics for forty bucks, and it was worth $4,000. And once I found an over-sized Elvis Presley 45 RPM LP. Probably worth thousands. So you can see the fun in going ‘garaging.’

So we’re driving across town, I see a sign, we look at each other and…bingo. We’re on our way.

I make the turn at a dangerous speed and zoom down a lonely road. Heck, I’m in a hurry because I want to peruse that potential junk before anybody else does.

My wife is looking in the little black book we keep and mumbles, “I don’t see it. I don’t think we’ve ever been to this location before.”

And I pull up in front of a house that looks like it’s about to fall over. The roof is sagging over the garage, boards are falling off the sides. There are tropical trees uprooted in the side yard. Honestly, it looked like the next hurricane was going to take it away.

We get out of the car and wander up a row of tables. There’s old cups and saucers, sets that have become mismatched over the years but still sort of look alike. There’s a rack of clothes that look like they’ve been packed in mothballs for fifty years. Clothes are usually Maggie’s department, so I leave her to pick through the old styles and fashions and look for the gem.

I pass a table of water wrinkled books Good books, but are they not only water damaged, they look a little moldy.’

I am about to reach for a Popeil Pocket Fisherman. Probably not worth anything, but I…I’m…my hand moves to the side, towards a table with women undergarments on it.

Women’s undergarments? I don’t want no stinking women’s undergarments! I move my hand back towards the compact fishing reel and…it slides towards the table, and I feel my body trying to lurch after it.

I pull my hand back and stare at the table.

I felt like I was a dousing rod, unable to stop from jerking towards water. I felt like my hand was a magnet, and couldn’t avoid the pull of magnetism. I felt like…walking over to the women’s undergarments’s table.

Now, I never buy underwear at a garage sale. There’s no telling whose fanny that bit of bright finery has been on. And I certainly didn’t want to go over and start handling bras and corsets. Women would start staring at me, everybody would think I was a pervert, and…I just don’t do it.

But I was standing in front of that table and I knew what was calling to me. It was a bra. A 1950s bullet bra. The kind where the cup is an actual cone, and when a woman wears one her tits are pointy, so pointy they could ‘poke your eye out.’

It was white. Had thick shoulder straps, seemed to be shiny clean. I mean, it didn’t look like it had ever been worn. So there was no telling what kind of boobs had been encased in the thing, but…I wanted it.

My hand was trying to get out of my pocket so hard it must have looked like I was playing pocket pool. My arm was trying to levitate and extend. My whole body felt like a giant hand was pushing it towards that table, and that bra in the corner.

I wanted that bra.

Maggie and I have an understanding when there is something we want to buy and it is…odd…and requires one of the other sex to buy it. We simply tell the other and they buy it.

“Maggie,” I sidled up to her, “I need you to get something for me.”

She looked up from the rack of dresses. “Got something a bit kinky, eh?” Her beautiful lips were pursed in a smile.”

I turned red. I had never asked her to buy something like this. “Uh, yeah.”

We sauntered over to the table and I said, “The shiny, bullet bra in the top left corner.”

She looked at it, then looked at me with a grin. “I’m not going to wear that!” And she turned away.

I stood there, feeling betrayed. And I wanted that bra. I wanted it so bad I was perspiring. I wanted it worse than anything in the world.

I looked at the old lady sitting behind the table. She was old, and she had mammoth, old lady tits. The kind that you need a wheel barrow to tote them around. I reached forward, picked up the bra and asked, “How much for this?”

She looked at me, had a slight smile, or maybe she was just myopic and a bit dopey, and she yells across the garage to an old gent with a thick chest. “Hey, Billy! How much for the bullet bra.”

Oh, fuck. My face turned red. And it was getting worse.

Billy was half deaf. He turns and yells, “What?”

“This guy wants your bullet bra! How much you want to charge him?”

Billy looked around like he had only caught half the words. “The bullet bra?”

Everybody is staring now, and I’m caught. Buying women’s undergarments at a garage sale. I was redder than a sunburned tomato.

“Yes! The bullet bra! This guy wants to buy it.”

I tell ya, I wanted to shrink up into a piece of lint and blow away with the wind. I wanted to fall into a crack and disappear. I wanted to—

“Two bucks!”

My arm somehow extended with two one dollar bills in it. Thank God there was no change involved. I wanted to end this terrible experience as quickly as I could.

The old lady took it, and then, bless Maggie, she had seen my embarrassment and she came up and said in a voice just loud enough, “Oh, thank you, Bruce. You knew I wanted one of these.”

People who were grinning at my discomfiture suddenly frowned and turned away. The show was over.

I picked up my end of the conversation, “I wanted it to be a surprise.”

“Well, it is. And thank you, honey.” And she took the bra out of my sweaty hands and kissed my cheek.

Whew. One more disaster averted.

“I can’t believe how red you were!” Maggie giggled once we were back in the car and driving home.

“Oh, God. I thought I was going to die.”

“So did I! Your face was blood red, and the way they kept yelling about it over the crowd.”

I shook my head, and lifted a hand from the steering wheel. It was actually trembling.

She held up the bra and looked at it. “But what I don’t understand is why you got it? It’s not worth anything, and I don’t want to wear it. And—“

“I do.”

She turned to me. “What?”

I didn’t know where that had come from, I don’t know why I had said that, but…I said it again. “I want to wear it.”

Maggie actually moved forward in a little jerk, started to say something, then sat back, then: “Well, I’ve never seen this side of you.”

“Neither have I,” was dazed by what I was saying. I had never worn a bra in my life. Why would I suddenly want to wear one? But my mouth said I did, and…so I did.

“Is this something new? Or have you got a little secret that you want to share?”

I glanced at her. She was smiling. Good. She wasn’t freaked out.

“I…I don’t know. It just…called to me. I saw it and knew I wanted it, and now…I don’t even know what I’m saying, but I want that bra for myself.”

Maggie was silent for a moment, then she grinned and lifted it up and said, “Well, knock yourself out. I’m always up for something new.”

So I was now the proud possessor, and about to be the wearer, of a stylish, 1950s bullet bra. And my nipples started to tingle.

We arrived home and I took the few things we had bought into the house. Maggie had found a blouse she liked, and a couple of books. And I had…the bra.

I carried Maggie’s bag in, and the bra was burning in my pocket. It felt like my pocket was actually heating up, and I couldn’t wait to put the thing on.

But I was embarrassed.

Sure, Maggie had laughed, but…but this was weird. Men don’t wear bras. And I was having these weird thoughts of my own. Why did I feel so compelled to buy the thing? Why did I want to wear it? Why was I having these bizarre thoughts?

So I put the bag with Maggie’s items on the floor at the bottom of the bed, and I took the bra out of my pocket and looked at it. Even having been crumpled up in my pocket it was…sleek. The material not bent or losing its shape. Whatever company had built this bra…it was good stuff.

“Well, let’s see it.”

I turned and Maggie was leaning against the doorframe.

“Well, I…I’m a little…”

“Embarrassed? Humiliated? Mortified?” She was grinning as she crossed the room. She took the bra and held it up to me.

I stared down at the tips of the tits. It was big, bigger than I thought it was.

“Looks like a good fit. Come on, take your clothes off.”

“I…uh…”

“Come on. I want to see my studly hubby transition.”

“Hey…”

“Trade his dick for a pair of tits. It’s going to be so cute. I can dress you up like a big old Ken doll…with Barby clothing.

I started to turn away, but she caught my shoulder, pulled me back. “Hey, I’m just joking. And, tell the truth, I want to see what you look like, It’s a little weird, but…you as a woman? That’s sort of…exciting. Sort of turns me on. You want to turn me on?”

“Well, yeah.” Sproing!

Let me tell you, my wife is one sexy woman. She has the classic hourglass shape, full breasts, and her face is like a model’s. Good cheekbones, long hair down to the shoulders, clear, blue eyes, and, my favorite part, plump, red lips. Man I could spend a year just kissing those lips and never get tired.

Certainly never get ‘un-horny.’

“Come on. I’ll tell you what. You take an article of clothing off, and I’ll take an article clothing off. And the first one done puts on the bra.”

“But…”

“Come on, chicken.”

Well, that did it for me. Nobody calls me chicken!

I took my shirt off. And my nipples were tingling, my expanse of chest flesh was warm.

She took off her blouse. I was face to face with the most beautiful set of tits in the western hemisphere. And there might as well be no eastern hemisphere. Yes, they were encased in a flimsy half bra, but that would be coming off pretty quick.

“Nice,” she said, and her eyes glinting mischievously as she put her hand on my chest, move her palm across my nipple and caused me to shiver.

Gulping, I took my pants off.

She looked down at my tighty whiteys. My cock was poking out hard. She touched it, causing another and bigger shiver. “I’m always amazed at how you are always ready to go. My little…pardon me, my ‘big’ horn dog.”

She slid out of her shorts. And here was where it got interesting. I realized that she had kicked off her shoes, and she wasn’t wearing socks or nylons.

Oh, fuck. I estimated the amount of clothing left, and she was going to be wearing the bra. A spear of disappointment lanced through me.

Still, the game was the game, and I kicked one shoe off.

Grinning like a person who knew she was going to win, she slipped out of her panties. What a Goddess, standing there with her delicious, shaved pussy, knowing what she was doing to me.

But, no matter how I felt, she was going to win, and I whispered, “Fuck.” I took my other shoe off.

“Not to worry, dear. I can feel your pain. Or is that lust?” She took her bra off. Oh, God. I wanted her. Right then and there. Fuck the contest. Fuck the…the bra…I had to…

“Take your underwear off.”

I did so, and my cock stood right up. No hesitation there.

She smiled and admired it, touched it, cupped my balls, and I almost felt like fainting.

Still, I thought the game was over, that she had won, that she was going to get to put the bra on.

“Not to worry, honey.” She reached up for an earring.

OMG! I had forgotten about her jewelry!

She must have seen the instant look of excitement in my eyes. “What? You thought I was going to deprive you of your little kink? No way. I want to see this. This idea of you wearing a bra…it’s strangely exciting. Almost intoxicating. Take off a sock.”

Breathing hard, distracted, I took a sock off.

She took her other earring out.

I took off my other sock

And she still had her thin, gold necklace to go.

God, I was excited. I don’t think I had ever been this excited. And it wasn’t just the sight of her, the feel of her hand on my cock. It was…the bra. I was going to wear it.

I stood there, my hard on trembling in the air, sticking out as if to fit into her belly button, and my eyes revealed my exultation.

She grinned and handed me the bra. “You put this on while I take my necklace off.”

So I did. She unclasped the necklace and I pulled the bra around my waist.

I had never worn one, but everything happened sort of natural like. Maybe I was just working off memories of Maggie putting bras on, but I fastened it around my waist, spun it around, and lifted it up. Like a champ.

I stared down.

The material was stiff.

“Wow,” Maggie gasped, placing her necklace on the dresser. “That’s a turn on.”

“Really?” Somebody said, and I realized it was me. I stared down at my chest.

Perfect cones. And big. A lot bigger than I had thought.

“Oh, baby,” she grabbed my cock and moved in for a kiss. Our lips touched, fused, and we spent a long minute getting to know each other’s mouths.

 “We’re going to have to get you a pair of matching panties,” she gasped when we broke.

“Panties?” I was dazed and confused.

“Oh, yes. But, first, come here,” she pulled me around, pushed me back on the bed.

I laid backed, scooted back a half foot, and she climbed onto me. And I do mean climbed.

She knelt and had her hands on my knees as she took my cock in her mouth. Those perfect red lips gobbled me, deep throated me, and her hands palpated my balls, making me jump with the sudden pressure, then relax, then jump again, and each lurch drove my cock deeper into her mouth.

Then she stood up, leaned forward and her tits dragged up my body. She wanted to suck my nipples, I’ve got extra sensitive nipples, but they were encased by the bullet bra. She sighed and slithered up further. Her tits pressed against my upper chest and she kissed me again. And this time she really kissed me. The plump curve of her smile meshed onto my mouth. Her tongue snaked and licked and we Frenched madly. I was shortly gasping for breath, and so was she.

She cupped her hand over one of my tits. “God, that’s stiff material,” she sighed. “It almost feels like you’ve got real breasts under there.”

“Real breasts,” I laughed. “If only.”

She looked at me curiously for a moment, then we were at it again. As we kissed she stroked me, and then she was on her knees, perched over my cock. Staring intently at me, she lowered herself onto my cock. It was electrifying, feeling her moist pussy envelope me and slide down.

I grabbed for her waist and she sat on me motionless for a second. then she began to to the bump and grind. Oh, God, it was heaven. Feeling her hot canal with my penis and she twisted and corkscrewed.

We were like that for a long while, thrusting, lurching, partaking of one another. Then I flipped her over and drove into her.

But after a few thrusts she flipped me over, which surprised me, and she was on top again.

“Girls on the bottom,” she growled playfully.

Fine with me. Top or bottom, this was the fuck of my life. I was extra sensitive, and the feeling was extra heightened, and she ground down upon me, used me, abused me, and I kept waiting for the little kick inside, the ignition that starts the glow that pushes the spurt that squirts the semen.

But it wasn’t coming.

But she was cumming. She grabbed my shoulders and arched her back and I felt her vaginal muscles start to spasm.

Now getting desperate, she didn’t like to wait around for second or third orgasms, I thrust harder.

She groaned, and then, unbelievably, she began to cum again!

I was starting to hurt. It felt like somebody was pulling my essence right through my cock, but nothing was happening.

“You bitch,” she muttered playfully into my neck at one point. “You’ve never been so good.”

“Heysoos,” I whined, “I just want to cum!”

“Hey, who cares about you?” she laughed as she straightened up and began to ride me again. “You’re just a bitch with boobs. You don’t have to cum. You just have to make me cum.”

She was laughing, but it was weird, but…I could feel something happening. I didn’t know what, but something was happening.

And she came again.

And again.

I don’t know how many times she came, but every time she did I felt like I was losing something, but I couldn’t lose any of that roiling, broiling, hot cock sperm swirling so hard in my balls.

Finally, however, she was done. She collapsed on me, held me, felt my tits poking into hers, and sighed, “I think that’s it.”

A pause.

I think we’re done.”

But I wasn’t. My cock was so fucking hard it hurt. I had never been so desperate, and yet so unable. I was filled with fluid, but…in some way….empty.

But empty of what I didn’t know.

She rolled off me, didn’t even get up, just snored.

And I didn’t even get up. I had to pee, or maybe I had to cum—yeah, I had to cum—but I just ignored my groin, closed my eyes, and…slept.

It was an uneasy sleep. I kept finding myself back at the garage sale, and everybody was pointing their fingers at me and laughing. Giggling, guffawing, slapping their knees and laughing.

And I stood there, with the bra on, and my dick was limp. It didn’t work. And I kept grabbing it with one hand and holding it up.

“No!” I told whoever would listen, going from person to person. “It’s okay…it’s really okay.”

And the old lady who had sold the bra to me, she was standing on her folding chair and yelling through a megaphone, “The man on aisle six wants a bra! Can we have a bra specialist see the man on aisle six? And everybody pointed and laughed.

I turned around and ran for it, my limp dick waggling, my big tits flopping, and I was in Walmart and everybody was chasing after me, pointing and laughing. And I held my tits so they wouldn’t bounce, and the people chased after me, and…

“Uhh,” I groaned. I was in bed and I was awake and the sun was streaming in the window. Maggie had just pulled the blinds and was heading for the bathroom. She was striding like she had just won a race, and her smile was ear to ear.

“Come on, my big dicked girlfriend. I’ll race you to breakfast.”

I heard the shower door open, the water came on, and a few seconds later, the hot running, she got in.

God, I was horny. Maggie must have cum twenty times last night, and I hadn’t cum even once. I was backed up with semen and my dick was standing up like a…no it wasn’t. It was limp. It just felt like it was full. I was so horny, but…oh, well. I groaned again, stretched, then rolled out of bed.

I sat on the edge of the bed, yawning, and felt not quite right. Like I was not exactly sick, but I was out of balance. Like I was leaning forward a little too much. I was still wearing the bra, and that was probably messing with my mind.

I listened to the shower. She was taking a long one. Well, I had really fucked the hell out of her. She probably needed a good sluicing.

I stood up, was puzzled by my hanging dick, but staggered out of the bedroom and headed for the kitchen.

I was watching the sausage sizzle and the toaster brown waffles when Maggie entered the room.

She got out the butter and the syrup, took note of my naked, limp and bra-ed condition. “No shower? Stinky, stinky?”

“I’ll shower later. You were wasting the water.”

“Oh, ho! Wasting water.”

She hugged me then, and I kissed her, and something went off in my head. I didn’t have to bend down to kiss her. And, instead of thinking, I just justified the thought with the idea, she must be wearing high heels. Even though I knew she wasn't.

The toaster popped, I scooped the sausages out and put them in a big bowl, and we sat down to eat.

She nibbled on a sausage, using her sexy bare hands to poke the thing into her mouth, and she sighed.

“God, you were great last night. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that much.”

“Good for you.”

She looked at me, then her eyes widened. “Oh, my God! You didn’t squirt!”

“Not that you care,” I groused, but I was kidding.

“So I guess you’re going to want to abuse this killer bod of mine some more?”

“The thought had crossed my mind.”

She laughed. “The thought had crossed your mind. Right. You’re probably ready to poke holes in steel.”

“Actually,” I looked down at my lap. “I’m a little limp.”

“What? No! After a night like last night? After what you did…and didn’t cum?”

“What can I say?” I shrugged.

She contemplated me for a long minute. We chewed and swallowed. She said, “I think it’s the bra.”

“You think so?” I was non committal. I was starting to wonder.

“Maybe you shouldn’t be pretending you’re a girl.”

“Why not?” I didn’t like that thought.

“Maybe that’s causing psychological damage, messing with your mind.”

“Don’t you think that’s a little far fetched?”

She frowned. “Maybe, but…but I want some more dick, and if you can’t deliver I’m going to have to make a sign and march down the street. ‘Free pussy…if you can get it up.’”

I laughed at that. What an image. Then: “Honey, I just need a little breakfast, get my strength up.” I chomped down on a sausage and cut it in half. “See, just a little nourishment. And, really, it’s got to be all your fault.”

“My fault?”

“Sure. It was you that kept insisting on fucking last night. I didn’t want to have anything to do with it.”

“What?” But she was grinning. We liked to tease each other.

“That’s right. I was just bored, waiting for you to finish so I could get a little sleep.”

“Bored? With my magic pussy? I’ll tell you, Mr. Big Asshole, you’re never going to get that under-sized shrimp you call a penis between my golden labia again.”

“Not ever?”

“No!”

“Never?”

“Well, at least not until…” she smiled, “after breakfast.”

I smiled back at her.

Fifteen minutes later, the dishes tossed into the sink to await our pleasure, Maggie took my hand and lead me down the hall.

Into the bedroom.

Onto the bed.

Once again we rolled and laughed and giggled. We loved sex, we were super compatible, and now I had something to prove. I had to squirt. I wasn’t going to be no ‘sickologically distributed prevert.

But, as we rolled, we both realized, we had an ulterior motive to get me hard, and…it wasn’t happening.

I mouthed her breasts and pushed fingers into her.

She sucked my cock and felt my breasts.

“It feels like there’s actual…boobs…in there.”

I laughed, and kissed her, and my dick…it wouldn’t get hard.

Finally, we stopped and looked at each other.

Concern was in her eyes. Despair was in mine.

We looked down at Mr. Happy, and he wasn’t happy. He just laid there like a slug on downers. Not moving. Not throbbing. Certainly not growing larger.

“Heysoos at dinner without a fork.”

“Or knife or spoon,” murmured Maggie.

“Do you really think there’s something psychological  going on?”

She pondered, frowned, and said, “I don’t know what to think. I mean, men can have…problems, it happens, but not twice in a row. And you aren’t even getting hard!”

“Well, I suppose we should find out.”

“What?”

“I’ll take off the bra and then we can try it.”

She stared at me.

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to take off the bra. It felt so good, so perfect. I wanted to keep it on…forever.

Maggie saw it in my eyes. “You don’t want to take it off.”

“I know,” I agreed. “But…we have to find out.”

“Yes.”

I tried to reach around and unclasp the bra, but I lacked flexibility.

“Here, let me help.” She hugged me, we were face to face, watching each other, in love, but wary, worried. I felt her fingers work the clasp, then it was undone.

It was simple. Take the bra off, get a hard on, and fuck to an orgasm.

But that wasn’t what happened.

What happened was that she drew back, pulled the bra off me. We looked down at my chest, and screamed.


PART TWO

Our screams weren’t big. They were just sort moderately loud, and we stared at my chest.

I had tits. Breasts. Bosoms. Boobs. Dirty pillows.

They were big, hefty, as they had to be to fill the bullet bra. The nipples were big, thick, erect, and I could feel the blood pulsing through them.

“You…” Maggie swallowed loudly.

“I have…” I grunted, as if I had been punched, which, in a way, I had. A psyche punch of Mike Tyson quality.

“Boobs.”

“Oh, God!”

We stared at my chest. Then Maggie reached out, slowly, as if scared, and touched her finger to a nipple.

“Oh!” I jerked back. I felt the shock of sexuality explode from my nipple, run through my body, and now I felt it. My dick was getting hard.

I got off the bed and looked down, over my enormous tits, and saw my penis erecting.

“What is happening?” Maggie breathed.

“I don’t know.”

“Put the bra back on!”

I held it up to my chest, and my dick started going down.

I held it away, and my penis bonered up.

I pressed it back in place and my boner relaxed, became a slug.

“What the fuck?” I whimpered.

Maggie placed a hand on mine, pulled my hands, and the bra, away from my mountainous chest. “It’s done.”

“What?”

“The bra, it did something, but now it’s done. It’s telling you that you don’t have to wear it anymore.”

“But…but how?”

“I don’t know, but…” she tossed the bra on the bed and looked at my tits. In her eyes was an excited look, an expression of hunger.

“Honey…”

She couldn’t stop herself, she reached out and placed her hands under my boobs. She lifted. “Wow.”

“What am I going to do?”

She licked her lips. “You’re going to need some more bras. Regular ones.”

“But that was…now that it’s off…I don’t want to wear a bra. That was just a one time thing. I don’t…want to…”

I trailed off, and for good reason. Maggie was running her hands over my tits, squeezing, flicking the nipples, and it was making me weak.

And it was making my cock hard. Real hard. If I thought the night previous was something, it was nothing. Now my cock was throbbing, and I knew I was going to be able to cum.

“Hey,” I protested weakly.

“Hay is for horses and cows that go moo,” she bent down and took my cock in her mouth. Oh, God! It felt like my penis was about to explode!

She massaged my balls, looked up at my eyes, which were starting to roll back in the sockets.

“Hold it,” she growled. “Don’t you dare cum yet. Not until I get you in me.”

She pushed me and I fell back. She climbed on top and sank on to me. It was quick, it was fast, and then she was grinding down and pulling her tits.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Don’t! Don’t! I need some mo—“

I grunted, I couldn’t help it, and my penis pulsed and I could feel it hosing away, deep inside her.

“Oh, you fuck!” She cried in frustration.

And that was the moment that I knew that the bra didn’t just affect me, it affected people around me.

For a half a minute I writhed, and the orgasm just sort of swirled through me. I was helpless in its grip, and then it ended.

And my dick, at last, was soft.

Maggie got off and looked at it sadly. “And it was doing so well.”

“Sorry. there was no way I could…” I shrugged.

“I know.”

“Honey, you’r e hornier than you used to be.”

She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “I am.”

“It’s the bra.” I said.

“It’s the tits,” she said.

“What”

“You’ve got tits, like a woman. It’s like…it’s like fucking somebody else.”

“Are you saying you want to fuck a woman?”

“Nope. I don’t think so, but…every time I looked at your chest…” her turn to shrug.

We showered together then. Save water and all that, and we soaped each other up and scrub a dub dubbed, and were pretty happy by the time we were done. When we got out of the shower, however, she said something that didn’t make me happy.

“You’re shorter, you know.”

“I…what?”

“Shorter. You used to be six inches taller than me. Now you’re only maybe three inches taller.”

“Oh, fuck. that’s impossible.”

“Not now,” she said wryly. “You also feel a bit lighter. I mean, I turned you over yesterday, to get on top. I was never able to lift you up like that before.”

In answer, I stepped onto the scale. I had been 170 pounds, a lot of muscles with only a little flab. Now I was 140. I pinched my waist. No love handle. I was changing in other ways than just growing tits.

“Oh, man,” I said. “What am I going to do?”

Maggie rubbed a towel over her glorious body and said, “Like I said…get some bras.”

“But I don’t really—“

She put a finger on my lips and shushed me. “Doesn’t matter what you feel like now. If you don’t get some support you are going to be sagging, and your back is going to be hurting. I mean, you’ve got some rather sizable boobs now, and you’ve got to take care of them.

Now in a dour mood, and confused, and yet some how excited, I got dressed, and realized nothing fit. Everything was too baggy, or too long.

Maggie handed me a pair of her shorts. They were sexy, little things, with cuffs, and too short, and decorations on the ass pockets.

“I can’t wear these!”

“So wear your own baggy pants.”

Well, my own baggy pants didn’t fit, so I slipped into the shorts, and they were almost perfect. Except that my cock was actually looking bigger. In fact, in her tight shorts my cock looked gigantic.

Of course, my penis hadn’t grown, but my body had shrunk, so my dick looked bigger, and relative to my body height, it was bigger.

“This is obscene.” I looked down at my bulge. My cock was easy to see through the material.

Maggie just giggled. “I like it.” She came close, her tits to my tits, and rubbed my package.

“Oh, geez,” I whimpered.

She kissed me quick, then backed off. “Just the way I like my…men, horny. Want to fuck again?”

“Did you hesitate before you said, ‘Men?’”

“Well, yeah.”

“But I am a man!”

“And you have woman parts, too. So what are you? A man-wo? A Mirl? A Gan?”

Her words were like little darts, but what could I say?

“Okay, tuck that big boy in and wear this.” She tossed me my sweatshirt. The one that says ‘Marines’ on it in big, arching letters.

I blinked, and realized that she was right. The sweatshirt was long enough to hang over my package now, and the obscene bulge of my dick would be covered up.

I pulled it on. “How’s that?”

“Wow. One problem leads to another.”

“What?”

“Your legs are too hairy to be wearing a sweat shirt like a girl would.”

“But I’m not going to wear one of your girly sweat shirts, even if it was long enough.”

“Then let me shave your legs.”

“What?” I gave a squeak of outrage.

“Come on, men shave their legs.”

“But you’re having me…it’ll make me look like a woman…with these shorts, and…and are you forgetting that I have tits?”

“The tits will be covered up by the sweatshirt, and, besides, with those tits you have a girl’s body, and you need to dress it like a girl’s body.”

“I can’t do that.”

She turned and walked out of the room. Dressed obscenely, my big tits flopping, I followed her.

She walked into the kitchen and got out the liquor. She filled two glasses with ice, then mixed bourbon and Coke in them. A lot of bourbon for me, a little bourbon for her. She turned and handed me the heavily laced one. “Sit down and drink.”

Blinking, not understanding, I sat down at the kitchen table, and she sat across from me.

We sipped, and, man, did it taste good, and she said, “Honey, I’m going to do things to you this morning. And you are going to go along with it.”

“What things?” I asked suspiciously, feeling the warmth of bourbon in the belly.

“You are not passable as a man anymore. You are passable as a girl.”

“I’m not going to be a girl!”

“Except for that big, lovable hunk of sex dangling between your legs, you are a girl.”

“I don’t have long hair.”

“Many women don’t, but I have a wig you can borrow.”

“That hair is too long!”

“I’ll cut it, if I have to, but you know you are just giving me bullshit arguments.”

“I am not.”

She leaned across the table and placed one hand on mine, “Honey, you are the one that bought that bra. You are the one that it…called. Therefore you are the one that’s got a bit of kink trying to get out. Heck, your body changed, and that is the living proof of what I am saying.”

“But…I…”

For an hour we blathered back and forth. Or, rather, I blathered. She kept throwing succinct arguments in my face. In the end, she stood up, took my hand, and lead me back to the bedroom.

“Take off your clothes.”

“I just put them on…and I thought you wanted me to wear shorts?”

She stepped forward and grabbed me. Hard. She squeezed, and I almost went to my knees. I started to sweat, and, interestingly, it made my cock harder.

“Listen, you son of a bitch. I want to do this, and deep down, so do you. Now I don’t want you to give me one iota of crap. At all. This is going to happen…or you are on your own.”

“What do you mean,” I gasped, “on my own?”

“You can dress yourself, wear what you want. I am offering you a chance to get professional instruction on your new condition. And you would be dumber than stupid to not take advantage of me.”

She let go. She pointed towards the bathroom. “Take off your clothes, use the Nair in the cabinet, and I wanted everything below your neck bald in 20 minutes. You got that?”

My mouth opening and closing, I staggered towards the bathroom.

I put the Nair on my body, slathered it on, and my mind was totally gone. I was moving in protest, but moving.

The problem was…my wife was right. I needed to do this. And I needed her to help me do this.

Twenty minutes later I was drying myself off. Maggie inspected me with a grin. “You have no idea how sexy that makes you.”

“Oh,” I said. I had surrendered, but I was glum. My cock looked ten times bigger without the hair around it.

“Now, I have selected clothes, and you are going to want to protest, but if you do I will go to the card.”

“The card?”

“Yes. The card. The birthday card you gave me last year.”

I knew the card well.

This card entitles the bearer to give one spanking.

Choice of belt, paddle, whip or noodles is up to the bearer.

“And, just to let you know, if you disappoint me in this I will select the whip. I will tie you down and stripe your butt until you look more zebra than human.”

“You wouldn’t!”

But I knew she would. Maggie is definitely a ‘take charge’ kind of woman.

“Then find out the hard way. But here is your first item.”

It was panty hose.

I stared at the nylon material and blinked.

She pushed me on the bed and began unrolling the legs on me. It was tight, and sexy, and I felt my dick starting to rise.

“None of that,” she giggled and playfully slapped my dick.

“Oh, don’t…please.” I begged.

“Why? Does it really hurt?”

“No, it feels too good.”

She laughed, finished tugging the panty hose up, and now my cock was imprisoned, but not enough to conceal it.

She handed me some tummy control panties. I pulled them up, and then struggled to get them over my hips. When I was done, however, my cock was concealed. The two tiered approach had managed to conceal my manliness.

“Excellent. Here.” She handed me shorts, the sexy, little shorts, and I pulled them up. Now they fit with a minimum of bulge.

She smiled. “Nice. Sweat shirt.”

I put on the sweatshirt, and the ‘Marines’ logo towered across my chest.

“The marines need a few good women,” Maggie observed wryly. “You know, you could wear the bullet bra.”

I’m trying to hide a bit of my…bounty. Those points would scream to the world.”

“Yes. And it’s hard to be man enough to be a woman, isn’t it.”

“You got that.”

Then you’re fine, clothes wise,  except for…shoes.”

“I’ll just wear my tennies.”

“No.”

“No?”

“No. One, they are too groady for a woman. Too, they don’t fit any longer, your feet are an inch shorter. Three…have you ever considered high heels?”

“High heels?” My voice sounded like an ostrich being throttled.

“Let’s try them. That will give your legs feminine length, you only need a little with those pants, and then…let’s try them.”

She went into her closet and brought back a pair of sandals. The heels were only two inches high, and they actually looked a bit comfortable. I like sandals, and these would only be a couple of inches…

She had me sit and she put the sandals on me. I stood up, and they felt good.

“Oh, damn!” Maggie blurted. “We should have done your nails.”

I stared at her.

“To match your fingernails.”

“My…”

“Don’t shut down on me now. I’m having fun.”

“But…”

She placed a hand over my mouth. “Shut and comply. I’m the boss…” then she added, “little girl.”

I wanted to protest then, but she really had put the whammy on me. She helped me walk over to the vanity, and it was harder than I thought, and she sat me down.

“Okay. I’m going to give you red ones. You’re a guy and probably clumsy, so I’m going to use real glue to keep them on.”

“I don’t…”

“You want to wear a blindfold?”

I actually did. There was something wailing inside me.

She got out a pair of my underpants, put it over my head, and laughed. “I like you like that. Now, don’t move.”

From inside the pants I could feel her working on me. I could feel her filing and sanding and preparing the cuticles. Then she pressed on the nails, one nail at a time, and held them each for a good minute, and then she said, “Take off…no. Let me take off your blindfold. You might stick yourself in the eye.”

She took my pants off my head and I stared at my hands. The fingers now looked an inch longer. They were bright red, and extended in an oval about a half inch beyond my digits.

“Oh, my God!”

“Pretty sexy, yes?”

I felt like the world was leaning sideways. “Uh, yeah…”

“Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them, and you’ll wonder why you never did this before.”

“Because I was a man.”

“But you aren’t now. So let’s figure this make up thing out.”

I couldn't be blindfolded for this, and I was forced to watch myself be transformed in the mirror.

She washed my face, with little sponges, and I was amazed at how dirty I was. I mean, I had just taken a shower!

“We’re getting the deep down pores,” she explained.

Then she put primer on my face and I lost color. I looked like a vampire.

And foundation and blush, and I started to get some color back, more color than when she had started. It was actually sort of amazing.

Then she spent some time on my eyes, shadowing them, curling lashes, putting on mascara. The weirdest thing, however, was the lipstick.

“Oooh. Gorgeous. You are so kissable.”

I looked at the mirror. Man, I was changed. Or perhaps I should say: Woman, was I changed.

“Okay, the wig…” she settled the brunette wig on my head, fastened it in place, and I was stunned. I now looked like a woman.

“I’m going to put clip ons on you. But tomorrow we’re going to pierce your ears.”

I was in a state of shock now, and I didn’t say anything. She clipped on a pair of long danglies. Silver strings with the sparkle of tiny diamonds. I felt like my face was framed, and it was really sexy.

And, to tell you the truth, my poor, imprisoned cock was pounding madly. It wanted to get loose in the worst possible way. And I was really feeling it…I wanted to squirt again.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Maggie said delightedly, helping me up.

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t look like a man at all.

I sashayed through the house, putting some wiggle in my butt, aware of how my tits jiggled. Maggie followed along and complimented me constantly. And, finally, “Shall we go?”

“Where?”

“You still need a bra.”

“But can’t you just…do that?”

“You have to come and let the salesgirl size you.”

Now, she had made sure my glass was full for the last hour, and I was feeling pretty good, and it was getting easier and easier to talk me into things. And so I wound up in the passenger seat as we drove across town.

To the mall.

With a million people in it.

And security cameras.

And Maggie had to near put me in an armlock and dance me across the parking lot.

But I did it, and we walked through the mall like…like two women shopping.

Which, in a way, we were.

Victoria’s Secret.

“Do you know what Victoria’s Secret is?”

“What?” I asked

“She’s a man.”

“No!”

“No, you’re right, that’s not the secret. But VS was founded by a man, and he eventually jumped off the Golden Gate bridge.”

“What?” My voice actually squealed, I was getting into this thing.

“True. Look it up.”

I thought about that as we walked up the aisles and fingered materials. Interestingly, no one had tumbled to the fact that I wasn’t a woman. Sales girls smiled at me with that woman to woman smile, and it gave me confidence. Soon I was actively making decisions. I want this…I want that…and Maggie grinned and filled up bags.

But the main reason we were there was for bras, so a young girl measured me, which made the hair on my head stand up, feeling her arms around me, feeling her tits press against me.

Maggie pursed her lips and gave me a mock glare.

I shrugged it off and grinned.

Then we were leaving the store. We made it out to the car, and she got out a bra and helped me into it.

It was weird. First, it was tight, like I was a horse in harness. Second, she had chosen a half bra, and my nipples rubbed against the sweat shirt. Third…all that nipple rubbing was really making me horny.

“Maybe we should go home,” I said.

“But why? We can do lots…” she looked at me. Saw the hunger on my face, and grinned. “You horny, little vixen. Am I going to have to scratch your itch?”

“Please,” I begged.

We laughed, and drove out of the parking lot. We were halfway home when I blurted. “Turn there!”

She managed to make the turn, and started to ask why, then she realized why.

The house where we had gone to the garage sale was up ahead.

Maggie pulled up in front of the house. It still looked like it was about to fall down. The garage door was still open, but the tables were all put away and the old woman was moving around inside.

Now that I was here I didn’t know what to do.

The old woman noticed us, peered, then…amazingly, because I was now a woman, she recognized me. She grinned a thin grin and waved her hand to me.

I don’t think I would have gotten out of the car, otherwise, but now…now I had to find out. After all, if she knew who I was, even though I was now dressed a s a woman, then….she might know more.

I walked up the driveway. Maggie got out of the car and rounded it and followed me.

“How do you like being a woman?” the old lady asked.

“It’s…it’s interesting.”

“Ha,” she grunted. “That bra only talks to men who want to be women. So you’re loving it.”

Maggie arrived.

“So how does it work?” I asked.

“Don’t know. I talked to some people I got it from, way back when, and there’s all sorts of rumors. One guy, or gal if you prefer, told me it was the original bra that was worn by Mary Magdalene. But we know that’s dumb. Bras weren’t invented until the 1880s. Oh, yeah, they been around a lot longer, but this one, that one you bought I mean, has modern materials, relatively speaking.”

I thought about it, and she was right.

“Then there’s a gal out in Pasadena, she says the bra was made by Elon Musk, based on the work of Tesla. But…it’s all so much bushwah.”

“So you don’t know.”

“Not at all. It’ll be fun for you to research, how some ever, and we should stay in touch. I can hook you up with other wearers.”

“Are there other bras then?” Maggie asked.

“Oh, sure. Lots. But they aren’t sold anywhere. You just have to search the garage sales, and when you find one it’ll call to you. Like that one did to you.”

I asked, “Was it Billy’s?”

“It was both of ours. We were two gay men, and he discovered the bra one day, and he wore it, and then I wore it, and…”

“So why did you sell it?”

“Well, first reason is that it doesn’t do anything after the first time. Second reason is we can sort of feel when it wants to move on. Third, we needed the money.”

We chatted a while longer, and I got his phone number and promised to come see him. And I would. There was a lot happening here, and I wanted to find out things.

Finally, all talked out for the moment, Maggie and I went back to the car and drove away. We were silent all the way home, and I thought about the things he had told us, and I pondered over life as a woman.

Apparently, these boobs were here to stay.

And, in fact, I was lucky my cock hadn’t dwindled up and fallen off. That was one of the things that Harriet, that was the name the old woman went by, had told us could happen.

“Yep, happened to Billy. He didn’t like it at first, but then he did, and…” he shrugged.

And I considered those words. And I considered what I was.

“I’m not a man,” I said, when we walked into the house. “And I’m not a woman.”

Maggie poured the drinks, and we went out to the patio.

“So what are you?”

“Well, I’m not a transvestite, ‘cause that’s just clothes. I could be a transexual, I suppose, but…I’m not sure. Maybe a shemale?”

We sipped and talked it over. There was a lot we realized we didn’t know about sex, and about people in my condition.

“What about that last thing Harriet told us?”

“About the sure way to become a complete woman?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know. It seems pretty drastic.”

“But you would know that you were definitely a woman. There wouldn’t be any more half and half thoughts about it.”

“That’s true.”

“He said you had to do it several times for it to happen.”

“Unless you were really sure in your heart of hearts.”

She nodded.

“But what if I do it and I don’t like it? What if I want to stay a man?”

“Yes. There is that. It is a one way street.”

We sipped some more.

“I’d like to try it.”

I turned to her. “Really? You want me to make a complete change?”

“Yes,” and she sounded positive. “At least, try it once. If you like it, then we do it more, until…until the change completes. If you don’t like it, then nothing lost.”

“Nothing gained nothing lost.”

She nodded.

“But it’s my penis we’re talking about.”

“Yes, it is. That’s why I say try it out.”

“And you want me that way?”

She said nothing.

“No more of this big cock.”

“Nope.”

“But you love my cock!”

“I do. But it’s you I really love, and we can always get a strap on. We’re going to need one, anyway, if we want to find out.”

I didn’t say anything for a long time, and she finally blurted, “You’re different now. You’re the best of you, but softer, more kind and caring. When I touch you it brings a shock to me that the old you, the male you, couldn’t make happen.”

I heard what she said, and that is what brought me to my decision. “Then let’s try it.”

The following night Maggie came home with a shopping bag and a grin. “Okay, baby. Get back in that bedroom and let me despoil you.

I was nervous, and I did need a drink, but an hour later we were back in the bedroom. Maggie got out the strap on she had bought, and asked which dick I wanted. She had bought a half dozen, various size and shapes. One was even supposed to be the shape of a horse’s dick. She held that one up and grinned gleefully. It was as long as her arm and I shook my head.

“That’s for you,” I said. “Try that one?”

I picked out the smallest one.

“Okay, party pooper,” she grumped.

She screwed the six inch, life like penis into the socket of the strap on and looked at me.

“Up on the bed, Fred, and spread.”

“My name’s not Fred.”

“Any port in a storm,” she quipped. “You want it on all fours? Or on your back.”

“I think all fours. And put my head up against the wall so I can’t run away.”

I was wearing a dress and panties, and my cock was big and red and dripping. I was getting hornier as time went by.

I crawled up on the bed, took my panties down and lifted my dress.

She got up behind me and started lathering my butt with lube. A lot of lube.

“Guy at the store said I should use a lot,” she explained. Then she put the jar of lube aside and pushed up to me.

I felt the wall with my head, and then I felt her slide inside me. God! It felt good! I groaned as the six inches of plastic opened me up, slithered against my anal walls.

“Oh, yeah,” Maggie breathed. “That’s what I’m talking about!”

“But you can’t feel anything!” I gasped, as she reamed me and poked me, all while reaching under and stroking my hard penis.

“Sex is in the mind, girlfriend. And this is the hottest thing I have ever done!”

She went back and forth, wiggled it so that I could feel the tip moving around inside.

I began to groan and move back against it. She laughed and pushed harder, and my head began to hit the wall.

“Ow!”

She tossed me a pillow and I bent my arms so I was supported on elbows, and placed the pillow between my head and the wall. This was a perfect position, and Maggie began to pummel me with that cock. In and out, back and forth, the big slide of raised, plastic veins against my delicate anal membranes. All my nerves were firing, and I began to feel a warmth coming up into my groin. I didn’t know where it was coming from, tell the truth I didn’t know which end was up, but it grew hotter and hotter. I began to sweat, and I wiggled my ass back and forth.

“Oh…oh…I’m going…something is happening…”

“Give it up, baby,” Maggie crooned tome. “I know what you want, now give me what I want.”

She kept fucking me and fucking me, and asking me to give it up, and suddenly it all made sense. I went limp, except for raising my ass higher, and…I submitted. Just a click in the mind, and I was done as a man. I understood the woman now. I could have either. I could…it was a choice, and I…

I began to cum. Shuddering wracking ripples of sensation that blasted me out of my mind. I felt my eyeballs roll back in their sockets. I was yelling something, but didn’t know what, and Maggie kept pushing and pushing, and I crumpled against the wall and took all she had to offer.

We lay on the bed, exhausted, but exhilarated.

She held me in her arms and I could feel my tits being supported by her forearm.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Oh, God. I know what heaven is now.”

I turned my head back to her and we kissed gently. Then I went back to just laying in her arms.

“So, I know we only did it once, but that was…that was the point of it all. Have you made up your mind?”

“Do I want to be a man or a woman,” I mused.

“Well…?”

“You’re so anxious.”

“Please,” she begged. “You’re killing me. Just tell. Man or woman?”

I heaved a great sigh, and I told her.

She breathed out, and she tickled my ear with a whisper, “I think thats a wonderful idea. I’m sure you’re…we’re…going to be very happy.”

Then I squirmed around in her arms and we began kissing for serious.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Boobs for Solidarity!

He got breast implants, but lost his dingus!

Grace Mansfield


Part One

Shiela was crying when Jason came home.

She was sitting at the kitchen table and she raised her head when he came through the door to garage.

She was wearing her good pencil skirt, a blouse and a jacket. Her auburn hair was coiffed and looking like ocean waves in the sunset.

She was wearing make up, and the mascara was streaked.

“Honey? Shiela? What’s wrong?”

Jason hurried to the table and sat across from her.

“Oh, Jason,” and she put her head down and cried.

He moved around the table and sat next to her, and she moved her head to his shoulder and sobbed.

“Honey? What’s wrong?”

She looked up at him, tried to wipe her tears, but only managed to smear here make up more.

“I went to the doctor today.”

Jason’s heart moved downward in his body. It went through his stomach, down into his lower body and right to his feet.

“What is it?”

She cried some more, then looked at him again. “I’ve got…I’ve got…”

“Spit it out, honey. Whatever it is we’ll get through it.”

“Cancer.”

The word hit Jason like a sledge hammer to the chest.

“What?” Though he had perfectly understood her. Then: “What kind of cancer? Where?”

Shiela held on to him. “My breasts.”

“Oh, my God!”

Not to be crude, but Shiela’s boobs were his favorite body part of her.

Still, love was more important than body parts. He held her tightly and tried to calm her.

“Honey, it’s okay. People beat the big C all the time. There’s chemo and drugs and all sorts of things. It is just your breasts, right?”

She nodded, her face rubbing on his shirt front. “It is. but…but I’m going to lose them. They want to give me a mastectomy.”

Jason nodded, and he rocked her gently. “Honey, a person is more than a body part. You’re more than your legs, or…or your liver, or anything.”

“But you love my tits!”

“I love you more, and we’ll get through this.”

“Oh…okay.”

They talked long after that. They talked, and they had a quick dinner, just hot dogs and instant mashed potatoes, and by the end of the evening Shiela had stopped crying.

When the went to bed she noted her face in the mirror and gave a half sob at the mess she had made of her face.

“I’m so ugly.”

Jason grabbed her and pulled her into his arms once again. “We’re not going to say that. Never. You’re the most beautiful girl in the world, and nothing can change that.

Again, they hugged, and said little, and just dealt with what was happening.

Later, Shiela slept, the sound of her light snores gentle in the night, and Jason got up and walked out to the kitchen.

There he poured a big drink, bourbon and Coke, and quaffed it. He needed it. The big C was not something you take lightly. It was the heavy weight champ, and you had to take it seriously.

Then Shiela entered the kitchen. She came directly to him and snuggled against him. “I’m sorry I’m such a baby,” she said.

“You’re not a baby, or, if you are, then I like it.”

“I’ve driven you to drink.”

“Sorry, but…I needed it.”

They stood in the dimly lit kitchen for a while, this time not talking, just taking in each others presence.

People go through series of emotions. What series depends on what situation they are in, what experience they are going through.

Something like cancer people will cry, and deny, and lie, and try…to be brave.

As they stood in the kitchen they realized some of the emotions they would be traveling through.

And it was okay.

They went to bed again, and this time they lay awake, didn’t even try to sleep. They just held each other and thought.

If only thoughts could cure illnesses she would have been well ten times over.

Jason moved his hand down her chest and stopped. “Can I…is okay to touch them?”

“Of course,” she laughed, but it was a sad sort of a laugh. “Touch them, suck them, make me enjoy them while I have them. Please. I need you to do that.

So he touched them, and fondled them, and tried not to imagine what it would be like when she didn’t have them.

Then she grabbed his dick, roughly, and said, “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, so I’ll always remember.”

He took her roughly. Aware, concerned, but understanding what she wanted.

He pushed into her, slammed her, kissed her hard. Then he flipped her over and took her from the rear.

She moaned, and pushed back.

And it was good.

The next day they went to the doctor for a pre-surgery examination .

Jason wanted to be there so he could ask questions and could fully understand what the doctor was going to do, and what he would have to do to help Shiela recover.

The doctor had Shiela take off her gown and he palpated her breasts thoroughly. He felt under, over, around, and spent a lot of time feeling the area around and behind her nipples.

To Jason it looked like there was nothing wrong. Her breasts were big and firm and the nipples stood up straight.

Shiela winced a few times, but that could have been because the doctor had to feel her hard.

“So when do you operate?”

“We’re looking at next week. We have to liaise with the hospital, but they are talking next Tuesday. Now, let’s talk about reconstruction.”

“Is she going to have full sensations with the …the reconstruction?”

Eighty per cent,” answered the doctor. “They won’t feel the same, either. We try to get them as lifelike as possible, but there are limits to silicon. They won’t be as soft, and they won’t sag.”

“What about nipple sensation?” asked Shiela.

“That’s a tough one. We try to isolate all the nerve endings and ducts, but this is a very concentrated area. Some women retain full sensation, others get less.”

“How much less.”

“That’s something we’ll find out.”

The meeting on for some time, but by the time it was over Jason and Shiela were totally in the know. Unfortunately, Shiela was now scared.

“I don’t want to do this,” she said as they drove home.

“I know,” Jason said.

“What if I just went natural, did herbs and things.”

“You saw the statistics on those, they’re not good.”

“I know, but…”

“Whoa, what’s this?”

They pulled up to their house and several neighbors were gathered in the front yard.

Jason parked and they got out, and the neighbors clustered around.

“Hey, Shiela, we’re here for you.”

“When are you going to get the operation?”

“Let us know what you need.”

Shiela was a little floored, to say the least. “But, how did you find out?”

“Your mother,” said the neighbors who lived in the house to the right of theirs. she called me, and I told Rhonda, and Rhonda told…it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that we’re here for you.”

Shiela was caught between embarrassment, she didn’t want to air her personal problems, and gratitude for the outpouring of support.

The meeting quickly became a party, and other neighbors showed up.

Hot dogs and hamburgers on the back grill, lots of beer, and a few of the guys made some hard drinks.

The girls pretty much clustered around Shiela and had a hen party. It was exactly what Shiela needed, and she even drank a beer herself, the doctor had told her she could still drink, but not too much.

The guys wandered around, had little meetings, talked everything from the coming operation to sports.

A few hours later everybody was comfortably high, Shiela was feeling the best she’d felt in months, and Jason was feeling pretty loosy goosy. He and Chuck Johnson, who lived in the house on the right, were talking about the Superbowl, and Chuck, quite bleary-eyed, suddenly said, “You should show solidarity.”

“What do you mean?” Jason hiccuped.

“Well, like when women get cancer and they lose their hair, everybody shaves their head.

A couple of the other guys overheard this and they moved into the group. “Yeah, Jason. “If Shiela goes bald, you have to, too.”

One of the girls heard that, from all the way across the patio, and she blurted, “Jason’s gonna get his head shaved for you, Shiela.”

Shiela smiled. All this encouragement, she felt really good. “That’s my Jason. He’s my support animal.”

There were a lot of chuckles over that.

“No, I’m serious,” said Chuck. “If you get chemo and lose your hair then Jason’s got to get his head shaved, too.”

“Really?” asked Shiela.

“Several of the other girls ‘oohed.’

“Well, I would, but you’re not going the chemo route.”

That caused some interest, and while the girls already knew about the mastectomy, the guys were suddenly blinking and thinking.

For a woman to lose her tits…that was…heavy.

Chuck laughed. “So you’re going to get some implants. So will Jason.”

Then everybody was laughing, Jason most of all. It seemed like a joke, but suddenly Shirley blurted, “That’s sweet of you Jason.”

Jason tried to figure out what she was talking about, but he had had too much to drink. He said, “What?”

The guys patted his back. “You’re a gutsy guy, Jason. I never would have been able to do that.”

“Do what?”

And some of the girls talked about how cute Jason would look with implants.

And some of the guys talked about how heavy tits were and how Jason would have to have the implants done.

And so it went. Everybody laughing and joking, and Jason puzzled, but glad. Every time he looked at his wife he was glad all over again.

The next day Jason’s decision to have implants to match his wife’s was on Facebutt. And by noon it had a thousand hits, all positive.

The women in town thought it was a marvelous way to express one’s love.

The guys in town were amazed, and a few actually sounded envious.

Jason didn’t hear about it until lunch, when he walked into the lunch room and heard the TV announcer talk about the courageous man who was supporting his wife.

He smiled, started eating, then realized the hair head on TV was talking about him.

“What?” he squeaked.

Some of the guys came by and congratulated him.

When he returned to his desk he passed a cubicle in which some of the secretaries were having a small party.

“Jason! That is so brave of you!”

“I wish my husband was that brave.”

And one of the girls cupped his ass, and when he turned she actually kissed him. “You’re our hero, Jason, supporting your wife like that.”

Jason stumbled on to the cheers of the women.

He was flabbergasted. Who woulda thunk? Yet…he had a warm feeling in his heart.

Last night he had figured it was all a joke.

This morning the joke had become real.

Still, it was a joke. At least it was to him. He had no intention of getting breast implants.

He was a man, dammit!

Then he got the phone call from Human Resources.

Jason walked into HR and was greeted by an overweight lady named Marcy. Marcy was known as a ball buster, but she welcomed Johnny, told him to have a seat, and offered him tea or coffee.

“No, I just ate.”

“Well, good. No doubt you’re wondering why I called you up here?”

“I was a little curious.”

Marcy leaned forward. Her big breasts laid on the desk and her second chin jiggled lightly.

“Jason, what you’re doing, getting implants, it’s pretty ballsy.”

Jason would have interrupted her and told her that he wasn’t getting implants, but she was saying such nice things about him…

“I never figured you for that kind of guy. Honestly, I thought you wee a little shallow, but I’m glad to see I was wrong.

“I talked to the boss and we’re going to give you two weeks leave, paid, and not off your vacation time. In addition, I’ve been in touch with our insurance company, and they’ve agreed to cover your operation.”

That was the moment it hit for Jason. When Marcy said ‘operation.’

He was going to have to speak up, nip this in the bud. If he didn’t…

But Marcy kept talking, telling him what a cool fellow he was, and saying there might be a managerial position open in the summer, and…

And when Jason left her office he was dazed, and walking on air, and scared.

Was he really going to get this operation?

He was a guy! He shouldn’t have tits! What would the other guys think?

But the other guys, as he found out when he talked to his shift boss, were fine with it.

Apparently their wives were so happy with the news of Jason getting an implant that they were treating their husbands as if they were the ones getting the implant.

Jason had become a sort of poster boy for how husbands should be treated.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“Back here!” Shiela called from the TV room.

Jason went to the TV room and found Shiela watching TV, and the newsie’s were talking about what a fine fellow Jason was.

“This is a fellow who understands women,” said one lady.

When a male counterpart begged to differ he was treated to sneers and snipes.

Jason stared at the screen.

“Honey, are you really going to go through with this?” asked Shiela. “I thought we were all joking last night, but the way…have you seen what people are saying on Facebutt?”

Jason nodded. He suddenly had a nervous sensation in the pit of his stomach. “I…yes.”

“So you are going through with it?” And she was suddenly hugging him, and crying, and carrying on like he had just invented the cure for COVID or something.

“Honey! I’ve never been so proud of you. All the girls have been calling me and telling me how lucky I am to have you.”

That was the moment that Jason realized he was stuck. He was committed. He was going to get breast implants.

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. He was drinking too much, but he needed to.

The phone rang. Ding! Ding! Ding!

“I’ll get it,” chirped Shiela.

She entered the living room and picked up the phone. Jason listened, he couldn’t help but listen, and one more nail was pounded into the coffin.

“Yes, we’re all set. Tuesday. He is! Oh, my gosh! He’ll be so happy, I’ll tell him!”

Then she hung up and came into the kitchen. “That was the doctor. They arranged to do our breast implants at the same time. They want to see us tomorrow to take measurements.”

“Oh…oh.” Jason was dazed and the world was spinning. “That’s…that’s wonderful.”

“Isn’t it?” And Shiela actually jumped and clapped her hands.

The following day Jason and Shiela reported to the doctor. Since Jason had already gone to the doctor with Shiela he knew about the implant procedure. So the doctor had him remove his shirt and he took measurements. He measured around Johnny’s chest. He measured weird things, like the distance from Jason’s elbows to his shoulders, and logical stuff, like the location of Johnny’s nipples, the width of his chest, and so on.

And Jason felt very weird when the doctor explained that he was going to need a bra.

“Are my boobs going to be that heavy? I thought I’d get some cute, little perky ones.”

Jason about died describing boobs like that, especially in conjunction with himself, but he had to.

“Well, the problem is that your chest is wide. Male chests are normally wider than female chests, and if we put in small implants it will look somewhat silly, like little golf balls too far apart. But if we put in big ones, like the Chyna 2000 implants, then your chest will look normal.”

Chyna 2000s?”

“Named after a professional wrestler, Joanie Laurer. She was billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. These are top of the line implants. They were made with such things body slams and other wrestling maneuvers in mind. Believe me, you’ll be very happy with the Chyna 2000 implants.”

Jason nodded.

“Now, just a suggestion, you should probably remove your chest hair.”

“Remove it?”

“Chest hair will look funny on breasts. In fact, it might be best if you just shaved your whole body, or used Nair. We’re going to have to sterilize your chest, and shave it, and if you come in ahead of the game…” The doctor shrugged.

Jason drove home, Shiela beside him, and he was in deep thought. Not about the upcoming operation, although that was in his mind, but because of an oddity that had happened.

While the doctor was measuring his chest he had gotten a boner.

The doctor’s hands gripping his pectorals like they were tits, feeling his nipples and making them rigid, it was all too much.

For the nth time he had the thought: I’m a man, dammit!

And he was. But he was about to be a man with boobs.

The days passed slowly, and the horror mounted just as slowly.

Jason would wake up in the morning, look at himself in the mirror, and shiver.

Yet he couldn’t back out. He was famous, at least in his town. The newspaper ran stories on him and Shiela.

So he shivered, and worried, and alternated between being happy, and concealing his feelings of fear.

He concealed his feelings so well that nobody was aware of them. Not even Shiela.

The upside was that Shiela was more loving than she had ever been. Even if she didn’t feel like it, she gave him sex. And she even gave him head.

In fact, he didn’t know who started it, but women passing by kept accidentally bumping their hands against his groin. A few times, once in an elevator and once in the mail room at work, a woman gave him a full on grope.

Oh, it wasn’t love, and it wasn’t a come on to a fuck. It was just women showing their appreciation for his act of solidarity.

Then came the day of the operation.

Shiela went in early. She had to have cancerous material removed. She was lucky in that she would get her implants the day of the surgery. Usually patients had to wait months before getting the implant procedure. She was getting them right away.

Jason went in a couple of hours later. They would wake up about the same time, and both be endowed.

Jason kissed Sheila, then the nurses rolled her away.

Jason sat in a waiting room and stared at a book without seeing a thing.

Every once in a while somebody would pass in the hallway, and every once in a while somebody would stop and chat.

He was a hero, but he sure didn’t feel like it.

He felt like a freak, and shortly he was going to look like a freak.

Shortly after lunch, while Shiela was just getting finished with the first part of her operation, Jason was prepared for his operation.

Final paperwork was gone over, then he was rolled down the hall.

And it seemed like an awful lot of people knew him. People he had never seen wished him well, patted his hand, and one brazen nurse placed her hand right on his crotch and kissed his cheek.

In the operating room he lay on the table and looked at the ceiling. He tried to count the dots in a square of the sound proof tiles overhead.

The doctor came in, nurses came in. Instruments were readied. The anesthesiologist entered and sat down next to Jason.

“Well, are you ready?”

Jason was gulping, and he said, “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Well, just to be on the up and up, the anesthesiologist smiled. “I’m a big fan. Then he put the face mask over Jason’s face and said, “Count backwards from 100.”

Every patient tries to stay awake, and every patient. fails. Jason was no exception. He reached 95 and…

…woke up.

He felt warm and fuzzy, and he knew he was all drugged up, and he liked it. After the week of worrying he was ready for a little ‘relaxed brain’ time.

He was in a long room with a dozen beds, and he was the only recovering patient.

“Hello, Jason.”

Oh, he wasn’t alone. Shiela was in the bed across the way.

“Shiela! How did it go?”

“I don’t know. I just woke up. But I’m feeling good.”

“Me, too. Do you think we could score some of these drugs? Take them home and stay stoned?”
Shiela laughed. She sounded tired, but happy. Of course she was happy, the enemy had been cut out of her body.

“How are your boobs?”

Shiela sat up and looked at her chest. “Well, I’m bigger than I was, but I’m bandaged up. I’m probably pretty ugly under there.”

Jason lurched forward, then controlled his motion. He sat up and looked down.

“Whoa!” he blurted.

“What?”

“I’m fucking huge!”

“Chyna 2000s, babe.”

Jason slipped a leg out and sat sideways on the bed.

“Whoa!” blurted Shiela.

“What?”

She had a sideways view of him now, and she said, “You’re bigger than me.”

At that moment a nurse came in, smiled, and welcomed the couple back to the real world.

She took care of Shiela first, mainly telling her that she had to be careful, don’t move quickly, don’t rip the sutures, don’t do any gymnastics.

Then she turned to Jason. She saw his chest under the gown and smiled. “Jason, forgive me for being a wee bit unprofessional, but that is the sexiest thing I have ever seen.”

Jason blushed.

“Okay, let me give you a quick exam, and we’ll get you fitted with a bra.”

“A bra,” he said, dully.

“That’s right. You don’t want to sag or get stretchmarks, so you’ll be wearing a bra from here on out. Not that you’ll sag much, your implants have been hooked right to your ribs. You’ll be standing up and proud from here on out. But a bra will take some of the load off your ribs, and your back.”

Shiela sat up and watched as the nurse helped him out of his gown and started feeling his breasts.

She placed her hands under them and lifted. She checked their weight. She listened with a stethoscope. In fact, she seemed to be spending an awful lot of time just massaging his boobs.

“Well,” she smiled. “Everything is normal.” She was breathing a little fast, and her eyes were sparkling. She even had a little red in her cheeks.

She put the bra on Jason, made sure his boobs were correctly in the cups, then she reached around him to fasten the snaps in the back.

Jason felt like she was hugging him.

“Sorry, it’s difficult to get this thing fastened.”

Finally, she backed off, and Jason felt the effects of being firmly supported.

It felt good. It transferred weight to his shoulders. Of course it made him stand out even further.

The nurse quickly backed off and mumbled, “I’ll see you later.”

She left the room, and Shiela hissed, “Did you just get felt up?”

Yet she wasn’t mad, more amazed.

Jason nodded. “It’s been like that. I didn’t say anything, but I get groped wherever I go. Women seem fascinated with me.”

“Well, you are fascinating.”

Jason looked at her. She was staring at him, and maybe it was his imagination, but she looked..excited. Sexually excited.

“They’ve mostly been feeling me down there, real quick and subtle, but…am I going to have to worry about having my boobs groped?”

Shiela chuckled. “You are.”

“Really?”

“Did you see the look on her face? She couldn’t keep her hands off you.”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“You guess…I know. Women know women.”

“So what am I going to do?”

“About being groped?”

“Yes!”

Shiela sat back, looked at the ceiling for a moment, and smiled. She leaned forward again and looked at him. “Honey, if you were a woman I’d tell you to scream ‘rape.’”

He stared at her.

“But you’re a man. You’re one of the ones who normally does the groping.”

“But I’ve never…”

She raised a palm to stop him.

“Honey, you’re a man. When you even look at a woman there is appraisal and the start of desire in your look. You dissect the fairer sex with your eyes, making judgment on the size of our boobs, the sway of our ass. This is just the way you are. This is the way all men are.”

“Your point being?”

“My point is that you’re going to get groped, and you might just as well enjoy it.” She giggled.

“Enjoy it?”

“Go with it. Put up with it. Learn how to have fun with it.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“Yes, you can, and you will enjoy it, and I’ll even enjoy it. Just think, you’re going to be getting back what you’ve been putting out ever since you went through puberty.”

“You make it sound…sound…”

“Like you’re a piece of meat?”

“Well, yeah. I guess.”

“Well, good. Sometimes men do that to women.”

Jason sighed. He wasn’t happy with the conversation, but something he couldn’t deny, his pecker was rising up.

Even though he as still on drugs, his dingus was singing. He looked down and saw the bump under the sheets.

Shiela saw it, too, and she laughed. “There it is! That’s the proof we needed!”

Then she grew sober. “Do you remember Audi Murphy?”

Jason blinked. “What? What does Audi Murphy have to do with the price of carrots in Ukraine?”

“He was a war hero, most decorated soldier, and then he was a movie star, and the world loved him. You liked his movies, and I got interested in his cherub face, and I looked him up on the internet. I came across an interview with his wife.”

Jason was wondering where this was going.

“The person interviewing her pointed out that Audie was a ladies’ man, that he was untrue to her, but that she still loved him.”

“Again, what are you saying?”

“Mrs. Murphy said that she came to the realization that the world, specifically the women, wanted Audie Murphy. And the women wanted him sexually. And he was a man, and he would do what a man did, and she said she realized that though she didn’t like it, she was going to have to share him.”

“Share him.”

“Look, those pillows on your chest make it look like you’re a member of the sisterhood. That automatically builds up trust. Women are going to be more comfortable around you, they won’t treat you like the regular, sex starved bozo that is a man. They’ll be willing to touch you, and they will look at your chest and think. Sexually think.”

“But I don’t—“

Again, she interrupted him. “No, you don’t. But all of this attention, this fascination for the man who has broken through, combined with the fact that you’re a hero…women are going to want you.”

“Want me.” Now he was surprised.

“They will want you, and they will accost you wherever you go.”

“So what am I supposed to do about that?”

“Whatever you want.”

“Let them grope me?”

“Honey, you won’t be able to stop them. When it comes down to it, even though women are always avoiding the male pursuit, they are just as hungry, sexually, as any man.”

He stared at her.

“Yes?” she tilted her head and smiled at him.

“What are you really saying here?”

“I’m saying that I can’t afford to be mad, pissed off, angry, whatever, if you find yourself in a compromising position.”

“So it’s okay if I fuck somebody else?” He was whispering, trying to grok it all.

“No. But since there’s nothing I can do about it…” she shrugged her shoulders.

“But…you…we…we could move away!”

“Do you want to leave your home? Your friends?”

“If I’m going to be forced to fuck, then yes!”

Shiela just shook her head. “Look at you. You’re such a good liar.”

“I’m not—“

“Look down!”

He did, and his little bump was now a big bump.

“You’re a man, and the idea excites you. Don’t deny it.

Now Jason was caught. It was exciting. there was a direct correlation between what she was saying and the size of his boner.

Having made her point, Shiela sat back and watched Jason.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything. Just be honest, tell me the truth, and we’ll get through this.”


Part Two

Jason went home, and Shiela had to spend a couple of days at the hospital. Hers was the more serious operation.

But the fun and games started as soon as Jason arrived at home.

He was in an Uber, slumping his shoulders in a way to try and hide his enormous boobs. The driver noticed, but he didn’t say anything.

Jason walked up the steps to the front door, and Ellie Halston, the neighbor from a few doors up, was walking her dog.

“Hi, Jason!” she trotted up, almost dragging her miniature poodle. She hadn’t taken the dog for a walk in Jason’s memory.

“Uh, hi.”

“I see you’re home.”

“Yes.”

She was moving next to him, and it almost seemed like she was encouraging her mutt to pull his leash between Jason’s legs.

“Well, I…could you let my dog have a little cup of water?”

Jason should have known better. There was a garden hose right there, and Ellie’s house was only a hundred feet away.

“Sure.”

In truth, he expected her to grab the garden hose, but she followed him into his house.

He turned and she slid right past him and into the kitchen.

Ellie grabbed a shallow bowl and dripped a bit of water into it and put the bowl on the floor.

The dog turned up its nose.

Then Ellie was closing in on him. Moving closer, making sure he had to face her. “So how does it feel to, uh, you know?”

“I don’t know,” said Jason honestly. “I just got them.”

Her face was now a foot from his, and her eyes were almost sparking.

“Can I see them?”

Now Jason was caught, and he realized that he was caught, and he realized that Shiela had been right. He wasn’t even home and he was being accosted.

“Please?” And hidden in her bright smile was the knowledge: You show me yours and I’ll show you mine.

“Well, I—“

“It’s nothing between us girls, you know. We show each other our tits all the time.”

“Well, I—“

Then her hands were actually on him, feeling his boobs.

Jason tried to back up, but she moved with him.

“Oh, those are nice.”

Her hands were quick, and she undid buttons and pulled his shirt apart.

Jason looked down. He was still enormous. He had mountains.

Ellie fondled his breasts. She stared at the expanse of skin bulging up. She licked her lips.

One hand went down to his groin.

Finally, Jason managed to move. “Please, I don’t…I just got out of the hospital.

For some reason, Ellie wasn’t put off by his refusal. But she still had her hands on his boobs.

Then she lowered one hand and grabbed his package.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jason.

Ellie squeezed, and grinned up into his face.

“Please…”

And he moved her hands off him with his own.

Now Ellie pouted. “I’m offering you something, Jason. Something that doesn’t grow on trees.”

“I’m sorry…I’m married…I…”

“Well!” Taking an attitude she stomped out of the house. Her little doggie looked back at Jason sorrowfully.

Jason sighed and sagged against the counter. Heysoos. He just wanted to relax, catch some ZZZs. What the fuck! Ellie had never come on to him like…oh, yeah. He had tits now.

The next day Jason headed for the hospital. He was approached by an older lady in the parking lot, and the lady went right up to him and grabbed his tits.

“Eeek!” Jason felt ridiculous. He had actual screamed, like a little bitch.

He ran away from the victorious lady.

In the elevator up to the third floor a nurse asked him if he would like to accompany her to a closet.

Jason shook his head, and he must have looked frightened. The nurse patted him on his cheek. “Well, don’t worry. You’ll come around.”

Then she marched off down a hallway, and Jason went the other way to his wife’s room.

Shiela was in a bed in a two person room. The other person in the room was a diminutive lady, only five foot tall, but her eyes glistened when Jason entered the room.

“Here he is! Hi, honey!”

Jason gave her a kiss. He was about to sit down when Shiela said, “Juanita wants to see your boobies.”

Jason’s mouth opened and he blinked.

“Oh, don’t be such a stick in the mud. Show her.”

He didn’t want to, but Shiela was so insistent that he finally opened his shirt front and showed the other woman his big chest.

“Wow! They’re big!”

Jason felt, once again, like a piece of meat. The woman didn’t care about him, she didn’t ask how his day was or what he did for a living. She just wanted a glimpse, and then a feel, of his boobs.

“Go on, let her feel them,” encouraged Shiela.

Against his better judgement, Jason let the woman squeeze his breasts, then she ran a thumb over the outline of his nipples in his bra.

Jason shivered and the girls laughed.

“Okay, back to your soap operas, Juanita. “You’ve had your fun.”

“Thanks, Shiela,” and the woman turned on her TV, and, sure enough, she tuned it to a soap opera.

Jason sat down and tried to get over his red face and heavy sweat.

Shiela was laughing. “What’s the matter, honey? Don’t like being a sex object?”

“Not really.” Then he told her about Ellie coming over, ostensibly to water her dog, which sounded really lame.

Shiela just chuckled. Then: “Why didn’t you fuck her?”

Jason was aghast. “But…I’m married!”

“And we talked about this.” She sighed. “I almost wish you had just so you can get over it.”

“You want me to fuck somebody else?”

She shrugged. “Jason, you should understand something. Technically, you’re my man. I own you.”

That was brazen and even a little off putting.

“But if I hold onto you too tightly, you’re going to revolt. And even if it wasn’t you, the other women would eventually have their way with you.”

“So you do want me to fuck somebody else.”

There it was, not a question, but a statement of affirmation.

And Jason came to a decision.

That night, when he went home, he dug through the bottom dresser drawer in their bedroom. This was where they kept their sex toys. He shoved a couple of vibrators aside. He moved the velvet handcuffs. He pushed the penis gag aside, and…he found it.

They had bought a chastity device some time ago, but had never used it. Jason didn’t like how horny it made him, but now he needed it. Horny or not, he needed to be protected from the women who were coming after him.

He was horny, the days of women groping him and fondling him had made him so, and his pecker stood out and drooled.

Heysoos! he thought. Does it never end?

And, of course, it didn’t.

So he laid back on the bed and began to stroke himself.

But he couldn’t get off. He was hard and horny, but…he couldn’t, and he started to worry. After all, when old faithful doesn’t erupt, there’s got to be something wrong.

He went into the computer room and called up some porn. He stared at pictures of big breasted woman being poked by big dicked men.

He watched Holly and Richelle and Casca, but…his dick would not squirt!

Now he was worried. His dick was hard! All the time! And he had never had this trouble before!

So why couldn’t he squirt?

Then, he was cruising through sites, looking for inspiration, he came across an image of a girl with a dick.

Oh, fuck!

A lady boy! A trans! A shemale! Whatever you wanted to call it!

Was this why he couldn’t cum?

By him getting tits had some essential, manly part of him been changed?

He clicked on the pic, hoping to prove his thesis false. He would look at the pictures of men with tits, like himself, and prove that this wasn’t the source of his horniness.

He opened up a movie and watched. He didn’t touch his penis, he was afraid, but he watched.

Nothing was happening. Good. He didn’t want it to happen. He wanted to be good, old heterosexual Jason. He just wanted— “Unh…unh…FU-U-U!”

His baby better shot out of the head of his dick.

Long squirts of white hot fever, and then…he was soft.

And terrified.

I’m a man! he thought. I’m not a woman! Or..or…one of those…those hybrid things!

But he had cum from seeing a man with tits! He was weird! He was a pervert! His life was over!

But he didn’t try to kill himself. He just wiped his dick off and put it in the chastity tube.

The tube was only a couple of inches long. He barely fit in it soft. And it was narrow. He had to grease himself up, and then it was like trying to put a rubber band into a keyhole.

Still, he managed to make it happen. He put the circle around his package and clicked the tube and the ring together. It locked automatically.

He stared at his dingus. It wiggled inside the plastic sheath. It tried to get hard, and it was so incredibly frustrating.

But at least he was safe from predatory females. Now they couldn’t reach him.

Sure, they’d still be able to touch his boobs, but…there was nothing they could do about it.

He had circumvented the perverts of the world.

Then he had the thought, even though I’m one of those perverts.

The next day Jason headed for the hospital.

When women smiled at him he smiled back, for they couldn’t defile him.

Sure, they still groped his chest, but now he was safe!

He rode up in the elevator, secure in the knowledge that nobody could have him unless he produced the key. But he had left the key at home.

Heck, he had almost been tempted to destroy the key, or just flush it down the toilet.

But he managed not to go that far.

“Hey, honey!” he smiled and kissed Shiela.

“What are you so happy and smug about?”

He told her.

He smiled, she was incredulous.

Jason…you…what?”

“Locked myself up. Now I don’t have to worry about being true to you.”

She shook her head. “Oh, honey. You’ve done it now.”

“What do you mean?” his brows dipped.

“Don’t you know how nature works?”

“Of course I do.”

“But you locked your thing up anyway.”

“Of course I did!”

“Jason, when a female animal gets in heat all male animals are afforded the right, do you know what happens if the female of the species is not willing?”

“What?” he was confused.

“Then the males turn on here. They nip her and bite her, and they can even kill her!”

“What?”

“It’s the survival instinct. It’s the reason for sex, and you…you…you’ve just put yourself in a bad position.”

“I don’t get it.”

“Jason! If you don’t pleasure females, then eventually they will turn on you! They have to! It’s survival!”

“No! I’ve never heard of that. That’s crazy!”

“And I’m telling you, right now. Go home and take that thing off.”

“Take off the chastity tube?”

“If you don’t you’ll be sorry. Women will gather. They will come together and pursue you. They will track you down and try to have their way, and when they can’t…they will hurt you.”

“No! You’re being silly! You’re just saying this to…to…”

“To what? I don’t have anything to gain. In fact, I’m worried that you’re at risk.”

“This is ridiculous. Women beating up men to have sex? That goes against everything I’ve ever heard! Men are supposed to do the pursuing.”

“But if they don’t then the women turn on them. Haven’t you ever heard that women are the more vicious of the species?”

“Sure. But that’s…” he ran out of words.

“Honey,” Shiela turned very serious. “Go get the key and take that thing off before women find out.”

“It’s in my pants.”

“And you’ve been groped, and you will be groped, and when women realize they’ve been cheated,” she shook her head sadly.

Jason sat and just shook his head right back at her. This was the stupidest thing he had ever heard of.

At that moment the. little girl in the bed next to Shiela’s woke up. She smiled and stretched when she saw Jason.

“Come here, stud. Let me feel your tits.”

Jason was compelled to, not because he wanted to, but because he wanted to prove that Shiela was wrong, that he was at no risk.

He moved to Juanita’s bed and she reached out a hand and felt his breasts. “Oh, you are such a manly woman!”

“Jason,” Shiela warned.

Then Juanita reached down and felt his package.

Except all she felt was the plastic tube.

The change in her was instantaneous. Her pretty face became a snarl. Her eyes widened, then narrowed.

“What have you done?” she hissed.

“Jason! Get out of here!”

Jason wasn’t alarmed. Not yet. The woman was small, petite, and he was a big man.

Then she came out of her bed and attacked him.

Jason went backwards over Shiela’s bed.

Shiela shrieked and protected her breasts.

Juanita scratched him, bit him, and end up on the bottom when they completed their roll across the bed.

Jason jumped up and ran around the bed.

“Come here, you son of a bitch!”

Juanita scrambled over the bed and Jason dodged the other way.

A nurse came in. “What is all this ruckus!?”

Jason tried to hide behind her.

Juanita screamed, “Feel him! See what he’s done!”

The nurse was confused.

Shiela: “Jason, you need to leave, get that thing off of you.”

“What thing?” asked the nurse, confused.

“Feel him!” snapped Juanita.

The nurse reached out and grabbed Jason by the manhood. The patient, kind caring face evaporated, and in its place was a snarling, snapping animal.

“What did you do?”

Jason slapped her hand away and backed up.

“Jason! Run for it!”

Jason turned and ran. the nurse and Juanita, who had a broken leg, ran after him.

“Come back here!”

“Stop him!”

Nurses and doctors and patients backed away, but as the nurse and Juanita passed the women started to react. Their heads snapped around and they glared after Jason. Then they joined the pursuit.

Jason reached the end of the hallway. He looked back and saw the snapping, shrieking pack of insane women.

He ran down the staircase. People stepped aside from his mad rush, but when the women crowded onto the stairs and passed them, it was like they were infected by the smell, the psychosis, the whatever it was that was changing normal, reasonable women into screaming harpies.

The good thing about a mob is that it is unwieldy. It gets in its own way. Thus, Jason was a good ways ahead of it when he burst out of the stairwell and into the parking lot. He was confused as to where he was, but he managed to figure it out and he ran for his car.

The women burst out into the parking area. They saw him and set off in mad pursuit.

Jason ran around cars, slid over hoods, and was almost to his car.

The insanity of the women, now in the open, spread fast, and didn’t wait for women to get near women. Now women around Jason looked towards him and transformed. They became howling beasts. They had been deprived, the survival of the race was at hand.

Jason had his key out. He reached his car and put the key in the lock. He opened the door and jammed himself into the car, but hands grabbed the door before he could shut it. Women crowded behind his car, surrounded it, and they screamed and pulled on the door.

Jason tried to get the key into the ignition, but the door was pulled out of his grip. Hands reached in and grabbed him, pulled him screaming from his car.

He was pulled onto the asphalt. Delicate, red tipped fingers were transformed into claws, and the women ripped at his clothes. They didn’t speak, except in harsh, guttural growls. There was no mind except that of a savage beast.

Jason screamed, he tried to fight, he kicked, he punched, but there were too many of them.

They ripped his clothes off him. They grabbed his chastity tube and began pulling on that.

Jason slipped into unconscious at the pain.

Jason woke up in the hospital. He was in a bed. His boobs had survived, the women hadn’t torn those off his body, but he looked down at his groin. It was swatched in thick bandages, and he couldn’t feel a thing.

A male nurse was sitting in a chair next to him. He was reading a book, but he put it aside when Jason stirred.

“What…what?” Jason asked. He was dazed.

“Hi, Jason. It’s okay. You’ll be okay.”

“But…what happened?”

The nurse sighed, was very professional. “The women, they…assaulted you.”

“Why am I bandaged down there?”

“I’m sorry, Jason. The women…they…got you…your penis”

“What?”

“They didn’t get everything, your balls were badly bruised, but your penis…they…well…it’s gone.

“No!”

“I don’t know what happened, but they were screaming and shrieking, and then they…they grabbed your penis, and…and then they seemed to lose interest. Police have interviewed some of them, but they don’t seem to remember what happened.”

“Oh, my God!” Then: “Where’s my wife?”

“She was discharged three days ago. We’ve had you in an induced coma for several days. You needed a couple of operations, and then you needed to heal.”

“So I’ve got no…no…”

“I’m sorry, Jason. The doctors will be in to see you, but…you’re essentially a eunuch now.”

Jason felt the tears flowing. He felt the breasts on his chest. He felt himself screaming, then nurse and doctors were holding him down and he was given a shot.

“Hello, Jason.” Shiela smiled at him.

“Shiela, honey!”

She sat down next to him. She didn’t make any show of affection, didn’t hug him or kiss him.

“Where have you been?”

“I’ve been at home.”

“And you know…you know…”

“That you’re no longer a man? Yes. I’ve been told.”

“What are we going to do?”

Shiela was silent for a moment, bit her lip, looked down at her lap.

Her new breasts were marvelous. She looked radiant, except…there was a sadness in her that couldn’t be concealed.

“Well, honey, I’m sorry to say, but…we’re not going to be married any longer.”

“Why not?” His heart was breaking. First he loses his penis, then his wife…what was going on?

“I’m sorry, Jason, but I married a man. You’re no longer a man.”

“But you were excited when I got tits! You thought that was the greatest thing in the world!”

“Yes, and it was, but…but then you deprived womenkind of your penis. You get tits and make us all horny, then you refuse us, and now…now you aren’t even a man.”

“But I did it for you?”

She nodded. “I know. That makes it all the harder, but I’m sure you understand why I can’t be married to a man who can’t please me.”

“But I can!”

“How?”

“I’ll…I’ll use a strap on! A dildo! I’ll eat you out!”

“Sorry, Jason, but it’s just not the same.”

“But what will I do?”

“You can live at the house until you get sorted out, but somewhere along the line you’re going to have to move out and get on with your life.”

Jason began to sob.

Jason was released a few days later, and Shiela was kind enough to come and pick him up. She drove him back to their house, now her house, and he entered the old homestead.

It was different. Shiela had started redecorating. All trace of his manly presence was removed.

His golf clubs and clothes, his bowling ball and power tools, were all in a pile around his work bench.

In the house Shiela had painted the guest room pink, and this was where Jason was to stay, until he got on his feet.

He stood in the pink room and looked around. White enamel dresser and vanity table. The bathroom was small with only a stand up shower in it. Quite close quarters.

He turned to Shiela, “Honey, we’ve—“

She shook her head sadly, and she said the words that no man ever wants to hear. “Jason, a small dicked man isn’t of much use, and a no dicked man is of no value at all. I know you didn’t intend for all this to happen, and I know that when you got tits like mine you were motivated by the kindest of intentions. But…it’s over. We’re done.”

That night Jason cried himself to sleep.

Jason returned to work, and got another shock. He was summoned to HR, and Marcie was waiting for him.

“Hi, Jason.”

“Hi, Marcie.”

Before he had been a hero. Now her face was placid, even cold.

“I heard you had an accident…” that was a polite way of putting it. A mob of howling females pulling off your dingus was not quite an accident. “…and I do sympathize. Unfortunately, and this may come come across as downright mean, though we don’t intend it as such, but your job has been phased out.”

“What?”

“We’ll give you the obligatory two weeks salary, and we won’t fight unemployment insurance, but…you’re going to have to empty your desk and move along.”

That afternoon Jason brought the little cardboard box of his belongings home.

“They fired you, eh?”

He nodded.

“Well, I told you putting on that chastity tube was a big mistake.”

That was all Shiela said, and now Jason was convinced: females are the more vicious of the species.

Days passed, and Jason grew morose and withdrawn.

He was no longer welcome in the world. He had gone from being a high producing salesman to…a joke. That’s all he was…a joke.

He looked for work, but there was none. When people saw a man with tits they were excited. Jason could help them fulfill government regulations. He could be their newly hired trans.

But when they found out the circumstances of his ‘accident,’ they didn’t want anything to do with him.

“Sorry, Jason.”

“No thanks, Jason.”

“You’ll have to look elsewhere.”

One night he was sitting in his room, feeling sorry for himself, and Shiela entered.

“How’s the job hunting going?” she asked.

He snorted.

“That good, eh?”

“There is no milk of human kindness in the cow of humanity,” he stated.

She nodded. “I sort of expected something like that.”

He looked up at her. “Can I stay longer?”

She sighed. “I guess you’ll have to.” Then: “Can you get a job in the food service industry? At McDonalds or some place?”

“I don’t know. I guess that’s my next step.”

Shiela was standing in the doorway, one shoulder against the jamb, nibbling on a red fingernail.

“You know,” she said, “there is one thing you might try. It’ll probably work, but you’ll have to overcome certain…considerations you might have.”

“What’s that? Sure! I’ll do anything!”

Shiela took a big breath and let it out. “Become a woman.”

“What?” His voice went up a few octaves.

“You’ve already lost your dick, and I suppose it doesn’t matter if you have balls, and your breasts are the envy of any woman, but…people might accept you if you weren’t halfway between a man and a woman.”

Jason thought about that. Halfway between. He had balls, but no pecker. He had tits. He had aspects of both men and women. Maybe it would work. At least he wouldn’t be a half and half man.

“How do I do that?”

“Come on.”

Shiela took him back to her bedroom and sat him down at her vanity.

“You’ll have to bind up your balls, get them out of the way. Do they still make you horny?”

“Oh, yes. but I don’t have the pecker to use to relieve them, so…I’ve got the worst case of blue balls in the history of the world.”

“Well, that might work in your favor, when we get to the end.”

“The end? The end of what?”

“The end of your transformation.”

Jason blinked. Transformation. He remembered the night he had looked at the computer, how he had involuntarily cum just at watching those people.

“Sit down. Pay attention. I’ll tell you what and why, but it’s you who have to remember it and be able to do your own make up.”

Shiela went to work. She cleaned his pores, primed him, and made him like a canvas. Then she started decorating his eyes, giving him long lashes, eyeliner, the whole nine yards.

Jason watched, and though he had no pecker, it was making him extremely horny. His nuts were still producing testosterone, and he felt warm and hot and drippy, even though he had nothing to drip from.

Shiela finished his make up and stood back, and…frowned.

“What’s the matter?” asked Jason self consciously.

“Nothing. Nothing. you’re…perfect.”

“Then why are you looking at me like that?”

“No reason. Just thinking.

But there was a reason, and it wasn’t ‘just thinking.’ Seeing Jason in make up had made her hot. Him without a dick didn’t make anybody hot, but him wearing panties and bra, his face all made up, his big, beautiful breasts upthrust…Shiela suddenly felt horny. And not just horny, but horny horny. She felt hornier than when Jason had been a man with a pecker.

Jason sat and watched as she helped him put on fake nails and paint them. He studied his hands, and damn if he didn’t feel hornier himself.

His hair was long, and she styled it in a female style. By the time she was done she was breathing hard, and Jason noticed. “Shiela? Are you getting turned on?”

“I…I think I am.”

They stared at each other, both of them breathing hard now, and then Shiela was kissing him. She was sitting in his dickless lap, her tongue crawling down his throat, her hands groping his breasts.

He groped hers. And he felt her pussy, stuck his finger in it until she moaned.

“What are we going to do?” asked Jason.

“We’re going to fuck!” Shiela grunted, pulling her clothes off.

“But how? I have no dick!”

“But I have one!”

She ran to the dresser, hit the bottom drawer, and pulled out a strap on.

Jason stared at it. “When did you get that?”

“When you were in the hospital. Some of the women came around and commiserated with me over you, and…and sometimes we…they…oh, fuck! Put this on!”

She helped him put the dildo on, and it projected from his groin, bigger than his own dick had ever been.

“Come on!” she cried desperately. “Do me!”

Jason jumped on her. It was weird, it was crazy, he was fucking her with a dick and felt nothing, but…he was fucking her.

“No! No!” Shiela wailed and gnashed her teeth.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Give me the strap on!”

He unstrapped it and she took it, put it around her hips. Now the big dick was poking out from her groin, and she had a fierce look of victory on her face.

“What are…are you going to…”

Too late, Jason realized what the transfer of the dildo really meant.

Just like one of the women in the mob that had castrated him, she was beside herself. She threw him down, bent him over, and entered him.

Fortunately, the dildo was slick from having been in her pussy. It slid into him easily and he groaned.

“Oh, yeah! that’s what I’m talkin’ about!”

She howled as she pummeled him, pounded into him, opened him up and deflowered him.

For Jason it was painful…for about two seconds. Then he submitted to the stretch of his anus, the slither of the big, veined dildo up his heinie. He began to move his hips back, to fuck back, and shortly he felt the beginnings of an orgasm.

But how? he wondered.

But he knew. The dildo was pressing on his prostate, and he was having a sissygasm.

Fine with him, at least it was a relief. He jerked his hips and arched and cried out in wonder.


Epilogue

Jason and Shiela lay in the bed. they were breathing hard, and were happy.

After Jason had orgasmed he had managed to use his mouth and fingers to get Shiela off, and…they were happy.

“I guess you won’t have to move out after all,” Shiela  whispered, holding him close. She was holding him like he was the woman, and she was the man.

“But what about me getting a job?”

“You keep me happy like this and you won’t need a job. I’m making enough for both of us, and you can stay home and make yourself pretty.”

Jason nodded. It was a good solution, and she tilted her head up and kissed her husband.

END
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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