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Why Men Can’t Fight Pink!

Feminization conquers the strongest man!


PART ONE

“Hey, girlfriend. what’s the haps?”

Kylie gave a wry glance at Shiela, then nodded at her husband. “Need I say more?”

“Ah, yes. Husbands. the bane of women everywhere. Why can’t a man be more like a woman?” She lilted the last, lampooning the old ‘My Fair Lady song about a woman being more like a man. “What’s old bozo brain done now?”

Lylie sighed. “He came.”

“To the party? Yeah, he’s right there. What? You wanted to come without him?”

“No. I mean he came, like sexually.”

“Oh,” a second, then: “and why is that so bad?”

“Because once he cums I might as well not exist. He deposits his seed betwixt my sexy thighs and then, wham bam, thank you ma’am, he goes off and drinks beer with his friends. He laughs and jokes, and I am left alone, the spinster of the party.”

They watched Jim on the other side of the pool. As Kylie had described, he was just standing there, beer in hand, trading jokes with three other fellows. Three other fellows who had, bo doubt, cum before the party.

“I can see how that would be a bummer.”

Suddenly Tommy ran up. He was holding two wine glasses and he offered one to his wife.

Shiela smiled up at him, took one glass, and said, “Be a dear. Give your wine to Kylie here, then go entertain yourself for a while.”

“Oh, okay. Sure.”

Smiling, he handed the second glass of wine to Kylie and trotted off. Interestingly enough he didn’t run over to the group where Jim was telling jokes. He just went and stood next to the food table and gazed adoring at his wife.

“How the fuck?”

“What?”

“You just treated him like a servant, and he loved it. He did exactly what you said, and then he stands over there with a look of love on his silly face.

“It’s true, he did.” Shiela sipped and smiled a secret smile.

“So how do you do it?”

“Do what? Make my husband fall in love with me and never out?”

“Yes!”

“Well, I could tell you, but it’s an ancient secret and I might have to kill you.”

Kylie snorted. “Yeah, right. Now, out with it. What’s your secret. How do you reduce men to cringing slaves.”

I prefer to think of him as a servant, but…I don’t know. Have you taken your oaths of womanhood? Have you promised never to jill off with anything rusty? Did you pinkie swear to the Goddess of the Deep Dildo?”

“Of course I did! I did all that my first period.”

Shiela blurted a laugh, and a spray of wine. “Well, that should do it.”

“So, out with it. How do you make Tommy so well mannered and nicely behaved?”

“I limit his orgasms.”

Kylie blinked.

Shiela smiled and waited.

“Wait a minute. What do you mean you limit his orgasms?”

“Limit, as put a finite number on, don’t let him squirt more than once a month, but don’t tell him when.

Kylie was shaking her head now. “You can’t do that!”

“Why not?”

“Men have needs! Men need to squirt! If they don’t they get all pissy and treat you like shit.”

“Yours does…because you let him.”

Kylie blinked at that bald statement.

“What about jacking off? If you don’t fuck them they’ll use their hands!”

“If your man is that out of control there are ways to stop him.”

“I…you don’t…”

“I do. Want proof?”

“I certainly do!”

Shiela smiled, looked at Tommy and crooked a finger. He had been talking to somebody, didn’t even look like he was looking at Shiela, but suddenly, and hurriedly, he made his excuses and was trotting around the pool to her.

Kylie stared in wonder.

He stopped, smiled, “Hi, honey.”

“Hey, Tommy, I’ve got a favor to ask of you.”

“Sure. Anything.”

“Take Kylie into the bathroom and drop your drawers.”

Kylie gawped. Tommy turned a bright red. “Uh, okay.”

“But I don’t…I don’t cheat. My husband is right there. I don’t—“

“Girlfriend,” Shiela interrupted Kylie’s sputtering. “Your marriage vows are not in danger. Now go with my husband, he’s got something to show you.

Red-faced, Tommy held out his hand. Timidly, haltingly, Kylie took it, and they walked into the house. For one brief second she stared across the pool at Jim, but he was mid-joke and didn’t even notice her leaving.

They walked through the house, through the kitchen, and into the bathroom. Nobody noticed them. Everybody was drunk and talking loudly and engaged in their own pursuits.

Inside the bathroom Tommy stood and was very, very embarrassed.

“I, uh…”

“You don’t have to take your pants down, Tommy. We—“

He unbuckled and pulled his pants down.

Kylie started to object, to turn away, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her back. “Look.”

In spite of herself, Kylie looked down, and her mouth opened, and her eyes opened, and her mind shut down.

“What is that?” Her voice actually rose a bit, was shrill.

“Shhh!” he urged. Now he was more than red. He was sunburned red. “It’s my chastity tube.”

“What is a…a chastity? Are you….I don’t understand.”

Tommy finally managed to get a word in. “It’s a tube that cages a cock. You see the ring around my balls? And my dick is inside this tube.”

“And you can’t get it out?”

He shook his head.

Her mouth and eyes were a little smaller now, and her mind was starting to think. “But how do you pee?”

“I sit down. I have to blot like a girl. I have to wash it in the shower and then dry it with a hair dryer.”

“I…and how often do you take it off?”

“Oh, I don’t take it off. Shiela does. She’s got the key on her necklace and…and I have to wait for when she’s in the mood.”

“You have to wait…but how do you make love?”

“Uh, well…I…we practice oral sex a lot, and when she feels like a dick.”

The odd thing was that he was acting embarrassed, mumbling and stuttering at times, but his cage was moving back and forth, and his eyes were excited.

“Why’s it moving?”

“It’s trying to get hard.”

“Oh, my God!”

She stared at it, then she looked at him. “Can I feel it?”

“Yeah. I guess.” It looked like the thought excited him.

She reached down and held, for the first time in her marriage, another man’s cock.

It was hot. The plastic cage was hot. His dick literally had waves of heat emanating from it.

“I don’t believe it.”

“Uh…”

“And this is why you’re so…amenable to Shiela.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“Wow.”

“Hey! Are you ever coming out?” A knocking on the door.

“Just a second!” Kylie answered. “Pull your pants up.”

Tommy buckled and zipped.

Kylie opened the door and they exited. Joe Turner was standing outside and he leered at them. “Took you long enough!”

Kylie ignored him. She walked back out to the patio and Tommy followed her.

Shiela was waiting for them, a big grin on her face. “Well? How was he?”

“I…we need to talk.”

“Sure. Tommy, go have a beer. Maybe tonight I’ll let you eat my pussy.”

Tommy jerked, and Kylie realized he was reacting to the promise of sex. Then Tommy left and the two women were alone.

“Okay, sister, tell me the news,” Kylie was suddenly imbued with determinism. She wanted to know all about controlling her man.

“Okay, let’s talk. But before we get going I should tell you the one thing that you’re going to have to watch out for.”

“What?”

“A man is a fragile creature. He is easy to break. He doesn’t bend so easy, but he shatters quite easy.”

“I don’t understand.”

“When you take charge of his cock you take charge of him. But he is used to being in charge, so what happens to him?”

“He follows directions?”

“Yep, but it’s like that Stockholm Syndrome thing. You know, where kidnap victims start aligning with their kidnappers?”

“Okay.” Kylie wasn’t sure where this was leading.

“So a man, no longer being a man, and being conquered by a woman, starts to take on the personality of the woman.”

Kylie shook her head. She was getting confused.

“What I am saying is that if you go too far, or if your man is especially predispositioned, he will start turning into a woman. First he will want to wear your underthings. This gets worse and worse. I had to draw the line at Tommy wearing my blouses and skirts. He wears some of my lingerie, my negligees, bras, that sort of thing, and he wants to wear more, but I won’t let him. At least, not yet.

“Second, he’s going to want to use make up. He’ll want to powder up and use red lipstick, the redder the better, and he’ll grow his hair long and start combing it in more and more feminine styles.

“Third, he’ll start thinking about hormones. He’ll want his own set of boobs; he‘ll have an almost uncontrollable case of ‘boob envy,’ and he’ll start wanting to take it up the butt.”

The funny thing was that as Shiela was talking Kylie started getting warmer and warmer. Shiela stopped talking and stared at her friend. “Oh, fuck.”

“What?”

“You’re getting flushed. Admit it. This is turning you on.”

“Well, I…no. I’ve just had too much beer.”

“You haven’t had a sip for a half hour, and I know you don’t like beer that much, anyway. Now admit it. The idea of feminizing Jim is turning you on.”

Kylie broke. She looked away and squeezed her thighs together. “Fuck. I want to cum right now. I’ve never felt like this!”

Shiela sighed. “This is actually why I don’t talk about this too much.  People, and I don’t mean any offense here, tend to over react. How do you think Jim will feel about being feminized?”

“I don’t know,” Kylie whispered She wished she could go somewhere and masturbate. Her hole felt downright juicy.

The two women were heads together now, not letting anybody hear what they were talking about.

“So you have to find out what Jim wants. If he digs feminization then it’s cool. But to feminize a man who doesn’t want to…that’s not right.”

Kylie bit her lip over that. She was visualizing Jim all dressed up and…and she wanted that. And a piece of her mind held the thought, So what if he doesn’t want to?

She knew it wasn’t a right thought. Jim was a man, a human being, and nobody should make decisions for him.

But the bad part of her, the devil sitting on her shoulder, was whispering to her. Everybody is controlled by somebody, why should you be controlled by him? Especially when you can control him?

Unable to stop the flow of her thoughts, she blurted, “But what happens if you do control somebody against their will?

Shiela knew where Kylie was going. She could feel the excitement building in her friend. She tried to cool Kylie down. “It would be virtual slavery. He would stop thinking and rely only on your thoughts. He would become helpless and unable to fend for himself. Look, girlfriend, I see what’s in your mind. Every woman has these kind of thoughts. In their own minds even men have these thoughts, but you have to control yourself. You can’t get carried away.”

“You’re right,” Kylie nodded, and she seemed chagrined. Inside she was thinking, Yeah, sure you’re right. I can control Jim better than he controls himself. I can make him a better man.

But Shiela saw it. She touched her friend’s hand and said, “Do you think that God was happy when he made man in his own image?”

Kylie blinked. That was a pretty far out thought. “I don’t…uh…sure.”

“So are you going to be happy when you make Jim in your image?”

“Well, uh…” And that was about as far as they went, because across the pool. Ron Jeremy slapped Jim, and Jim punched Ron, and they they wrestled, people screaming, running, shouting, a couple of guys tried to break it up, and a whole lot of people fell into the pool.

“I have never been so embarrassed in my life,” Kylie stated.

“Come on. We were just fooling around.”

“I saw his eye. That black eye was not the result of fooling around.” Jim was driving them home and Kylie glared at him.

“Look, guys just have to blow off steam every once in a while.”

“Sure. Go play golf. Enroll at a karate school. But for you boys to punch each other at a party, and over politics! That is super shameful.”

“Hey! He called Trump an orange baboon.”

“So what?”

“I tried to explain that TV people deliberately used filters to make him that way, but…well. you saw.”

“I certainly did. And I don’t care whether Trump has orange hair or Biden has two different earlobes. What I care about is that you acted like a baboon. Fighting like two little boys.”

Suddenly Jim chuckled. “Got him a good one, didn’t I.”

“Argh!”

And they didn’t speak the rest of the way home.

But it wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

After a quick shower Jim crawled into bed and his hand slipped over Kylie’s thigh.

Normally Kylie loved a little nookie after a party. She loved to get a little high, come home and roll around and get boned. But she was still pissed off.

“Hands off, buster,” she snapped. “I don’t screw baboons.”

Deathly silence in the bedroom. Frozen silence then Jim simply rolled over and went to sleep.

Which made Kylie, when she thought about it, blink.

He simply shrugged off his sexual desires, didn’t care, and ignored her.

She thought about what Shiela had told her, that denying men sex made them hornier and more controllable. Hunh! Seems there was a miscalculation there.

So while Jim was snoring away, and she was lying there, wishing she had gotten her pussy porked before she lowered the boom on her hubby, she decided she needed more information. She slithered out of bed, padded down the hallway and powered up the computer. She thought about all the things Shiela had told her, and she started surfing the net.

Female Led Relationships. FLR. There was a lot of stuff on that, and she spent an hour perusing. Hmmm.

Then there was femdom. Female domination. Lots of stuff there.

And there were chat rooms and huge libraries on women leading men.

And, of course, there was the downright kinky stuff. Whips and chains and men loving a fist up the heinie.

At three in the morning she sat back and yawned. And she saw her mistake.

Most people thought you just spanked a man and that was it. Take a birch cane to his butt and he would slobberingly lick your bare toes. Threaten him with castration and he would be yours forever.

And most of that thought was stupid, silly, and counter productive. Unless your man was a true freak and came into the relationship wanting that kind of stuff.

The real way to control a man was not by bullying him, for men tended to stand up to bullys. Witness the confrontation and punch out earlier that evening. No. The real way to control a man was to make him ask for it, and how did you make him ask for it? Not by slapping his dick and saying, ‘Bad dog!’ No. You controlled a man by getting him so horny he can’t stand it, then guide that energy in the direction you choose.

So she had done the exact wrong thing. So…she began making plans.

A short while later she crawled into bed and snuggled up against Jim. He snorted, woke up a little, then felt her hand on his cock.

“Eh, uh…what?”

She stroked his weenie, making it nice and hard. “Sorry, honey. I guess violence scares me. After all, you really did punch him a good one. I was scared you might have really hurt poor Jeremy.”

She could feel his thoughts corkscrewing around. Then he twisted his body around and faced her.

“Really?”

From a dead sleep to total excitation in a couple of seconds. Woman, you be genius, she thought.

“Absolutely. I was sitting with Shiela and suddenly Jeremy flies out into the pool. He sure must have been surprised when you uncorked your big pythons on him.” She felt his biceps with her free hand.

“Yeah,” he said happily. “I really smacked him.”

“You sure did. You aren’t a baboon. You’re my gorilla man. You’re my Tarzan. Ooh, I can feel the vine you’ve been swinging through the jungle on.” She stroked his cock, pulled on it. “And feel these coconuts!” She massaged his balls.

Jim grinned so big his smile lit up the dark room. He reached up and brushed his hand against her nipples, then he groped her.

She hugged him, getting so close he couldn’t grab her. “And you made me so horny. God, I’m wet just thinking about what you did.”

Jim tried to kiss her, but she burrowed her face into his neck.

He tried to untangle enough to make love, but she kept wiggling, and hugging, and then she turned over and said, “Hold me, Jim.”

He held, and his hands finally roamed. They clutched her breasts, and then one hand snaked down to her vagina.

“Oooh! Are you going to get me off? Big strong man?”

“Well, I…”

She scooted back, pooched her butt onto his hard cock. She didn’t open her thighs, or relax her buns, so he could get inside, she just wiggled back into him and moaned. “Tickle me off, you he-man hunk.”

Not able to put his dick to work, he rubbed her mons.

“That’s it, baby. Do it like a man. Take me to the moon.”

He wanted to flip her over, to penetrate her, but she kept scooting around, and his hand was right there….he began to rub her fiercely.

Suddenly she was flipping over, and he exulted at the idea that he might get into her, but she pushed his head down. “Eat me! Eat me you bitch!”

He was horny now, and he didn’t notice that she had gone from calling him a manly man to referring to him as a bitch. Responding to her fever he found himself face deep in pussy. His tongue began to curl around her clitoris, and then he was lapping at her labia.

“Oh…God…yes!”

He tried to rise up, but she kept her hands on his shoulders, kept his face aimed into her.

“Get me off this way! Get me off like a man!” Back and forth. Bitch. Man. Bitch. Man. He would be so confused…

Jim went to work. He pawed her breasts, pulled her nipples, used his fingers, and suddenly she was in the middle of a thunderous orgasm.

“YES! YES! OH, FUCK…YES!” It had been hard and fast, and she realized taking control had increased the horny factor.

Minutes later she came down, and he started to move up her body, to get in position to poke her.

And she snuggled against him. Moved her pussy away. Then she flipped over. “Hold me, honey. You were so good.”

“But…uh…I haven’t…”

Kylie half turned to him, put her hand to his cheek, and whispered. “God, I love you like this. You are such a man. I want to keep you like this. Maybe tomorrow morning you can do me again. And maybe I’ll get to use that big prick of yours.”

He tried again, but she just kept her body turned so he had no access, and she kept telling him how good he was, and after a while he just lay there, his cock so hot it radiated heat. She could even feel his cock dripping. The slight bit of slip and slide where his penis nestled between her buns.

She smiled, and drifted off to sleep, happy and satisfied.

Jim, however, was now the one awake. He lay there and his cock throbbed and he wondered what the hell had happened.

He would have realized she had pulled one over on him, but…he felt so proud and good. He was a manly man, and he had slain the enemy and taken the woman.

At least, in his own mind that was how he perceived it.

The truth was that he had been slain, and he didn’t even know it.

Jim awoke with a start. His cock was still hard, still drippy, and he looked around. Kylie was already up. He thought of how he had pleased her the night before, and he smiled. He had really made her cum. Heh.

He was still a little tired. He’d only gotten a couple hours of good sleep before Kylie had…had…he smiled.

But he rolled out of bed and padded into the bathroom. And padded right out again. It was a beautiful day, they had high hedges, and he went out and jumped into the pool.

He swam a few laps, feeling the water swirl past his out thrust cock. He back stroked, and his penis was high and dry, in a manner of speaking, pointing up at the sky.

“Hey, honey, nice cock1”

He spun and saw Kylie standing just outside the door.

“Come on in, babe. We have unfinished business,” he leered.

“Oh, honey, I’d love to. But, I’ll be honest, you really made me cum hard. I won’t be feeling like sex for a few days.” She fanned herself with one hand, as if dissipating her heat.

“Ha!” He came out of the pool in a swift motion and walked towards her.

Kylie was fixed up. She was wearing nylons and high heels, full make up. Her wrap around blue dress left nothing to the imagination. She put a hand to his chest and laughed. “I’m going to meet Shiela for brunch.” Then she grew serious, “Honey, do you masturbate?”

“Of cour—“

“Seriously.”

He frowned. “Well, I have been known to, uh, relieve myself. But not very often. Not when I’ve got such a delicious—“ he was trying to get his hands around her, but she kept an arm out and kept moving back and putting him off.

“You aren’t going to jack off today, are you?”

“Well, uh…I hadn’t…” He was a little uncomfortable with this conversation, but he was so horny that he wanted her more than he wanted to curtail their discussion.

“Because I like you horny. You were so wonderful last night. I want to keep you horny all day. Maybe play with you a little, getting you super horny before…you know?”

He grinned. “Yeah, I know.”

“Besides, I have to talk to Shiela. I need to find out if anybody’s mad about you bopping Jeremy.” She smiled.

He grinned. “He’ll be fine.”

“I don’t know, you’re so strong.”

She put her hands up on his cheeks, moved forward just enough to touch his lips with her red ones. Then she backed off, and headed for the front door. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, honey, and remember, no jacking off!”

He stared after her. He was smitten. He was horny. He didn’t even wonder what had happened. He just knew that he was already avidly waiting for her return. He took a couple of steps back, was on the edge of the pool, and he just fell backwards and was consumed by water.

Shiela and Kylie talked about the punch heard round the world, and they weren’t impressed. For all her admiration of Jim’s prowess, she now said, “What a lugnut. Hitting somebody over politics.”

Both girls shook their heads, decided to ruin their diets with an early morning Margarita, and went to the real subject at hand.

“I did some looking around on the net. There’s a lot of stuff out there.”

“A lot of it is wrong. Like I’m supposed to just take a cat o’ nine tails, with fish hooks on the ends, and beat my husband until he falls in love.

“It’s funny,” Kylie mused. “Pain is not the big aphrodisiac that masochists claim.”

“If it was we could spank a man and he would instantly be a genius.”

They chuckled, sipped, and continued.

“So how goes it with Jim? Did you get a chance to try out any of the theories we were talking about?”

“I did. I made a horrible first blunder, but then, if you get them horny their minds simply stop working. I made a complete about face, no logic no explanation, and he was horny so he accepted it without blinking.

“Nice. And have you thought about how far you’re going to take him?”

Kylie frowned. “I have and I haven’t. I have…desires. There’s something I want from him, but…I’m not sure how far I’ll need to take him to get that.”

“I know what you mean. When I first started feminizing Tommy I ran into several things that…”

They sipped, they talked, and the morning slipped away. Before they knew it it was one o’clock. The lunch crowd was in full swing, and it was past time to head for home.

They walked out to the parking lot, arm in arm, giggling, a bit high, and stopped behind Kylie’s Jag.

Suddenly Shiela spun here around and planted a kiss on her mouth. It was fast, hard, but a tremendously good smackeroonie.

Kylie moved back when Shiela let go. She was blinking and confused.

“Ha!” laughed Shiela. “Think about that one!” Then she was striding away, proud, buttocks swaying like she owned the world.

Kylie stared after her. Wow. She had been kissed by a woman. She touched her lips and could taste the very faint scent of Shiela’s lipstick.

She wasn’t a Lesbian, but…wow. That was kinky. And, though it was her friend, she was stunned by a feeling of warmth between her thighs.

Shiela backed her Miata out and zoomed past her. The top was down and the woman waved and blew her a kiss.

Shiela apparently had nothing on kissing another woman.

Of course, it hadn’t been a bedroom kiss, just a smack between friends.

But it sure had warmed her pussy up.

She got into the Jag and turned it on. She looked in the rearview mirror at herself.

She was a beautiful woman. And she had a handsome hubby at home.

And a friend who had kissed her on the lips.

Hunh!

She backed out and zipped out of the parking lot.

At home Jim was watching a football game. And he wasn’t. He focused on the game, watched for a second, then his mind sort of drifted off.

His cock was hard and was occupying his attention. He had been made super horny last night. He had eaten his wife to a glorious orgasm, and then he had gotten nothing for it.

Except for distractive desire to do it to her again. The way she arched her back and tilted her hips up. The way her thighs had clamped over his face…he wanted to do it again.

Of course he wanted to fuck, too. But he was actually thinking more about her pleasure than his own.

And he hadn’t jacked off, which he normally would have done. He was a man who didn’t like to pussy foot around.

On the other hand, he sure was enjoying being horny.

Oh, yes, the game. He focused on the cheers as the replay showed the quarterback throwing a bomb 50 yards. He would have jumped to his feet and cheered, except the boner in his pants distracted him.

He kept putting his hand down there and arranging his sex. It was so hard it was sort of bent, and it made him uncomfortable and horny at the same time.

If only he hadn’t promised not to masturbate!

He sighed. And heard Kylie’s car pull into the driveway.

It took everything in his power not to jump up and run out to greet her. He was that horny. But he managed to sit and watch the game, and even act nonchalant when Kylie opened the front door.

“Hey, honey. I’m home!”

He turned his head as she stepped down into the living room.

“How was your lunch?”

“Brunch, and it was fine.”

She put her keys and purse down and came over to him. The remote was on the arm of the couch and she turned off the football game.

He blinked. He hadn’t been watching it that closely, but still.

“Oh, were you watching that?”

“Uh…sort of.”

“Well, can you put it off for a while? We need to talk.”

We need to talk. Oh, fuck!

That was the single most frightening phrase in the history of man. It meant you were about to receive a lecture, your wife was about to dig in, with both claws. It meant—

“We need to talk about sex.”

He smiled. Maybe talking wouldn’t be so bad after all.


PART TWO

“Honey, I’ve been thinking about last night, and it’s really got me going.”

“Uh, what part of last night?”

“Oh, you know.”

He didn’t. Was it the punch, or the midnight lunch?

“At any rate, I think we need to change how we do things around here.”

“We do?”

“Of course.”

“Like how?”

Kylie sighed. “Well, first off, I love watching your naked body.”

He smiled.

“It’s so strong, and virile, and I love the way your penis sticks out so far.”

“Well, uh…yeah.” He was a grin factory inside. What man wouldn’t like to hear such stuff?

“So I want to see you naked more often.”

“Well, that be arranged.”

“Like all the time.”

Jim stopped. He blinked.

“All the time? Like, al-l-l the time?”

“Every minute of the day. God, it just gets me hot thinking about seeing you naked. Can you take your clothes off? Right now?”

“Well, uh, I guess I could.” But he sat there as if frozen.

“I mean now. Could you?”

“Well, uh…”

“Just thinking of you all naked, with that big cock….I’m getting hornier and hornier. Please take off your clothes.”

Jim stood up and shucked his sneakers, dropped his pants, and was revealed as going commando.

“Oh, goodie! No underwear. Those tighty whiteys are so…so uninspiring. they are sexless. They make you look like a eunuch.”

He took off his shirt, and he had a curious mix of emotions. On one hand he wanted to puff out his chest and flex his muscles. On the other side…he was actually feeling a little embarrassed. He was naked, but…she wasn’t. “Okay, you’re turn.”

“Oh, honey, this isn’t for you! You’re horny all the time, anyway. This is for me. You are making me wet just looking at you. And look at your cock! Is it bigger?”

She grabbed it and stroked it and Jim made a ‘gurking’ noise in his chest.

“It is! I didn’t know men’s cocks could actually grow larger! I thought they were one size forever.

That’s what Jim thought, too, but he wasn’t about to argue. If Kylie thought his dick was bigger, then, by God, it was bigger!

“Now, I want you to stay this way all day. And if you leave the house I want you to wear something of mine.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a scarf…”

“That would look pretty sissy.”

“Well, my gloves are out…”

“Uh, yeah.”

“How about my panties?”

Jim blinked. This was turning out to be a blinking day for him.

“I don’t think—“

“Hold it, before you think, come with me.”

She turned and walked away and he followed. Actually, he didn’t have any choice. She had a firm grip on his cock.

Down the hallway and into the bedroom. She opened up a drawer and took out a pair of panties. “Put these on.”

He looked at them, and revolt was on his lips.

“It’s an experiment. Just his once. Put them on.”

He stared at the shiny material. Just this once? Well…

And, underneath it was a compulsion that al-l-l men feel. All men are curious about women’s underwear. Underwear equated to sex. how could men not wonder about it?”

He took the panties, turned them the right way, then stepped into them.

The feel of the slick material running up his legs was incredible. He couldn’t get his cock into them, but they were stretchy and…it felt so incredibly kinky and good.

“Wow,” he said.

“Double wow,” she answered.

She got down on her knees and felt his package. She adjusted the material, pushed his cock and balls around.

Jim was about going out of his mind.

She looked up at him. “Imagine feeling like this all day long.” And she warned him, “You better not be jacking off at work, young man.”

His cock leaked a drop of pre-cum and it spread out on the front of the panties. “I won’t.”

It would prove to be a very difficult promise to keep.

“Okay. Then it’s settled. Jim will wear my panties to work. He will think of getting into my panties all day long. And maybe that night he can get into them in a different way.” She was still on her knees and she pulled the waistband down and began sucking on his cock. Her lips were soft, and Jim stared at how the red circle of them swallowed his cock, then spit it out, swallowed, then spit…

And his pecker was close to spitting when she snapped the waist band back in place and stood up.

“Oh, honey. Come on. You’re killing me,” he groaned and pushed down on his package.

She held his face and kissed him firmly.

He wanted to get loose, to pick her up and throw her on the bed, but she kept hold of his face and he couldn't maneuver around to get her.

She kept kissing and kissing, and he fell into make out mode. It became more interesting to kiss her than throw her down.

Then she was in his arms, and he held her, and they made mad, passionate…kiss.

Finally, out of breath, they hugged each other.

“Whoa,” he muttered, “This is intense.”

“And it’s only going to get better,” she whispered to him. “You do what I say and it will just get better and better.

Jim was silent. She wasn’t commanding him, she was just letting him know the rules of the new world order. If it had been a command he could have resisted, instead, it was a promise.

He gulped, and his cock leaked more pre-cum.

She backed up, put him at arm’s length, and said, “Now, naked man, go start the barbecue. I bought a couple of steaks, and the manly man must provide for his wifely wife.”

He grinned, and trotted past her. He was imbued with energy. All that sexual desire was being transmuted. A minute later she looked out and watched him pour fluid on the coals. He tossed the match and POOF! the flames went up.

She chuckled. He was cute. And he was naked. And his cock was sticking straight out and bobbing up and down. And he would remain that way. And he wouldn’t be able to forget her all day long because of the panties she would make him wear.

The next day Jim got ready for work, and he stared at the panties he was to wear. He didn’t fit in them, but…they felt so good and kinky. SO he pulled them up, finished dressing, and headed out to make a living.

Actually, he had no need to make a living. He was a brother, and he had two sisters, and they ran mobile home park. It was a huge one, with over a hundred homes. His sisters and he brought home a cool ten grand each every month.

They handled the office, and he handled the grounds. He would go around and trim bushes, check on the landscape crew, clean the pool, and it was basically all busy work. He could have stayed home and nobody would have missed him. The landscape crew would have been told to pick up the slack, and none of the home owners really cared about him, but…but he had promised his grandfather, when he had inherited the park with his sisters, that he would take care of it. So he wandered around, played a little pool in the clubhouse, and read a book or two, and tried not to be bored until he went home at noon.

This day, fidgeting a bit because of the panties, he played some pool, ignored any landscape duties, and found a book in the library he hadn’t read.

The home owners donated books to the library, and he was a bit surprised when he pulled a book by Grace Mansfield out of the bunch to be shelved. ‘Femwood Mansion,’ and it was a wild and wooly tale of men who changed into women, and women who changed into men. Which concept he was, since he was currently in panties, intrigued by. He sat in the cool of the clubhouse and read the book, and realized he better not let his sisters see it. He was the little brother, and they would probably give him a rough time.

And if they knew he was wearing panties they would really give him a rough time.

Finally, noon hit, and he headed home. Actually, he left at about eleven thirty, he was in a hurry to get home and…and he was going to wear no clothes.

How odd. It was kinky. And this turn of personality by Kylie had him going. But being horny was better than a poke in the eye, so he headed for home and whatever his wife had waiting for him.

Jim pulled into the driveway and parked next to a car he had never seen before. It was a red Miata, top down, and he wondered who it belonged to.

He entered the house, put his keys down, and Kylie called from the living room. “We’re out here, honey.”

He walked into the living room. “Hi, Shiela, how’s it going?”

“Hi, Jim.”

The odd thing was that both women, his wife and Shiela, were dressed to the nines. They wore nylons and high heels. Their faces were fully made up, dusky eyes and red lips. They wore dresses more at home in a fancy cocktail lounge than for laying about at home.

Still, who was he to complain? They were showing ample cleavage, and they were sitting in postures that showed very sex legs.

“What’s the haps?”

“Oh, nothing. Shiela and I were just discussing the state of the world.”

“Yes, isn’t that Trump just an orange-headed baboon?”

Jim blinked. His gorge rose. He was about to say something, but…it’s hard to poke a sexy woman in the eye.

At the expression on his face, however, they both laughed.

“You’re kidding,” he said.

“I know about the filters,” Shiela agreed. “But it was really cute the way you manned up, your chest getting all puffy and everything.”

That made Jim blink again. Nobody wants to be told their anger is ‘cute,’ but…again, she was a woman. And she was bending, starting to getting up, and showing him a lot of flesh.

“Well, it’s time for me to get going.”

Kylie got up to, and the two women embraced and then…Shiela kissed Kylie right on the lips.

And Kylie didn’t mind.

And Jim’s boner, at half a chub, suddenly became raging.

A woman had kissed his wife!

He stood, somewhat in shock, and Kylie walked Shiela out.

Jim walked to the kitchen and watched them through the window.

And they kissed again. And it was almost a loving kiss.

Jim put his hand down and pushed on his boner, trying to get it to subside, or at least not be so uncomfortable.

Shiela walked back in, came into the kitchen, and Jim. said, “So are you a Lesbian now?”

She laughed and responded, “Only with you, bitch boy.” And he had no idea how to respond to that remark. But he didn’t have time to respond. “So why are your clothes still on?”

“Uh…today?” Which comment was, on retrospect, a little ludicrous.

“Of course today. I want to see my baby boy and his giant ding dong. I want him bouncing around, titillating me and getting me all hot. Would you like to eat me out today?”

“Uh…” of course he would.

“Well you won’t get to unless you put on some naked.”

Jim stripped, right there, and took his clothes back to the hamper in the bedroom.

When he came back into the kitchen Shiela was pouring a Pepsi. He watched as her red lips touched the glass, and his dick throbbed.

“Say…”

“Yes?” She eyed him.

“The panties are cool, but, uh…they’re a bit uncomfortable.”

“Oh, I know. They aren’t built to hold such a big package as yours. What did you want to do about it?”

For a moment he wanted to say ‘not wear them,’ but there was too big a piece of him that did want to wear them. “I don’t know. Do they have other panties that might fit better?”

“I’m sure they do. In fact, I‘m pretty sure I’ve got a couple of things you could try. Let’s take a look.

As stated previously, men are fascinated by women’s underwear, and Jim was all eyes as Kylie took out a couple of pieces and held them up for him.

We could put you in these. They’re called tummy shapers. You could point your cock up or down as you wished.

He looked at the stiff, over-sized panties.

“Try them on.”

So, feeling a bit self-conscious, but he had asked for this, he did. He pulled the tummy shaper up and pulled his cock so it pointed up. “Wow.” They could see the imprint of his cock in the shaper, there was no way it was going to be hanging loose.”

“A little tight, but just what the doctor ordered. Try these.” She held out a pair of bloomers. They were blue, had frills on the edges, and looked somewhat like the underwear a granny would wear.

“I think not.”

Shiela giggled. “Sissy.”

She held out a pair of panty hose.

“No way.”

“Oh, go on. For me. Just once.”

He sighed, and sat down and she showed him how to roll the panties up his legs.

Lord, what a sensuous feeling. His legs felt like they were sexually electrified.

“I don’t know.” He didn’t want to admit how turned on he was.

“Yeah. I don’t either. I mean, they look good on you, but you’d need to shave your legs and paint your toes.”

“No way that is happening.”

“No. You’re too manly for that.” Yet the way she said it, it was like she was downgrading him. And it had the desired result of making him want to wear the panties.

“Besides, I’d have to take them off to take a simple piss.

“Nah. You just roll down, sit, take care of business, roll them up…how do you think women handle that function?”

“Oh.” She made it sound so simple.

“I’ve got it. Here, put this on.”

She handed him a garter belt, and he stepped into it.

“It goes up around your waist.”

“Pretty kinky,” he said, feeling the straps dangle against his legs.

“Yeah, now put these on.

He put on hose. Not panty hose, with the built in panty style, but single legs. She helped him attach the nylons to the straps, and he stood there, cock straight out, and…it felt good.”

“Oh, you like that. Look at how big your cock is getting!”

He was aware of how big his cock was getting. He felt dizzy, and probably because all the blood in his head was rushing down to his cock.

“Well, I don’t know…”

Kylie knew this was the time to strike. She sat down on the bed, lifted her dress and said, “Eat me.”

Jim was horny. He had been deprived, and teased, and eaten her the night before. He needed sex, and if the only sex he got involved his mouth and her pussy, he couldn’t resist.

He pushed her back and pulled down her panty hose. Fuck. He wouldn’t be able to get inside her with these panty hose still on…he had to get her to take them off.

He started to pull on them, but she stopped him.

“I’ve got to go out later. I don’t want to have to get dressed again. Please, Jim. Eat me this way. Make me cum.”

Jim couldn’t resist. He bent his head to the task, and Kylie moaned and held his head to her snatch.

He licked, gobbled, and his cock was poking out between the garter straps.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Get me off!”

He lifted her hips, one hand under each bun, and held her up like a sandwich. His mouth Frenched her pussy, and he couldn’t believe how wet she was. His face was literally sopping within seconds. He began to bite her, using his teeth, and pulling her labia out. He put his fingers into her pussy and started reaming her. Two fingers, three. She was jumping around now, his fingers fell out and she smashed her pussy into his face. He tried for four fingers and got them in. Now his whole hand was ramming in, right up to the extended thumb. She was bouncing and groaning and shouting. “Fuck me! Fuck me, bitch!”

God, he had never been hotter. His arm was pumping, her pussy was making squelching sounds, and she came. She came like a thunderbolt. A tightening of the hips that squirted his hand out, then she was bent over, holding her pussy even as her muscles spasmed uncontrollably.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck! That’s better than cock any day!”

Her statement had two results. One, his heart plummeted. He wanted his cock to be that good. Two, he felt proud. He had really given her a king-size, big O.

“Pull my panty hose up,” she whispered. “Put my dress down.”

He did.

“How can I even walk after that one!?”

He made a feeble try. “Do you…we could make love now…”

She sat up and heaved a sigh. “Oh, Lord,” she patted his cheek. “After that cum? My pussy is done for a week!”

Disappointed, yet elated, Jim stood back, lent her a hand as she crawled off the bed.

He was naked, except for the garters and hose. She was fully clothed, and it made him even hotter. All her beauty was accentuated, and yet he was not getting to see any of it. It made his imagination work ever harder.

“All right,” she said, smoothing her dress out. “I’ve got to go shopping.”

He stood there, then followed her, like a puppy dog, waiting for favors. But she just patted his cheek, then kissed his cheek—no lip on lip Lesbian kiss for him—and went out the door.

He wore garters and hose to work the next day, and she managed to toss in a thong.

He had wanted his cock to fit into some sort of pouch, to have support, but now it was double horned up. The garters and hose made his legs feel like dicks in condoms, but about ten times sexier, and his cock kept falling out of the thong, which reminded him constantly of what he was wearing, and…the thong rubbed his asshole.

All day long he felt that thin strip of cloth riding up and down, stimulating his brown button. By the time he went home he was almost shaking.

When he arrived home he saw the red Miata again, and he stepped into the house expecting to find them in the living room. Instead, they were in the bedroom.

He strode down the hallway, and his imagination was now bubbling. Were they doing something? Were they kissing? Or worse?

Yet…what could be worse? Shiela had no penis, so…in a way…there was no cheating going on.

Yet he felt like cheating was going on.

But he was so horny it didn’t translate into anger.

Besides, how could he poke a woman in the eyeball?

It translated into…horniness.

Fuck! The idea of his wife having sex with another woman was turning him on!

As he got closer to the bedroom he heard hurried movements and whispers.

He tried the bedroom door, but it was locked.

“Just a second, honey, we were trying on clothes.”

“Okay. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

Trying on clothes? But those whispers sounded secretive. Why would they be so hurried, if they were just trying on clothes?

He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. And thought.

Was his wife taking on a Lesbian lover?

But he knew Shiela, and he had never heard of her being Lesbian. But people could change, right?

He heard the bedroom door open and he looked down the hallway.

The girls were, again, dressed to the nines. Heels and nylons, sexy dresses. Their make up looked very fresh, like they had just repaired it. And they were leaning their heads towards each other and giggling and whispering.

“Hey, ladies,” Jim leaned against the counter.

“Hi, honey,” Kylie pecked him on the lips. Considered him, then kissed him harder.

He liked it. For all his thoughts of Lesbians…he liked it.

Then Shiela stepped in, “Hi, honey.” And she kissed him. No peck. A good kiss. Eyes open and lips fused for a long ten seconds. He stared at her, and her lips were soft and he could taste her lipstick, and Kylie was watching. He would have broken it, but he was mesmerized. And he was mesmerized because he was super horny.

She broke it. Keeping her eyes on him she spoke in an aside to Kylie. “He’s good, but he’s like a scared, little boy.”

Jim was gulping, and he looked at Kylie, but Kylie was laughing.

Of course. She had kissed Shiela, so why shouldn’t he?

Shiela turned, and she was close to him and, was it his imagination? She brushed a hand across the front of his pants. His cock jumped and he drew in his breath.

“Well, time for me to go.”

“Okay, girlfriend,” Kylie walked Shiela out to her car.

Jim moved to the kitchen window and watched. Again, Shiela kissed his wife, and it was even more passionate than the day before. In fact, it was downright ferocious.

And it wasn’t all Shiela, Kylie was giving back as good as she got.

Then they parted, Shiela reached up and patted Kylie’s boob, and she got in her car and left.

Kylie stared after her for a moment, then turned to come back in the house. She saw Jim and waved. She was flushed, a bit red, but she waved happily, as if nothing was going on.

But was something going on?

Jim didn’t know.

Of course he could ask, but he didn’t have a chance. “Off with the duds, dude,” she said, and he found himself getting happily naked. His dick was up, and if got lucky maybe he would get to eat his wife out that afternoon.

She had him in underwear now, and she threw out his tighty whiteys, and even his tee shirts, and he didn’t even notice. Well, he noticed the tee shirts, but she just chuckled him through it. Told him he could wear one of her undershirts.

He looked at her undershirts. Boy beaters. V collar tees that would be way too small and show his chest just like he was a woman.

Sheesh. He was already going too far with the garters and the hose.

But, his intentions aside, on Friday she decided to juice him up. She got up before him and laid out his underwear.

A corselet with straps for hose. Panties.

It wasn’t that big a deal.

But he thought it was.

“That’s a whole body thing! Everybody will see that I’m wearing a corset.”

“A corselet. It’s small. Nobody will be able to tell.”

“I’ll be able to tell! Anybody who looks at me will be able to tell. You can’t make me do this!”

She sat next to him on the bed and stroked him. “Honey, I’m not making you do a thing! You’re doing this because you want to. Because you like sexy things. Because you like feeling sexy all day. Don’t you like feeling so big and powerful?”

Actually, he felt big and…small. When he was wearing women’s underwear he was always nervous. Sexually nervous, afraid nervous, but nervous.

“I’ll tell you what. You wear this for me today, and I’ll let you cum tonight.”

She didn’t really want to let him cum, but she knew she had to bring out the big guns if she was going to bend him to her will.

“Well…”

“Look. You wear those clunky jeans, and a flannel shirt. Nobody will be able to tell.”

“Well, I don’t think…”

“Honey. You are going to be so sexy…I’m getting wet just thinking about it. When you get home I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off you. We’re going to have so much fun…

She stroked him, nibbled on his ear, felt his nipples.

And he gave in.

She helped him put on the corselet, pulled it tight, and he gasped a little, but he was all right.

“Now then,” she said. “We need to talk.”

“About what?”

That famous, or rather infamous, phrase was no longer so scary. It always resulted in him getting hornier.

“Well, your legs are too hairy. And we need to do your toes.”

“I’m not going to shave my legs!”

“You won’t have to. Watch.” She picked up a spray can from her dresser and began foaming his legs.

“What is that?”

“Just wait.”

She foamed up his groin and looked at her watch.

He was frowning, then look of alarm crossed his face. “It’s burning!”

She quickly wiped his legs and groin down, and voila! No more hair.

He stared at his legs and was stunned. “But I didn’t…”

She stroked his legs. So-o-o sexy. I can’t wait to do your nails.”

“My nails?”

“Put your feet on this cloth here.”

He stared, was actually in a state of mild shock, as she painted his toe nails. Bright red.

“I can’t…”

“You’re wearing shoes and socks. Nobody will be able to tell.”

Nobody could tell about the corselet. Nobody would know his legs were shaved, and his toes painted. He was scared.

Fifteen minutes later, his tootsies dry, she rolled nylons up his legs.

Jim might have been scared, but he couldn’t deny the incredible sensations in his legs. His skin felt like it was getting a velvet massage. And his toes…he couldn’t take his eyes off his toes.

He stood up and put on his work pants, thick jeans. They rubbed against his legs and his cock went wild.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted.

She put one of her tee shirts on him and pulled it snug. The corselet had pushed his chest up and if you looked at his chest from a certain angle it actually looked like he had small tits.

“I don’t know,” he murmured.

She pulled a flannel shirt on him and buttoned it up.

He stood up. Feminine on the inside. His cock dancing in his pants, doing the rhumba, pushing his jeans out.

“Oh, that’s beautiful. Are you sure you don’t have time to get oral on me?”

“I’ve got to go to work, he mumbled.”

Kylie thought, as she walked him through the house, that he was going to revolt. That she had pushed him too far. But he didn’t. She walked him out to his car, gave him a scorching kiss and grabbed his cock like it was the last cock in the world, then pushed him away. She was laughing. He was almost crying…but in a good way.

He got in his car, waved, and drove off.

Kylie was happy with herself. She was halfway there. Jim was coming along just fine.

And her relationship with Shiela was…opening up. She didn’t feel like she was a Lesbian, but she sure got horny when they kissed. When they were in the bedroom, before Jim got home…woo!

It was something to think about.

Kylie worked around the house that day. She went out for a little shopping, but mostly she cleaned the pool, raked the leaves, washed the car, the sort of things she tried to get done before she had to get ready for Jim.

She smiled as she worked, thinking about Jim. He was going to be red hot when he got home, and she was going to be dressed up and ready to take advantage. She figured she could get him wearing female clothes around the house, and maybe a little make up.

And, she looked at a couple of specialty items for him. A chastity tube. A pair of breast forms. Unfortunately, some things cost a lot, and even though he had money, she tended to be frugal. If only she could—

DOOT DA DA DOOT DA DOOT!

Her cell phone went off and she groaned. It was the ring she had set for Jim’s sisters. She didn’t dislike the sisters, in fact she liked them, but a call in the middle of the day meant something was up. She answered the phone cheerfully. “Hey!”

“Kylie. Jim’s been hurt. It’s not bad, but we need you here right now.”

“Oh, my gosh! Of course!”

She hung up and ran for her car. In thirty seconds she was careening down the street.

The mobile home park was thirty minutes away, but Kylie made it in twenty. She broke a few laws, went over ten miles an hour in the park, and skidded into a parking space. She was out and running before the car stopped, and she sprinted up the stairs and into the office.

“What’s wrong? Is Jim…” she saw him, sitting in a chair behind the desk he used on the rare occasions he worked in the office.

Debby and Nancy were sitting in chairs on the other side of the desk, and they had solemn expressions on their faces.

“Jim!”

Before she reached the desk Debby stood up and stepped in front of her. “Sit there.”

Now curious, she sat down.

Debby sat down.

“Are you all right?”

Jim nodded. He looked very, very glum.

“Jim is fine. He twisted his ankle. It was quite painful, but one of the home owners is a doctor and he looked at it. Jim will need to walk carefully for the next few days, no driving for him, but…he’s fine.

Now Kylie was curious. If he was fine, then what was going on? Why had they summoned her and sounded so serious?

“The reason we called you down is that when the doctor looked at Jim’s ankle he found something very interesting.”

Kylie got it then. Nylons. Red toe nails.

“Oh.” And she didn’t know what else to say.

“So what are you doing with Jimmy?” That was Nancy. “Why is he wearing nylons?”

“And why are his toenails red?”

Kylie closed her eyes briefly, then opened them. Nothing for it but the truth.

“Jim got in a fight the other night. I want him to not get in fights. That means I need to…’soften’ him.”

“And that means making him wear female undergarments, painting his toes, and so on.”

“Yes.”

Nobody said anything for a long moment. Jim looked down. The sisters glanced at each other. Kylie waited. Whatever form the storm was going to take, she would face it.

“Okay,” Debby said. “We just wondered.”

Kylie blinked. “What?”

“We’ve always thought Jimmy a little too macho. We figured it was maybe because he is of small stature.”

Nancy said, “Or perhaps we just bullied him too much.”

Debby: “But now that we know what you’re doing…okay.”

“Just…okay? I’m not in trouble or anything?”

“For dealing with your husband in an adult manner?”

“For making him be little less macho and a little more grown up?”

“But…”

“We should be thanking you. And if there’s anything you need to facilitate this process, just let us know.”

Debby turned to Jim and wagged a finger. “And you’d better behave yourself. I don’t know how you managed to catch such a wonderful woman, but you’d better do what she says.”

Jim nodded. “Can I go now?”

Kylie said, “We can leave your car here, so go out and sit in mine. I’ll be right there.”

Jim stood up and hobbled out.

Kylie waited until he was gone then turned to the sisters. “Thank you,” she said. “Many people would not be so understanding.”

“No problem,” said Nancy. “We’re all family here.”

“You said you were willing to help?”

“Of course.”

“I don’t mean to come begging, I know Jim has the money, but I’d prefer to get some items and not let him know what I was planning.”

“Of course.”

“Not a problem.”

“Do you know what you want to get?”

“I do.”

“Let’s go over to Nancy’s desk. We can order through our computer and Jim will never know. We’ll put everything on a company credit card.”

Nancy looked at her sister, “Do you think we can write this off?”

“Probably. Personal enhancement. Personal training. We can figure some label out that will please the IRS.

So Kylie and the sisters sat down and called up Amazon and started ordering items necessary to Jims ‘pink’ growth.

Some of the items caused them to chuckle. Some of them made the sisters blink.

But all of them were designed to make Jim sit up and take notice.


PART THREE

“Well, that was interesting.”

Jim stared out the window and said nothing. The buildings of the city passed as if in a slow march.

“You didn’t expect that from your sisters, did you?”

He said nothing.”

“Come on, Jim. Speak to me.”

“And say what? It seems that you’ve decided I’m supposed to be a ‘softer’ person.”

“All right.”

“What do you mean, ‘all right?’ You’re trying to get me in dresses, don’t you think you should have discussed it with me first?”

“Nope.”

“What?” He glared at her.

“You’re the fellow who punched somebody in the face because they believed differently than you.”

“He deserved it.”

“Okay.”

“There you go again!”

“No, there you go. You think it’s perfectly all right to hit people. I’m supposed to argue with that attitude?”

He looked out the window again, and Kylie knew she was on shaky ground. She might be right, but in his mind Jim thought he was right.

“Do you want a divorce?”

“Heysoos Fucking Xristo!” He blurted angrily.

“How about a blow job.”

“Don’t try to use sex on me! Now I know why you use sex and i don’t want any more.”

“Okay.”

They arrived home and Jim stormed into the house. By the time Kylie entered Jim was already ensconced in the guest room.

She sighed, listened to him fluff pillows and unfold sheets, and headed into her bedroom.

She let him be mad for several days, then she decided to handle him.

Almost a week of him being the manly man, going to work in man clothes. Days of being surly with her. Then she had had enough.

He was in the den watching TV. He was not happy, she doubted he was even seeing what his eyes were looking at. She entered the room, grabbed the remote and turned the TV off. He glared at her.

“Were you happier wearing panties, or are you happier now?”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It’s an honest question. Were you happier being horny all day? Or are you happy walking around like somebody stuck a pitchfork up your ass.”

He started to get up and she pushed him back.

“Hey!” He got up, slapped her hand aside when she tried to push him back, and started out of the room. She grabbed his shirt and spun him around. She yelled into his face. “You don’t agree with me so I should be able to hit you!”

“The fuck!” he yelled back.

So she hit him. With her fist. Right in the face.

He blinked. It didn’t hurt him, not at all, but he registered shock.

“Don’t you dare treat me like shit!” She yelled.

He touched his face, suddenly his anger was evaporating.

“All I did was play games and have fun and and try to get you to behave less like a baboon and more like a human being!” She grabbed his shirt front with both hands and tried to shake him.

Like her fist, it didn’t have much effect…on the outside. But on the inside Jim was having big chunks of opinion move around and readjust.

“Do you like wearing sexy clothes?”

He tried to unlatch her hands, but she wouldn’t let go.

“I asked you a question! Do you like to wear sexy nylons? Do you like to wear panties? Do you like your cock to be throbbing all day?”

She was shaking for all she was worth. He didn’t move much, but his face was changing. He looked like a little boy who was afraid he was going to cry.

She pulled him to her and kissed him. Hard. On the mouth. His eyes were wide.

She pushed him away, finally letting go. She whispered. “I want to suck your cock.”

Another big blink.

“I’m going to grab your penis and pull it out and I’m going to suck your cock.”

He took a step back, but he was a gone goose. She took two steps forward and grabbed for his belt. She managed to unzip him, then her hand was in his pants, searching, and he found that his cock was suddenly getting hard.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She dropped to her knees and went to work on him.

He tried to take her head in his hands but she had a lip lock on him, and she wasn’t letting go.

His cock got harder and harder.

She had one hand on his balls now, and she held them so tightly he groaned and buckled at the knee.

Back and forth her head bobbed. She lipped the skull, and gave little bites to the sensitive area under the head.

He groaned, and she stood back up, now stroking his penis with her hand.

She kissed him. She chewed on his mouth and sucked on his tongue and she could feel his resistance draining away.

She pulled his head to her shoulder and whispered. “I tried to help you and you treated me like shit. I’m going to have to punish you.”

He was frozen in her grasp.

“I’m going to spank you, and I want you to wear a bra.”

He was shaking his head, but she could feel her shoulder getting wet.

“Yes. I am. You’ve been a bad boy, and you need to be disciplined.”

He shook his head, but she pushed his face back, studied his face and kissed him again.

He kissed her back. He had almost no resistance now.

“Come,” she said. She led him by the cock back into the bedroom.

“I’m not going to fuck you. You treated me so poorly that you don’t deserve a fuck. But that doesn’t mean you get out of your husbandly duties. You’re going to have to fuck me…with your mouth.”

He didn’t complain. She let him go and he just stood there and watched her.

She pulled her panties down and sat on the bed. She just looked at him.

His knees slowly bent and he knelt at the side of the bed. His face moved forward and he began to pleasure her.

She sighed and laid back. She was aware that she had somehow pulled a rabbit out of the hat. The old Jim would have stood his ground, would have fought back. The new Jim hadn’t.

She scooted back and spread her legs and he climbed up on the bed and buried his face between her thighs.

“That’s it, honey. Do me good. You have to learn your lesson, and this is a good start.”

She thought he nodded, but it was difficult to tell the way his head was moving in her crotch.

She pulled him up on the bed and they lay, side by side, kissing. Then she pushed him back on his back. “I need a dick. But don’t you dare cum. Don’t you dare fucking cum!”

She squatted over him, watched him closely, and lowered herself. His penis slid into her smoothly. Too smoothly. She was wet. Real wet. Taking him to task, taking charge, it had made her super wet. Sex is power, power is sex.

She placed her hands on his chest and went up and down slowly.

Jim gulped, and he tried not to cum. He tried to reduce motion, which, of course, drove Kylie wild. She pulled on her tits and twisted her hips and rode him like he was a race horse.

Then he got too close and she pulled off him.

He gasped.

She lay down and spread and said, “Finger bang me. Do it hard.”

He rolled over and inserted several fingers. He began slow jamming them in and hooking them out.

She gasped, feeling his fingers touching her insides. “More!”

He had four fingers sliding back and forth, and he was pushing his knuckles against the rim of her hole.

“Harder! You bitch! Do me the right way!”

He pushed, and his knuckles suddenly slipped through her hole.

He froze, suddenly panicked.

She froze, realized what had happened. Then she smiled. “Yes. Do me.”

He began to move his arm back and forth, but now he was cautious, scared.

She reached down and gripped his forearm and set up the pace. Not fast, rather slow, with a little extra pull at the end. His fist went deep, pulled back. Her hole felt stretched and…full.

She had been fucking for years, but she had never felt this full She had never felt this good. She groaned and tilted her hips and fucked his wrist.

In and out he moved, like he was slow motion punching a bag. She began to jerk and writhe and her hips gripped him and…she went over the top.

She held his wrist still, her voice sounded like a growl, and her eyes rolled back, back, till nothing showed but the whites.

Then she broke into a series of shivers and spasms, and then everything fell apart. The orgasm was over and she just laid there, an exhausted woman with a fist up her pussy.

“Out,” she whispered.

Jim gently pulled his fist out of her. She groaned at the suddenly empty feeling, but she didn’t want any more. She just lay there, stunned.

Jim started to get up, but she grabbed his neck and pulled him back. He lay next to her, his ear pressed against her chest and hearing her rapidly pounding heart.

“If you ever sleep in another room again I’ll make you sleep on the floor.”

He said nothing.

“You will wear what I tell you to wear.”

He lay against her, his mind was in turmoil, but somehow he knew the way out was just to shut up and listen. A part if him recognized that he needed this discipline.

“And I will spank you. Tomorrow. Now go to sleep.”

Within a minute she was asleep. He lay next to her, silent, feeling her warmth.

He didn’t know what had happened. He had never cried like that. And the way she just bullied him. It was worse than his sisters.

And…better.

Finally, he closed his eyes and slept. His sleep was deep, and so were his dreams.

Jim woke up on Saturday morning. It wasn’t one of those slow and lazy wake ups where you stretch and roll over and smack your lips and wonder where you are. It was eyes snapped open and he was wired.

The memories of the previous day rolled in on him. The argument with Kylie and how it ended.

He was going to be wearing more female clothes. It caused a shudder in him, yet his penis, for the first time in a week, was happy. It was standing up and smiling. If dripping is smiling.

How did he feel about that?

Shivery, yet live wire alert.

He rolled over and realized that Kylie wasn’t there.

Normally, pre this whole thing he would have gotten up and gotten dressed and sauntered out to the kitchen.

Now he was supposed to get up and go out to the kitchen…without clothes on.

Nothing but a hard on.

He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling.

He listened. The house was quiet.

He pivot and sat up. His legs dangled and his cock pointed across the room. Well, nothing for it, he got up and headed for the kitchen.

“Good morning, dear,” Kylie was sitting at the dining room table, sipping grapefruit juice and watching the world.

“Hi.” He felt awkward just speaking to her.

“Come over here.”

He went to the table, but before he could sit down Kylie reached out and took his cock in her hand. She stroked it, and it felt good. After a week of being out of sorts it was heaven. He sighed and they just held their places for a long moment.

“Going to work today?”

“No.”

“Good, let’s get you dressed up today. And I still have to spank you. I think we’ll attend to that this afternoon.”

He said nothing.

“Well, go get your breakfast and I’ll get your clothes ready.”

He went to the kitchen and fixed some sausages, then out to the pool where he sat, naked, and ate the tasty meat.

Done, he jumped into the pool and luxuriated for a long moment. He wanted to spend an hour lazing around, but there was an excitement stirring in him, so he got out, took care of his dishes, then headed for the bedroom.

Kylie was sitting at her vanity table filing her nails. She looked up when he entered and smiled. “There you are. Come, have a seat.” She stood up and held the vanity chair back for him. Giving her a curious look, he sat down.

She sat next to him and began working on his hands.

“What are you doing?”

“Fixing your nails. You really have let them go.”

He watched as she trimmed and filed, then she asked, “Would you like some longer nails?”

“What? You’re going to make them grow.”

She giggled. “No. But if you keep these poor, old nails I’m going to paint them red. If you let me give you some fake nails I’ll paint them a natural color. Might save you some embarrassment when you go to the store.”

“How long?”

“Oh, not very. Just a quarter inch longer than what you’ve got now. But they’ll be very durable.”

He was caught then. He was being given a choice, but…he didn’t understand what was happening to him.

“Fake it is,” she made up his mind for him. “You’ll love them.”

She selected oval shaped fingernails, and they were, just like she said, just a quarter inch longer. But…they were feminine.

He watched as she glued them in place, then began painting them.

“I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but if they do we can fix them. That’s the nice things about fake nails. Anything happens we can fix or repair easily and quickly.”

She gave him three coats, simply strokes from cuticle to tip, then she applied a lacquer. His nails were slightly feminine, but she had done a good job.

She kissed the top of his head and sighed. “Of course if we go out I might want to paint them red, but this will help break you in to the whole feminine way of thought.”

The feminine way of thought. Hunh.

“Okay, very nice. Now, I think we’ll put you in a tummy shaper. But before we do that we need to give you breasts.”

She went into her closet and brought out a shopping bag. She brought out two breast forms and placed them on the vanity table. They looked very big.

She brought out a tube of glue and began slathering it on his chest, then she used glue from another bottle and applied a thick coat to the back of the breast forms.

“Two types of glue?”

“Uh, no….hold on.” She placed a boob very carefully on his chest. She pressed hard for a couple of minutes, taking the time to press the edges of the boob so they were flat on his chest. When she was done there was only a thin line, and a different color around the boob to indicate that it was false. She quickly did the other one, and while she worked the edges down she said, “This is a new binary glue. It holds with ten seconds of the two parts touching.”

“Binary? Isn’t that rather long lasting? I mean, I’v heard they use this stuff on battleships and stuff.”

“Well, I don’t know about that. I just know that the girls down at the salon told me this is the stuff if you want your prosthesis to last.”

Jim stared at his chest in the mirror. It was big, but it had to be because his male chest was slightly wider than a female chest.

Kylie put a bra around him, inspected the look, then fastened it and adjust the straps. “You’ll be able to wear a real swim suit and go swimming and everything. But. you’ll need a bra or else your skin will get all stretchy. You don’t want stretch marks, do you?”

“No I don’t think so.”

“Okay. We’re going to have to do something about that cock of yours.” She reached down and shook it and he groaned.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you drip so much.”

“We could just get me off.”

“After your little hissy fit? I think not. You’re going to have to earn your orgasms from here on out.

“But…guys need to cum!”

“That’s an old saw. Not true. Doubtless made up by some irresponsible man who just wanted excessive orgasms.”

Excessive orgasms. These little gems she was saying were bouncing around inside his skull with great effect.

“Anyway, I’ve got your chastity tube on order, and it should be here this afternoon. So enjoy your last few hours of freedom. Soon this guy will be behaving himself.”

He looked at his cock, he had to lean forward to look over his boobs to see it, and he sighed.

“Okay, let’s get you into a tummy shaper. You can point your dick down and that will help your lines.”

He didn’t fully understand the comment about lines until he had the tummy shaper on, and his nylons, and a navy blue pencil skirt.

It had hurt a little when he forced his hard cock down between his legs, but the restriction and positioning of the tummy shaper eliminated his cock bump. His skirt was flat, and he stared at his figure in a mirror. His waist was smaller, but needed to be even smaller. His chest was huge. His hips flared out a little and…he looked like a woman below the neck.

“Nice,” she said. “I’m going to do your hair now.”

He sat while she trimmed his locks, shaped and sprayed, and made his hair into a shaggy sort of bob. It was a little short for a woman, but long for a man, and definitely looked feminine.

Then she surprised him, as if he wasn’t surprised enough. She picked up a small, golden tube and turned the base. A pale pink pillar came out. She threw a leg over his lap and sat on him. She pinched his cheeks to create a pout, and painted his lips.

It was the horniest thing he had ever experienced. It outdid his nails and his clothes. It caused his penis to throb.

Kylie smiled. “Mr. Happy likes it.”

He said nothing. He tasted his lips.

“Now, don’t chew. If you ruin your look I’ll use lipstain.”

He wasn’t sure what the big deal about that was, but he tried to control himself. It felt very strange to have slightly pink lips.

Kylie rested her forearms on his shoulders and leaned her face in to his. She sighed. “Oh, honey. You are so beautiful, and I’m afraid I’m going to have get some relief. Not with you, of course, but…you’re so beautiful.”

She touched her lips to his, very softly, then she stood up.

“Are you ready for your first set of heels?”

“Heels?” Truth was, Jim was gobsmacked. He was barely able to speak, he was so stunned by what was happening.

She handed him a pair of high heels. They were only about three inches, and the heel was a bit thicker than your normal spike.

He grunted, it was difficult to bend with the tummy shaper on, and slipped the heels onto his feet.

She helped him up and he tottered, and felt like he was six feet taller.

“Oh,” he said in surprise.

“Cool, huh?”

She walked him across the room, keeping her rm linked in his. His ankles wobbled and he had to really focus on keeping them straight. Within a minute, however, she was giving him instructions. “This will strengthen your ankle, so you shouldn’t have to worry about injuring yourself again. Now place your feet on a line. That’s it. Feel your hips sway back and forth?”

She walked him all over the house, and he was actually getting the hang of it. Suddenly they heard the doorbell. DING DONG!

Jim froze, but Kylie just laughed. “Come. I’ll answer the door, but I want you to get used to people seeing you.”

She almost had to drag him, and the doorbell sounded again, but finally she had him in the foyer. She opened the door and a delivery man was there. “I need a signature.”

The delivery man held out a pen and a clipboard, glanced at Jim, and waited for Kylie to sign. She did, handed the clipboard back, and the delivery man trotted down the walk towards his truck.

Jim was astounded. “He didn’t even…”

Kylie laughed. “Yes, he did.”

“What?”

“He checked you out.”

He barely glanced at me.

“Yes, to see if you were worth checking out. While you were watching me sign, and worrying, he was looking at your reflection in the side window here.

Jim looked at the side window, remembered how the delivery man had been standing, and it was true. “He checked me out?”

Kylie held the package in her hand and grinned. “He didn’t even think you were a man. Doesn’t it make you feel like a secret agent or something?”

Jim kept musing, “He checked me out.” His voice actually sounded a little frightened.

“Okey, dokey,” Kylie stepped to the little table in the foyer and opened a drawer, she took out a pair of scissors and sliced through the tape on the box. She opened the flaps, looked inside and smiled. “Excellent.”

“What’d you get?”

“Your little surprise. Come on.” Still holding the box, she reached for her purse and car keys.

“What? Where?”

“Over to Shiela’s house.”

“But…I don’t want to go outside!”

“Tough. You’ll have to go out some day, and this is as good a day as any.”

Her purse over her shoulder, the box in her purse, she now had hands free, and she pulled his arm with one hand and smacked his butt with the other.

“Ow,” he said. It didn’t really hurt that much, but it was the idea. “I thought it’s not okay to hit people.”

“There’s a big difference between a swat on the butt and the kind of haymaker you threw at the party.”

He frowned, but was shoved out the door. Simply, he couldn’t resist her while in heels.

“My car. I’ll drive. Scoot.”

She was walking behind him, and the sound of her heels was pushing him along. He made it out to the car without breaking an ankle.

“Sit down, then pivot and pull your legs in.”

He did so, and managed to be seated by the time she slid behind the wheel.

She backed out slowly, and the top started going down.

“Hey!”

“What’s the matter?”

“People can see me!”

“Good. You’re gorgeous.” She hit the gas and the car zipped down the road.

Jim’s face was red, and he was sitting sort of shriveled, at least until Kylie slapped his arm and told him to sit up straight. He did, and the wind brushed his hair back and he looked at the world.

And the world looked at him. He was a beautiful woman in a convertible, and guys kept glancing over at him and smiling. He tried to ignore them, but he could feel their hot, filthy, little looks on his flesh.

Ten minutes later Kylie pulled into Shiela’s driveway. The Miata was parked front and center, and a small Nissan was parked to the side.

They got out of the car and walked up to the front door.

“Girlfriend! You’re here!” Shiela kissed Kylie on the lips, then linked arms and walked her into the house. She ignored Jim.

“So you have his little cage. Let me see.”

Kylie handed her the box. The two women sat down in the living room and Shiela took the chastity device out of the box.

It was small, barely larger than Jim’s cock when it was limp, and it was pink. There was a shaped ring, and Shiela put the two parts together, the ring and the tube. They slipped together easily, and Jim realized there was a little lock built in. Shiela tried out the key and smiled. “Perfect. Are you going to put it on him now?”

“Where’s Tommy?” asked Jim.

“He’s down in the dungeon. Try not to speak until you’re spoken to.”

Jim blinked. She hadn’t been mean when she said it, just matter of fact.

“I want to, but his cock is very erect.”

“I should think. Men are so out of control.”

“Not for long,” Kylie whispered, and the two women giggled.

Kylie turned to Jim. “Jamie, there’s a bag of frozen peas in the ice box. Go get them.”

Jim was blinking. It was one thing to be ordered around by his wife, but Shiela wasn’t his wife. Kylie solved that little dilemma, however, by glancing at him and nodding.

Jim came back a minute later holding the bag of peas.

Shiela took it and Kylie said, “Take off your skirt sand tummy shaper.”

“But…but…”

She looked at him with an arched eyebrow.

He tried not to look at Shiela, who was watching him with an amused expression. He took off the pencil skirt and laid it over the back of a chair. He wiggled the tummy shaper down and Shiela said, “That’s enough. Sit here.” She patted a space on the couch between her and Kylie.

Jim lowered himself, and Shiela slapped the bag of peas onto his groin.

“Hey!”

“Shush up, Jamie. We need to get you small enough.”

He shivered, and he imagined his cock turning into an icicle and breaking off. But it didn’t break off, it just got softer, softer, and shrunk into a limp, little thing.

“Okay, I think it’ll work,” Shiela muttered.

Kylie fit the ring around his whole package, balls and all, then she slipped the tube over his slack cock. The lock clicked, and he was locked. Kylie put the little, gold key on the chain around her neck, and he stared over his boobs at his now caged cock.

His dick was already trying to get hard. It surged, fought the plastic, and couldn’t win. But it wouldn’t stop surging. His dick was a ‘no quit’ kind of guy.

“Okey dokey. Pull your panties up.”

They watched him adjust his clothing, and Shiela said, “He makes a beautiful woman. If you want to pick up anybody he’ll make a good wing man. Wing woman.”

“I know.”

As they talked Jim felt the insidious nature of the cock cage go to work. Surge, relax. Surge, relax. He was on a never ending cycle that was just making him hornier and hornier.

“I don’t think I can take this.”

They ignored him.

“Do you really have a dungeon?”

“Absolutely. Tommy has been working on it for months. It’s still got a few things to be done, but it’s totally functional. Would you like to see it?”

“Of course!”

Shiela walked with Kylie through the kitchen, then led the way down some narrow steps. Jim followed along., still trying to figure out how he was supposed to live with the cock cage on.

The dungeon was about fifteen by thirty.

“It was originally a bomb shelter, built back in the fifties. Tommy had to do a lot of modifications. See how thick the door is?”

The door was two inches thick and weighed, literally, a ton.

“He had to get specially constructed hinges, with real ball bearings in them, so I could move the door.

They entered the bomb shelter itself and Jim looked around in surprise. It was made of concrete and it was painted black. Chains hung from the far wall, and there was another door on the far right. There was a wet bar on the far left, and a couple of weird pieces of furniture in the center. One was shaped like a horse, but with little platforms on the legs and on one end of the center plank. The center plank was slightly lower in the middle.

There was also a St. Andrew’s Cross. Manacles hung from the end of the cross.

“We don’t use the cross much. We like the horse. Would you like a drink?”

“Sure.”

Shiela walked to the wet bar and began preparing a couple of drinks. She glanced at Jim, then asked Kylie, “Are you going to spank him today?”

“I was.”

“Would you like to do it here? I have all the necessary items, and I love to watch a man be disciplined.”

“Well…”

Jim was frozen. His mind was stopped and he just waited to find out what was going to happen to him.

Kylie turned to Jim, and he had the feeling she was going to ask him if he minded, but Shiela nudged her, shook her head, and Kylie instead said, “I’m going to spank you here.”

He blinked.

Shilea asked, “Would you like a drink, Jamie? It will help with your first spanking.”

“Uh, yes.”

Shiela mixed a third drink and handed it to him.

He sipped, and wondered out loud, “Where’s Tommy?”

“In his cell.”

Jim was blank.

“Go open that door over there.”

Jim walked to the door on the far right. It was thin metal, and he pulled it open. It creaked very slightly.

“Don’t you love the sound of creaking doors?” Shiela asked Kylie. “It just gives an extra layer of ambience.”

Jim looked into the cell.

It was bare, except for two buckets. One held water, and the other held…water. Between the buckets, against the far wall, Tommy lay on the cold floor. He was naked, and he was wearing a chastity tube, and he sat up. “Hi, Jim.”

“Uh, hi.”

“Nice tits.”

“Thanks.”

“Close the door on your way out.”

Jim backed out and closed the door. It clanked just like a cell door in a prison.

“You don’t lock the door?”

“Oh, no. In the beginning I did. But he’s becoming much better disciplined, and he knows what unauthorized ‘wandering’ will get him.

“Unauthorized wandering,” Kylie smiled. “I like that.”

“Drink up, Jim. Let’s get the show on the road.”

Jim sipped, and was descending into a state of shock. All the things that had happened to him…

And, yet…he was okay with it.

He didn’t know if he was happy, but his cock sure was trying to get hard.

The girls sat on the horse and chatted until Jim was done with his drink, then they stood up and Kylie said,  “Lay face down on the horse.”

Jim moved to the ‘furniture.’ He lowered himself to the center plank.

The plank was wide, and there was a narrow place at the chest for his boobs to hang down. They didn’t hang, of course, because he was wearing a bra and blouse.

Kylie took one side and Shiela the other, and they fastened strips of leather around his biceps and thighs. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms on the legs of the horse.

Jim was laying on a sight curve, his butt was up in the air and his chin rested on a platform so his face was up and facing straight ahead.

“So what do you want to use? Belt? Short whip? Paddle? You don’t want to use your hand for his first paddling.”

“I like the idea of a paddle.”

“Good choice. I’ve got several to choose from.

On one wall was a pegboard and various implements of discipline hung from it. Shiela took down a couple of paddles. “These have air holes, so you can swing them faster. This one has metal studs, I think that might be a little much for a first timer, but how bad was his offense?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The main thing is that instead of talking it out he insisted on treating me like shit for a week.”

“Yikes. I’d give Tommy the cat o’ nine tails for that. But…first timer?” She shrugged and ached her eyes in question as she held out the paddle without the metal studs in it.

“I think that should do it.”

The girls walked back over to the horse.

“You’re going to want to really get a swing going. This paddle is a little light. It’ll do the job, but put your weight into it.”

“Okay. Are you ready for this, Jim?”

“No.”

The girls laughed.

“Don’t you love a man with a sense of humor?” Shiela commented. “Oh, before we start…” She walked over to a cabinet and took out two bundles of straps. She handed one to Kylie and stepped into the first one. She then opened a drawer and took out a dildo. She snapped it into the harness and turned towards Kylie. Her hands were on her hips and she had a big smile. “Never whip a man without wearing the symbol of his power. It really lets him know who’s boss.”

Kylie grinned, selected a dildo, and put it on. They both turned to Jim.

“Jamie, would you like to suck my cock?”

Jim’s eyes were wide. “I don’t think so.”

“How about your wife’s?”

“No.”

But now Kylie was into it. She stepped closer to him, right in front of his face. He looked up the length of her cock and up to her face.

“Honey, I would really like it if you sucked my cock.”

“Well, uh…”

“If I said please?”

“Well, I don’t really want to.”

Shiela knelt in front of him. “Jamie, you can suck it, or fuck it. But one way or another, your wife’s cock is going into you.”

Jim said nothing. His mind was protesting. Unfortunately, his cock was writhing in his cage.

“Okay,” said Shiela. “We can fuck him, but let’s get this spanking out of the way first.”

They went to the back of the horse and Kylie got set.

“All right, Jim. Here it comes.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim nearly left his skin. If the horse hadn’t been bolted down he would have overturned it.

“Nice.”

WSSS…SMACK!

“Normally you would have him count the strokes, but I would settle for just spanking him this first time.”             

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim was crying now. And his ass felt like it was exploding.

WSSS…SMACK!

“Make sure you do both cheeks.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim lurched and howled. He begged. He cried. His ass was turning a bright red.

WSSS…SMACK!

WSSS…SMACK!

WSSS…SMACK!

“Nice.” Shiela went to the front of the horse and squatted. “You’re doing good, Jamie. Two more and you’re done.”

WSSS…SMACK!

Jim’s whole body ached. He was struggling with every ounce of muscle he had, but the horse was well made.

WSSS…SMACK!

And it was done.

Jim lay on the bench and sobbed.

Both girls knelt in front of him. Kylie kissed his forehead.

“Okay, Jim. You didn’t want to kiss her cock, so now you have to take it at the other end. You can, however, give it a quick kiss right now, just so you can slobber on it. I tell ya, there’s nothing worse than a dry cock shoved up your pussy.

“I…I…”

Shiela stood up, lifted Kylie by the arm, and moved her in front of Jim.

“Use lots of saliva, Jim. You don’t want it to hurt.”

Kylie moved closer, and her penis touched Jim’s lips.

Jim opened his mouth and accepted the length of dildo. Kylie slowly pushed it in and pulled it out. His pink lips looked very sexy sucking her cock.

For a long minute she fucked his mouth. He cried, and slobbered, and she finally backed off. She walked to the back of the horse and said, “Okay, Jim. Here we go.”

She pushed the cock slowly into him.

Jim’s eyes opened and he threshed wildly, well, as wildly as possible since he was secured on the horse.

“You know, I think we should use a little lube.”

“Okey dokey.” Shiela handed Kylie a jar of lube. Kylie bent down, and poked a finger up his ass. It slid in smoothly and she coated the rim of his ass with lube.

After the first assault this was much easier, and he even rotated his ass slightly.

Shiela went to his front and squatted. She brushed his hair back. “You need to relax, Jim. The cock is going in, and the more you resist the more it hurts. If you can relax it’ll help.

Jim gulped.

Kylie used two fingers and pushed more lube into his asshole. He jerked, then tried to relax.

Shiela sat down, leaned close to him, and kissed him. It as one of those passionate kisses she had given Kylie.

“I love it when a man knows his place. Do you know your place, Jamie?”

“I’m…I’m trying.” He was still crying, but his tears were getting less.

Three fingers and Jim gasped.

“I know you are. You just have to remember that women are in charge. We’re strong enough to have babies. We live longer. We make men do our bidding. Do you understand?”

He gave a little nod.

She made out with him then, kissing him, Frenching him, while Kylie loosened up his asshole.

Finally, Kylie stood up and steppe between his legs again.

Jim’s lips were fused with Shiela’s, and Kylie pushed her dick into him.

He gasped, and Shiela kept her mouth on his, she kissed in his shock and surprise.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

Kylie began moving in and out.

If Shiela hadn’t been kissing him Jim might have lost it, but the way she kissed him, comforted him, it let him know that he wasn’t alone.

After five minutes Kylie started slowing down. She corkscrewed a bit, and he could feel the tip of her dick rubbing his insides.

And he began to pee.

He tired to pull his mouth away, to tell her, but Shiela held the back of his head, kept her lips pressed to him.

He pissed for a long couple of minutes. Just a drooling kind of a piss, like he was pissing out honey.

“Okay,” he’s done,” Kylie said, and she pulled out.

Jim felt an instant emptiness, and he was shocked when he realized that he missed her dick.

Shiela took her lips away and whispered to him. “Jim, Kylie pressed on your prostate and forced the cum out of you. That’s all the relief you’ll get, and I have to tell you, in the next couple of days you’re going to feel hornier than you ever have in your life. I hope you enjoy it.”

Jim just stared at her.

They released him then. He staggered a bit, he still had high heels on, and he stood there, panties down, dress up, and cock stirring in his cage.

Shiela made him another drink, stood next to him and made him quaff the whole thing. “You’re a good boy, Jim. I want you to go into the dungeon and be with Tommy.”

Snuffling, he let himself be guided across the dungeon. The door was opened and he walked in.

“We aren’t going to lock the door, Jamie, but I want you to stay here until Kylie calls you. Is that understood?”

Jim nodded.

The door was closed and Jim stood in the middle of the room. Tears kept coming from his eyes, and he tried to stop them, but couldn’t.

Outside the cell Shiela turned to Kylie. “Very good, girlfriend. He’ll make a first class husband one day.”

Kylie smiled.

“Now, all this fun and games has given me an appetite. Would you like to go upstairs and use that dildo on me?”

“Only if you use yours on me.”

“That can be arranged,” Shiela grinned.

The two girls, arms around each other’s waist, walked across the dungeon and up the stairs. Their fake weenies waggled as they walked, and their boobs jiggled.

Downstairs, in the dungeon, Tommy sat up. “Oh, heck. Come here, Jim.”

Jim crossed the cell and let himself be pulled down. He sat, and Tommy’s arms went around him.

“It’s okay, honey. “It’s okay.”

Tommy brushed Jims’ hair back and soothed him.

Jim melted into Tommy’s arms and sighed and finally stopped crying.

Tommy kissed his forehead and held him.

END
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PART ONE

“Ed Swanson?”

I looked up at the old biddy. I recognized her immediately. HR. Human Resources. Heysoos Xristo, what hell the was she bugging me for?
“Yes?”

“June Haver, HR. You missed an appointment with me.”

I studied her closely. She wasn’t too bad looking. For an HR worm. I wondered who had complained about me now.

I began my obligatory excuses. “Sorry about that, but I’m the number one salesman, and I have a lot to do, and…” yada yada, I made my excuses.

She waited, a gimlet eye on me, and when I was done she dropped the bomb, “There have been complaints of sexual harassment. Would you like to discuss it here in front of everybody?” She swept a chubby arm around to indicate the half dozen other salesmen. They all had their heads down, but I knew they were laughing.

“Oh, hell. Let’s go.” I closed the newspaper I had been reading and followed her out of the office.

Down to the elevator, up, down the hall, turn left, and I was in her stupid office.

And so was Rhonda Hemmings. Rhonda was co-owner of the company and we went wa-a-y back. Rhonda of the fine thigh and juicy boob. Rhonda, who I had spent many late nights over the copier with…making copies of her fine ass just before I plowed it.

“Rhonda! How you doing?” I gave a genuine smile. She had gone to the top, and I was always her number one boy, so I knew this couldn’t be too serious.

I had no idea how wrong I could be.

“Ed!” She stood up and did a light hug.

“Heck, if Id known you were here I would have put work aside.”

June, meanwhile, was rounding her desk. I noted her fine ass, and she did have big boobs. Pity she was a couple of years older than me, I would have liked to have done a little prospecting on her tight frame.

“So what’s the haps here?” I started the ball rolling. Always get ahead of the other guy, I always say. Even if the other guy is a woman.

“Well, Ed, we’ve had some complaints about your attitude, things you’ve said, that sort of thing. Since we go way back I asked if I could sit in. and June agreed. So let me jump into the background and…June?”

June cleared her throat. I gave her my full attention, turned on the nice smile, and prepared to wait it out.

“Mr. Swanson…”

“Call me Ed.”

“Ed, we’ve had a number of complaints concerning things you’ve said. Did you actually call Janet, down in receiving, ‘cow tits?’”

“Uh…” Oops, forgot about that. “It was a disagreement, and I might have misspoken.” Fuck.

“And Sally, in the front offices, complains that somebody has been masturbating in her pumps.”

Oh, shit! I had forgotten about that! It was only once, a party, and I had been drunk. Heck, all the guys had been drunk, and we all laughed hysterically as I shot my load in her spare set of shoes.

“Well, uh…”

“No need to answer. We’ve got security footage. And did you refer to Miss Chandler as, I quote: ‘a stuck up cunt no man would willingly fuck, even with another man’s dick?’”

I lowered my head. How the hell had…I know I…fuck!

“Ha ha ha!” June and I swiveled our heads to Rhonda.

Rhonda was laughing.

June’s face showed a little surprise, but it need not have. Rhonda looked at me, “Ed, you’ve always been my favorite asshole. But there’s no way I can cover this up, I can’t even start to back you up. Did you really call that girl in receiving  ‘cow tits?’”

I gave a rueful smile. “I’m sorry. I was…it was a frustrating day and…” I shrugged.

I had called Rhonda ‘cow tits’ many times. It was a joke of appreciation for her rather large ta tas.

“Well, it’s your job, and you can tell Alice I’m sorry.”

Alice was my wife, and she hadn’t been too happy with me lately, either.

“What do you mean.”

“Look, Ed. It’s not rock and roll times, like when we started. People could sue the company. And if the public ever heard of one of our people being so crassly insensitive, we would lose sales, clients, even vendors.”

Now I was starting to panic. This wasn’t going well at all. “So what are you saying?”

“We’re saying we’re going to can your ass,” June spoke with satisfaction.

I looked between the two ladies. June smug. Rhonda rueful. Smiling, she appreciated a good joke, but she had to do what she had to do.

“Wait…wait!” My mind was whirling desperately.

“Wait for what?” asked Rhonda.

“Look, I’m sorry, I can change. Alice and I…we just bought a house, by the time I get another job my credit will be ruined, the house will be in foreclosure. There’s got to be something.”

“You should have thought about that before you mistreated women,” June snapped.

“I know! I know! But I’ve been the top salesman! I make a lot of money for the company…there’s got to be something you can do?”

“You haven’t been the top salesman for many months now,” pointed out June. Seems like every woman is turning in better stats than you.”

Oh, fuck. Okay, maybe I had been a little lax lately, but I could fix that. Just dig in my heels, nose to the grindstone, and all that.

“I just need to use a little more discipline. And you know I can do that! I can be the top again, easy, I just need a chance!”

“Well…” Rhonda pondered.

An opening, a chance to redeem myself, a chance to keep the best paying, most fun job I had ever had. I leaped. “Tell me what to do! I’ll apologize to everybody, I’ll take any kind of training, learn how to be a better person. Please…there’s got to be something you can do!”

I was directing my speech to Rhonda, with side glances to June.

“Well…”

June cleared her throat. “You’re not going to let him—“

“There is that new training program.”

“But that’s designed for women!”

“And he’s offended women. So maybe.”

“You can’t…”

But she could.

And, in the end, June signed me up for a class in ‘comportment training.’

“Comportment?” I asked. “Like how I conduct myself? My bearing?”

June gave a grunting sort of snarl. Clearly unhappy about this turn of affairs.

Rhonda: “It’s a new program, but results have been stellar for all companies that have implemented it.”

“Okay, okay!” I gushed. “I’ll do it.”

June, unhappy, snapped, “The class lasts nine months. If you miss even one minute, I will can your ass!”

“I won’t…and thank you. Thank you Miss Havers. Thank you Rhonda. I’ll make this work.”

A short time later, a bit of paperwork filled out, my promise to complete the company ‘comportment class,’ I walked back down the hallway. Heysoos, that had been close! I really was going to have to toe the line, at least for a while.

“Ed?”

I turned, Rhonda was walking towards me.

“Thanks, Rhonda, for going to bat for me.”

“We’re friends, Ed. And I still have fond memories of you and I, late at night…” she chuckled.

I laughed. “I still have a copy of your ass.”

“You don’t!”

“Want to sign it?”

We laughed, then Rhonda grew serious. “You know, Ed, this is going to be the hardest thing you ever did.”

“Learn to be polite? I’m in sales, I can be polite no problem.”

Rhonda gazed at me, and small smile seemed to tug at her lips. “You don’t understand what comportment training is, do you?”

“I learn to be polite, to walk around and…and be polite.”

She laughed. “Oh, Ed. You always did leap before looking.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s for women, to train them how to best present themselves for this company.”

“Well, yeah.”

“You don’t understand.”

“What don’t I understand?”

“It teaches women how to dress, what clothes to select, what make up to wear.”

“I can learn that stuff.” I was a little bit put off, but what the hey, eh?

“It’s a hand on class, Ed. You learn by doing.”

I blinked. Something wasn’t making sense. I shook my head slightly and was confused.

“Ed, you’re going to have to learn to be a woman.”

“What…but…”

Rhonda walked away, shaking her head and laughing.

“Rhonda called,” were the first words out of Alice’s mouth when I arrived at home.

“Oh, heysoos!” I stated, and I headed for the liquor cabinet.

“Did you really call a girl ‘cow tits?’ my wife asked as she followed me into the kitchen.

I took down a bottle of bourbon and poured a big slug down my throat.

“Heysoos Xristo, Ed…you can’t be doing things like that!”

“Tell me about it.”

She waited while I made myself an official drink. Coke and bourbon, half and half, ice to cool the burn in my throat.

I sat down at the kitchen table. She sat down opposite me.

“You know, we joke a lot, and I was never offended when you called me ‘cow tits.’ After all, you claimed it was a term of endearment, because I’ve got the ‘best breasts in the world.’ Your words. But now to find out it’s an insult you toss around when you’re feeling a little inadequate…”

“Inadequate? I’m not inadequate!”

“Bullies are bullies, they pick on people, because they are scared. If you’ve been a bully, it’s because there is something you’re scared of.”

“The bull shat!” I snapped, and guzzled a little more whiskey.

“What is it that frightens you, Ed?”

“Nothing.” I was morose, staring into my drink. I was supposed to dress like a woman?

“So you insult people because…because why? I repeat my question…what is it that is so scary.”

“I’ll tell you what’s scary…having to dress like a woman!”

She blinked. “Oh, my God!”

I looked up.

“That’s it!”

“What’s it?”

“You’re scared because the new salespeople, all those women, they’re out doing you!”

“Oh, nonsense.”

“No, I don’t think it is.”

“I am not scared by any woman!” I spat out the last word.

“Then why do you insult and belittle women?”

“I don’t insult and belittle you!”

“I think this training program is going to be good for you.”

“I’m thinking about quitting. Telling them to take their stupid job and shove it.”

“Stupid job? You just were telling me the other day how much you love it.”

“That’s before it became stupid.”

“That’s before you were faced with having to dress like a woman.”

“I repeat…the bull shat.”

My glass was suddenly empty. I stood up and reached for the bottle, but Alice grabbed it. “No.”

“No, what? Give me that bottle.”

“No…you’re not going to quit your job. And, yes, you are going to learn how to dress like a woman.”

“Do I have to repeat myself? The bull—“

“Shut up.”

I blinked. Alice never spoke to me like that.

“Ed Swanson. I married you, and I figured you are the brave man that I wanted to spend my life with. Now I find that you’re scared of women, that you aren’t man enough to be a woman.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that before you quit your job, before you burn your bridges and lose this house and destroy our credit…I’ll leave you.”

“Alice!” I was shocked.

“Or you can man up and be a woman, and I will help you. I will help you deal with it, and I’ll be right next to you, fighting. But I’m not going to fight for a bully who is just a scared, little boy.”

“Alice,” I whispered. “You can’t be serious!”

“Oh, I am dead serious. So make up your mind…are you a man…or a mouse?!”

That weekend was probably the worst weekend of my life. Alice and I talked until our lips were sore, but there was no changing her mind.

She did give me back my bottle, however, and I did have drunkenness as solace, which wasn’t much.

But the bottom line, when Monday morning rolled around, was that I showed up in room 112c, with blood shot eyes and desperation in my heart. I needed to do this.

“Good morning class, my name is Miss Benton. I will be your instructor.”

We all mumbled a greeting. We ‘all’ being half a dozen ladies and…myself.

“Now then, first things first, the elephant in the room.”

A few titters, and the ladies all turned their heads and glanced at me.

“I want to welcome Mr. Swanson, Ed, because he is doing a brave thing. Ed is in sales, and the enlightened sales person is going to want to know not just how the man’s mind works, but the woman’s mind. After all, with women taking over the world, and with over half of sales being to women, it is imperative for every person to understand the things that make a woman tick. Welcome, Ed.”

I gave a wave and tried to smile.

“Now then, this company prides itself on our professionalism, and professionalism begins with your attire. What does the well dressed woman wear in today’s work force? Ed? Can you start the ball rolling with your thoughts?”

Oh, shit! “Uh, well, I would think that a woman would wear a professional looking dress…uh, skirt, blouse and—“

“Oh, my, you are so right…but so wrong.”

She turned to the class. “Yes, Ed is right, but can you all feel his dowdy approach? No offense, Ed.”

“No,” I was a little dazed at how fast I had been shot down.

“A woman is a flower. And that flower must walk the line between professional and clothes that enhance her beauty. If you’ll open your books to page 10 we will go over some examples…”

The class ended at 12, which gave me a quick lunch, then I had to work until 9. Just because I was getting special training didn’t mean I could slack off on my job. In fact, June had said, with much glee, that they would be keeping a close watch on my statistics.

What a bitch.

So I worked, and I was properly cowed. I had to study fashion for a week, and pick out a dress to wear on the following Monday. Heysoos Xristo in a submarine with screen doors!

When I arrived at home, 15 minutes after 9, I was beat. I had just pulled a 13 hour day, and I still had homework to do. Dresses to look at.

Alice found it funny.

She poured me a light whiskey and we sat at the dining table and she helped me do my homework.

“This is a culotte, it is acceptable, but not for every situation. It’s more for casual or sports.”

“But it looks like a dress!”

“You’re just trying to stay in trousers, lover boy. Give it up.”

I growled, and sipped, and wanted to sip more.

“You can offset the severity of this ensemble with a scarf, or even a different hairstyle. See, a French bun would—“

“What’s a French bun?”

She typed in ‘French bun’ on her ipad and shortly I was looking at a sexy hairstyle, the hair wrapped back, like it was combed, but with strands flowing here and there.

And so the night went. Finally, we went to bed, and I found myself tossing and turning.

“Will you stop that?”asked Alice. “You’re like a big, old water buffalo!”

“I can’t help it.”

She turned to me, hugged me. “I know, it’s difficult learning all this stuff. Stuff I grew up with and—uh oh. I see the problem.”

“What?” I sighed.

“Eddie has a boner!” she chanted.

“Well, so?” I turned to her and began nose diving for her breasts.

She hugged me to her. “Eddie’s getting all hot and horny because he likes women’s clothes.”

“Heysoos!” I snapped, sitting up. “What the hell is it with you women?”

“Well, I’m sorry, Mr Thin Skin. But you having been immersed in sexy clothes all night, and forgive me if you have a little boner.”

She turned away from me, and I knew I had been too rough.

“Hey, I’m sorry. I’m just going through some stuff.”

“Doesn’t give you the right to pick on me.”

I lay back down. I touched her, hoped she would turn over, I still had the boner, but she wouldn’t touch me.

“Honey, we need to talk about this.”

“Sure. When I say that you laugh at me. But you say that and I’m supposed to flip over and suck your little dick!”

Little fick? Grrr.

“Honey, I’m sorry.”

“Well, you can be sorry.”

“Please.”

She sighed, then turned over. She took my cock in her hand and started stroking.

“Ed, you are a pig, and I’m tired of it. I spend all evening trying to help you, and you treat me like this.”

“Oh…” Her hands felt so good. My cock was pulsing. I couldn’t wait to cum.

“So your punishment, for being a pig, is no more of this.”

She let go of my cock and turned over.

“Honey! Alice!”

“Go to sleep, Ed. And think about what a true oinker you are. I’m not going to fuck you until you aren’t a pig!”

She suddenly turned over and grabbed my dick. She started stroking it again.

“I want this, but not bad enough to put up with your abuse. Maybe when you get through this class, maybe when you’ve actually learned something…maybe then I’ll let you put your little penis in my sacred cave. But until then…”

She let go of me and flipped over.

I groaned. God, I was horny! Why did she have to be such a bitch!

Suddenly she turned back over and took me in hand once again. She squeezed me, circled the head with her hands, used her fingernails. Immediately I was throbbing. I tried to push my hips forward, but she wouldn’t let me fuck her hand.

“But I am going to tease you. I’m going to make sure you don’t forget what pussy feels like. Furthermore, I don’t want you jacking off.”

“Honey!”

“Maybe I’ll even get you one of those chastity things, one of those tubes that fits over your cock. In fact, yes. I’m going to do that! No, go to sleep, Mr. Pig Face!”

She turned over, and she didn’t turn back.

I lay awake and felt my dick surging, wanting to get a relief. But there was no joy in Mudville that night.

“Good morning, class!”

“Good morning, Miss Benton,” we chorused.

“Let’s talk shoes today. Ed? What kind of shoes should a woman wear to work?”

Oh, crap. Never a break. “Well, athletic shoes are out, and so are hiking boots, so are the ones with flat soles…”

The girls all smiled at my inadequate descriptions of shoes. Finally, I decided on heels. It seemed safe enough, because most of the women in the office wore heels. Even that cow tits in receiving had a pair of heels stashed under the order desk.

“Excellent, Ed. Now what kind of a vamp should the shoe have?”

She had directed her question to one of the ‘other’ girls, but my hand shot up.

“Yes, Ed?”

“What’s a vamp?”

She smiled. “Betsy, can you name the parts of your normal high heel?”

“The vamp is the top of the toe, then there’s the counter, at the heel, the topline, the heel breast, the pitch…” Betsy named off the parts of a shoe quickly and easily. Didn’t even have to think. My jaw sort of dropped.

Miss Benton smiled at me. “A little confusing, Ed?”

“It’s like another language!” I blurted.

The girls all giggled. Funny, it wasn’t mean, but it was sort of embarrassing. I thought about all the times I had delivered such laughter.

“Now, ladies, don’t laugh at Ed. Betsy, what are the parts of a car?”

Betsy blinked. “Well, uh…the thing you put the gas in…and then there’s tires… and…”

Miss Benton interrupted her. “That’s fine.” She turned to me. “Different upbringings. Different matters of importance. Let me ask you, Ed…which is more important? Knowing the parts of a car, or knowing how to dress well?

I figured out the trap. “For men’s it one, for women the other.”

“Exactly, but not for all cases. Betsy, what kind of shoes should you wear to work on a car?”

“With all that yucky grease and stuff?”

Miss Benton smiled.

I had twice the homework that night. Miss Benton had given me a book listing all the parts of clothes that women should know. Alice sat up with me again, and quizzed me.

“What are the parts of a purse?”

“Handle, zipper, strap, binding, tab…” I tried to remember everything.

“What are the styles of a dress?

“Waistline, skirt, flounce, pep…pep…”

“Peplum, here’s the definition…” she pushed her ipad at me and I read… “a short flared, gathered, or pleated strip of fabric attached at the waist of a woman's jacket, dress, or blouse to create a hanging frill or flounce.”

“Exactly. Now go on…”

“Peplum, bodice…”

“What are some summer hats?”

“Straw, wide-brimmed…” I went on.

Finally, it was late and I was super tired, we were getting ready for bed, and I turned to her.

“Honey. I did well tonight.”

“Yes, you did. For a pig you have a very fast mind.”

I opened my mouth and closed it. She giggled.

“I know what you want, and you can forget it. This will inspire you do to a good job, to graduate with honors.”

I groaned.

We got into bed and she cuddled up against me. She took me in hand, massaged my balls, and kissed me passionately.

“Oh, honey, this is so delicious. I wish I had thought of this before. Are you aware that you are already more polite?”

“Polite enough to make love?”

“Not a chance. But I’ll tell you what you can do…”

“What?” I asked eagerly.

“Well, you know you’re not supposed to cum, but it’s not very polite to make your wife do without.”

“What? But if you cum I should cum!”

“But I’m not the little piggy. I’m not the one who insulted women and got in trouble. I’m not the one who’s wife has to stay up late and make sure he learns his lessons.”

“Oh, jeez.”

“So, if you could get down there and show your appreciation…”

And…I hate to admit it, but she was right. She was helping me, and it was all my fault. I slithered under the blankets and crawled between her legs.

Oh, she smelled good. She had that musky odor that gets me aroused in quick snap time. Not that I wasn’t already aroused. In fact, I was harder than a baseball bat covered with steel.

I began with light licks to her snatch, rubbing along the line of the labia with my tongue. I found myself at the clitoris. I put my lips over it and began licking and sucking.

Alice moaned and held my head. It was obvious that me not fucking her had made her a wee bit horny, too.

“Use your fingers…” she groaned, thrusting her hips into my face.

I slid back a fraction and inserted a finger, then two fingers. Alice especially like it when I hooked my fingers and rubbed. I suppose this stimulated her G-spot. Whatever that was. And then it hit me. It hit me so hard I froze.

Alice, needless to say, noticed. “What? Why’d you stop?”

“What are the parts of a pussy?” I blurted.

She started laughing. Belly laughing. It was so odd, so incongruous, and yet…logical, considering what I had been doing.

Finally, she managed to blurt out, “Clitoris, inner labia, vaginal opening, clitoral hood, urethral opening, outer labia.”

I raised my head up under the covers and stared at her. “Really?”

“You men are so stupid. You don’t even know what you’re putting your dicks into.” She began laughing again. Then: “Now get back to work and finish me off.”

I lowered my head and and began licking, and now I was thinking of each part as I used my mouth. Clitoris. Labia. Clitoral hood.

Shortly Alice was gasping and bucking, and she had the most wonderful orgasm.

We lay there then. Me on my back, my dick pointing at the moon. Her on her side, hugging me.

She said, “I ordered you one of those chastity thingies.”

“No.”

“Yes, and you know what?”

“What?”

“I like you like this.”

Funny thing, I was actually enjoying it, too. Not getting my rocks off was leaving me with surpluses of energy. And I had something to look forward to.

“Now spoon me.”

She rolled over on her other side, facing away from me.

I turned and moved close to her. I fitted my front to her back. My cock poked against her ass crack. She giggled and wiggled her butt, and I groaned.

“Good, little piggy,” she murmured, then she went to sleep.

It was an hour before I finally drifted off.

Wednesday.

“Good morning, class!”

“Good morning Miss Benton.”

“Today we are going to talk nails. “Ed, how long should a woman’s nails be?”

I was used to getting the short end of the stick by now. I said. “Short enough to be functional. To be able to type and stuff, and yet long enough to…uh…to…”

Miss Benton grinned. “Long enough to what?” She obviously knew what I was having trouble with.

“Well, uh,” I actually blushed, “To be sexy.”

A couple of the girls smiled at my discomfit.

“Tell me, Ed, does the word ‘sexy’ embarrass you?”

“Uh, yeah. Sort of.”

“Why?”

“Well, it’s something women do…”

“Hmm. Women do…but men don’t?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“What Ed is trying to focus on, ladies, is that men can whistle at women, and even make crude comments, when surrounded by their own kind, of course, but they have a hard time actually dealing with the subject.”

I didn’t want to say a word. This was like a mine field for me. Miss Benton, however, liked to do the fox trot in a mine field.

“Tell me, Ed, do you look at women and make judgements as to whether they are sexy or not?”

“Uh, yeah.” In a way, that’s why I was in this class.

“Do you think women don’t?”

This actually stopped me. I simply blinked and thought stopped. I was blank.

The girls in the class all turned and looked at me.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

“It seems that Mr. Swanson is having a, pardon the phrase, a ‘brain fart.’”

Everybody laughed.

Oddly, I was so brain farted that their laughter didn’t phase me. I finally managed to say, “Uhhh.”

“Mr. Swanson. Ed. Let me break the news to you. Everything a man does, judgments as to what is sexy and what is not, getting horny, telling dirty jokes…women do it too, and they do it better.”

I blinked. My mind was starting to focus on what she was saying.

“Do you talk to your wife?”

“Yes.”

“And do you ever discuss matters of sex?”

“Yes.”

“And…”

“I think I understand.”

“Excellent. Of course we all know that sometimes it is inappropriate to talk of certain things, but there are also times when it is very appropriate. For instance, what we just talked about, outside the parameters of this class, you would rarely discuss. In this class, however, since you are the white elephant, we can occasionally discuss them. Just be careful Very careful.”

“Yes, ma’am.” And there was something in my voice that made the girls consider me thoughtfully.

I had the feeling that my universe had just shifted.

“Okay, ladies, about nails. What are the parts of the nails? Ed? Do you want to try?”

Something in me had lifted, and I grinned. “There’s the point and the head. There’s nine penny and ten penny…”

Miss Benton blinked, then smiled. “Well done, Ed. One of you ladies wish to give it a try?”

One of the girls chanted, “The free edge is the part beyond the finger. The nail plate sits over the finger. The lunula is the white crescent at the back of the nail…”

“Excellent, now, blessed are we for our white elephants, for we have a person in this room who has never had his nails done. At least I don’t think he has. And we can practice our nail techniques on him.”

My mouth opened, and, once again, nothing came out. Then I was surrounded by the girls, moved to a chair in front of the class, and they began working on my hands.

Miss Benton: “Push those cuticles back. Betsy, what shape should we use for Ed?”

“Well, I’d love to put long stilettos on him, but we should probably put him in simple ovals.”

“Good choice, but I think to make his fat hands—pardon me, Ed—look more slender we should go for almond.”

Soon my fingernails were prepared, and I watched in fascination as my fingernails grew instantly longer. And…I hate to say it, my dick started getting longer.

Heysoos Xristo! Why would I get erect over this? Then I pushed it aside, tried to ignore it, tried to focus on learning about what was happening.

“We’re using hard gel nails, Ed. They will last longer. You will have to take care of them, but you shouldn’t have any trouble with that, right?”

I shook my head.

Then, disaster, one of the girls was handling a bottle of polish, and she dropped it…right on my lap.

I stifled a groan.

She picked up the bottle, looked at me, and our eyes met. She was grinning. She knew I had a bulge in my pants. She nudged one of the other girls, and before I knew it, everybody was glancing at my lap and giggling.

Another bottle was ‘accidentally’ dropped on my lap. And the girl who picked it up pushed down before she lifted the bottle up.

My eyes were wide. And here was the weird thing. I had groped, on occasion, but I had never been groped myself.

It was an invasion, an intrusion, yet, as a guy, I didn’t complain. I enjoyed, and turned red, and felt my dick get hard and throb.

Miss Benton: “Betsy, Ed looks a little freaked out. Why don’t you put a damp cloth over his eyes. Ed, you can just relax. Take a nap if you want.”

Betsy put a cloth over my face and I closed my eyes and tried to relax. I was so aware of  how my dick was pulsing. Yet, there was nothing I could do. I tried to think of baseball, and wound up imagining naked women frolicking around the diamond. Fuck!

Finally, my nails were done. But I was drowsing. I was barely aware of little giggles, then Miss Benton shook me awake.

“What?” I was still under the damp cloth, and slightly confused. I could feel that the girls had left the room.

“Ed?”

“Yes?”

I realized that Mis Benton was leaning her weight on my wrists, keeping my hands in place.

“Getting your nails done made you horny, didn’t it?”

I didn’t say anything.

“No need to speak, the evidence is in your lap.”

Heysoos, I was erect!

“Are you ready to see your nails?”

“Sure.”

She released my hands and stepped back.

I took off the wet cloth, and felt my fingers, so long, so…oh, shit! They were bright red!

“But I thought they were just going to be a little pinkish, flesh colored, whatever!”

They were a quarter inch longer than my real nails, and they weren’t oval, they were extended oval, VERY feminine.

Miss Benton pulled up a chair and sat down. She was amused, a smile on her face, as she contemplated me.

“We need to talk.”

Oh, no! That phrase again!

I stared at her.

“I know why you’re here, Ed. Furthermore, I’m close friends with some of the ladies in the company. In particular, I’m more than close friends with some. Cow Tits is my niece.”

“Oh, God. I’m sorry.”

“So you can imagine my surprise, and delight, when I discovered who HR had sent down to me. And I immediately went up to talk to June, and…well, I guess you can imagine what was said.”

“I’m sorry for what I said. I never should have called your niece ‘cow tits.’”

“That’s all right. You’re getting your lesson. We’ll be able to get past it…eventually. After I’m done with you.”

“Oh.”

She suddenly leaned forward and placed her hand on my crotch. Right on my bulge. “I also called your wife. I wanted to make sure that it was okay with her. We women, you see, are sort of a sisterhood. Sometimes we have our little arguments, but underneath it all…we are sisters. Do you know what your wife said when I explained what I was going to do to you?”

“No.”

“She said…‘It will be good for him.’”

And I knew that was the truth. Alice had been enjoying this from the get go. Heck, if last night was any indication, she was even getting wet over it all. She liked pushing me around. And after her telling me about bullies.

And then I had another thought. Had I really been that much of a bully to my wife? And the conclusion…yes. And in that moment I was really, really sorry.

“So, Mr. Swanson, Edwina, enjoy your new nails, and know this…it’s only going to get worse.”

She pushed down on my dick and rose up. She sauntered out of the room chuckling.

I worked that afternoon. At first I tried to hide my hands, but the other fellows and gals kept finding excuses to come by my booth and stare at my nails.

“Hey, Eddie, baby.” Chuck chuckled.

“Nice color, Ed,” one of the girls observed.

“Meow!” was a common comment, along with a scratching motion of the hand.

My face, of course, was redder than red. It could have passed for a fire engine.

And the guys and gals wouldn’t let up. In fact, I was so disturbed that my eyes filled with tears several times. Oh, I didn’t overflow, but it was a close thing.

I arrived home shortly after nine. I walked into the house like a condemned man on the way to his gallows.

“Oh, my,” said Alice, admiringly. “They really did a number on you.”

“Yes. They did. Can I have a drink?”

“I’d like to say no, make you suffer, but you look like you need a little unconsciousness.” She handed me a drink.

“You talked to Miss Benton,” I said, taking the drink.

“I did. she was nice enough to call me up and prepare me.”

“And you talked with her last week. When this all started.”

“Guilty.”

I sat down, took a big slug, and looked at how my long, red nails were wrapped around the glass.

Alice sat next to me and looked at my other hand. “Oh, my. What a professional job. And these are going to be long lasting. Of course, when they do start to wear off I’ll help you fix them, and you might want to try a few other colors.”

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you.”

“You have no idea. Furthermore…you have another ‘no idea’ in store for you.”

“What?”

Don’t you just love Amazon overnight?”

I was blank, then I got it.

“That’s right, love of my life. Your personal penis prison has arrived. Would you mind if I sucked on you for a while? Right now? I want to embed the memory of your penis in my mind before we lose it for the next nine months.”

“Oh, God.”

“Just think. You won’t be able to masturbate, to even touch it. And you’ll have to sit down to pee, just like a girl. Only I’ll be able to touch it. I’ll have the only keys, and I’ll let you out every couple of days just to clean you, to wash you, and maybe to give you a little suckee suck, to remind you of what a penis feels like. Or should feel like, if it wasn’t locked away.”

Alice slowly unzipped me, watched me, grinned at me. I took a long drink, then watched as her red nails took out my penis and stroked it. Then she moved her head down and took me in mouth. I could feel her tongue licked at the underside of the head. I was horny already, and this was torture of the most extreme kind. Within a minute I felt myself start to throb, and knew I was going to shoot my load. So she stopped, and laughed at me, and even kissed me. Then she poured me another drink and waited for my dick to go down.

It took a while, but my dick did finally shrink, and she brought out the gift that keeps on giving.

She pulled my balls through a ring.

“Ow! Take it easy!”

“Take it easy yourself, Cow Tits.” She pushed a tube over my cock, then attached the ring to the tube. Finally, she picked up a small padlock, held it up for me to look at, giggled, and inserted the lock into the ring.

CLICK!

Had that little piece of metal really sounded that loud?

“Okay, lover. What’s for homework tonight? I want to get it done so we can go to bed. I’m feeling a wee bit horny.”

“Good morning, Miss Benton!”

I was still blushing, very red in the face.

She smiled at me and said, “Today we are going to go into make up.”

I felt myself sinking. Deeper and deeper. Into despair. I wish I’d never thought of the name ‘Cow Tits.’

“Mr. Swanson has been so easy to work with, let’s continue with our little transformation.

The girls all clapped their hands, moved me to the chair in front of the classroom, and surrounded me.

I sat, my face feeling like a fire was burning on it, and the girls cleansed me, moisturized me, and began transforming me.

Every once in a while one of them would hold a mirror up so I could see their progress.

I watched as my skin grew pale, then showed blush, and became a seamless new skin.

They worked on my eyes. They put light grey around them, made them smokey and, I hate to say it, alluring. Finally, the piece de resistance…lip stain.

Not short lasting lip stick, but long lasting lip stain. That’s right, they actually stained my skin. I was going to have red, juicy lips for several days.

And gloss, to top it off, to give me that sheen of sexiness that looks so good on women, but men…but men…was I even a man anymore?

And while I was being made up Miss Benton sat in front of me, commented, gave instructions, and she was not gentle.

“Doesn’t he have wonderful skin? Really, Ed, you should consider transitioning all they way. We’ll get you some breast forms, but you really need your own set of knockers.”

I took it all stoically. I had to do this. my job was at stake. And…I was erect.

I was blushing ten shades of red, but underneath it all, my penis was singing. It was hard and pulsing

The girls could see it. Miss Benton could definitely see it. And the game of ‘drop something in his lap and pick it up’ was commenced.

A can of cream. A tube of lipstick. A bottle of lotion. Item after item was dropped in my lap, and my dick responded with fresh pulsings, and the girls slowly picked up the dropped items.

I groaned, and Miss Benton laughed.

One of the girls took Miss Benton aside and whispered to her, and I heard Miss Benton tell the girl, in a voice loud enough for everybody to hear: “He’s got a chastity tube on. His wife must not trust him. Feel it if you want. He’s harmless.”

And they did feel it. And I grew hornier and hornier. My dick was desperate to grow to its fullness, but all it could do was feel the frustration of being trapped, of surging against unmovable plastic.

Work, that day, was beyond beyond. I don’t even know if I was thinking, the way everybody stared at me.

Nobody said a word. They just stared. It was one thing to make fun of me for having nails, and it was another thing to see my face in full femme.

Then, about six l’clock, after dinner, something odd happened. I stopped caring.

I think I just used up my quotient of embarrassment. I ran out of humiliation.

I started working.

I made calls, talked to people, and just flat out ignored the stares. And things got easier after that. And I realized something: I had been playing for laughs, to be the big dude in the office, and I had lost the discipline that had made me the top salesman in the office.

Suddenly, I had it back. I think I made more sales that evening than I had made all week.

I felt like I was in an electrical groove. Charged up and set on the track and told to let it all out.

And I was horny, my dick was struggling eternally in my tube, but even that frustration fed me.

I felt like I had a bolt of lightening running right up the center of my body, and everything was crystal clear. I understood what customers were saying before they said them.

It was a rush I had never felt before in my life.

I went home, and couldn’t keep my eyes off my face in the rear view mirror, or my fingernails on the steering wheel.

There was a part of me that was horrified; there was a part of me that was steeped in pure joy.

I walked into the house and Alice’s face dropped. She stared at me and her mouth opened in shock. “Oh…my…sweet…heysoos!”

Yet, for a change, I wasn’t embarrassed. If anything, and I know this sounds odd, I was proud.

I couldn’t have articulated this pride, but I could feel the sensation welling within.

She walked around me. She touched my face. She had a drink ready for me, I saw it on the table, but she had forgotten about it. I walked over to the table, her in trail, picked up the drink and sipped.

Not guzzled, for that would not be ladylike. And over the past few days I had been educated as to what ‘ladylike’ really meant.

“Sit down,” Alice whispered.

I sat, and enjoyed her sitting right on my lap and examining my make up.

“You make a more beautiful woman than me.”

“I doubt that.” but I was good looking. And, courtesy of my natural looks, I didn’t look like a man with make up on. I looked more like a girl with a man’s body.

She placed her arms over my shoulders and just sat there for a long moment, staring at me.

At my lips, my eyes, the smooth blend of my skin.

She leaned forward and touched her lips to mine, and I understood why there are air kisses. There was a part of me that didn’t want my make up mussed.

But there was also a part of me that wanted to rip off my cock cage, throw Alice on the floor and sink my dick to the hilt.

But now I was a lady, and I had discipline, so I just sat there and we kissed lightly. And hungrily.

And she said: “God, I love you like this. I don’t want a woman…but I do. I want you as a woman. I want you to put your penis in my pussy and wiggle it around…while wearing make up.”

“And a dress,” I offered.

“And a dress,” she nodded.

“And lingerie and tits and everything.”

“Everything,” she breathed me in, ground upon my caged cock. “Now let’s got to bed. I hate to say it, but your make up is about to be destroyed by my pussy.”

We went to bed, and she undressed me. She held my cock in her hands and stared at me. I knew she wanted to take it out and use it, but women have discipline. She just settled for a few kisses, then we climbed into bed.

“Do me, Cow Tits.”

I didn’t mind being called that, and I went to work. I fucked her with my face. I stuck my fingers in her. I gobbled her snatch like it was the last one in the world.

She moaned and held me, and I have never felt her so hungry, so insistent, so wet.

Hell, she was a gusher, soaking my face with her juices.

“Oh, baby…oh, baby,” she kept chanting.

I fucked her with my tongue. I finger banged her, and she began to climb for the stars.

“Oh…oh!” She was out of her mind with lust. If you had asked her her name at that moment she wouldn’t have understood, let alone remember who she was.

And, when she was done, she lay dazed, as if she was the one exhausted by a 13 hour day. And she wrapped herself around me, her tits pressed up against me, her hand on my cage.

Neither of us slept much, we were just too wired by my appearance. We were happy. Sublimely happy.

“Good morning, class!”

We greeted Miss Benton. She came and inspected me.

“Wonderful, Edwina. Your wife helped you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent.” She turned to the class. “Okay, we have a test on Monday, which means today will be a dry run. You will model clothes, we will discuss make up and nails, and we will work on your comportment, how to walk and act like a woman.

“Ed, I have a special surprise for you.”

“Ma’am?”

She picked up a bag that was near the chair at the front of the class. She pulled out a brassiere and breast forms.

The girls all applauded, and giggled, and glanced at me.

“You are doing so well, and it would be odd if you had a flat chest, so we have decided to help you out. I want to make sure everything is the right size, so if you could come get undressed?”

I didn’t want to. I had been feeling so good the night before, but I was a little down now. Not depressed, just…down.

“Come on, Edwina.”

The girls all looked at me and started a low chant.

“Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a!”

I finally stood up, to their cheers and applause, and went to the front of the class. I took off my shirt, showing a growing dexterity with my long fingernails. I unbuckled my pants and let them drop. I kicked off my shoes and pants and then, nothing else for it, I dropped my drawers.

The girls all gasped when they saw my chastity tube.

“It’s a simple device to curb his desires, ladies.”

They had felt it, but now to see it…

“He won’t be able to stand and pee, he’ll have to sit, but at least we’ll have no more of that unsightly bulge.”

The girls tittered. Then one raised a hand. “Miss Benton, can we…feel it?”

“Of course. Edwina?”

I was about to put on panties, but I stopped.

The girls all clustered around and began feeling my package.

“Oh, feel his testicles!”

“They’re so hot!”

“Look at his peeny struggling to get out!”

Finally, the show was over, and Miss Benton told me to put on my underwear.

“See how his penis sort of disappears?”

It was true, my front was flat.

Then the bra. I figured out how to put it on, then Miss Benton slipped the forms into the cups.

“Men have wider chests than women, so we had to get him extra large forms to make it natural appearing.”

I stood there and one of the girls held up a small mirror. I was able to see my reflection. My body was slender, I always was a thin fellow, but my boobs were gigantic.

“Oh, my.” I whispered.

“Okay, let’s dress Miss Edwina and see how she looks.”

That afternoon I worked totally en femme. I walked past the gawping guys and gals, sat down, and began to work.

And, like the day before, I was focused, like a laser.

And the feeling in my chest, the rising lightening bolt of heat, it was almost overwhelming.

At dinner time one of the fellows, Charles, came to my booth. I had given up going to the cafeteria and just nibbled at hard boiled eggs and granola bars in my booth.

“Hey, Ed. How’s it going.”

“Pretty good, Charles. Hows it going with you?”

“Pretty good. Eh…Ed?”

“Yep?”

“How long is this…uh…dress thing going to go on?”

“I’m in a class to make me a better man. I think it’s working. I sure feel better.”

“Oh, okay.” And the conversation went nowhere else.

Charles and I had been good buddies. He had laughed the hardest when I jacked off in that woman’s shoe. Now we were different. I was glowing, and different. Alive in a ways he couldn’t understand.

He was just an office schmuck. A drone making a wage.

I was driven. Disciplined…like a woman.

Sure gave me pause to think. I had resisted this program…and now, look at me.

I went home, full femme, and Alice was waiting for me. She literally jumped into my arms, giggled at the feeling of my tits pressing into her, and kissed me voraciously. Then she pulled me to the floor, wiggled out of her dress, and made me eat her to a frothy squirt.

“Oh, my,” she said, when she was sated. “I never knew it could be like this.”

“Could I have a drink?” I quipped.

She giggled and slapped me on the arm. “Oh, you. Acting like it was nothing.” Then she stopped and frowned. “Is it? Nothing?”

I took her in my arms and kissed her. Hard. Not caring about my make up. “It’s something. It’s really something. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s like I’ve got a charge of electricity exploding in my chest. And life…life seems so much fun.”

To Alice’s delight, I spent that weekend as a woman. We worked on the way I walked, mannerisms, that sort of thing. I learned more about repairing make up, how to walk in high heels, and it was fun.

It was especially fun having to service my wife.

Alice had always been okay with sex, but her drive was definitely less than mine. Now the shoe was on the other foot. Now she was so damned horny, and I, though I was hornier, was able to stand back and act more reticent.

The truth was I wanted sex so much, I was so erect and horny that I was actually dripping, that I loved being horny and dripping more than I wanted to fuck.

So I would act aloof, and she would beg me, or get tough with me, or otherwise play the game, and I ate her out probably a half a dozen times that weekend. And always to a thunderous orgasm.

She liked me as a man; she loved me as a woman.

Sunday night we went over what I was to wear, things I needed to know, tips on fixing my face, then we went to bed. Where she attacked me without mercy.

I was actually a little tired when I awoke on Monday morning, but the energy from not cumming quickly brought me up to speed. By the time I arrived at work I had that humming electricity filling my chest. I was brighter and chipper than I had ever been.

I walked through the building, greeting people cheerfully, and ignored their stares, they still weren’t used to the female me. I made my way to the warehouse.

I walked up to Janet, in receiving, and greeted her.

She looked at me and was blank.

“I’m Ed Swanson.”

Her eyes lit up, and shut down.

Lit up because she realized I was a man. Shut down because, well, because I had called her ‘Cow Tits.”

“I just wanted to apologize. I‘ve been taking a class to teach me more about respect for women, and…I called you a name once, and I know it hurt your feelings, and I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. From the bottom of my heart…I’m sorry. And I’ll never say such a thing again. To anyone.”

Her face was sort of slack, then, slowly, she came to herself. “My aunt…she told me…are you the one?”

“I am. And your aunt is a marvelous woman and I have truly seen the error of my ways.”

“Wow. Well, I don’t know what to say. I do accept your apology, and…wow.”

I smiled and told her thanks, then continued back to the training room.

Because I had taken the time to apologize I was a couple of minutes late, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, it wasn’t a class, it was a party. Everybody was standing around, chatting, and even drinking champagne.

I went to Miss Benton and said: “I apologize for being tardy, but I went to the warehouse. I had to apologize to your niece.”

Her eyes opened a bit, then she smiled and air kissed me. “I think you may be our greatest success.”

“I hope so. I think that what you’ve done is spectacular, and there are a lot of people who could benefit from this kind of training.”

I accepted a glass of champagne then, and just in time. June Haver and Rhonda walked in.

They gave short speeches, then sat down to critique our choices in appearance.

Girl after girl stood up and was applauded, and congratulated, and complimented.

Finally, it was my turn.

I walked to the front of the class, trying to appear smooth in my heels. I pirouetted, smiled, and said, “I’d like to thank June and Rhonda for giving me this chance. I will try never to let them down.

For the next 9 months I attended weekly classes, classes designed to improve my already heightened knowledge and appearance.

I learned all manner of things, and my sales statistics started to go through the roof.

I outdid the guys easily, and I even outdid the girls. Simply, I had my discipline back, and my joy of life, and I outworked everybody.

And I didn’t waste my time bullying or making insulting jokes.

In fact, after 9 months I was promoted, in charge of all sales. And the first thing I did was talk to the guys, tell them the secret of my success, and encourage them to take Miss Benton’s class.

“Charles, you’re standing where I stood 9 months ago. You’re adequate, but no shining light bulb. You’re probably starting to think this is a dead end job, that you’re not being paid enough, but let me tell you something: The world is changing, and men are pretty stupid.

“You look at the young men of today, they spend all their time playing video games, and fall behind in school. They don’t develop the discipline it takes to make it in this world. They don’t have much of a sense of self worth, and they certainly aren’t much to look at.

“You can change that. You can change it for yourself, and you can change it for others. Simply look at the group that is winning, that is outdoing men, and copy them. It’s not bad to do what is working for others. In fact, it’s smart.

“Now, Miss Benton’s class is a tough one, it will change your attitudes, your opinion of yourself, and a lot of other things. So I have only one question for you: are you man enough to be a woman?”

The response to little speeches like that one was marvelous. Guys were going through the course, and their sales statistics were going up, and they were much happier.

Many of them tell me how much more sex they are getting.

And, speaking of sex…

I arrived home on a Friday evening. I was wearing a pencil skirt and heels, blouse and short jacket, and was made up to the nines. My eyes were scintillating, my lipstick looked luscious, and I was the picture of the successful woman.

I stepped into the kitchen and Alice was waiting for me. She a drink in her hand, pushed it into mine, and said, “You know what today is?”

“I believe I do.”

“You get to get out of prison. You get to get into me.”

I grinned, and then I sobered.

“What?”

“Honey. I’ve been thinking.”

“About?”

“What a good thing we’ve got going. And I don’t want to mess it up.”

Her face became solemn. “Spell it out for me.”

“Well, if I get out of my chastity device, and squirt my seed in you, then the edge will be gone. Oh, I am sure we could build it up again, but…why fix what isn’t broken?”

“So you’re saying you don’t want to get out of jail…you don’t want to plunge your dick into me…you want to…?”

“I want to stay a woman. In fact, I was just talking to June, and she was telling me that insurance might cover breast augmentation.”

“Augmentation means making bigger. But you don’t have any at all.”

“But I’d like to have some. Big ones, like these fakes.”

“What’s in it for me?”

“Well, I know you’ve been using a dildo since I…uh, the program started. And I think that’s good, and maybe you could get another dildo, and, uh…”

“Uh, what?”

“Maybe you could use one on me?”

She stood with furrowed brow for a long minute.

“A guy does need to be relieved every once in a while, and there’s this milking thing I read about, and…

She grabbed my hand. “Honey?” She led me back to the bathroom. “There’s only one thing to do.”

“What’s that?” I was actually a little fearful. I had thought over this little speech for weeks, months, and now that push was come to shove…

In the bathroom she reached up to her necklace. The key to my chastity device was on it. She took it off, dropped it in the toilet, and flushed it.

“Are you ready for your milking?”

We both smiled.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: Stepforth cov use.jpg]

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

The Stepforth Husband


Feminization was His Punishment!

She emasculated him, then feminized him!


PART ONE

“So you’re Josh Baker.”

Josh stared at the woman. She was five foot six and built. thin waist flaring hips, big boobs, and lips that looked like they could give a great suck. The eyes were a little mean, but he didn’t mind that. What he did mind was that she was too old for him. When he was younger he used to get off on MILFs. Loved them cougars. Zowie. But now he was in his twenties, and he wanted to take advantage of the young stuff before it was too late. One day he’d be old and those sweet, young things would be passing him by. He’d be too old.

“And who are you?”

“Jocelyn Rankin.”

Josh blinked and squinted. Of course. She had looked familiar, and now he knew why. “You’re Tammy’s mother! Good lord! Pleased to meet you.”

He indicated the other side of the booth.

Jocelyn slid in, a mature, wise woman with jaded eyes. And especially jaded in the case of Josh Baker.

“Obviously you know I’ve been going out with your daughter. She’s a fine woman. She’s really something.”

Jocelyn gave Josh the gimlet eyes.

He ran out of words under that stare.

She said, “I’d like you to move on.”

“Pardon me?”

“I’d like you to leave my daughter alone. I’d like you to move on to other pastures.”

He shook his head a bit and said, “I’m sorry. I don’t think I understand.”

“It’s simple. Dump her. Don’t see her again. I don’t care how you do it, but…scoot.”

“Ma’am, Mrs. Rankin, I love your daughter. We have plans.”

“Cancel your plans. No more plans. Go find somebody else. Somebody more your style.”

Josh was silent. The waitress came by and he smiled at her. “Whiskey for me. Would you like something?”

“Manhattan.”

“And a Manhattan.”

The waitress headed for the bar and Josh and Jocelyn stared at each other.

Josh broke the silence. “Perhaps you could enlighten me as to why you want to break us up?”

Jocelyn dug into her large purse. She lifted out a folder and slid it across the table towards him.

“Josie stands to inherit a sizable amount of money. Naturally, I am protective. Towards that end I have a private investigator look into any suitors.”

Josh opened the folder and stared at the contents. Pictures of him. All the way back to high school. And his girlfriends. Lots of girlfriends.

“You do not have a suitable history, Mr. Baker. You have illegitimate children, which children you refuse to take responsibility for. You have been arrested for battery, and how you managed to get out of jail time my PI was unable to ascertain. You are a drunk. You fuck anything that comes along. You have had a series of visits to hospitals to be cured of such things as Gonorrhea, Syphilis, and other STDs. You have paid women money for their services, gotten in fights with pimps, and…well, it’s all there.” She waved her hand towards the folder.

Josh perused the contents of the folder for a long minute. It was true, all too true. But it was ancient history.

He looked up at the older woman. “Nothing since I met Josie. Check your dates. I haven’t seen another woman, I haven’t been in trouble with the law. As far as my two illegitimate children…there is some confusion as to who the father is. I have asked for DNA tests, but both women have refused.”

“Be that as it may, I still must insist you move on.”

The drinks arrived and Josh lifted his and sipped. He replaced it on the little square napkin and said, “Nope.”

“I will tell my daughter all of this. I will show her your history.”

“She knows most of it. I’ve been honest with her. And before this turns into a major tiff, let me say that I don’t think she’s going to appreciate you trying to manipulate her life. With all respect, she has mentioned that she is…not happy…with the way you’ve inserted yourself into her life.”

Jocelyn’s legs were crossed over the knees and one foot bobbed. She was irritated.

I know people. I can get you a job in another state. A well paying job.”

Josh sighed and shook his head. In his mind love couldn’t be bought.

“I can have a couple of my people pay a visit and convince you.”

“Lady, you’ve read my file. You know that I’ve studied boxing. I’m a fighter. I do well in a fight. And in the event that I do not come out on top…when I am laying in the hospital and Josie visits me I will tell her everything.”

He leaned forward. “If she wants to dump me, then so be it. I love her and I’ll abide by her wishes. But for you to come along and try this crap…you should know better.”

Jocelyn was breathing hard now, squinting at Josh. Her eyes were fiery with rage. She was a rich bitch who was used to be obeyed, and the idea that this…this…peasant could sass her…it was almost too much to bear.

Abruptly she stood up, gathered in the folder, and stomped off. As well as she could in high heels.

Josh watched her straight back and round ass as she headed for the door. He let out air and tried to calm himself down. Heysoos. What a bitch.

Well, he had taken care of her. She wouldn’t be bothering him again. At least not until the wedding and he called her ‘mom.’

He sipped his drink, listened to the music, and tried to relax. He was totally unaware that when Jocelyn left the bar she had signaled to three men. Plan B was about to be put into action.

Josh sat and listened to the music for ten minutes. The band was good, and he figured he had a half hour before he met Josie, so why not enjoy.

Suddenly a girl tripped and fell…right on his table. Her hand knocked over his whiskey. “Oh, crap!” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m…I’m a little tipsy.”

Josh stood up and brushed some liquid off his pants. No big deal, and he grinned.

“Let me get you a new drink.”

“Hey, that’s okay.”

But the girl wasn’t about to be put off. She was a good looking thing wearing a skirt and a pearl snap skirt. Her legs were pretty good perched on her high heels.

“Smells like whiskey,” she looked up at him. “Just hold here for a second.”

He protested, but she was gone to the bar.

Josh sighed. Normally he would have tried to pick the girl up, but not since he met Josie. Josie was the one for him. He thought about just leaving, but that would be rude, and he did want to listen to a couple more songs. He sat down and waited.

Across the room the lead guitarist thought he was Van Halen, and he was doing a pretty good job of double tapping. The audience was yelling and hooting, and…the girl came back with his whiskey.

She placed it on the table, and sat down opposite him. She put her hand below the table and dropped a little packet. The packet had contained a white substance, a roofie, and it had been poured into Josh’s whiskey.

“Well, thanks, but you really didn’t have to.”

“Sure I did. You like the band?”

“Yeah, they’re pretty good.”

The girl raised her glass for a toast, and he clinked and drank. He didn’t taste any of the white powder.

He listened to the music for another fifteen, then glanced at his watch. “Been a pleasure,” he smiled at the girl. “And thanks for the drink.”

He stood up and almost fell down. Suddenly he was dizzy.

“What the fuck?”

She caught his arm and said, “You just drank too fast. I’ll walk you out.”

He nodded, and was trying to figure out what happened to his thinking process. Everything was moving slower, and he was thinking like he was a five inch turd in a four inch pipe.

The girl grabbed his arm and guided him towards the front door. He stumbled and tripped, and suddenly felt another pair of hands helping him walk.

“Let me help,” some big guy in a suit half lifted him up. And it was good, because he was about to collapse. His feet wobbled, his ankles felt like drunken worms, and his whole sense of balance was skewed. The world spun and dipped and he could barely hold on to consciousness. Then he couldn’t. The world spun away and he spun with it.

“Hey, baby. Do you love me?” The girl from the bar was named Lisa. She wasn’t wearing a skirt and a pearl snap shirt now. Now she was wearing a blue negligee that accentuated her charms. And her charms, played down in the bar so she could make contact, were abundant.

The negligee was see through blue, flimsy, and her breasts thrust out. The nipples were rigid and electric hot.

“What…who are…” Josh was laying on a sofa, holding his head, wondering what was happening.

Lisa lay next to him. She was on her side, and he was half under her. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. She moaned and closed her eyes slightly. “Oh, honey.” She grabbed his crotch. “You’re big. Take off your clothes.

“Dizzy, unaware, Josh started unbuttoning his shirt, even as he said, “I don’t want to!”

Lisa groaned inside. She had been working this jerk for ten minutes, and usually that was enough. She had them undressed and dick inserted and the film was in the can. But this guy…all he did was keep asking where his girlfriend was.

Suddenly she sat up, pushing Josh to the side. He was still on the couch and he was unbuttoning his shirt, then buttoning it…he couldn’t make up his mind, even though he was loaded with rohypnol.

“Jim, this guy is impossible.”

Jim was the big guy in the suit who had helped her get the mark out of the bar. Now he was in the shadows, behind a camera, and he was a little frustrated, too. What happened to the days when you just conked a guy on the head and took naked pictures and that was enough? Now everybody wanted a damn movie production. Camera, action, get your dick out and screw, bozo!

He rubbed his jaw with one hand. “Look, just get him nude. We can lose some of the sound, we can cut and splice. Just get a few suggestive poses. Get him naked, suck his dick and I’ll work around it.”

Lisa nodded. She turned to Josh, who was still buttoning and unbuttoning. She sighed. This guy must have really pissed somebody off.

“Stop stalling,” she whispered. She sat down next to him and unbuttoned his shirt. Even then he tried to push her hands away. “Don’t wanna.”

“Sure you do. Come on, honey, help me out here.”

She got his shirt off, then his pants. His shoes were already off, and now all she had to do was remove his pants. Still, the damned fool wouldn’t stop struggling.

Finally, in spite of his drugged resistance, she pulled his underwear off. He was a handsome fellow, his body was cut, very strong, like he was an athlete or something. What was nice was that his cock was  a big one. Glancing at the camera, she smiled, and went down on Josh.

Drugged, out of his mind, his resistance faded as her mouth engulfed him. He tried to sit up, but she pushed him back with a hand and gobbled him. She deep throated him, she turned her face so it looked natural, but was best presented to the camera.

Behind the camera Jim smiled. Lisa was sure a pro. He watched the images flash over the little flap monitor sticking out of the side of the camera.

Lisa held Josh’s balls in her hands, she lifted him, and he had to raise his hips to avoid pain. It looked like he was thrusting his cock into her mouth.

She put her hands under his buns then and lifted. She suckled his balls, and he groaned with the pleasure.

He wondered where Josie was. “Josie?” he asked of no one, of everyone.

Fuck, thought Lisa. She’s sucking his dick like it was the last one in the world and he still wants some bitch. This guy was really stuck on whoever this girl was. Lucky girl, but that made Lisa’s job all the harder.

From behind the camera Jim said, “Don’t worry about it. You’re looking good.”

Josh tried to sit up again. “Who’s that?”

Lisa pushed him down, she grabbed his cock and pulled it so he had to raise his hips. When he did she pushed a finger into his ass.

“Fuck!” wheezed Josh, looking around. “What the fuck!” But it looked like he was really trying to get his cock into her mouth.

“Fuck him now,” suggested Jim.

Lisa climbed on top of Josh. Smiling for the camera, looking wanton and sexy, she slid down his pole.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. He was big. She fell forward and caught herself with her hands on his chest.

“Oh,” muttered Jim. “Josie?”

Son of a bitch. Again with the name!

She began fucking him in earnest. He might be fuck stupid, but his body responded to her efforts. Finally, his body took over. He might not know what he was doing or want to fuck, but his body responded to stimulus. He grabbed her and flipped her over. Now he was on top, his legs between hers, and he started to drive his spike into her.

Suddenly Lisa was blinking and gasping. He was jamming that big dick into her with a power that shocked her.

Josh rammed an rammed.

Behind the camera Jim exulted. He heard Lisa mewling, but the shots were great! This guy was really fucking now, and there was going to be no doubt that he wanted this.

“Hey…hey…” Lisa cried, breathless, her pussy being pummeled by his power. “Sto…sto…stop!”

Jim chuckled. Now it looked a little like rape. Lisa was a genius!

Except that Lisa wasn’t so much a genius as she was getting turned on. Up till now it had just been a job. Get his dick in her, move around a bit, and get the compromising pics. But this guy wasn’t like other marks. He was fucking her so good she was responding. Her body was liking it, and suddenly she started to feel an orgasm coming.

Fuck! Fuck! She didn’t want an orgasm! She wanted to keep this guy a mark. An orgasm meant attachment. She couldn’t risk that.

But Josh kept pushing into her, and now he was grabbing her breasts, sucking them, and she felt the heat exploding within.

“FUCK!” she cried, and the orgasm exploded through her, rocked her, made her arch, all her muscles spasming and locking.

Josh started to spew then. He pushed his hips forward, held his head up and said, “Josie! I love you!”

Behind the camera Jim frowned. Man, this was good stuff, but…but it looked like Lisa was actually enjoying it. He suddenly felt a little jealous. He and Lisa were professional about it, he didn’t mind that she fucked marks because there was good money in it and she didn’t really like the dopes. But she had never gotten off like this before.

Suddenly he stood up and walked around the camera. He trotted across the room and pulled Josh off his girl. “You son of a bitch!”

Josh fell back and hit the floor. He punched his fist into the air above him, wondering what was going on. Boxer’s reflex. Keep fighting.

But there was no fight.

Jim helped Lisa off the couch and held her. “You all right, baby?”

“Heysoos,” she muttered, still a little dazed by what had happened. “We blackmailed a lot of guys, but that’s the first time…crap.”

Jim glared at Josh, who was rolling around, trying to figure out who had hit him, pawing his hands at the air. Man, he wanted to kick the shit out of this guy, fucking his girlfriend like that, but he had orders not to hurt the guy, not to leave any marks on him.

In the darkness the camera was still recording.

Jim heard somebody groaning. Poor guy, he thought, must have had a hard night. Then he realized it was him that was in pain.

He opened his eyes and the world smacked him with a headache. He didn’t move his head. That would hurt even more.

It was daylight, and he was sitting in his truck.

He moved his eyes, and even that hurt. His eyeballs felt like somebody had been using them for ping pong balls.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

Slowly, memories came to him. He began wondering how he had gotten in this mess.

He had met Josie’s mother, a real ball buster, and she had laid it on him. He groaned, thinking of the files on himself he had read. Geez, that woman must have really…he blinked.

Really what? Hated him? Yeah, probably. But she hated everybody. Good looking, but…fuck…what had happened afterwards?

He turned his head an inch, and was immediately sorry. Pain lanced between his ears and ricocheted through his skull. It felt like somebody had shot him and the bullet was still traveling through his head.

But he saw where he was parked. Right outside the bar. In the gravel  parking lot. Neon signs blinked in the morning from the windows of the bar. There were no other cars in the lot.

He moved his hand enough to roll down the window. Fresh air helped, and he tried to move. Fuck. Everything hurt. Not just his head. What had happened. What had happened?

He remembered talking to the mother, Jocelyn, and then…then he remembered drinking a whiskey. But he didn’t feel like he had been drunk…this was different. Drunkenness left him with the sweats.

He pulled on the handle of the door and leaned. the door opened, and he almost fell out, but he caught himself.

“Move,” he muttered to himself. Fighter’s instinct. Keep moving. You got hit a good one, now shake it off.

He moved a foot out of the car, tried to put weight on it, and fell.

Crap, he was on his hands and knees, and he started to barf.

But he had nothing to barf. He hadn’t eaten last night, and two drinks had left his system. All that was left was the residual effects of being roofied.

He heard gravel crunching, he turned his head to the side and looked.

A car bumper stopped in front of the open door. He tried to barf again, and he heard a door slam.

“Help,” he said. “Help.” But his voice was a whisper, and the cop wasn’t impressed.

The only help the cop gave him was to jail.

Technically, prisoners are not allowed to sleep all day. An exception was made in Josh’s case because he just lay on the floor and didn’t care if anybody kicked him.

For a while there was talk that he might need medical attention. But by dinner time he was able to get up and move around. Slowly, like an old man, but…it was deemed that he didn’t need a doctor.

He was starving. He was used to over eating because he worked so hard as a boxer in training. Dinner was a bland box of chicken nuggets. No sauce. French fries. No ketchup. Peas that looked like a rabbit had shat them out, and colored water.

Josh ate everything on his plate and was still starving.

Starving or not, he had to get out. He went to one of the guards and asked what was going to happen to him.

The guard was a bulky fellow, low browed, but Josh was polite, so he said, “You see the judge tomorrow.”

“Do you know what I’m charged with?”

“PI. Bug off.”

Josh bugged. He wasn’t about to get in an altercation with a guard. He asked one of the other prisoners what PI was and the fellow said, “Public Intoxication.”

Josh nodded, and found a bench to sit on. He sat and leaned against a wall. The tiles were cold on his back. The place had major air conditioning and he was freezing.

The evening passed. The effects of the drug wore off, but now he was sick, a normal reaction to a system being depressed by drugs. He started coughing, he held himself with his arms and shivered.

Lights out, and he fell into a series of fitful sleeps.

“How do you plead?”

“Not guilty, your honor.”

The judge was a young man, looked like he was barely out of law school, but he was actually in his thirties and simply had good genes.

“Okay, bailiff will set your trial date. Next case.”

Back in the jail Josh was finally given his one phone call. He had no relatives. He had a few friends, and he should have called them. Instead, he called the one person in the world he thought he could trust. Josie.

Ring ring.

“Hello?”

“Josie…”

“You son of a bitch! Don’t ever call me again!”

Click.

And that was his phone call.

He went back to his cell and wondered what the hell had happened.

But he knew what had happened.

He had finally figured out that he hadn’t been drunk, that he had been drugged. And Jocelyn had struck.

But what had she done?

Or, what had she had done?

Josh had no clue. All he could do was wait to get out.

A month later Josh stepped out of the jail. Free. With a big blot on his record, and a $200 fine and 10 hours of community service. And an impounded truck.

The truck had been towed for $500, held in the impound yard for $100 a day. It was a good truck, and he owned it outright, but he couldn’t afford the approximately $3500 to get his truck out of jail.

But, at least he was free.

He had no money, couldn’t make a phone call, so he started walking. He lived ten miles away, on the other side of the city. Normally ten miles would have been nothing. He did five miles of roadwork every day. But now he was weakened. Prison food, no exercise, he had wasted away.

He walked. He had to rest frequently, and it took him all day to cross town.

He lived in an upstairs apartment. He trudged up the stairs, let himself in, and fell on the couch.

He slept, and it was the first good sleep he had had in a month.

He awoke, and began eating real food.

Amazingly, in spite of the quality of jail food, he had gained twenty pounds. No way he was going to turn into a fat fuck, so after dinner he walked around the block, did some jumping jacks, then hit the heavy bag.

Fuck. It tired him out. He had been able to go ten round son the heavy bag, now he was exhausted at one.

Still, he forced himself on. He ate. He walked around the block. He punched the bag.

A couple of days later he was going three rounds, and trotting around the block.

A week later it was five rounds, and he was running around the block several times. And his weight was going down. Rolls of prison fat began to shrink.

A month later he was back in shape. Slim, trim, a rocket of a punch in his pocket, and he turned his attention to what had happened to him.

For a month he pondered. He got a job as a bouncer. He thought. He bought a cell phone. He cogitated.

He knew he had been given drugs. He knew who had given them to him. But how to get that person to tell Josie what she had done?

Yes, he loved Josie. He didn’t know if she loved him, he didn’t even know what the mother had done to make her…hate him.

But, first things first…he had to get Jocelyn to admit what she had done. At least to him.

And, he came up with a plan.

On a Monday morning he walked into Rankin Enterprises. Walked right across the tile floor, big ass lobby to the front desk. “I’d like to see Mrs. Rankin.”

The receptionist, polite, well made up, a pretty thing, asked, “Do you have an appointment?”

“I do not.”

“You’ll have to make an appointment. And to do that you’ll have to go through her personal secretary.”

“If you’ll tell her that it’s Josh Baker I think she’ll want to see me.”

The receptionist frowned. Josh was mild mannered. He looked strong, but…she had a feeling that this might be important. She hit a number on the phone. “There’s a Josh Baker here to see Mrs. Rankin. Uh huh. I understand.”

The secretary held the phone to her ear and looked up at Josh.

Josh knew the second secretary, Jocelyn’s personal secretary, was checking. Then he had a feeling. He looked up at the little round black ball that held security cameras and smiled.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk. She had a meeting with department heads coming up, and she was going through reports.

“Mrs. Rankin?”

“Yes, Shiela?” She didn’t look up from her paperwork.

“There’s a Josh Rankin who says you’ll want to see him.”

Jocelyn looked up, a wan but twisted smile came to her lips. She hadn’t thought about Josh for quite some time. Her daughter was moping a bit, but…what could he want?

Curious, and wanting to see the man she had totally fucked over, if only for the enjoyment of gloating, she said, “Send him in. Have Jim Carter come in first.”

Jim was her strong arm boy. Special security. Best to have a little muscle around when she talked to Josh. Better safe than sorry.

A minute later Jim entered the office.

“Please have a seat on the couch, Jim.”

Jim did.

Two minutes later Josh was shown into the office.

He walked slowly across the room. He sized Jocelyn up, but there wasn’t much to size. She just stared at him with a dead pan expression.  He checked out the rest of the office.

Big pots held ferns in the corners. Big window to the right. Nice view. To the left was a guy on a couch and…Josh stopped. He turned to the man.

“I know you.” but he didn’t know where from. But he knew him, and the memory wasn’t good.

Jim kept a straight face, but inside he was cursing. This guy shouldn’t remember a thing. They should have given him more drugs.

“What can I do for you, Josh?”

Josh, frowning, turned to Jocelyn. “I know you drugged me. I got arrested because of that. Turned my life upside down a wee bit. What I don’t know is what you told Josie.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He leaned on her desk with both fists. The man in the corner stood up. Josh knew he had to piss Jocelyn off. He had to make her blurt out the truth. He knew she was a woman who wouldn’t take kindly to insults.

“You are a coward,” he spoke politely, matter of factly. You ruin my life and you don’t even have the courage to gloat.”

Jocelyn’s face turned a bit red. “You can leave now.”

“You’re a coward. You’re afraid of me, and you’re afraid of the truth. You’re not a real human being.”

“Jim.”

“You fucking bitch.”

Jim was only a couple of feet away.

She held up her hand and Jim stopped. Her face was purple with rage. No peasant was going to talk to her like that.

She tapped a few keys on her computer, turned the monitor towards him, and watched him. A sneer was on her face. “We cleaned this up a bit, but this is the raw footage.”

Jim watched the scene on the computer play out. He watched himself struggling, trying to fend off the girl. He had no memory of this scene, so he knew they must have given him some powerful drugs.

He listened as the girl cursed him for being difficult. He heard Jim talking, but he still didn’t put the voice together with the man standing ready to evict him from the office.

He watched as she sucked him and fucked him. He saw himself flip her over, and yet call out Josie’s name.

The ‘movie’ ended, and he stared at her. “You framed me. You had me drugged and that girl did those things to me. I was totally unaware of what you did.”

Now Jocelyn was happy. Her rage abated and she crowed. “I told you to leave my daughter alone.”

“And the evidence has been in your computer this whole time.”

She laughed. “You’re an asshole. Get him out of here, Jim. And don’t be gentle.”

Jim smiled, took a step and swung.

To a trained boxer Jim’s movements were slow and uncoordinated. Josh stepped back, pushed the punch past and said, “I’m leaving. No need to fight. Please don’t attack me.”

Jim moved in and swung again.

Josh stepped aside, evaded the blow easily.

“If you try to punch me again I’m going to be forced to defend myself.” He stepped back with hands up and palms out.

Jim sneered, took another step and threw a punch.

Josh had been hit before. He had been hit good, knocked to the canvas, but this punch wasn’t strong enough to do that.

Still, Josh knew this would be recorded, so he had to make it look good. He was already on record as having tried to get out of the fight, of having stated that he would leave.

Jim swung, and Josh delayed just enough, then turned his head with the punch.

There was a little smacking sound, but no real impact. But Josh stepped sideways and brought a hand up to his jaw.

“Don’t hit me anymore.”

Jim’s face was mean, and a look of victory crossed his features. He swung.

Josh picked the punch off easily with a forearm, then he sank his weight, turned his hips, and buried one in Jim’s midsection.

“Hunnnnn!” Jim wheezed and went to his knees. His face turned white. It was a good punch.

Josh turned and walked out of the office.

He ran to the elevator. He knew he only had a bit of time before more security boys accosted him.

Inside the elevator he took the cell phone out of his pocket. He uploaded a file to the cloud, then put the phone back into his pocket.

The elevator door opened and four security guards were there. They had batons and stared at him. He dropped to his knees and put his hands behind his head.


PART TWO

One of the men stepped forward and put bracelets on Josh. He lifted the chain between the circlets on Josh’s wrists and Josh struggled to his feet.

The men got onto the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor.

“I want to be arrested,” said Josh. He was ignored.

The elevator door opened and Josh was pushed out. He was manhandled down the hall, past Mrs. Rankin’s private secretary, and into the office he had so recently escaped.

Jocelyn sat behind her desk, leaning back in her swivel, waiting. Her eyes were thin and she was not smiling. Upon seeing Josh, however, she did show her teeth. Like a wolf shows a bunny rabbit its teeth.

Jim stepped forward. He had recovered from the punch to the gut.

“Hold him,” he said.

Two men pulled his arms apart, spread him out.

Jim punched him in the gut. Josh was ready, however, and though he grunted, the slab muscles of his belly held up. He dropped to his knees and pretended to be hurt.

Jim laughed. “Motherfucker.”

“Enough.” Jocelyn’s voice cut across the room. She got up and came around the desk. One of the men pulled Josh’s head back and forced him to look at her.

“Well, Mr. Baker. Apparently you don’t take hints too well. So you’re going to get a severe reality adjustment. When I’m done with you my daughter will never want to see you again. Your friends won’t want to see you…and you want even want to see yourself. Where’s his phone.”

One of the security guards handed her the device. She opened it, found the audio recording.

“I thought you might try something like that.”

She handed the phone back to the security guard. “Remove the sim, reduce it to dust. Bury the dust.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

For a long moment she looked at Josh. “Good bye, ‘Mister’ Baker.”

She turned and returned to her desk. The guards pushed Josh out of the room. Outside the doors he was turned to the left. Not towards the common elevator, but towards Jocelyn’s private hoist. He was pushed onto the elevator and the elevator started to descend.

“What you’re doing is against the law.”

Nobody said anything. Stoic faces faced the door and waited as the floors passed.

“How can you guys live with yourselves?”

“Money,” said one.

“Shut up,” said another.

Ding! The elevator door opened.

Josh was led to a van. He stepped inside and was chained to a ceiling brace. He stood while the van went up a ramp, through a parking lot, and joined the city traffic.

Two of the four guards sat on the floor and watched him.

Jim had caught up to them and was in the passenger seat. A guard Josh hadn’t seen before drove.

Josh swayed from the rafter and was able to look over the shoulders of the driver and passenger.

The van drove east, past the bus terminal and headed out for the East Los Angeles industrial center. Miles and miles of warehouses. The van zigged here and zagged there, not in any attempt to confuse Josh, and pulled up to a gate.

The gate opened and the van drove past a guard booth.

There were a scattering of cars in the lot, and they drove past them to the end of the lot. They turned in behind the building and made their way past stacks of pallets. To the left was a rusty fence and rustier tracks.

They came to a back door and the van stopped.

Josh was helped out and through the door. To the right a big warehouse space opened. It was filled with stacks of boxes. Three forklifts buzzed through the maze. At the other side of the building was a roll door. A crowd of Mexicans were working around some tables. Josh had no idea what they were doing.

The guards moved him up a flight of stairs, down a short walk, and into a room. Through that room, and into a more secure room.

Josh looked around. A bed, iron, with a chain. A toilet with no privacy. A sink.

On the other side of the room was a kitchen counter and sink. There was a large TV screen in the upper corner, and in the middle of the wall was a safe. A big one, just the door showed.

He was put into a chair and left alone for the moment. The two guards stood apart from him and discussed whatever bully guards discuss when they weren’t being bullies. Jim was outside in the other room, talking on the phone.

Jim knew that if he could get loose he could take care of the guards. But his hands were still handcuffed behind him.

In looking around he realized that this office, and the outer office, were the administration offices for the original inhabitants of the warehouse. The safe must have held the payroll, and that’s why this room was more secure, the door heavy and sound proofed. The toilet and other amenities must have been added later.

Jim entered the room, sneered at Josh, and went to the two guards. “Chain him to the bed area.”

The guards turned Jim around and pushed him back towards the bed.

The bed was sturdy, and a thick chain went from a large eyebolt buried in the cement floor under the bed and extended for about eight feet.

The guards took one of Josh’s handcuffs off, put both links on one of Josh’s wrists, and padlocked the chain to the handcuff chain.

They stepped back and Jim moved in.

Jim moved a chair over and sat down. He laughed at Josh.

Josh said nothing. He sure wished he had another poke at the guy.

“Okay, Mr. Tough Guy. Like the lady says, you don’t take a gentle hint, we give you a bigger hint.”

He lit a cigarette, puffed smoke towards the ceiling, and said, “Settle in. You’re going to be here for a while, and when we’re done with you you’re not going to be a tough ‘guy’ any more.”

He snickered, looked down, then back up to Josh. “Any final words?”

“Fuck you?”

“No thanks. You’re the only person here who is going to get fucked.”

He stood up, a big grin on his weaselly face. “Your treatment starts in a half hour. I’ll see you in a few hours, and we’ll talk over old times. Heh.” Then he laughed louder, “Hah hah!”

He shook his head, flicked the cigarette away, and walked out of the room.

A half hour later two people entered the room. One was a girl, and he frowned and squinted. He knew her, but from where? Then he remembered, the girl on the film. She was dressed differently, but it was her.

“You,” he spoke bitterly.

Lisa felt guilty. She had never seen one of her marks again, and so had never felt guilty. But this guy had actually made her cum. She had a connection with him.

The guy with her was wearing a suit and carrying a black bag. He motioned to the two security guards. “I want to give him a shot. Face down on the bed.”

Josh prepared to fight, but he wasn’t given the chance. One of the security guards took out a taser and shot him. Just like that. Josh smelled flesh burning, he did the spastic dance and fell down. The two guards picked him up and put him face down on the bed.

“Take his clothes off.”

His clothes were ripped off him and thrown across the room. He felt a bee sting him in the buttocks, then the world started to get hazy. He felt like he was watching life through a fog.

He tried to struggle, but he might as well have been a swaddling babe.

“Turn him over.”

They flipped him easy, like a pancake, and he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling. The room spun and he would have puked, except he was sort of removed from his body and felt like he didn’t have a stomach.

“Okay,” said the man in the suit. “Now the fun starts.”

The man made little marks on Josh’s chest with a marker. The marks circled Josh’s pectoral muscles. He produced a long needled hypodermic and stuck it into the marks and pressed the plunger.

Josh wanted to struggle, but he was like a kitten in the grip of pit bulls.

Around and around the needle went, fluid was injected into Josh’s chest. Skin tightened and bulged, and he realized they were giving him tits.

He looked up at the girl, who was biting her lip worriedly as she filmed the procedure with a cell phone. “Cowards,” he spat at her.

She turned away, then turned back. She kept the cell video recording.

It took a half hour, but when the man was done Josh had a set of big boobs.

“How long do they last?” asked Lisa.

“A month, maybe two. Long enough for what Mrs. Rankin wants. He’s ready for you.”

Josh tried to struggle, but he realized, in a far away portion of his mind, that he had been given the drug again. He thought it might be Rohypnol, which explained a lot of things. Rohypnol didn’t effect men as much as it did women, so they were giving him extra big doses, and that was why he felt so sick after the drug left his system.

He watched, his arms trying to bat, to punch, and they simply turned him, moved him, slapped him.

Jim came in, a big grin on his face. “I want to see the fun.”

“Jim,” started Lisa, then she stopped. Protesting wouldn’t do anything.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Get busy then. Make him over.”

Lisa said to the guards, “Put him in that chair, Make it so he can’t move too much.”

The chair had arms, it was made of metal, and Josh was duc taped into the thing. He tried to move his mouth, but everything was so weird. He didn’t know if it was him moving, or some other him he was watching from afar.

Lisa opened up a little case and placed it on another chair. It was full of make up. She began cleaning his face.

“You know,” said Jim, smoking a cigarette, “this was all my idea.”

Lisa finished cleansing his pores and applied primer.

“Mrs. Rankin said you were acting a little too manly, and I said, ‘We can make him a woman.’”

Lisa was working quickly, biting back words. She had done a lot of dirty things in her life, but this had to be the dirtiest.

“So we’re going to transform you, then we’re going to fuck you. Then we’ll put it all on the net. You’ll be the laughing stock. You’ll never be a fighter again.” He laughed, and the two security guards even chuckled.

Josh sat on the chair, imprinting words on his mind, trying to make sure he would remember some of this later.

Debbie was past the foundation and adding color. She made his eyes dusky, lengthened his eyelashes and trimmed his eyebrows into sexy arches.

“He’s looking pretty good, Lisa,” Jim said. He was sitting backwards in a chair and watching, his arms folded and resting on the back of the chair.

Lisa said nothing. She felt like crying.

She pierced his ears, placed a wig on his head, and applied lipstick.

Josh had been transformed. He no longer looked like a fighter, now he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” Lisa said. “I’m done. Except for the clothes.”

“No clothes necessary,” said Jim. “Let him loose, put him on the bed.”

Josh was cut free and pushed to the bed. He lay back. He had relaxed his struggles, was in somewhat of a daze, but he saw the two security guards and Jim staring at him, and he told himself that he had to fight.

It wasn’t much of a fight.

One of the men held his arms and Lisa mounted him.

“He’s not very hard,” she said, staring down at Josh.

“We gave him a shot. He’s not going to be hard for a long time.”

“Really?” she sounded a little upset.

“So what,” he was irritated. “Do your thing.”

“That’s okay. Act like he is.”

Lisa went up and down, grabbed her breasts and moaned like she was enjoying it, but she was dying on the inside.

Jim took over the filming.

Lisa leaned down to Josh and whispered, “Fighting makes the drug work better. They’re going to fuck you, so don’t fight. You might just as well give in.”

From somewhere far away Josh heard himself say, “Coward.”

Lisa got off him and rushed away. She had one forearm up to her eyes and was crying.

“What the fuck?” groused Jim. “Well, we got enough of that. Either of you fellows want him?”

The security guards looked at each other. This wasn’t in their contract. They didn’t mind being bullies, but to fuck some helpless doofus?

“Well, then I guess it’s up to me…”

“No. I’ll do it.”

The three men turned to see Lisa standing in the doorway. She was still naked, but now she had a strap on around her hips. A cock stood out from her crotch.

Jim laughed. And he was relieved. His girl was pissed because the guy had made her cum. She was going to get back at him.

“Good girl,” he muttered. “Go get him.”

Lisa wasn’t so much interested in revenge as she was in protecting Josh. She had had enough, and she knew that if the guys fucked Josh they’d tear him up. At least she could be gentle.

She walked to the bed, making it look like she was really into it, and sat on Josh. She leaned down like she was kissing him, and whispered. “I’ll try to be gentle. I’m sorry.” She straightened up and turned to one of the security guards. “There’s some lube in my make up kit.”

Jim laughed, “Why be gentle?”

“You think I want to work hard? Besides, it’ll be better if I can make him enjoy it.”

Jim chuckled, motioned to the guard, and Lisa was handed her lube.

Lisa spread the gunk on Josh’s ass, she inserted it into his asshole and reamed him with a couple of fingers. She moved gently, and she tried to reassure Josh.

“It’s okay, baby. If you can relax it won’t hurt. It might even feel good.”

Under a kinder touch Josh started to relax. He even began to like the feel of her fingers circling his rim. He grunted in appreciation of her gentleness.

“Yeah, baby,” crooned Jim. “Make him love you.”

Lisa ignored her boyfriend who, in truth, would never be her boyfriend again. She had had enough.

She moved her hand back and forth, whispering sweet things into Josh’s ear. She stroked his thighs and told him it would be all right.

She put her strap on dick to his hole and slowly entered him.

Josh groaned. It did feel good. The drugs worked, her softness worked, and he grabbed up at her and gave light, little sobs.

Lisa fucked him slowly, lovingly, and the camera caught it all.

Jim frowned a bit, he wanted to the fuck to be a rough one. He wanted to tear this asshole a new one, if that made sense, but…he was getting good footage. As soon as they edited out Josh’s resistance, and incriminating comments that he had made, it would be perfect. He’d probably get a bonus for this.

Lisa held Josh and withheld tears. She fucked him, and he moved, and it felt good.

If only the circumstances had been different….

Josh moaned, and memories came back to him. Not all memories, but enough.

He had been kidnapped and made into a woman, then they had abused him.

No, a woman had taken him with a strap on. Lisa her name was. And Jim had held a camera on him.

One more bit of video for Josie to see. And how would he explain this one? Even if he could get to her, could get her to listen to him.

This time he didn’t feel as sick. This time he had not struggled as much. This time he had been expecting it.

And this time they hadn’t given him as much drugs. Probably because they were going to transform him and had to give him other drugs.

He rolled over, and his head hurt, but he was able to sit up.

He was still a woman. He had big tits, and he was wearing his own clothes.

He held his head, let the room spin, then struggled to the refrigerator.

At least they had had the courtesy to leave him in his apartment.

But why?

Why not get him arrested again?

Because they figured he’d be shamed, too shamed to complain, and they didn’t want him making complaints.

But they underestimated him.

He might be altered, he might be humiliated, but he was a fighter.

He opened the refrigerator and took out a can of Coke. He rolled it across his forehead, and when he lowered it he saw traces of make up.

Hell, they’d left all the make up on him.

Fine. He could deal with that.

He popped the top and drank the cold liquid. It was like putting out a fire in his head. He relaxed, staggered to the kitchen table and sat down.

He sipped, and considered his next actions. He had known they were going to do something to him, and while this was the worst, it wasn’t as bad as some things they could have done to him.

He finished the Coke, got another one. There was an old box of hot wings in the fridge and he took that out and began munching. He needed to rebuild a bit of strength, and he had to hurry. He was going to—

Knock knock.

He froze, looked at the front door. He hoped it wasn’t them come back for more. He was so damned weak.

The front door opened and a head stuck through. Josh blinked and gawked.

Lisa saw him, pushed through the door, closed it behind her. She put her back to the door. Tears were streaming from her eyes.

“I’m sorry.”

More tears.

“I left that bastard. What can I do? What do you want me to do.”

Josh just stared at her.

She crossed the room, stopped a few feet from him. “What they did…what I did…it was wrong.”

“Will you go to the police with me?”

She nodded. The tears were flowing down her cheeks, big splatters on the floor.

“I remember they gave me more shots at the end. What do they do?”

Gulping, her chest heaving, Lisa managed to say. Hormones. A lot of really strong hormones. And…and they…the last shot…” she couldn’t keep talking, broke down.

“Sit down,” said Josh.

She did. Before she fell down.

“What about the last shot?”

“It’s something called leuprolide acetate. You won’t be able to get an erection, you won’t…”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know. Not forever, but…long…”

Jim sighed, and felt his world trying to adjust.

They had castrated him, like they did convicted rapists and other sexual perverts.

Fuck. Maybe it wasn’t permanent, but…what if it was?

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

Jim just stared out the window.

They walked up a series of shallow steps and into the federal building. Two girls. One good looking, the other a little thick, but with big boobs and long hair and red lips.

“May I help you?”

“We’d like to report a crime.”

“Yes, ma’am. What kind of a crime?” The fellow at the desk was a rookie, getting his feet wet.

“Kidnapping. Rape. Probably a lot of other things.”

The rookie blinked. He expected a wife beating, or a burglary.  Regular cop things. Kidnapping and rape was up there.

He picked up the phone.

Josh and Lisa sat in a Special Agent’s office and Lisa told the story. She didn’t lessen her part. She described how Mrs. Rankin had told Josh to dump her daughter, and the drugging and framing of Josh.

The Special Agent was a tall, skinny fellow, but he had the wise eyes of experience. He listened patiently and made notes. He kept an audio recorder running.

When Lisa was finished Josh took over. He told about recovering, about going to the Rankin offices and confronting Jocelyn. He told of punching Jim, and being taken prisoner by the security guards. He told of being taken to the warehouse, and Lisa took over again.

When they were done the Special Agent was silent for five full minutes. He looked about to speak a couple of times, but would then make notes, stare at them again.

Finally, he said, “Would you like something to eat? Drink? I need to bring this upstairs. I shouldn’t be long, maybe fifteen minutes, but…?

Josh accepted a Coke and he and Lisa sat in the office and looked out the high window.

“What do you think is going to happen?” asked Lisa.

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think they’ll do to me?”

He looked at her. “I’ll go to bat for you. You may have committed crimes, but you…you’re taking responsibility. You’re a witness. They’ll probably be okay with you.”

Okay with her. Whatever that meant. She might spend twenty years in jail, and she might walk out the front door.

The Special Agent returned with another agent.

“I’m Special Agent in Charge Zach Freeman.” He shook hands, then sat down opposite them. He sighed, then said, “That’s quite a story.”

Lisa started to object, to say it was all true, but Josh took her hand and squeezed it.

“Here’s my problem…you’ve got a witness, but you’ve also got a record. I know…I know…” he raised his hands as Josh opened his mouth. “That last charge might be bogus, but…you’ve still got a record. Mrs. Rankin, on the other hand, has influence, including powerful politicians. Before we could move on this we would need actual proof.”

Lisa snapped, “But I did it! I can prove—“

“Your word against theirs. And they’ll probably have a lot more people than you.”

It was a stalemate then. Until Josh said, “Can I borrow a cell phone?”

A cell phone was produced.

Josh tapped in his codes and accessed the cloud. He pulled up the audio recording he had made in Jocelyn’s office.

“I uploaded this on the run, the original would be deleted, but this should do…”

The agents listened to the recording, and, extra bonus, the audio recording had kept running even after he had uploaded, had uploaded everything after his phone had been taken from him. They heard Jocelyn commanding that the phone be rendered to dust.

Special Agent Zach Freeman looked up when it was done. Without taking eyes off Josh and Lisa he spoke to the Special Agent who had taken their initial statement. “I want a warrant for that computer, along with warrants contingent for Mrs. Jocelyn Rankin, this Jim fellow, and various security guards. I want their complete security system, without reservation. I want it in two hours. Keep this off normal lines. Speak to the judge yourself.”

The Special Agent ran from the room.

Four hours later a large team of FBI agents invaded Rankin Enterprises. The building secured, SAC Zach Freeman and Josh and Lisa entered the building. They were whisked up to Mrs. Rankin’s office.

Jocelyn sat on the couch, fuming, and when Josh and Lisa entered she jumped up. “My lawyers are going to sue—“ A Special Agent shoved her and she sat, looking very undignified.

She turned to the man next to her. It was Jim.

Josh looked at Jim, and Jim merely said, “Good luck with those boners.”

Josh turned to him. “Good luck picking up the soap for the rest of your life.”

Jim would have said more, he was the kind of guy who always had a snappy comeback, but a Special Agent stepped in front of him.

“It’s right here, Zach.”

Zach sat down behind the desk and looked at the computer screen that had been indicated. He watched, and listened, and smiled when Josh punched Jim in the gut.

Bonus, Mrs. Rankin had kept recording after Josh was brought back up the elevator. Proof was complete.

Zach turned to Mrs. Rankin. “Take her away. Him, too. Keep them isolated. Have you got the security guards, yet?”

“Chief?”

Zach turned back to the computer expert who had found the original files.

“You get out of my computer!” shrieked Jocelyn.

“There’s a lot more here.”

“I want a lawyer! You leave my personal computer alone! I’ve got rights!”

They dragged her out screaming.

Jim went quietly.

ONE YEAR LATER

Jocelyn didn’t look good. She had lost weight, she didn’t have expensive clothes or make up. She stood in front of the judge.

“Trafficking, racketeering, not to mention all the small stuff, like changing Mr. Baker’s sex against his will.” The judge didn’t sound like changing some one’s sex was ‘small stuff.’ “But before we get to all that, I understand the defendant’s daughter is here and has a statement to make?”

Josh and Lisa were sitting in the front row. He turned and saw Josie walk through the courtroom.

Josie had changed in the past year. She had been put in charge of a company that was dwindling, and had saved it. She had confidence in her gaze, but remorse as she glanced at Josh. She took her place in front of the judge.

“Your honor, my name is Josie Rankin and I’ve been put in charge of Rankin Enterprises.”

“Go ahead.”

“First, while I love my mother, I am not of the same mind as her.” She turned to where Jocelyn watched her. “Mother, I’ll visit you in prison, but what you’ve done…it’s disgusting.” Then she turned to Josh. “Josh, I’m more sorry than you can know. We won’t contest your suit, and I will spend the rest of my life in apology. I’m…I’m really sorry. I truly believe we were in love, but with everything that’s happened, I understand why you don’t want to be involved with me.”

She turned to the judge. “That’s it, your honor, except that, as bad as my mother is, I hope you’ll show some mercy. She will have no say in the company from here on, and…and…I’m sorry.”

The judge nodded, and pronounced sentence.


EPILOGUE

Josh lay on the low beach chair and sipped Golden Monkey. The white sands under the chair were like sugar, the blue waters ten yards further on stretched to forever.

Next to him Lisa adjusted her floppy sun hat and sunglasses. She said, “Let’s go try again.”

They stood up and, holding hands, crossed the beach to the huts.

The huts stretched to the sides, luxury apartments on a luxury beach on a luxury island.

They entered the room and Lisa took the bottle from his hand. She pressed her lips to his and began fondling his manhood.

His manhood didn’t rise.

“Are you sure you felt something?”

He nodded. “But I always feel things. I just don’t get hard.”

She pushed him back on the bed and sat on him, his limp cock under her buns. “It was supposed to last a year, and it’s been two years.”

“It might not come back.”

“But the hormones have worn off. You feel like you’re losing a bit of the feminine fat.”

Josh sighed, “You know, it isn’t bad. Being a woman.”

“I know. I just wish I could give you the big bang.”

“You do. And, speaking of which, let’s, uh…you know?”

Lisa smiled, got off him and went to her suitcase She got out the strap on and placed it around her hips. “You’re turning into a sex addict, you know.”

“Is that bad?”

“Nope, but I’d like you to wear the strap on a bit more.”

“I would, but you’re much better with a dick than I ever was.”

She laughed and fell on him. They kissed, and she felt his tits and fondled his cock and balls some more.

Nope. They weren’t rising to the occasion.

She had him go to all fours then and lubed him up. She placed her cock at his back door.

“God, I love this.”

“Good,” she pushed into him and he gasped.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

She took her time, sawing into him. She made sure she pressed the dick down on his prostate.

“I’m going to drain you this time.”

“Oh, thank you. I get so horny…I need the relief.”

“It’s funny, because after you get drained you get even more horny for a few days.”

“It’s fun being horny,” he replied.

She reached around and felt his tits. “They seem to be larger.”

“Well, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What?” she drove into him, making him grunt with pleasure.

“About the hormones…” he was gasping as she twisted her hips and corkscrewed into his ass.

“What about the hormones?”

“I decided, since my cock isn’t coming back, that I might just as well keep taking the hormones, and…oh, fuck…I’m draining.

She reached down and felt his cock. Sure enough, a stream of semen was flowing out of his limp cock.

“God, I love it when you do this…” she thrust her hips at his ass and pressed harder on his prostate.

“And I love it when you…when you…”

“Fuck you.”

“Yes.”

And, holding the all fours position, the cum leaking out of him, his back arching a bit with the pleasure of being drained, he said, “So is it all right? About me still taking the hormones?”

“Absolutely,” she smiled. Then she lay on his back, felt him shiver out the last drops of his cum. “I love you.”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Being a Woman isn’t for Sissies!

A feminized man learns deep truths


PART ONE

“I don’t want to,” I said.

“Oh, come on, grow a pair!” Roy snickered.

“I believe that’s my line.”

“Come on! Bet!

“But I don’t want to.”

Lily and George watched from the sides. We four were gathered around the card table. The guys were teaching us girls how to play cards, and it wasn’t as fun as they said.

I had three cards showing, a two of hearts and a four of hearts and a Queen of hearts.

George had a couple of hearts in her hand. Lily had a spade and a diamond and a club, and Roy, my own sweet hubby had a heart and a two clubs.

And I had no idea what any of it meant.

Roy snickered again. He was a little drunk, and when he got drunk he sometimes liked to pick on me.

“Come on, guys, it’s just a game,” muttered George.

“Maybe we should all quit?” Lily said.

“Yeah, right. I get a good hand and you guys want to cut and run.”

“Oh, gosh,” I said, studying my cards again.

Roy kept sniping at me, so I finally gave in and bet a quarter.

More cards passed out. I think it’s called ‘dealing.’

I had four hearts. Roy had an Ace and two Kings and a queen. Whatever that meant.

“Okay, now you’re supposed to bet again.”

“But I don’t think I have anything.” I stared at all those stupid hearts.

“Come on, it’s only a game,” whined Roy, making fun of George.

Lily rolled her eyes to me.

“Roy, you need to get off everybody’s back,” I said.

Roy just laughed and kept making rude remarks. Nobody was safe from his tongue when he was in his cups. I always thought it weird that a man who was so kind and considerate when he was sober should become such an idiot when he had a couple of drinks in him.

“Come on. I’ve got a winning hand and…” he blathered on.

“It should be called a ‘whining hand,’ I muttered as I tossed another quarter into the pot.

Another round of cards, and another argument. I wanted to drop out. I had picked up a face card, another stupid heart, and even though I didn’t know how to play the game I knew I had nothing.

Roy, however, must have had a real hand. He kept laughing and looking at his cards. Honestly, he was like a banker who’d just won the lottery. All for a bunch of stupid quarters.

“Okay, time to turn ‘em over.”

“I want to bet some more,” Roy gripped.

“It’s over. No more raises.”

“Yeah, but I’m gonna win. I’ve got a great hand and, let’s face it, you guys all suck eggs.”

“Sheesh,” muttered Lily. “What a sport.”

“Come on,” Roy complained.

We all stood up to him, and that didn’t make him happy. “What a bunch of four flushers!”

George turned his cards over and he had something called three of a kind.

“Oh, that means you’ve got three of those seven cards.”

Roy laughed at me. “Three of those seven cards,” he made fun of me.

We all sighed, and Lily turned her cards over. She had tried to fill something called an inside straight. Roy started lecturing us on the stupidity of trying to fill the inside thing-a-ma-jig, and we had all had it.

Then Roy turned over his cards and laughed, “HA HA! Guess you pikers know who you’re playing with now!

“Crap. No wonder I wanted to fold,” George said.

“He’s always got the luck,” said Lily.

“That’s not luck, that’s super skill! I am a super skilled player!” He started to pull the little mound of quarters towards himself.

“Well,” I sighed. “At least I know somebody loves me.” I flipped over my card, I think it’s called a ‘whole’ card, though I surely don’t know why. I mean is there a half card? Or a card in pieces or something?

“Roy,” George said, and everything stopped.

“Oh, my gosh, how cute! You’ve got all hearts!” Lily squeaked a sort of a cheer and clapped her hands.

Roy didn’t move. In fact, his face turned white. Then red. Then sort of purple. “Fuck,” he said. He really looked all pissed off.

George sat back with a grin. “Guess we really know who knows how to play now.” He started to chuckle.

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Something wrong, my dear?” George was starting to laugh. “Quite the contrary. six hearts beats a full house.

“Not in poker,” whispered Roy.

“But in 6+ Texas Hold ‘em it does.”

“But…but…”

But the wind had gone out of my hubby.

“You mean I won?”

George nodded, and I squealed and pulled the quarters to me. “I can park for a month on this,” I quipped.

Roy was pissed off. He sat there and glowered. And, finally, as I counted the quarters and arranged them in little stacks, he blurted. “One hand. For everything.”

“I’m not going to play anymore,” I said.

“Four flusher,” he repeated, which I guess is some kind of insult. But it wasn’t the insult that got under my skin, it was his snide way of picking on people.

“You take that back, Roy.”

“Won’t,” he sneered. “Furthermore, We’ll cut the cards. One time. The loser has to do anything the winner says for one month.”

“Oh, that’s silly!” Lily said.

“I don’t want to!”

“Chicken,” he dug the needle into me further. Then he pulled out a piece of paper. “In fact, I’ve got my list right here! If I win you have to do everything I say on this list.”

“Crap, Roy. You’ve been planning this.”

I knew what was on the piece of paper. Roy always wanted me to dress up. He wanted me to wear heels all day long. He wanted me to wear tight dresses that showed off my boobs. He wanted me to prance around like a maid and wait on him hand and foot.

It was all stupid, but there was a problem, he had pissed me off.

He held up the piece of paper. Thirty days of waiting on me like a good wife.”

“You wouldn’t know if a good wife hit you in the eye,” muttered Lily, “and she already has.”

“Thanks Lily, but he’s just blowing smoke out of that asshole mouth of his.”

Oh, man. That sure popped the cork. Roy straightened up, his face was red and rigid and I had never seen him so angry.

“Now you take that back.”

“Four flusher!” I snapped.

He placed the paper on the table. “Then bet!”

We glared at each other. Sure, we loved each other, but…but this was cards!

Nervously, Lily said, “Maybe we should have a drink and—“

“Four flusher,” Roy whispered.

“Guys…”

“Motherfucker!” I breathed out. “You’re on.”

“Hey…but…” George and Lily tried to talk us down.

“George, get out your cell phone.”

After some argument, George did, and he set it to record.

“I, Karen Carpenter will do what ever is on this piece of paper for one month if Roy wins one cut of the cards.”

Roy leaned forward and George caught him on the video. “I, Roy Carpenter, will do…whatever she wants, for one month, if Karen wins the cut.”

“But what do you want?” asked Lily.

“Only one thing,” I said.

George grinned. “Somebody’s going to be driving Roy’s Mustang!”

Lily grinned and clapped her hands.

Roy’s Mustang was his pride and joy. it had a huge engine, monster tires, all sorts of shiny chrome thingies on it, and…it was fast. Like, really fast. He even took it to the drag races sometimes when he wanted to get a little extra money.

“Two things,” I snapped. “I’ll take the Mustang, but I want one other thing, too.”

Now the others were silent, and curious. What could I want? What was the one, single thing I wanted from Roy.

“Well, four flusher?”

Roy snarled. “Keep that cell phone running. “Lily, deal two cards.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Do it,” I snapped.

“But if he loses Roy will be mad!”

“I won’t be angry,” he spoke through gritted teeth. His face was a mess of angry planes.

“Go on honey,” I said. “If I win I won’t be, and I’ll even let you  drive Roy’s Mustang.”

Even that didn’t make Roy back off, and Lily said, “Really?”

“Really?”

“Do it,” said George.

“Shovel the deck.”

“That’s ‘shuffle’ the deck,” Roy’s face already starting to twist in victory.

“Whatever. Four flusher.”

Lily shuffled the cards.

“Shuffle them a bunch of times,” advised George. “Let there be no doubt.”

Lily obediently, but nervously shuffled and shuffled.

Finally, glancing first at me then at Roy, she dealt him a card. He turned it over and it was the King of hearts.

“HAH!” Roy snapped. “There’s no way you can win.”

“What’s he mean?” I asked George.

“The king is the highest card, and hearts are the second highest card. You would have to draw a king of spades to win.”

“You mean there’s only one card that can beat his?”

George nodded.

Lily sighed a big sigh.

Roy laughed and rubbed his hands together.

“Well, go on,” said George. Play it out.”

Lily dealt me a card. We, meaning George, Lily and I, were in the dumps. I mean, there was no way. I reached forward and turned the card over.

“Fuck!” whispered George.

“No!” said Lily.

Roy made a sound like a tire going flat really fast.

It was the king of spades.

Then it was chaos. Lily was up and hugging me. I was blinking and stunned and feeling really good. George got up and went to the fridge. “I was saving this for an occasion, and I guess this is one.” He pulled out a bottle of champagne.

“No,” whined Roy.

“Yes,” said George, placing a flute of champagne in front of him.

Shortly we all had flutes, and George raised a toast. “To fucking luck!”

“Wooo!” Lily and I yelped.

Roy just say there and stared at that big, beautiful king of spades.

“So, Karen, what is this one big thing that you want.”

“You already know it. Or at least you’ve already seen it.”

“Huh?” he tilted his head quizzically.

Lily sipped a big sip.

I leaned forward and picked up the piece of paper. “Whatever is on this piece of paper…Roy has to do it.”

“No!” yelled Roy, standing up, his knuckles white, his face looking like a snow man’s that had been bleached. He snatched at the paper, and he would have got it, but George was faster.

“Give me that,” whimpered Roy.

“I think not, brother. Let’s see what you had planned for your loving wife.” He unfolded the piece of paper, then his eyes opened. “Holy crap!”

“What’s on it?” asked Lily, taking another sip.

“See for yourself,” he handed her the paper.

“You can’t expect me to …to do all that stuff.”

“What stuff?” I asked.

“Oh, my God!” Lily’s whisper was a bare breath. Her mind had been blown.

I reached for the paper, and my eyes opened.

“I’m not going to do it,” stated Roy.

George turned and faced him. “Yes, you are. Roy, you’ve been a bully at cards for as long as I remember. You’re a great friend, but you have this one problem, and maybe this will teach you a little humility.”

“I can’t do that stuff!”

“If you don’t do everything on that list I will post this video and let the world know that you’re a four flusher. It’ll mean the end of our friendship, but if you’re not a man, if you don’t keep your word, then maybe I don’t want to be friends with you.”

“But…George!”

“And the rest of the guys in town, they’ll all know, and you what kind of people they are. They aren’t Democrats, and you will be laughed out of town!”

Roy’s shoulders slumped, he was beaten, and he knew it.

I looked at the list again. I began to read it out loud.

Item one. Shave your pussy.

Item two, wear nylons all day every day.

Item three, wear high heels all day every day.

Item four, full make up all day every day.

It went on and on, but it was item seven that got to me, got to all of us.

Item seven, get boobs enhanced to at least double Ds.

I read that one and George and Lily started hooting.

“I can’t do that, honey. You can’t make me do that!”

I looked at him. “You would have made me.”

“But…but I was just joking!”

“Ha ha,” said George, quite conversationally.

“But if I got fake boobs everybody in town will know! And they’ll…I’ll be the laughing stock!”

“It’s a laughing stock versus what everybody in town will think if you don’t pay off.”

Roy’s face was now deathly white. He knew he had reaped the whirlwind, and now he was about to ride it.

“But…but…”

But George was firm. “Roy, if you don’t pay off, you’re through, and you really will be a four flusher.”

Lily suddenly blurted, “What is a four flusher, anyway?”

George smiled very slightly, but not in a kind way. His eyes were on Roy.

“A flush consists of five cards of the same suite. All hearts, in Karen’s case. But if you have only four cards of the same suite then you have a big nothing, and that’s what a four flusher is…a big nothing, a loud mouth who doesn’t keep his word. Right Roy?”

Roy just sat and stared at the table.

And so began the transformation of Roy Carpenter.

He started in on me as we drove home.

“You can’t honestly expect me to…to do all that stuff. That was meant for you.”

I didn’t say anything. I was thinking about what a four flusher was.

“I mean, I’m a guy! I can’t go around wearing dresses and things!”

Was Roy a four flusher? Had I married a guy who didn’t keep his word?

“And it was all supposed to be a joke! I never would have insisted that you do all the things on that list.”

But I knew he would have. Roy is very insistent on getting his way.

“So you really have to let me out on this bet thing. And—“

“Shut up.”

He shut, and opened his mouth, and shut it again, and then opened it and said, “I don’t like it when you—“

“You’ve got to do everything I say for one month, and we’re starting with you shutting up.”

“But, honey, you—“

I took out my phone, tapped George and Lily’s contact, then held my finger above the little circle with the green phone in it. “One more word.”

Roy’s mouth worked and nothing came out for a second, then he said, “Put that phone away!”

I lowered my finger and the sound of ringing could. be heard.

“Stop it!” he whispered.

“Hey! Karen! How’s the big winner?”

“Hi, George. I just want to get this understood…if Roy refuses to pay off on his bet then I just call you and you’ll put that video on Facebutt and talk to all your gambling buddies.”

“Absolutely. I even put the thirty items to a calendar. Tomorrow is the first, so I expect you to text me a picture a day, proving that he delivers.”

“All right.”

“Why, is he giving you trouble?”

“No, no,” I said. Roy was banging his head on the steering wheel and making gurgling sounds.

“Excellent. You know I love Roy like a brother, but he is a bully at cards, and this is exactly what the doctor ordered. You make him deliver, girl, and he’ll be the better man for it.”

“I will, George, and thanks.”

“No problemo. I’ll be waiting for your text messages…or your call.”

I hung up then and looked across the car at Roy. His hands were tight on the wheel. His face was grim.

“You…you…” but now he was afraid to bully me. Now he knew that I was going to deliver on any threat. Maybe George was right. Maybe this was what the doctor ordered.

“Honey…” he tried his best to sound sweet.

“It starts tomorrow.”

He squeezed the wheel so hard I thought it was going to come off.

“And that breast enhancement you wished for me?”

“Yes?” he asked hopefully, thinking that I would at least let him off on this one item.

“Who were you going to get to do it?”

“Sam Wilson is the best plastic surgeon in town, and he owes me. So I figured…”

I was tapping my phone again. I knew Sam’s wife, and ten seconds later she answered.

“Hey Martha!”

“You can’t! You can’t!” whispered Roy.

“Hi, Karen! What’s the haps?”

“I had a medical question and I wanted to talk to Sam. Is he there?”

“Sure. Sam!”

A moment later Sam’s voice was on the line. “Hi, Karen.”

“Hi, Sam. Say, I understand Roy talked to you about a breast enhancement for me.”

A moment of silence. “Uh, have you discussed this with Sam?”

“Oh, yes. And we’re on the same page. I want to go ahead with the breast enhancement.”

“Oh, well, okay…”

I knew then that Roy had bullied Sam into the operation.

“But we want it for him.”

A second of blinking silence. “What?”

“Sam wants to get breasts.”

“What? Wait. What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that Roy would like to get that big, old set of double Ds instead of me.”

“Well, uh…”

“And we’ll pay for them.”

I could feel a smile on the other end of the line. Yes, Roy had been bullying.

“Well, I would have to have affirmation from Roy.”

I looked at Roy. “Roy, say ‘yes.’ And say it in a loud, clear voice.”

Oh, the look on his face. He was begging, beseeching, desperate.

“Say it!”

I called up the contacts and pressed on George’s number. I held my finger over the circle with the green phone in it. We were about to have a conference call.

“Say it!”

“Yes!” He almost shouted it. It was like the pressure was being released and his voice was loud.

Sam started chuckling. “Okay. Sam wants boobies. Obviously, you and I are going to have a sit down discussion about this, but, if you’re serious, I’ll order up a pair of Chyna 2000s.”

“What are Chyna 2000s?”

“Gal named Joanie Laurer, ring name Chyna. She was a professional wrestler who had huge boobs implanted in her chest.”

“Excellent!” I yelped, quite delighted.

“Okay, I’ll order them now, and I can do the procedure on Thursday.”

“Excellent, Sam. Thanks a lot!”

He was laughing when he hung up.”

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Roy whispered.

“Believe, baby. Believe.”

I looked out the window as he drove, and I started to smile.

“Rise and shine, my little lover!” I drew the shades open.

Roy turned over in bed. Sure, he was feeling a bit of the booze he had imbibed the night before, but he was also avoiding what he knew was coming.

“Get your ass up or else!” I spoke cheerfully as I ripped the blankets off him.

“Hey!” but it was weak. He was a defeated man, and we hadn’t even started yet.

“This is Nair. You put it on your whole body, except for your eyebrows and scalp. Wait fifteen minutes, until it starts to heat up, then shower.”

“That’s going to take my hair off?”

“Bald as a baby’s hairless butt,” I agreed.

Ring ring!

I looked at my cell phone. Margie Whitlock. Now what the heck? I made a motion to Roy and he slid slowly out of bed. Talk about a slug.

“Margie! How are you girlfriend?”

“I am top of the world, girlfriend. Would you like a wig?”

“A…what?”

“A wig. I know Roy doesn’t have long hair, and I thought…”

Roy stood next to the bed, his eyes open, his jaw officially dropped.

“…so if you need it I can bring it over.”

“Margie?”

“Yes?”

“How did you find out about Roy, uh, losing at cards the other night?” It had been less than 12 hours!

“I talked to Rhonda. She talked to Wendy, and…” And eventually it wound down to, “…and she talked to Martha.”

Oh. My. God! That was half the town right there!

I looked at Roy, and the expression on his face was absolutely, totally, utterly priceless. Shock. Dismay. Mortification.

“Sure, we could use a wig. That would be great.”

“Excellent. I’ll have it there in a half.”

“You’ll…okay.” I was dazed.

She hung up, and I hung up, and Roy’s face looked like it was going to break into tears. “I can’t…the whole town…this is…”

I pulled myself together and said, “Nair. Now.”

Disconsolately, he stepped into the bathroom and began reading the back of the bottle.

I went out to the backyard and just stood there for a long few minutes.

The whole town knew. She offered me a free wig, and I knew Margie. She was rich and the wig would be a first class one. What the fuck had happened?

I walked back into the house and into the bedroom. Sam was just getting out of the shower and I loved it. He had lost that big, old bush down there, his limbs were silky smooth, and…I liked the look. It was sort of ‘porn star-ish,’ if you get my drift. Even made his cock look bigger.

“Here go,” I tossed him a pair of panties.

He was going through all sorts of sensations, and he was biting his lip and actually shivering a little when he stepped into the panties.

“Here go,” I tossed him a bra.

“Honey?”

“I’ve some Aunt Maggie’s breast forms out in the garage. I’ll go get them.”

I sauntered through the house and out to the garage. Poor, old Aunt Maggie. She had been a well endowed woman…then caught breast cancer. She had passed now, but I still had those big, old honkers of hers.

I searched through a few bags and boxes and found them. Grinning, I went back through the house and tossed them to Roy. Roy fumbled them, dropped one, and I watched him.

He’s not a big man, sort of slender, and the panties and bra fit him perfectly. And, funny thing, I felt a little flash of heat down there. Made my knees sort of weak, and I was having trouble looking away from my man’s sexy body.

He managed to get the over-sized blimps into his bra, and I noticed that his cock was getting really, really big. It was standing out like a tree limb, bobbing up and down as the blood pulsed through it. Could it be that this woman’s clothing thing was exciting him, too?

“Okay,” I managed to make myself move, “Put on the garter belt and the nylons.”

His face was a study in confusion, but he pulled up the garter, then sat on the bed and started unrolling the nylons up his legs.

Oh, man. It was hot. If I had known it was going to be this hot I would have had him do this long ago.

I picked up a pair of heels and held them out. “Now—“

Ding dong!

“Hold it, just stay here.” I trotted down the hall towards the front door.

It was Margie, and with her was Rhonda Shaeffer and Wendy Simpson. Big gossips, but…what was I going to say? I opened the door and Margie held out the wig. “Here’s the wig and, I’m sorry, but Rhonda and Wendy wanted to see.”

Rhonda held out a pair of high heels. Bigger than mine, they would definitely fit Roy. And they were of good quality. The girl might be a gossip, but she had good taste. “I brought you some old heels. I remembered that I’m a little taller than you, and maybe they would fit Roy?”

On one hand, this was too much. These women showing up and…and on the other hand…what was it that the doctor ordered? I broke into a grin and held the door open. “Come on in, girls.”

They crowded in, chattered, and asked, “Where is Roy?”

“He’s in the back room. Come on.”

Now, I don’t know what possessed me, except maybe a bit of the devil.

And, the realization as to why bullying could be fun.

Ever since I had won the bet I had been in charge. I had cracked the whip and made Roy jump, and…I was liking it.

So we tromped down the hallway and into the bedroom.

Roy, of course was under the bed.

I couldn’t believe it. He had actually crawled under the bed! Like a little boy!

“Roy! Come out of there!”

I grabbed his leg and pulled, and Margie jumped in and grabbed his other leg, and then wall the ladies were pulling him out from under the bed.

Roy stood, trembling, like a little deer in the headlights. He was awful cute in his panties and bra.

The girls just giggled.

“Roy, Margie brought you a wig. And Rhonda has some great high heels.”

“Uh…uh…” he looked like he was going to faint, and the girls all giggled.

“Let’s see how it looks,” Margie stepped forward and pulled the wig over his head. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. His face instantly transformed. He wasn’t one of these guys with the big movie star jaws, and he was immediately made softer and more feminine.

And I was made more squooshy down there. I mean, I was positively wet between the legs! I was so wet, clamping my thighs together so I didn’t spring a leak, that I didn’t move when Rhonda moved in and pushed Roy back on the bed. She began putting her heels on him.

“Oh, these are perfect.”

She did one, then the other

Roy stared at the ladies and was a mix of humiliated and aghastness. He was not only looking feminine, several women were watching him look feminine.

“Oh, you are marvelous!” whispered Margie.

Rhonda finished with the little buckles and helped him to his feet.

The girls clapped and congratulated him, and then it struck me. He was standing there in panties and bra, nylons and heels. And…his boner.

The other ladies noticed it, too.

Interestingly, they didn’t seemed shocked by it. Of course, they had all seen cocks before, but it was more than that.

They were treating him like he was one of them, and the cock just provided a cosmetic problem.

“What are we going to do with that?” asked Wendy.

We all looked down to where his big penis pushed out the panties. It was so plainly outlined, and Roy looked down and seemed about to die of embarrassment.

“I…I…”

“How about a tummy shaper?”

“With a dick that size?”

“Hmm. I see what you mean.”

“Don’t men in drag wear tight, little panties called gaffs?”

There were some nods at that.

“I’ve got a chastity tube.”

Everybody looked at Wendy. “Well, Oscar wanted one, so we got it and tried it out, and then he discovered he didn’t like his little weenie being all tied up.”

There were a few smiles at that. What man…what real man…would like his cock all tied up and squashed into a tube?

“But I’ve still got it. It should fit. And…” she trailed off.

The women looked at Roy’s cock some more.

“We could just tie it back. Tie it to his leg.”

“But that would still show in some outfits.”

“The chastity tube,” I blurted.

Roy looked at me like I was a traitor.

“It’s the best way. He won’t get big, and we can keep him that way for a month.”

“Hey?” Roy squeaked.

“Shut up, dear. The grown ups are talking.”

Everybody chuckled at that.

“Okay,” said Margie.

“I’ll go home and get it right now.” Wendy trotted out of the room. The rest of us just stood there and watched Roy.

Roy looked like he felt about an inch tall. If there had been a mouse hole in the wall he would have tried to crawl into it.

“Well, ladies,” I finally said, “Would you like to help me do his make up?”

Oh, did they. Big grins, little cheers, and they began to move

To tell the truth, I thought I was going to have to do all the heavy lifting, but these girls were so anxious I couldn’t believe it.

In fact, the cheerful manner in which they bent to the business of make up…I suspected that had been wanting to give a man a make over for years.

I know that I was falling in with that feeling. The more we did to Roy the more I wanted to do.

And I was glad these women were there to help me, because I was so wet now I was afraid I might actually start dripping.

As for Roy, he was now looking a little grey. But it was out of his hands. He was now an official toy for a bunch of demented ladies.

Heh heh heh.


PART TWO

The ladies walked out of my bedroom, and Roy sat back on the bed. He was stunned, his eyes were glassy. He was in women’s underwear, high heels, and had boobs. Not real boobs, but that would be happening in three days.

“What…what…?”

He asked.

Tell the truth, I loved the way he was stupified. Mr. Always in Control Big Man. Reduced to a whimpering bitch.

And, of course, I loved the wet feeling in my own panties.

I patted his cheek and left him to his own devices.

The ladies had taken residence on the patio, and they were closely huddled.

“Let’s get a blonde wig.”

“His skin is wonderful for make up.”

“I can’t wait to plump his lips.”

I sat down, and they all looked at me. Well, I wasn’t normally part of their group, but that barrier was quickly disappearing.

“Carry on, ladies. I like your plans.”

So they did, and I got involved, which was only right as Roy was my husband, after all.

A half hour later Wendy showed up with the chastity tube. She was giggling. “Oscar didn’t want to let it go. He wanted to try it again.”

“Honestly,” said Margie, taking the little contraption. “What is it with men? Where is the thrill in wanting to lock up their little playthings.”

All the girls giggled.

“I think it enhances their desperation,” Wendy said.

We all stood up and walked back to the bedroom.

Roy was standing in front of the mirror, looking at himself. His cock was monstrous. I had never seen it so big.

The ladies moved to him and Margie said, “Well, how do we get it small enough?”

“You could let him have an orgasm,” said Rhonda.

We all looked at her.

“I wasn’t serious.”

Roy had actually looked hopeful for a second, but now his face crashed.

“Well, there’s only one thing to do,”Margie said. She grabbed Roy’s cock and pulled it, led him out of the room.

Roy went up on his tip toes, batted at her hands, but she had a grip on him.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Margie asked me.

“Oh, knock yourself out.”

Down the hall we went, Roy gurgling helplessly.

She stood Roy by the table and got a big glass and filled it half with ice. The filled the remainder with water, and placed it on the table.

“Put your cock in there,” she commanded Roy.

Roy was beside himself. He wanted to run out screaming, but he was hemmed in by the ladies.

“I said,” she grabbed him again, “Put your…oh!”

Roy started cumming. Right in her hand. White semen flowed over her fist and wrist and dripped on the floor.

He looked down, and was a mix of happy and stunned.

Margie looked down in dismay. “Oh, my God!” She looked up at Roy. “Don’t you have any self control?”

“I…I…”

“I don’t mean to be insulting, Karen, but your husband needs to be trained.”

“Yes, he does. Perhaps you can give me some pointers.” I was being facetious, but she didn’t take it that way. And that was the point at which I began to wonder about her own relationship with her own husband.

I mean, ‘trained?’

But, she did have a point. Maybe if I had stomped on Roy’s bullying before this matters would have come to this.

“Very well, young man. That was a free one,” she wiped her hand on his chest. “But I’m not going to be giving you any more free ones.”

“Make him earn a squirt,” Margie,” Wendy chimed in.

Make him earn a squirt. How novel. I was learning things.

She still made Roy put his cock in the glass of ice water. His cock was limp, but still a little big and flabby. We needed it tight and small.

Roy grunted and would have left, but she kept a hold on his balls, kept his member in the ice water.

And it shrunk. Delightfully so. It was like a little prune.

Margie pulled it out and put the ring around his package. Wendy shoved the tube over his cock. Rhonda locked the lock. Roy was now trapped, but good.

I sauntered over and examined the thing. Being trapped caused an instant reaction, and even though he had just cum, his cock tried to get hard.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s cute.”

“You won’t think it’s so cute when he’s following you around like a puppy dog, begging and humping your leg.”

We all laughed at that. Roy gave a sickly smile.

But I was wondering. Seeing his cock all trapped like that gave me a little surge of wetness. I felt a little puff of a glow between my thighs. It was almost like a tiny, weenie orgasm.

But, no! A woman couldn’t have an orgasm just from locking her husband’s cock up, could she?

“Okay, what next?”

What was next was we walked back to the bedroom. Roy had his head bent over and was staring at the little contrivance hanging on his cock. I could already see the blood trying to pump through his tool.

In the bedroom the ladies sat him down at my vanity table and began to go to work.

Rhonda and Wendy worked on his fingernails, giving him long, red claws. Margie worked on his face. And I sat back and watched him.

Men are strange creatures. They want to pump iron and bump their chests. Never have I seen a man try to look pretty.

Now I was seeing a man starting to look pretty in spite of anything he might want.

One by one his nails grew long and sexy They were a bright red, a blood red, and shiny. And the girls used my strongest glue, and my thickest lacquer. Man, those nails were on to stay!

And Margie plumped his lips, several times, and they puffed up and looked so much more fuller. Then she prepped his face and really went to work. Shortly she was blushing him, then applying eye shadow.

She was good. She had disguised his few masculine features with make up, made his jaw looked rounder, his face shadows took on a feminine cast, and his eyes began to sparkle. She painted his lips red with some lipstain she had in her purse, then put gloss on them to make them pop.

Oh, baby. Did he look good!

I had thought I was going to have to teach him everything, put his make up on every day, and I would have gotten tired of that pretty quick.

But these girls were dedicated, and thorough. And very fastidious. When they were done he looked like a woman.

Not a drag queen with slutty make up, but a beautiful woman.

And the final thing… “Okay,” Margie said. “This has been fun.” She turned to me. “Do you mind if we come over and keep him this way? I don’t mean to be intrusive, but this has been so much fun, and…”

She stumbled in her speech and I knew she was having a thought.

“What?”

“Well, I saw a picture of the, uh, agreement you have with your husband.”

Damn that George! He must have clicked a pic of the paper Roy had handed to me. Or…no. Maybe Lily showed her.

“Yes?”

“Are you really going to have him have, uh…breast enhancement?”

I smiled. So that was it. I actually wondered if she had done this to men before. “I made an appointment for Thursday.”

“Oh, my gosh.” She called the other girls over and whispered to them, and all the women giggled and laughed and kept glancing at poor, miserable Roy.

“Can we be there?”

Hunh! Wow! these gals were crazy! I said, “Sure,” I answered without thinking.

The girls eventually went home, with promises to come back on following days and help me take care of their new, little girlfriend.

And the day passed. I texted a picture to George, and received a text back with a big thumbs up. Later, I would find out that he had put it on Facebutt, where it was getting zillions of likes.

So much for Roy avoiding anybody finding out.

But, it was pointed out that he was a manly man delivering on a bet, and people were actually complimenting him.

I guess nobody likes a four flusher, and everybody likes a man who keeps his word.

As for Roy, he spent the day in a funk. He sat in the living room and watched TV, a glass filled with bourbon and Coke being refilled regularly.

But he wasn’t bullying me anymore.

In fact, he just watched the game, and the look on his face…it was very reflective.

More important, I could see the little bump in his dress when he sat down. It kept doing a tiny, little bob. Blood was trying to get into the poor thing…and failing.

And most importantly, seeing him all dressed up…it was affecting me. I have normal sexual urges, I get a little horny once or twice a week, never enough for Roy, but…but now I was horny all the time.

Seeing him walk through the house in his high heels, awkward but learning, seeing his ass swaying, watching the bounce of his fake boobs, I was actually like a girl in heat.

A couple of times I actually walked away from him, went into the bathroom and made a fist and pressed it against my pussy.

And…I jilled off. I know, not ladylike, but if you could have seen Roy, sashaying around like an uncoordinated model, you’d have done the dirty, too.

Anyhoo, the week went. The girls came by each day, and they brought friends, and by Thursday, when all of them showed up to escort him down to the doctor’s office for his new boobs, he was actually used to them. Sort of.

At least, they would talk to him, and he actually managed to answer them in a civil, and even sometimes joking, manner. And then we were at the doctor’s office and the girls all waited outside.

“I heard about your bet,” Sam grinned when he came into the exam room. He was a gruff sort of looking fifty, but with a wise cracking grin.

Roy hung his head.

I smiled. “It actually turned out to be fun. Learning poker, I mean.”

“Well, it may be fun, but I’m going to be very careful before I sit in with you.”

His droll manner had me chuckling.

“So, how about it, Roy? Are you looking forward to a world class set of ta tas?”

Roy grunted.

“That’s Roy-speak for yes.’

“I figured. Okay, let me explain how this works. I’m not going to give you permanent boobs. I’m going to give you something called vacation boobs. I inject a solution into your chest, it sets like boobs, and a month or so later your body absorbs it and you’re back to being the studly male we all know.”

Roy looked at him. There was pain in there, but there was also curiosity. I realized he had been a woman for a half a week, but things were happening.

“Now, take off your shirt and lay back here and let’s get started.

Roy lay back on the exam table and Sam rolled out a tray. The tray had several needles on it, and a couple of big gallon containers?

Sam began to inject the solution into Roy’s chest, and I was absolutely mesmerized. He went around each pectoral, taking his time, making measurements. His right pectoral began to bulge, then to take a small mound shape. It actually looked like a little boob.

“Is that it?”

“Oh, no,” Sam answered me. “We’re just laying the ground work.”

He injected solution into the other pectoral muscle and Roy now had two small boobs on his chest.

Then Sam went to town. He kept making injections, and the skin swelled up, and Roy’s tits began to get bigger and bigger.

“What about those China things?” I asked, at one point.

“Chyna 2000s, I could do that, I sort of wanted to,” he was really focused on his work, “but they are too permanent. If Roy likes these, then we can certainly do that. But I realized there might be a skin stretch problem. I can actually make his boobs quite large, and make sure there’s no medical problems, using just the vacation boob method.”

“Oh. Okay. Can we make an appointment for the China things for next month?”

Roy groaned. “No! You’re not going to…”

“I’ve been thinking about that card game stuff, and I think I could beat him again.”

Sam chuckled and said, “Don’t make me laugh. This is delicate work.”

I laughed for him.

Roy cried.

I put Roy’s bra on him before he even sat up, and when he did sit up he had the most wonderful set of breasts I had ever seen. Truthfully, I thought they were better than mine.

I helped him off the table while Sam watched, a big grin on his face.

“That’ll fix you for that inside straight you pulled on me last year.”

“Oh, God,” Roy groaned. Then he staggered a bit. “My balance is off.”

“It will be for a couple of days. But you’ll get used to it. You’ll also have some muscle soreness as your body adapts to the redistribution of weight. But you’ll survive.”

“Yippee,” Roy grumped.

I had made Roy wear full feminine apparel to Sam’s office, and now I buttoned up his blouse and tucked it in to his skirt.

“I hope you’re happy,” he said in the most dispirited voice I had ever heard.

“Quite happy, honey. Shall we go?”

Sam walked us to the front door, and when we stepped outside we got a huge surprise. There must have been a hundred women waiting, and when Sam stepped into view they rose up in a mighty cheer.

Sam’s mouth dropped open and he just stood there.

Margie and the girls started chanting, “Show us! Show us! Show us!”

We were on the second floor balcony, and everybody was yelling, and the girls were chanting, so I began to unbutton Sam’s blouse.

He looked at me, I think he wanted me to stop, but I was in charge now. That was one thing I had learned over the past few days. Sam dressing like a woman had made him into what he saw women as…second class. Supposed to follow orders. So he just stood there and silently protested, but didn’t say anything.

I opened his blouse, his new boobs were plain to see, and the crowd roared. I mean…they really screamed!

After a short bit I began to button him up again. And I saw that his lower lids were filling with tears.

Oh, fuck.

I wanted to give him a lesson in humility. I didn’t want to hurt him!

I waved to everybody and hustled him down the walk, out the back way to the parking lot, and to our car.

Some of the crowd followed, but I just smiled and worked the car through the parking lot.

As soon as we left the parking lot Roy began crying. And I don’t mean just a few light sobs. He began to bawl like a baby.

We weren’t far from home, and I drove quickly. He just sat in the passenger seat and his body shook and the tears poured out.

I pulled into the driveway and got out. I helped him out and walked him up the walk to the front door.

Inside the house Roy went into the living room and sat down. He was still crying.

Oh, God. What had I done?

I went into the kitchen and mixed him a bourbon and Coke. I brought it to him and he drank half of it in a gulp, then put the glass down and kept crying.

I sat next to him. I put my arms around him and he kept sobbing, crying into me. He was totally out of control, and I didn’t know what to do.

Was this a major breakdown? Had I broken my man?

I had all these misgivings, but now I couldn’t move. His arms were around my body and he was pressing on me, forcing me back. All I could do was just sit there, my arms around him, and soothe him.

And he started say, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry…” over and over and over.

We had arrived home at three o’clock. He cried for four hours. Sometimes sobbing violently, sometimes just snuffling. By seven o’clock it was dark, and he just sat against me. He had stopped crying and just sat there.

Finally, I said, “Roy? Are you all right.”

He snuffled some more, then drew away from me a little. He wiped his face and said, “But I’ve really messed up my make up.” And he laughed.

Oh, thank God, he laughed.

I brushed his hair back and kissed him gently on the lips. “We can fix that.”

“Okay,” he said. He moved further back and I was able to get up. He saw his unfinished drink and picked it up. The ice cubes had long melted, but he quaffed the remainder easily.

I took his hand and helped him up. “Come on. Let’s go repair the damage.”

We went back to the bedroom and sat down and I cleaned his face and began putting more mascara on him.

“I’m different now,” he said.

I nodded. “That’s obvious.”

“I’m so sorry I was a bully.”

“That’s okay.”

“I’ll try to control myself after this.”

“I know.”

His face repaired, we stood up, gazed at each other. for a while, then he said, “I guess I really deserved this.”

“You really make me horny.”

That caught him by surprise, and it caught me by surprise. I mean, it just sort of blurted out.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. Seeing you all sexy like this…it’s…I’m horny. My pussy is on fire for you.”

He grinned. “Wow.”

“Come on, let’s go eat dinner. Then we can discuss my new found feelings of love.”

We went to the kitchen and I made us a couple of hamburgers. Heavy on the mayo, a fair helping of onion, swiss cheese. The meat was grade A, and we chomped and chewed and gazed into each other’s eyes.

Yes. He was different. He was softer.

No, he wasn’t sissy soft, though I had a feeling that making a man dress like a woman could do that to some men. It was more like he was just…softer. More considerate. Not so willing to tell me how life would be, and willing to listen to what I said.

We finished our hamburgers, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we sat in the kitchen and just talked and talked. He told me how weird it felt to have somebody put make up on him, but how cool it was, too.

I told him how everybody in town was on his side. He wasn’t much for Facebutt, and he was amazed when I got out the iPad and showed him all the well wishes, and the few sneers.

He smiled when people congratulated him for being a real man. As for the sneers, when somebody called him a sissy he just shrugged and said, “They don’t really know, do they.”

Finally, we took the picture for the day and sent it to George. George would put it on Facebutt, and he sent us back a cheerful note. ‘Man, you look good!’ Then he sent us another text: ‘Maybe I should try that.’

Roy and I laughed and looked at each other, then he took the iPad and began typing. I read it upside down before he sent it.

Be careful.

Being a woman isn’t for sissies.

“George as a woman?” I quipped.

“I’ll lend him my breast forms,” Roy responded, and we both chuckled.

Then we grew silent. Very silent. And I knew Roy was thinking of something.

“What?”

“Well, you’re going to think that I really am perverted.”

“Says the man in the dress,” I spoke wryly.

“Says the man in the dress,” he agreed. Then: “There was one item on the list…”

I knew what he was going to say.

“Item thirty. I wasn’t going to make you do that.”

He watched me for a long second, then said, “You should.”

I stared at him.

“In for a penny…in for a pound.”

“But that’s…” I trailed off.

“I think I need that for this lesson in humility to be complete.”

“You realized what you’re saying?”

“I surely do.” His gaze was firm, and I was struck by how beautiful his made up eyes were.

He was talking about the last item on the list. He had wanted anal sex. He had wanted to fuck my butt, but I had never been into that. The old Roy would have demanded. Now he was demanding that I have anal sex with him. That I put something up his butt.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“I am.” He nodded.

I reached forward and held his hands. His long, perfectly manicured hands. “Honey, we don’t have to if you—“

“Yes. We do. I’m an asshole. I’ve been mean. If you don’t do this I could possibly back slide. I want this as a permanent reminder of who’s in charge.”

“Hell, I’ll nag at you, if you want.”

He smiled a rueful smile. “Honey, I know we still have that strap on.”

“The one we never used?”

“That’s the one.”

I sighed. I patted his hands, then I placed my hand on his cheek and looked deeply into his eyes. “Then I guess it’s time we went all the way. It’s time we made you into a real woman.”

He nodded.

I stood up and pulled his hand.

We walked down the hallway, our heels clicking loudly. I looked back at him, my beautiful woman/man, and smiled.

We entered the bedroom and I led him to the bed. I turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. Slowly,  without taking my eyes off his, I began undoing his blouse.

He reached out to undo the buttons on mine.

“No,” I said.

He looked at me quizzically.

“I’m the man this time. I don’t want you to see my chest and be reminded of…of me as a woman.”

He nodded, and knew I was right.

I took off his blouse and tossed it to the floor. “Men are messy,” I said. “You can pick that up tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, dear,” he smiled.

I undid his skirt and pulled it down. I threw it on the floor.

I was face to face with the feminine him now. His breasts, so very real, would last a month. His make up was mostly permanent, and would be reapplied periodically. And I wondered how far beyond a month he would want to go.

That he would want to go further I felt for a certainty.

I kissed him. I held his chin and forced my mouth over his. I didn’t let myself be kissed, I was the man, and I took the kiss.

I backed off and he was breathless, his eyes dark in the gloom, staring at me.

I went to the dresser and took out the strap on. He watched as I buckled it on and fit the big cock into the socket.

“God,” he said. “It looks huge.”

“It is huge, baby. I’m a big man.”

He laughed and I grinned. His laugh was nervous, but more nervous with anticipation than fear. But there was fear thee, too.

I stood in front of him. I stared at his plump, red lips. I whispered, “Suck my cock.”

He slithered off the bed onto his knees. He put his mouth around my plastic penis and began to bob his head back and forth.

“Oh, yes. You’re a good, little cock sucker.”

I moved my hips forward until he gagged, then I drew back. “I told you I was big.”

For a long minute he blew me. God, it was hot, and I wished I could shoot the juice down his throat.

Finally, I reached down and grabbed him under the arms, his hairless, sweet smelling arms, and I lifted him.

I grabbed his hair and bent his head back, I ravaged his mouth. I kissed that soft pearl like it was the last pearl, and I was a desperate treasure hunter. At the same time my hands roamed over his breasts. I squeezed them until he groaned. I pulled on the nipples. Finally, I bent my head and began kissing them, pulling them with my teeth. My hand went down to his groin.

He was wearing the chastity tube, but I could feel it pulsing as the cock inside tried to get harder. I squeezed his balls until his legs started to buckle, then I pushed him back again.

He was leaning on the bed, supported by his elbows, looking up at me. He was so virgin, so trusting, so ready. His was a delicious fear that I couldn’t wait to gobble.

“Turn around.”

He made it to his feet and turned around.

I felt his ass, so smooth and hairless, so plump and ready.

I pushed on his back and he laid the top of his body, those big, delicious boobs, flat on the bed.

I moved closer, and put my penis to his hole.

“Lube,” he gasped.

I laughed. “I shouldn’t.” But I did. I slapped lube into his asshole and massaged. My fingers reamed him, woke up his nerves, and by the time I was done and he was good and lubed he was moaning.

“You like that, don’t you, bitch?”

He looked over his shoulder, his face framed by soft hair, gulping nervously. His eyes were afraid, but he was determined.

I pushed into him.

He froze, and his body locked up. The moment of fear was past. He was no longer a virgin. I now possessed him.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

I began to saw back and forth, moving my hips and running that long peter into him.

He groaned again, and his ass rose to meet my penis. Again and again and again.

He began to whimper, and I could feel his ass muscles squeezing, trying to hold on to my slippery snake.

I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His back was arched, and I was deeply impaled. “I love you, and I take what I want.”

He gulped loudly.

“Oh…oh…”

There is a moment, when you fuck somebody, that he, or she, becomes yours. It is a moment of power. The taken gives up their power, and the taker takes it. That is what happened with us.

He felt himself dissolving, giving up, submitting to my power. He began to cry, to sob in gratitude, and I pushed ever harder into him.

And he began to cum. First time, and he actually achieved an anal orgasm. How often does that happen?

But, then, he really wanted to submit.

His hips jerked and his ass pushed back desperately, and I could feel his resistance disappearing entirely.

I had made him a woman. I had fucked him. Now he was mine.

And I was stunned by the feeling of power that washed through me.

And I wondered how many more men I could do this to.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

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


A Billionaire Feminized Me!

How a boy was forced to become a girl!


PART ONE

I was 18 when I began working for Jeff Epstine. At first, I didn’t know who I was working for. And when I did learn, I didn’t really know who he was.

I thought he was just some rich guy who needed a delivery driver. I was making good money, it was easy work, and…but let me tell you how it started.

“Hey, Lonnie! How’s it going?”

Lonnie Barkins was a long time friend. We had gone to school together, fought each other, became friends and fought other kids, and there was much argument as to which one of us, in the yearbook, would be labeled, ‘Least likely to succeed.’ Or maybe ‘Most likely to end up in jail.’

“Man, it’s great. Let’s get a drink!”

We sauntered down 4th avenue, hogging the cement and making people go around us. Hey, it’s that way when you’re 19 and just getting started. Hell, I was a bad boy. The baddest of boys.

We entered a bar called The Fuck.

No, that wasn’t the real name. The real name was The Fire Truck, but somebody had taken a slingshot to the ‘ire Tr,’ and what was left was The Fuck. And we usually drew out the space between the F and the uck, so it sounded like The F-u-u-uck!

Cool, eh?

Anyway, we sat down at the last booth on the right and some skanky babe asks what we want and Lonnie says, “Gimme some of that Woodford Reserve shit. And give Jimbo here the same. You still like to ruin it with Coke?”

I nodded and said to the girl, “Coke High.”

She nodded and took off.

“So whacha been doin’?”

Lonnie grins, sits with his back to the wall and his feet out the bench. “Man, I got the sweetest gig.” I work for one of the fat cats. I drive for him. He’s got a damn Rolls Royce. You hear me?”

We walked for a while, I asked him what kind of a ride an RR was, and he told me how slick it was, and that ball bearings were all made of oak, and all sorts of other stuff.

Oak ball bearings? Man, what a gas.

And he asked me how I was doing and I said I was between jobs, which meant I had burgled a house last night, and I intended to burgle a house tonight.

He laughed, and said, “Why don’t I put in a word with my boss? He was saying he needed a special driver, and I told him I was willing—more money, you know—so maybe my gig will be open.

So we spent the afternoon sipping that Woodford stuff, and it was fuckin’ good, and then I said good bye and thought I probably wouldn’t see him again. Less we ran into each other like by accident.

But, shock of shocks, he called me up the very next day.

“Hey, Jimbo. You want that job we was talking about? Driving a Rolls every once in a while? Good green, dude.”

And I said, sure. I had a feeling the cops were giving me the once over, maybe thinking about busting my chops, so it behooved me to take a steady job for a while, get back on the down low.

And the day after that Lonnie picked me up at my crib—in a damned Rolls Royce! Fucker wasn’t kidding—and he drove me  over to Jersey and out to some boat place called Liberty Landing.

It was a cool place. Breezy with the smell of the ocean, couple of guys ran around with brushes and buckets and cleaned the seagull shit off everything, and off to the side a big, fucking yacht.

As he drove in I gave it the looksee and said, “Man, now that’s a set of wheels.”

Lonnie grinned. “That’s where we’re going.”

Man, knock me over with a feather. But he parked the car in a special reserved place and we sauntered along this wooden walkway right out to the yacht.

Man, it was big. It was bigger than an 18 wheeler, And it had a couple of scrawny masts, one of which was supposed to be for radio broadcasting or something. We went up this little gangway and stepped onto a deck made of the shiniest, coolest wood I ever seen. There was all these portholes and guys and gals running around in white uniforms. And the place was like a floating church or something. I mean, it was clean!

Lonnie takes me up to a deck at the rear of the boat, a place called the stern or something. There’s a guy sitting in a lounge chair reading a book. A damned book! And Lonnie motions me to be quiet, and he stands quiet, and waits to be noticed. And the guy noticed him pretty fast. He didn’t make him wait around or anything.

“Hi, Lonnie. Is this Jimbo?”

“Yes, sir.” Lonnie motions me to step up and I do. And I’m standing there looking at this guy. He’s dressed in a boating type of suit. White pants, blue blazer, white ballcap.

He shades his eyes and takes a while to study me, and all the while I’m studying him.

Thin face, little mustache, pinched eyes.

But friendly. He didn’t make no mean face at me, like some rich guys do. Or especially some mean guys do.

“Lonnie says you live just outside the law.”

I figured that out and said, “Yes, sir.”

I wanted to lie, but Lonnie said to just play it cool with the guy.

“Excellent. We like people who’s morals are, shall we say…liquid. You’ll drive the Rolls. Usually a couple of times a week. But once a month the week will get busy. You’ll be on call at all times. If you have any problem, at all, you come here and see me. He handed me a card with a phone number on it. The card said, ‘Myron McMasters.’ And it had his phone number on it. “And if the boat is out call me at this number. But don’t call me unless the boat really is out. Other than that, just open the doors for your passengers, don’t speak unless spoken to, and…that’s it.”

He turned to Lonnie. “You’ll show him procedures for gas, parking, maintenance and all that, correct?”
“Yes, sir.”

Myron grinned. He had nice teeth, but they looked sort of sharp. “Okay. Then we’ll see you tonight.” To me: “A pleasure, Jimbo. I’m sure we’ll get along.”

And that was that.

Man, I wish every job was that easy to score.

And, as the days and weeks passed, I wished every job was that easy.

I made sure the car was gassed, I took it in for maintenance once a month. I washed and cleaned it every day and waxed it once a month. I had a cell phone and I was instructed to use it only for company business. Which was fine, they were paying me enough I could afford a dozen cell phones. Once I had a flat tire. I was instructed to call a tow and Ubered home. They gave me a $100 bonus for following instructions on that one. Can you dig it?

I mostly delivered people to the boat. Once a month I had a flurry of calls, and I drove like crazy, and nobody cared that they all shoved into the Rolls.

And the people I delivered: rich, fancy, powerful and a range of polite. By that I mean I was either ignored, treated like dirt, or patted on the back like an old friend.

I had instructions to report anybody who treated me like dirt, so I did. They treated me nice after that, if I ever saw them again, and a couple of them even apologized to me. And one gave me another $100. Zowie!

The only guy who made use of the Rolls on a more regular basis was this blonde guy with a big jaw. He dressed sort of regular mostly, but once or twice a week he would wear a tux. And he was always with sweet, young girls. Real young girls. Girls too young to be out with an older guy like him.

But, hey. I’ve got liquid morals, right?

So life was cool, I was racking up the bucks, and I even went to Myron and asked him what was the best way to save money.

Myron was always cool to me. He sent me to a broker guy and I wound up with something called a portfolio. Not bad for a guy who ditched the last year of high school.

And, for the first year I saw Lonnie a couple of times a week. We’d high five and jive in passing, and a couple of times we went out for drinks.

But after a year I got a call. “Jimbo, come see me.”

I said yes and got out of bed and brushed my teeth and beat feet for the dock.

Myron was sitting in his chair reading some sort of financial column. I stood and waited to be noticed, and he sighed at the newspaper a couple of times, but noticed me within a half a minute.

“Have a seat, Jimbo.”

Now that was new. He’d joke with me, and he’d stand up and walk a bit while he talked to me, but he never invited me to sit down.

I sat, perched on the edge of the lounge chair.

He chuckled, “Oh, relax.”

I sat back and a guy in a white suit appeared and handed me a bourbon. Hey, I didn’t even know he knew I liked bourbon. And it was good stuff, better than that Woodford Reserve stuff even.

“Jimbo, you’ve been with us for a year. Any complaints?”

“No, sir.”

“Excellent. We’ve been happy with you, too. Now, Lonnie has moved on…would you like to fill his position?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Yes, sir.”

“Excellent. It will still be driving. But the trips will longer. No more of the putting up with the stiffs in town.” He laughed, and I chuckled because it sounded like I was supposed.

He told me how much money I was going to be making and I gulped. I was putting the bucks away, and now I was going to be putting a lot of bucks away!

So I entered the second tier of wage earners, but it was a weird job, and I thought about quitting it. Yeah, in spite of all the bread, and even though my morals were liquid, I thought about going back to burglary.

What stopped me? The paychecks were amazing. I figured if I could work for just a year or two I’d be set for life.

The job was simple. I was called, and I either picked up a. limo and drove people around town, and once a month I picked up a truck at a yard. The truck was the same one every time, and, let me tell you, it was a doozy of a truck. It was just a truck in the front, bouncy shocks and an engine.

The back, though, was 8 beds. They were in racks, four to a side, and they all had handcuffs hanging off the side bars.

Well, I knew what that was for, and I didn’t like it. I’m liquid, but not that liquid.

But, hey…a year and I could quit.

My first ride I went to a warehouse just off of Hell’s kitchen. I backed up to a dock and the one guy, blonde with a square jaw, met me. “Pick up some coffee and a dozen donuts. He handed me a hundred and winked. “Keep the change.”

Zowie! So I picked up the order and brought it back, and when I got back the truck was loaded. I never seen any of the people who got in. I never heard any yells or screams for help. I figured, I hoped, that the handcuffs were just for decoration.

The blonde guy took the donuts into the back, then came up to ride with me with a big bearclaw in his hand. “Let’s go, Jimbo,” he grinned.

I put the truck in gear and I headed out. “Where to?”

“Liberty Landing.”

I turned a few corners and headed for Jersey.

“Don’t break any laws, Jimbo. Say, you ever thought of higher education?”

That made me blink. Ain’t nobody ever asked me something like that.

For the next half hour he told me how education made a better man. He was pretty cool, for a trafficker. And I asked him if there was a name I should call him by, or not was fine with me.

He grinned and actually held out his hand. “Jeff. Call me Jeff.”

And that was how I met my real boss. He’s bouncing along, riding shotgun in a truck that (I presumed) was filled with young girls, eating a donut and talking like a regular guy.

That first time I just sat in the truck while they unloaded the girls.

Oh, I could see them plain as day. Really good looking women, with nice boobs, good bodies, and looking drunker than my aunt.

Guys just came down to the truck, we were parked next to the gang way, and took up the girls, one by one. It didn’t take long, and the girls were taken below decks on the ship and then the ship sailed.

Before it left Jeff came down and gave me a thousand dollar bill. Yeah! A fucking thousand dollar bill! And the advice, laughingly given, not to spend it all in one place.

Man, I was his boy from then on. I’d tote a thousand unwilling girls for him if he wanted.

Of course, I never really saw them as unwilling. Just drunk. Or drugged. Staggering. And sometimes one would say something like, “I wanna go home.” But they slurred their speech and they were whisked up the gangway like real quick, and that was that.

Anyway, I was living the good life. I was driving regular, with an occasional trip up to Canada, usually to take somebody named Gee home. She had some sort of a spread, deep in the Canadian woods, and she liked it there.

Hey, it was a fun drive, and sometimes I’d drive a regular car—I mean fancy, but regular—and she’d even talk to me. Like Jeff, she was happy and cheerful.

After a while I began helping take the girls up the gangway. There was one girl, she staggered off the back of the truck and started walking away and I just linked arms with her and steered her back.

“Please,” she said. “Please.” She wasn’t all that frightened though, and I wanted to make sure that I kept my job. I think, thinking back on it, that she might have been a set up, a girl set loose just to see what I would do.

So I started helping walk the girls to the ship, and then, a couple of months later, I started helping load the girls onto the truck.

Hey. It was that or go get donuts and stand around. And I figured if I put out a little extra then I would get a little extra. Extra bread, that is.

And life went on, fine and dandy, sweet as candy, and I was happy and makin’ the bucks.

Until the day Lonnie showed up.

I had just pulled up to the dock and hopped out of the truck. The rolling door went up and a girl popped out and started running.

Man, I grabbed that bitch quick, just grabbed her by her cheap fake and fuzzy fur coat and wheeled her around.

“Come on, sister,” I says.

And she freezes, stares at me, and says, “Jimbo?”

My fuckin’ heart about dropped into my shoes. My jaw opened.

The girl was Lonnie’s height. She was skinnier than Lonny, but had big boobs. Those really big, fake boobs that stand up high and never bounce.

But she had a girl’s version of Lonnie’s face. The check bones were softer, the nose had been straightened but, but was still small. It was the eyes, though, that got to me. Lonnie was one of those weird guys that had different colored eyes. One brown and one blue. And this girl had the exact same eyes..

“Jimbo…get me out of here.”

The fuck! I stood and stared, and held her.

“Let’s go Jimbo!” called Jeff from the back of the truck.

“Please…they…they…”

Yet she was drugged. Or should I say ‘he’ was drugged?

Yet, it wasn’t Lonnie.

I heard footsteps, and knew I better move it.

I swung the girl around and made her walk towards the boat. She staggered, and it felt like she didn’t know how to walk in heels.

“You okay?” asked Jeff.

“Yeah.”

But he had seen it in my eyes. Something was wrong. Something was making me think.

“I put the girl up the gangway, she was taken off my hands, and that was it. Or so I thought.

That girl had looked like Lonnie’s twin sister. And she had asked me for help.

Hey, Lonnie and I weren’t best buds, but we were okay. He had turned me on to this job and I was making money, so I couldn’t not think about him. Or her. And here I made a mistake. A big one.

If I had just forgotten about it, or even just not talked about it, I probably would have been fine. But I couldn’t let it go, and I started looking around on the internet.

I’m not real savvy on the internet. I mean, I use it to look at porn, mostly, and i bought a couple of books by some babe named Grace Mansfield, but now I started googling things like ‘can a man be made into a woman.’

I mean, I knew they could, but…but I wanted to know more.

I read about hormones and surgeries. I saw pictures of girls that you would never, in a million fucking years, believe were originally guys.

Even porn was loaded with them, now that I knew where to look.

But the transgender people I was reading about wanted the hormones and the surgeries. I even eavesdropped on a couple of chat rooms. Throat shaving, implants, butt implants, lip surgery…there was a huge industry designed solely for the purpose of making guys into girls.

I started staring at people when I was walking down the street.

Was that guy going to be a girl some day?

Was that girl once a guy?”

I tell ya, it was weird And it made me a little nervous meeting girls. I mean, you could never be sure if you were talking to a girl or a guy.

So I was getting an education, but I was also being checked on.

Later, I would find out that Jeff had had my internet checked on.

And, I was followed, and wire tapped, and everything.

Oh, I never knew a thing, these guys are slick, but…I was on a short leash.

And I noticed that Myron became more careful when he was talking to me. Nothing obvious, just a hesitation here, a subtle shift of the eyes there, he was watching me.

On a Friday night I was doing a run. I hit the warehouse, picked up a bunch of girls, and was about to hop into the truck when Jeff came up to me.

“Hey, Jimbo.”

I turned, “Yeah?”

“I was going to ask you—“

Somebody pushed me o the side and somebody else shoved a needle into my neck. Next thing I know I’m laying on the ground. The world is happening, but I’m just watching it. I can’t move. I can’t object. It was hard to even wonder what had happened.

“Into the warehouse,” Jeff commanded.

The two guys picked me up, draped my arms over their shoulders, and walked me back to the warehouse. They dragged me up a three step ladder to the dock, and through the big, rolling door.

I had never been back there. I had worked for almost two years doing the runs, but I had never seen past a simple, large room with a bunch of chairs in it.

They took me to the back door and into a long hallway. At the end of the hallway was a u turn and a flight of steps.

I was out of it. My feet were dragging as much as they were stepping, and I watched dirty walls slide by.

A long hallway, and there were ten doors. Five on a side.

The first door on the right was an office. Looked more like a hang out place, a long couch and a big screen. A refrigerator and a trash can filled with empty beer bottles.

I glanced to the left and saw a door. Never did find out what was in there.

The third door, on the right, was closed, but I could see through a little window…nothing.

The fourth door, on the left was open and somebody was cleaning it. There was a padded table, a bunch of medical machines, and a guy in a white smock filling out some paperwork on a clipboard.

The fifth and sixth doors were closed.

The seven and eighth doors likewise.

The ninth door was closed, but they opened the tenth door, on the left, and dragged me in.

There was one of those padded table things, and some cabinets that looked like they held medicine.

“Come on, sweetheart. Help us out.”

I was lifted, and found myself trying to comply with the suggestion that I ‘help out.’

On the table I lay on my back and stared up at a big, round light. A really bright light, and wondered what the hell was going on.

Straps were put over me. Leather straps with padding. They held my body down, my arms and my legs.

The guys who had toted me up here left. They left the door open, and I could see it by tilting my head back a little.

I listened to their feet clomping away. Work boots.

Five minutes passed, or a day, time was sort of messed up in my head.

I heard feet coming. Not a clomp clomp, but a tap tap. Not a women’s high heels click click, but a guy in hard shoes. Tap tap.

I could see the top of his head by tilting my eyes back. It was bald. Shiny. I glimpsed his face, square. Glasses.

He walked around the table, was out of my sight for a moment, then he was leaning over me. He was breathing on me, and he lifted my eye lids and looked into them with an eye scope.

“Hey,” I sort of breathed out. My voice wasn’t working too well, and my word was slurred, but he ignored it anyway.

He looked in my ears. He said, “Open your mouth and say ahh!”

Happy, though there was something that was telling me I shouldn’t be, I opened my mouth.

Ahhh…haaaa…haaaa.”

He smiled at my humor.

He took out a knife and began cutting my clothes off my body.

Snip, snip, and I felt cool air where once had been cotton.

Shirt gone, pants gone, and he took a moment to handle my junk.

“Hee-e-ey, I wheezed.

He ignored me some more.

Somebody else came into the room and the doctor guy said, “Get his shoes off. I need some measurements.”

Somebody started taking my shoes off. then I hear the click click in the hallway. A woman was coming.

Oddly, I wanted to put my clothes on. Embarrassed? Me? Weird.

Gee walked into the room. She looked down into my face.

“Hi-i-i…”

“Hello, Jimbo.” Her voice was quick, or maybe it was the drugs that were making me slow.

She turned to the doctor. “Okay?”

“Perfect. Give me a week.”

“Excellent.” She left.

The doctor held up a scalpel. He peered down at me. “It’s always comforting to know what is happening. So I’m going to remove your lower ribs. You’ll have a nice tight waist. We’re going to shave your Adam’s apple, give you a whole ton of hormones, and, oh, yes. Big boobs. Men like women with big boobs. Were you a big boob man?”

I tried to say something but he just patted my arm.

“Well, don’t worry, you’ll have some very big boobs when we get done.” To his helper, “Are you ready?”

“Yes, doctor.”

The doctor moved a big, plastic cup thing over my face. “Nighty night, see you in a week.” The cup lowered and the world faded away.

I often wonder why we can’t be awake while we’re asleep. I mean, just because the body is snoring away…why can’t our eyes be open, and our body be capable of more than just a hard on. Right?”

But, that aside, I slept the week away. I didn’t have dreams. The drugs they gave me were too good for that.

I became aware that I was lying on a table. I became aware it was the same table I had gone to sleep on.

I remember the doctor as if he was a dream. It actually made me laugh, and I had the thought that I must have drank too much. then I thought I better get up and check my cell phone. I didn’t want to miss any of those runs.

Heck, this was a sweet gig, and I needed to…now that was funny, I couldn’t move.

Why couldn’t I move? I had straps on my body, holding me down, like in a dream I had once had.

I was blinking, and wondering if maybe it wasn’t a dream.

“He’s coming out of it.”

The doctor looked down at me. He lifted my lids and used the eye scope thing again.

“Good morning, Jamie.”

“Jim…Jim…” My voice was hoarse, felt like there was a hairy turd down it.

“Don’t try to talk. Get her some water.”

“Wa…wa…” I felt so funny. My body felt weird. I felt like I was going to cry.

A straw was pushed between my lips, and my lips even felt funny. They felt puffy and fat.

“Take it easy now. We’re just waiting for the anesthetic to wear off. We’ll put you on some other drugs then, and you’ll be quite happy.”

I swallowed, and the turd in my throat lost its hair, but I was still feeling really weird in the throat. “I…” My eyes flew open. Drugs were wearing off, and my voice was high pitched! Like a girl’s!”

“Please don’t struggle. You could injure yourself.”

“What…what is…” My voice!

“There, there. It’s okay. You’ve just had a little operation. But you’re fine. Everything is fine.”

“What did you do to me?” My voice was feminine, and every word I spoke brought horror to my senses.

“We shaved your Adam’s apple and feminized your voice. You’ll get used to it But you shouldn’t speak right now. You are still in the healing stage.”

“But…why?”

“Because you are more useful to the organization as a woman than a man.”

That shut me the hell up.

More useful? To who? I liked being a man!

The doctor went to the door, left, and there was only some faceless assistant lurking about.

I listened to the clomps away, and within seconds the clomps away became clomps towards, accompanied by some high heel clicking.

Gee came into the room and looked down at me.

“Hi, Jamie, how are you feeing. Jut nod yes or no.”

“What…what…”

Gee’s face went away. I heard her say, “Excellent, Doc. Go ahead and put her under.

This time he didn’t put a big plastic cup over my face. This time he held up a syringe and squirted it into the air.

Without a smile he pushed it into my arm.

“Hey…hey…Please don’t…don…do…uhhh.”

I didn’t go completely out. I just lost the initiative to move.

I think I could have moved, but I didn’t want to. I just wanted to float on that big cotton candy cloud and watch the world go by.

I lay there and time passed in the most delightful way.

I was high, and…what’s wrong with that, eh?


PART Two

There’s an old saying somewhere, a question, really. Are you a butterfly dreaming that you’re a man? Or a man dreaming that you’re a butterfly?

Or something like that.

I know. Weird, eh?

But that’s what life was like. I knew I was on drugs, but I didn’t care. The drugs made me not care.

I was untied and led out of the room. I was a little dizzy, but not too bad, and the dizziness went away pretty fast.

I was led down the hallway, and realized that it was Gee that was leading me. She wasn’t picking on me, or bullying me, she was just saying, ‘this way,’ or, ‘that way.’ And I did what she said.

It was like I didn’t have much in the way of thought. I could observe what was happening to me, but I couldn’t resist. All I wanted to do was go along with Gee.

She was like the ram and I was just a stupid sheep, yet she acted just like a regular woman.

I went up some stairs, and I realized that all I was wearing was a white robe. And I looked down at one point, something was bouncing on my chest, and I saw breasts.

Tits.

Boobs.

I had them.

But not even that alarmed me. I just wanted to go along. I felt so golden and happy. Whatever that shot was…it really fucking worked. I was as high as a kite but with no bad effects.

We walked down a short hallway and into a large room. There was a keypad next to the door and Gee pressed a sequence of numbers to make the door open. I had no idea what she had pressed, and she motioned me to go into the room.

It was a big room probably 80 by 80, and it had modern lighting and was real bright.

On one side of the room was a row of beds. Eight of them. They were nicely made up with pink sheets and fluffy pillows and each one of them had a big stuffed animal on it. There was a bear, an elephant, a hippo, and five other animals. It was only because I was assigned a big panda bear that I could remember which bed was mine.

On the other side of the room were a bunch of couches and a really big big screen TV.

At the far wall were eight vanity tables. At various spaces on the front wall were racks of clothes. All sorts of clothes Night gowns, underwear, everything.

Gee said, “Jamie, go watch TV.”

So I did. What else was I going to do? Heck, she had said what to do, and it was like that was the only thing in my mind. So I did it.

I sat on a couch and watched TV.

It was a program about make up. It explained how to clean the face, then how to prime it. Then foundation. And on and on through 13 individual steps. And it was really thorough. It included what kinds of make ups there were, how to apply them, what kind of brushes to use. When to use sponges or fingers, and on and on.

The program lasted a long time, but it was really interesting. I mean, I didn’t have anything to do, and it just kept going on, and…and I watched.

Gee had told me to, right?

Somewhere in there a girl came in and sat down next to me. She was naked, like me, and she had big tits, like me, and she looked really confused, but…but she must have been told to watch TV. Like me.

We watched, and then the TV went off and we just sat there.

“Girls!” It was Gee. “Suppertime.”

The girl and I stood up, looked at each other, then went to the door where Gee was standing. We walked out the door, ten feet down the hallway, and into another room. This one was set up like a kitchen, and we each got a tray with a salad on it. And a lot of pills. And a big, delicious strawberry shake.

I didn’t know I was hungry, the TV hadn’t told me that, but I really wanted to drink that milkshake.

We were directed to a bunch of couches that were facing another big TV screen, and we sat down and nibbled at our salads, took our pills, and drank our milkshakes.

This TV was talking about clothes. How to put on a bra, how to size a bra, how to put on a corset, how to tighten a corset, how to size high heels, how to put on nylons, everything. Everything I could ever want to learn about female clothing, it was on the TV.

After dinner we went back to the room and sat down and watched some more TV. And another girl was there.

That was good. I had friends. We didn’t talk. We just sort of looked at each other, and…and at least I wasn’t alone.

The make up show was shown again and again.

And, finally, Gee took me to a bed, the Panda bed, and I was told to get under the covers and stay there until Gee called me a gain.

Shortly the other two girls were in beds. One had a pink Teddy and one had a brown elephant. We all lay there, silent, and waiting, and the lights went out.

Sometimes I wonder why I can’t be awake while I’m sleeping. Why can’t I be awake? Thinking about algebra, or physics, or why I didn’t have a penis anymore.

In the middle of the night I woke myself up. Crying for my lost penis. But nobody cared, and the other girls were sleeping, and then I saw the door open and a man carried a girl in and put her in the hippo bed.

Good, I had another friend. I needed friends. It was so lonely without my penis.

I used to be able to play with my penis. I could stroke it until everything turned white and it spit out semen. I wondered where my penis had gone.

I slept.

The lights were on, bright, and I woke up and sat up. I was aware that my tits were sticking out. They were beautiful tits, big, with erect nipples on them. They looked like the nipples I used to have as a man, but they were bigger, and more erecter, if that makes sense.

“Let’s go, girls!” Gee strode through the room clapping her hands. “Exercise time!”

We all got up and stood there, confused.

There were five of us now. Another girl must have come in during the night.

Gee gathered us on a big mat in the center of the room and we began doing yoga.

I was stiff, all of us were, but I sort of knew that that was because under this girl’s body I had a male musculature, male fat, male bones and ligaments and stuff. And it would eventually all go away, but that would take a little time.

Still, I was having fun. Compared to watching TV all day, which I knew somebody had told me to enjoy.

We went through downward dog, and upward dog. We did something called ‘Cow’s lips,’ and all sorts of other poses.

After an hour we were told to go eat. More salads, and pills, a shake, and a hard boiled egg with a bit of salt. And the movie was a yoga movie. All the things we had just done were being done on the screen, and we all learned the right ways to move into a posture, the right angles to hold.

Another girl joined us. Six. Then another. Seven.

I knew there would be eight. There were eight beds, and they went eight to a truck, so there would be eight girls. Had to be.

We returned to the big room and started watching TV.

Make up. The same one. We would watch it again and again, and when we were finally told to put make up on we knew all the steps, what brush to use, what color to use, how to do everything to make our faces pretty.

Lunch. A delicious salad and a shake and a little square sandwich with the crust cut off.

More TV.

As the week progressed the rhythm was easy to fall into. We were on drugs, and we knew it, but the drugs said not to be alarmed about anything, and we just went along with whoever was giving us commands.

And the make up show started showing less and less, and other programs made their appearance. We learned how to behave at a big dinner. We learned about manners. We were impressed by how men were always right and we were lucky to be women.

‘Not everybody can be a woman,’ one TV program said, and the hierarchy for the human race was presented.

White men are on the bottom, then asians, then blacks. After that women were superior, and white women were on the bottom. That made me sad because I was a white woman. Still, at least I wasn’t a man.

Then there were Asian women and black women.

And other races were sprinkled about, with explanations as to why one individual might be superior to another.

It was very interesting, once you got past the sad part.

And all of us were sad, because we were all white women.

The most important part of that training was that people with money were always better than us, and we should always be respectful and do things for them. Open the door, get back in line, give them our money.

It was at that point that I realized that some of the girls were unhappy. They had been smiling in the beginning—there were eight of us by now, and I wasn’t sure how that had happened—but now they were mostly frowning.

And I realized that I was unhappy. But I wasn’t sure why.

Maybe it was because I had been a boy once, and now I wasn’t. Or maybe it was because I couldn't be awake while I was sleeping. Or maybe it was the sex lessons we were learning. Or maybe it was something else entirely.

One night, about three weeks in, I awoke. Somebody was getting into my bed with me.

Thus far we girls all knew each other. We didn’t know much, maybe a name or two, but we recognized faces and we always smiled because in a world of TV programs we were friends.

“What?” I whispered.

It was the stuffed elephant girl. She crawled in and hugged me and started crying. And, I don’t know why, I started crying. We cried, and hugged each other. Then the tears faded and we were just…alone. With each other.

Timidly, she reached up and pulled my face to her and kissed me.

I knew she was a man under the girl’s body. But I also knew that I was a girl over a man’s body. And we were friends. We were the only friends we had, and what do friends do?

I lowered my hand and felt her breast, and she moaned. Her tits were big, like mine, and extra sensitive, as were mine.

She put her hand between my legs.

No. I had no cock. Not anymore.

But I did had a slit, and I had never explored it. I was just so busy following commands that I hadn’t, but now I was, through her hands.

I felt her hand clutching my pubes, and I felt my snatch getting moist and slick. I lowered my head and kissed her nipples, sucked on them, they were big and nice.

Then she was even lower, actually kissing my pussy. Oh! It felt wonderful! It felt like liquid fireworks between my legs.

She spun all the way around and we ate each out. I remembered eating girls out as a man, but now I was watching sex programs on the proper way to give head, to blow dicks, to cause as much sexual excitement as I could.

It wasn’t long until I began to cum. I moaned and groaned and thrust my pussy into her mouth, and, contact high, she began to cum. And cum and cum.

After several cums, finally exhausted, we held each other and went to sleep.

The next day Gee didn’t say anything about finding the elephant girl in my bed. She just smiled and continued with business.

Yoga. Breakfast. Putting on make up. Trying on dresses. Classes on how to walk in high heels. The proper care for long hair…everything connected to being female…we learned it.

We even had a big class devoted to learning how to speak without any slang or accent!

Past that point we were frequently in each other’s bed. Sometimes we got in each other’s bed before the lights even went off. And we loved each other. And we learned names, but we preferred our stuffed animal labels.

Sometimes I wish I could be awake while I was asleep. And, in a way I was. Or maybe I was asleep while I was awake. Hard to figure out what this means.

One night we were told to stay in our own beds, and a couple of hours after going to sleep we all felt somebody sliding under the covers with us.

We smiled. We loved our friends. But it wasn’t our friends. It was men. We didn’t scream because we had drugs, and drugs don’t let you scream. Drugs just make you happy to go along with the program.

The man in my bed, I never saw his face, touched me gently. He lay on his side, and he made me lay on my side, facing him. He kissed me, and kissing a man was different than kissing a woman.

I would have preferred kissing a woman, but a man was okay. He was sort of forceful and pushy, but then that’s how men are. They are the pursuers, and I am one of the pursued.

After kissing me for a while he sucked on my nipples and felt my breasts. I did what they told me in the TV program, and it was easy. When to moan, when to place your hand on his penis. How to suck.

The odd thing was that I was a man in a woman’s body, but it didn’t matter. But I think that was just the drugs.

Finally, moving very gently, he separate my thighs and crawled between them. He held my legs apart with his knees and he scooted further in, until his penis was actually touching my hole.

Somewhere in my mind I remembered doing the same thing to women, but that had been a long time ago, before time got all messed up and I started being awake in dreams.

He pushed forward and I gasped. I felt his large dick forcing its way into me. I felt veins, and the head, then his balls slapping me in the ass.

And I remembered the TV program.

“Ummm,” I moaned. “You’re big!”

I could feel him smiling as he lay on me, pumped into me. One hand was supporting himself, and the other was feeling my breasts, and he was kissing me.

Oh, it made me hot. I felt like my hole was on fire. I felt like I was complete.

Sometimes I wonder if I was really complete, or if that was just the TV telling me I was.

He came in me. I could feel him. I could feel his cock spurting fluid into me, and it was wonderful. I think. Or maybe that was just me dreaming I was awake.

The training intensified once we had been broken in. The TV showed us endless hours of porn. Sometimes real porn, but usually interspersed with instructions.

How to accomplish different positions. What signs to look for before choosing a position, and so on.

Sometimes I wonder if I will ever be awake.

They were using less drugs on us. We had learned our lessons, and there was no possibility that the man in us would resist the women that we had become.

I was programmed. I did what I was told not so much because of the drugs, but because I was supposed to.

Late one night we were told to make ourselves up and put on our favorite clothes from the racks.

We liked doing this, and within an hour we were all dressed and giggling and wondering what was going to happen.

What was going to happen was that we walked down the stairs and out to the dock. The door rolled up and there was my truck.

Some of the girls were real. unhappy now, because they wanted to stay and watch TV and go to bed with each other and whatever man the night happened to bring.

I was sort of ambivalent. But then I knew we were going to the boat. And we did.

The back door of the truck rolled up and a nice man came and undid our cuffs and pushed us toward the door. One by one we were helped out of the truck and escorted up the gangway.

Oh, some of the girls cried, but…I simply wondered where the ocean would lead us.

It lead us to a small room in the bottom of the boat, and we were told to be quiet.

For the most part we were. We just talked amongst ourselves, and waited, and a couple of days passed.

We could feel the drugs wearing off, and some of the girls cried. I think they missed their penises. But I had already gone through that. I just waited.

Finally, the door was open and Gee was there. We all crowded around her and smiled and kissed her, and she led us up to the deck.

We were at a dock, and the weather was different.

We had left New Jersey, but this was warmer, and tropical.

“Are we in Mexico?” asked one of the girls.

“We’re in Epstineland. Come along now. Down to the dock.”

We filed down the gangway, and the captain of the ship came to the rail and looked down on us. He had a funny smile on his face, like somebody had just told him something moderately funny.

We walked along the dock, then up some cement stairs to a large house. I should say ‘houses.’ The island was a series of connected structures, a pretty white and blue for the most part, and everything was super clean. Boys in white uniforms worked everywhere, cleaning buildings, landscaping, taking care of the 75 acres of Epstine Island.

We were shone to a big building in the center of the island and told to take seats. We perched on couches and in chairs and looked out an open wall at a million miles of clear, blue ocean. It wasn’t long before Jeff walked in.

Jeffrey Epstine! I jumped up and yelled, “Jeff!”

He looked at me and grinned, then came over and gave me a hug. He asked, “How’s it going Jim…Jaime?”

“Oh, it’s wonderful! And everything is so pretty here!”

“Excellent. Maybe I’ll talk to you later. Let me welcome the girls.”             

He walked to the head of the room and faced us.

“Girls! This is a party island! Are you ready to have a good time?”

There were mixed responses, some were and some were confused, but Jeff went right on.

“Now, girls, the people you will meet on this island are very rich and very important.”

We oohed and aahed because the TV had told us how important rich people were.

“Now, we don’t tell them that you were once men. We save that for a surprise later on.” He chuckled and said, “So don’t tell them, don’t ruin the surprise.” He grinned and put a finger to his lips.

We all nodded and and took his words seriously.

“So, are you ready to party?”

We cheered, and even the less than happy of us perked up. Jeff steppe back and Gee brought in a line of men of men and women. Some of them were already being escorted by women who had come to the island in the past. Some of them had nobody, and they sought us out.

We could tell, by their satisfied smiles that they were rich, and we were properly impressed.

The party commenced, and I will always remember that night.

Oh, the people I met. Bill Clinton, Kevin Spacey, Prince Andrew, Bill Gates. Actors and politicians. Leaders of industry and giant tech companies. It was amazing.

If course, the TV program had told me how to behave, and I never asked important questions. I simply asked if I could get them drinks, danced with them, and…waited to be picked.

To be picked.

Ah, yes.

If you were picked you got to have a private party with one of the important people, and this often meant extra money. Sometimes they would drop a thousand bucks on you, sometimes, if Jeff heard good things, he would drop a few hundred on you.

The first time I was picked it was by a Baron and a very rich man. I’m not kidding! I tootled up to them and asked if they wanted drinks, and the Baron, who had a name that had been famous for hundreds of years and rhymes with shotwild, grabbed my wrist and said, “I know something better than whiskey!”

I giggled, as I had been taught. And the other man, whose name rhymes with clockaseller, grabbed my other hand. “I saw her first!”

They argued then, and the Baron slapped my ass with his hand at one point, and the other man reached into his pants and adjusted his cock.

Finally, I said, “Let’s have a contest!”

They liked that, and they stood up and escorted me across the island, one on each side of me, holding my arms and leaning to speak into my ear.

“”Baby, I’m going to show you a white man’s dick.”

I giggled. I had been told there were going to be racists at the party, so I wasn’t surprised.

The Baron leaned in and whispered, “He’s a midget. Now I’ve got the cock of the ages.”

We entered a small cabana, open on one side, and there was a big bed in it. Like real big. I didn’t know they made ten foot beds, but it was that big.

I didn’t waste time, I was getting horny, so I stripped off my clothes and hefted my tits with my hands.

“Hurry up, slowpokes!”

They hurried. They stripped off their clothes, and a funnier sight I have never seen.

The Baron had spindle legs and a skinny, little cock. The other man had a fat, little chub, and it didn’t want to get hard!

The Baron grabbed me and threw me on the bed.

I laughed and spun around and grabbed the chub and pulled it to my mouth.

The Baron scrambled across the bed and pointed his cock into my hole.In a second he was pushed in. No real foreplay, just lust and zowie, and he was in.

They fucked me, and they weren’t really coordinated. Of course that was my first time, and I didn’t know how to make horny men work together to give me pleasure. So one jabbed his skinny cock into my pussy, and I sucked on the other one’s limp rag like it was big.

Oh, it was good. And not just for me. I had been trained, so I pulled out my tricks and brought the chub up to its full size. Which was short and stocky, but adequate.

As for the Baron, it didn’t matter. He was huffing and puffing and driving into me like tomorrow would never come.

Hey, skinny dick or fat, short or long, a pussy has nerves and delivers sensations. In a short while I was groaning around a mouthful of stubby cock, and my juices were squirting out around a skinny cock.

For long minutes they pumped me, and that was good. I didn’t want to have to deal with a premature ejaculators. And I was too find out, as time went on, that there were a lot of premature ejaculators on Epstine’s island, and there were a lot of guys who just couldn’t get it up.

And I got so good that when somebody was having a problem getting one of the rich guys up they would call me.

Isn’t that funny? I had barely got out of high school. I had liquid morals and no problem with bonking some guy on the head, or holding up a liquor store, but my real talent was in being a pussy. A real pussy.

Anyway, after a while I got the Baron and the other guy to cum, and I think that by that time they had sobered up enough to realize that they should be circumspect about who they got in a fucking contest with. But first the Baron came in my pussy. Loaded me up with thin liquid, and I was glad I had taken the other guy in my mouth. His sperm was’t slimy, like so many of the guys on the islands were.

So I gobbled down his load, went ‘Yummy!’ then wiped my mouth and my pussy clean and prepared to go back to the party. Before I could leave, however, the Baron said, “Wait a minute! Who won?”

Now I was stuck. If there’s a winner, then there has to be a loser, and I was going to make one of them happy, and get a tip, and the other one would tell Jeff I was a cunt.

Oh, crap!

The other guy sat up, “Yeah! Who’s the better fucker?”

I sauntered back to the bed and put my hands on my hips, and I said the only thing I could. “Honey, there’s only one winner here…”

They waited, actually leaned forward.

“And that’s me!” And I sauntered out of the room while they laughed in delight.

Wow. Did I skate on that one.

Back in the main house the party went on, and it was getting wilder and wilder. Alcohol was pouring like Viagra Falls…uh, Niagra Falls…and clothes were flying off all over the place.

I got in twosomes and threesomes. I fucked some of my girlfriends, because the elites wanted me to. I did the dog with Jeff on one end and Gee on the other. Gee used a giant strap on, and it fair took my breath away. I was fucked in all holes and had a merry time of it. And the party went on and on and on. Tell the truth, I just sort of lost track of time, and the number of important people that boffed me, and woke up the next day.

I didn’t pass out from drink…I passed out from partying! Now that’s a party.

Sometimes I wish I would never wake up.

The next two years were a party a month. Once a month Jeff would come down and important people would go crazy, and…I stayed with it.

And it was important, and good, that I stayed with it.

I found out that Lonnie had been bought by an Arab Prince and now lived in a castle in the middle of a desert. Lord nows how he’s liking that. Of course he’s getting all the Arab cock he wants, so it must be okay, right?

And other girls came and went. I became one of a dozen girls that just stayed and stayed. Jeff wouldn’t let us go. We were too good. We fucked crazy, kept the party going, and, like I stay, I had talents.

But it was all bound to come to an end.

The parties had slowed down, and Jeff wasn’t coming down hardly at all. Then there was a rumor that he had died.

We were shocked. We all loved the man.

Then Gee disappeared, and we were truly lost. Living day to day with no party to occupy oneself is pretty dismal.

Then, on August 13 of 2019 we woke up to the sound of planes and helicopters. We looked out into the waters surrounding the island and saw warships.

To say we were frightened would be an understatement. It was like somebody had just declared war on us!

We were rounded up and people started taking our names. Then we were left alone, except for a couple of agents who interviewed everybody. Fifty girls and two agents, it took a while. And while we were being interviewed we saw FBI agents finding all of Jeff’s camera equipment, computers, and boxes of videos and pictures.

We all knew what that was, and it wasn’t long before the agents were asking us what we knew about the pictures and videos.

We all agreed to say as little as possible, so we would say, “I don’t remember that person. I must have been drunk.” Or, when somebody really famous and powerful was in a picture we would simply say, “Who’s that?”

It was a good strategy, and it saved us all from going to jail. As time went on the pictures and videos all disappeared. I always chuckle when a newspaper talks about all the important people who went to Epstine’s island and are about to be arrested.

Heck, those pictures, that evidence, but disappeared. And the few things that are left are of no consequence.

The FBI, you see, is owned by the important people, and they take care of the important people. And they would have taken care of us girls if we had said anything. If you get what I mean.

As for Jeffrey, I always feel sorry that he died. He was a happy man. On top of the world, and for him to be murdered, in such an obvious way…that’s a tragedy.

And Gee, to be in jail? Ridiculous.

Yes, there were a lot of us that went to Epstine’s island against our will, but once there, making money by partying, well, it wasn’t bad, and we all had a good time.

Of course, there are a few that didn’t have a good time, and I feel sorry for them.

But I suppose they’ll get part of Jeff’s estate when all the legal dust settles.

As for me?

As one of the girls who had lasted a long time on Esptine’s island I know a lot of things. But I wisely don’t say a thing.

Eventually I was offered witness protection and I took it. I live in a small town in Montana, and I even have a horse! I loved to go riding and I even have a boyfriend. He’s got a smile that won’t quit and a cock that would put a horse to shame.

But when I am out on the range, or doing a little dancing in a honky tonk, I think back to the days when I was a party girl on Epstine’s island, and I wish I could do it all again.

END
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


Feminized by Drug Dealers!

He was kidnapped and force feminized…

but that was just the beginning!


PART ONE

Jerry hated buying presents, his wife loved getting presents, and that was the only source of irritation between them.

Jenny wanted him to remember birthdays, anniversaries, the day they bought a dog, and all sorts of things that Jerry considered silly

Well, not silly. Birthdays and anniversaries and such were important, but in his mind they were not worth obsessing over.

So, with this little obstacle to their happiness put up with, they loved each other.

Except that this year Jerry had decided to get ahead of the game. He liked surprising his wife, and nothing would surprise her more than him remembering a day.

The day he had chosen was their anniversary. He had it firmly in mind, had managed not to mention it, or ask about it, and he was sure she was sure he didn’t even know their anniversary was coming up.

Thus, he planned and prepared and mapped out the coming anniversary.

First, he would wake up and not say a thing. She would stew. She would sulk. She would be so very sad.

Then, he would suggest taking a drive across town.

She would suspect then, and she would go along for the ride, hoping that maybe he had a surprise for her.

He would drive, and they would take a short walk along the beach.

Then, on the drive home, he would say he had to take a piss, and stop at a restaurant. He had chosen Charlie Coyote’s, as he had heard that it was a great place, had scouted it, and the management was incredibly helpful in planning the big surprise.

He would leave her in the car and trot into the restaurant to relieve himself.

She would sit in the hot car, and simmer, and he would snicker and laugh from the inside.

Then the owner of Charlie Coyote’s would use his phone to call his wife. ‘Oh, Mr. Jansen has slipped in a spill and hit his head on a table. He’s unconscious. We have called an ambulance coming and…are you anywhere nearby?’

She would come rushing in and he would be laying on the floor, surrounded by people. When she reached him he would sit up and hand her flowers and twenty of their friends would all jump out and scream ‘Surprise!’

Oh, yes. This was going to be the best surprise party in the world, and he would get her so bad, and she would never be able to complain again if he forgot a date.

So he had gotten together with Barbara, his wife’s best friend, and she had arranged everything, and the big day approached.

The surprise party was supposed to happen on a Saturday morning, and on Friday he and Barbara had a last meeting scheduled. A few last minute plans, so he took off work early and headed for Charlie Coyote’s.

Barbara was already waiting in the patio dining area, and he took a seat and grinned.

She grinned right back. “I never thought you had it in you, slick.”

“Sometimes I even impress myself,” he drawled.

Barbara was a good looking woman. As a matter of fact she had met Jenny when they were both contestants for a beauty contest. Actually, they had gotten drunk and ending up being disqualified, and there was the start of a wonderful friendship.

The waiter, Jose, arrived with drinks and chips with hot salsa and they toasted and sipped their tequila laced drinks.

“I want to thank you for helping. I never could have pulled this off if it wasn’t for you.”

“Por nada,” she chuckled. “Shall we go over a couple of things?”

They spent an hour going over parking, they needed to get a guest book, and various other things.

After an hour, and three drinks, they were ready to go.

“Woo,” Barbara said, staggering a bit when she got up. I should have taken it easy with the alcohol.”

“You need a ride? Or an Uber?”

“Oh, Lord, no. I’ll just walk in the parking lot for a moment.”

The complete gentleman, Jerry walked her out the back door.

Three big delivery trucks were at the back entrance and they were boxed in.

“We can get around this way,” said Jerry, and he led Barbara behind the trucks, then cut up the side of the last one to the parking lot.

They rounded the back of the truck. A swarthy Mexican stepped onto the truck lift, tripped, and dropped a package. It landed right in front of Jerry and Barbara and they jumped back. The package burst and they stared at the contents.

White powder.

“Oh, shit,” said Jerry, “We gotta get out of—“

“Don’t move.”

A man was standing to the left of them and he was holding some kind of assault rifle. It was short, had a big clip, the stock was a fold out and it looked very dangeous.

Jerry tried a smile, “Dropped some flour, eh? Don’t let Charlie see you.”

The man on the lift lowered the platform. The two started conversing in very rapid Spanish. The one with the gun watched Jerry and Barbara.

“Listen we didn’t see anything,” blurted Barbara.

Jerry groaned. To these men saying you didn’t see anything was like saying you just saw something.

The lift reached the ground

“Get on,” the man with gun said.

“We just—“

The man lifted the gun and aimed it.

Jerry stepped onto the lift. Barbara stepped on behind him. She was terrified, and growing more terrified, and she held onto his arm.

Jerry thought about leaping off the platform, running along the side of the truck, but Barbara had sort of anchored him. Besides, he couldn’t just leave her to the drug dealers

The man who had dropped the package of white powder hit the controls and the lift raised up.

“Get in,” said the man with the rifle.

Jerry and Barbara moved back a little bit.

“All the way to the end.”

They moved further into the darkness. The light of the open end became smaller and further away.

The man with the rifle watched them. He kept a hold of the gun with one hand and spoke into a phone with the other. He spoke very rapid Spanish. Jerry spoke none.

“Can you understand him?” Jerry whispered.

“No. But I think he’s talking to somebody important.”

Jerry didn’t look at her. Barbara was smart, but she wasn’t thinking now.

The lift suddenly lowered again, then it went up, with the gunman on it.

He stood in the opening for a minute, then somebody handed him a flashlight.

The guy who had dropped the package grabbed the cord and pulled the door down. Gloom filled the truck and the light disappeared.

They could still see a little bit, there were cracks in the corner, and the wood flooring was a bit sprung, but even if it had been pitch dark it would have done them no good. The man with the gun turned on the flashlight and kept it shining on them.

“Sit down.”

They sat.

The man sat, 20 feet away. The light kept them blinded, but they could see the gun barrel projecting into the cone of light.

“What are they going to do?”

Barbara was breathing very rapidly. She still had her arms around his arm and he could feel her breasts, and under her breasts the pounding of her heart.

“I don’t know.”

They heard the driver’s door in the cab in back of them open and close, then the truck lurched into motion.

Jerry and Barbara bounced a bit on the floor, and corners made them slide. The man with the gun, however, was like a rock. He didn’t move or shift, he just kept the rifle trained on them.

“Oh, God.” Barbara whimpered. “I’m scared!”

“It’s okay. Don’t worry,” Jerry tried to calm her down. “Just relax, they’ll drive us a few miles and then let us go.”

“But what if they don’t?

“Oh, they will.” Jerry tried to sound confident. “It’s bad business to kill Americans.” Then he wished he hadn’t said that. He wished he hadn’t said anything, because Barbara took it the wrong way. She heard the word ‘kill’ and her mind started to ricochet.

“You think they’ll kill us? But we haven’t done anything! I want to go home.”

The truck rattled and rolled down the road.

The truck didn’t go all that far. Onto a freeway, then up into the hills. The last part of the drive was over bumps and curves that made sore the butt and constantly knocked Jerry and Barbara together.

Barbara stopped crying, but she was obviously shaken. And who wouldn’t be?”

The man with the gun braced himself against a box and kept the flashlight and the rifle trained on the couple.

“What’s going to happen to us? Barbara whispered to Jerry.

“Don’t worry,” he put up a false front. “They’ll let us go. We just have to wait it out.”

He was aware of her breasts pressing against his arm. She had nice breasts, and the nipples were erect, and his dick became erect.

They were also thrown into contact by the bumping and swerving of the truck. More than once she reached for balance, rubbing her body against his, and twice she actually touched his cock.

The second time she stiffened and said, “Are you…is that you?”

“I’m sorry.”

She didn’t giggle, the situation was too tense for that, but she gave a funny sigh. “How can men be erect in a situation like this?”

“I’m just getting banged around sitting like this. He didn’t go into the fact that her breasts were pressed against him.”

“Well, I guess I should be glad that you can enjoy it.”

“I might have an erection, but I am definitely not enjoying it.”

She grunted. Waited a few minutes, and deliberately groped him. He stiffened, caught his breath, and now she gave a rueful laugh. “Men.”

At that moment the truck went into a dip and up, then geared down. It felt like they were on a driveway.

The truck stopped, there was some shouting in Spanish, and the very low grind of a motor.

“What’s that?”

“A gate, sounds like.”

The truck started up again, drove for three or four minutes, then turned sharp and stopped.

The man with the rifle didn’t move.

Sounds outside the truck. Voices in Spanish. Footsteps.

The back of the truck rolled up and sunlight assaulted their eyes.

The man with the rifle stood up, motioned to Jerry and Barbara to stand up, and walked them to the back of the truck.

The lift was up and the gunman got on, was lowered to the ground. He stood back and the lift went up again and brought Jerry and Barbara down.

They were at a large hacienda overlooking the Pacific Ocean. Jerry thought they might be off Kanan Dume Rd. He had heard motorcycles passing the truck a couple of times, and the view…

“It’s like that house on The Bachelor.” whispered Barbara.

And it was. The driveway was colored brick, there was an abundance of flowers, the fences were brick with iron spikes. The house was Spanish style, quite beautiful, with large windows, and inside they could see exquisite furniture.

“What your drug dollars buy,” muttered Jerry bitterly.

The front door opened and a man strode out. He wore a Hawaiian shirt, sandals, and shorts. He had a thick, gold necklace around his neck, and his mustache was bandito thick.

“Well, well,” the man grinned.

“Say, there seems to be some mistake here.”

The man with the necklace grunted, showing a twisted grin, and broke into a very fast Spanish conversation with the gunny.

Jerry tried to understand what the two men were talking about. They were talking about Barbara and him, that was obvious from the side glances, but what they were saying specifically he had no idea.

Barbara looked around. “It’s so beautiful.”

“Yes, it is,” said the man, turning away from the gunny and confronting them.

“”Do you think we can leave, uh…Mr? Senor? This has all been a mistake.”

“The mistake was when you saw the white powder. The mistake was in being somewhere you should be. And now you will be my guests.”

“But—“

“I suggest you not complain. Jose,” to the gunman, “Take them down to the cellar.”

He raised his voice. “Enrique! Pedro! Help Jose. If these two Norteamericanos try anything you would please to shoot them full of holes.” He grinned in a nasty manner. “I will speak to you later. Right now I have more important matters than a couple of nosy tourists.”

Two men, one grizzled and grey, the other a kid with nasty eyes, both of them carrying some kind of automatic weapons, came running.

“But…”

Jose pushed Jerry’s shoulder. Jerry spun, but Jose had stepped back a foot and was grinning down the barrel of his gun. “Please, senor. I not shoot any gringos for a day.”

Barbara gasped, and that was what decided Jerry. He couldn’t risk Barbara. He moved in the direction that the gun barrel pointed.

Jose, and Enrique and Pedro, moved them to a short walk on the side of the house, then down a shallow flight of stairs. Enrique moved ahead of them and opened a door of iron bars. Across a small landing was another door, this one of thick, ancient wood and rusty iron bands.

They descended into a cellar. It looked like it had once been a wine cellar, there were still some empty racks against one wall, but had been adapted to a jail cell.

They passed a small room in which was a pallet stacked with plastic bags. Like the one that had broken open on the parking lot of Charlie Coyote’s. They were directed into another small room.

“Sit,” said Jose, once again waving his rifle around.

There was a small brick ledge around the room, and it was just wide enough for them to sit on.

“What do you think they’ll do to us?”

“Don’t worry,” Jerry said. But he was worrying.

Jose sat on a chair across from them. Enrique and Pedro watched them with glittering eyes. Pedro, who was the younger, started asking Jose questions.

Jerry knew almost no Spanish. What he did know he had picked up as a kid in high school.

Puta. Whore. And the kid used that word.

Then he said ‘chi chi grande.’

Barbara whispered, “Are they talking about my tits?”

The men laughed, then Enrique, the older one said, “Si, senorita. Pedro is wish to suck on your big chi chi grandes.”

The men all thought that was hilarious.

“I don’t think your boss wants us messed with.”

The three men considered that, but Jose grinned, “Big boss probably do heemself.” More laughter.

They heard somebody coming down some stairs, then the boss entered the room. Jose stood up and the boss sat down. He considered them, frowning, pursing his lips, his eyes slightly lowered.

“So why did you mess with my shipment?”

“What? No! We walked out of the restaurant and one of your fellows dropped a sack of flour.”

The boss chuckled. “Flour.” he said something to the three men and they laughed.

He turned back to them. “Well, my fine, feathered friend, you have stepped in the poop this time.” He turned to the three men and gave rapid instructions.

“Wait a minute.” The man turned back. Pedro ran off.

“We don’t know anything. You can let us go. there is no proof of anything. There’s no need to let things get out of hand.”

The man grinned. These guys were grinning fools. “Well, senor, what are your names?”

“I’m Jerry and this is Barbara. We’ve got family and friends. We don’t want to be mixed up in any of this.”

“Want to or not, you are. My name is Angel, and you will be my guests tonight. Then you will take a little trip.”

“But we—“

Pedro rushed back into the cellar. He was carrying shiny handcuffs.

“I dislike having nosy touristas sticking their noses into my business, but we will treat you kindly. You will be well fed. Heck, I will even send down a bottle of whiskey. You Norteamericanos are fond of whiskey, correct?

“But what will happen after that?” Barbara blurted.

Angel tilted his head slightly. “You, senorita, will become acquainted with some of my men. You will be held at my hacienda in Mexico until you are of no more use. You will entertain my men, and then you will be disposed of.”

“You can’t…” Barbara gasped.

“You can’t…” Jerry started to rise up. Jose pointed the gun at him. Jerry froze.

“I can and will. And as for you, Mr. Jerry. You will become a mule. We will dress you up and send you across the border as a woman. Do you know how much powder chi chis can hold? Then you will be reunited with your lovely Barbara.”

They stared at him in horror, but he merely smiled.

“You can’t do this,” whispered Jerry.

“And who would stop me? Your stupid DEA? The Border Patrol? No. Mr. Jerry. It is time for you to find out how the real world works.”

With that Angel stepped back and Pedro stepped forward with the handcuffs.

Jerry bristled, but Angel said, “If he resists…shoot her.”

Jose nodded. His little pig eyes looked like he was more than ready to shoot Barbara.

Jerry had no choice. He put his hands through the bars between their room and the first room, the one with the pallet of white powder. Pedro snapped the cuffs on, checked them, and chuckled.

“Put Senorita Barbara on the other side. The lovers can face each other for their last day.”

Barbara was hustled out of the room and into the next cell, her hands were put through the bars and handcuffed.

Jerry and Barbara looked at each other.

Suddenly Pedro stepped behind Barbara, grabbed her hips, and pushed his groin up against her butt.

“Hey!” yelled Jerry.

Barbara’s eyes went wide, shock was on her face.

The drug dealers laughed, then Angel said something, something that sounded like, ‘later,’ and the men left the room.

Jerry and Barbara sat on the floor of their cells and looked at each other. They were two feet apart, yet together.

The silence was complete. They were deep enough under the house that they heard no wind. There was no sound from upstairs, not even feet walking. There was only…them.

“I am so scared,” Barbara said.

“Hey, it’s okay. I think he’s just jerking us.”

“Maybe, but…they’re going to take us to Mexico?”

“The border is pretty stiff. I doubt it. They’ll probably take us to San Diego and let us go.”

Silence while they contemplated their situation.

“They’re going to take me and…and use me.”

“Come on, now.”

“You don’t understand, Jerry. They’re going to fuck me.”

The way she said ‘fuck’ was downright bawdy. Jerry felt his cock stir.

“I don’t want a hundred men touching me, feeling my tits…fucking me.”

There was an excitement in her words.

He thought about his own possibilities. He didn’t have to think much, though, because Barbara put it in words.

“They’re going to make you run drugs, then…then…”

Then his life was done.

“Oh, God. What will Jenny think? What will she do? I’m not married, but you…what will Jenny do?”

It hit him then. He didn’t mind dying, but to never see Jenny again? To never speak to her? To never give her a message?”

His misery must have reflected in his eyes, because Barbara said, “Don’t worry. Like you say, they’re messing with us. They’ll set us free. Maybe San Diego. Maybe even in Mexico. But we’ll get back. You’ll see Jenny again. You’ll hold her in your arms. You’ll kiss her and love her.”

Barbara’s voice was choking, and she suddenly blurted. “I never realized how sad it is not to have someone.”

Jerry stared at her.

“At least you’ve got Jenny. If you have to go you’ll at least have your memories of her to take with you. I have nobody. I don’t have a man I love more than anything.”

“Hey, come on. You’ve got lots of memories.”

“What? That horny 19 year old who took my virginity on a blanket in an orchard? Or how about that drunk last week. He was black and I wanted him because I figured he had a big dick. Guess what? Not all blacks are super endowed.

Jerry said nothing. It sounded like Barbara was really hung up on sex. The bad thing was that when she used dirty words and described sex acts…it turned him on.

Imprisoned, looking at death…he still couldn’t help himself. But that’s men for you. Horny to the grave.

They sat, and their hands, being cuffed to the same bars, touched.

He was aware of her perfume, her warm flesh. He could see down her dress.

His dick beat harder.

He tried to look away.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

“No…no. It’s something. Why did you look away.”

“It’s just…I don’t want to offend you.”

“We’re gonna die and you’re worried about offending me?”

“Well, uh…I can see down your dress.”

She was silent.

“I’m sorry. I know that’s stupid, but—“

“No. It’s not stupid. I wear dresses like this to make men look at me. It’s a compliment.”

“Well, thanks for being understanding.”

Another period of silence. Awkward, yet somehow companionable.

“Would you like to see more?”

He looked up at her. “What?”

She giggled, edged up to the bars and said, pull it down.”

“You’ve got to be…” he goggled at her. Yet his heart was leaping.

“Hey, last day on earth. Take a peek.”

Truth, he couldn’t have said no if his life depended on it, which is sort of a bad way to phrase it.

She was wearing a summer dress with a cross over upper half. The material was tight because she was big.

“Are you sure?” As his fingers pulled the material. he lowered his hands and her boob was revealed.

He stared at her bosoms, his cock was bonerific, and he licked his lips.

“Oh, God,” he whispered.

“Are they better than Jenny’s?”

He stared at her.

“Okay. Bad question, but the situation…I’ve just exposed myself and you have to answer the question. Are my tits better than your wife’s?”

His dick was pounding inside his pants. Their faces were a foot apart, they could feel each other’s breath.

“I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.”

“So saying somebody’s boobs are better than hers is being untrue?”

“I don’t…”

“Come on. Honest answer. If I’m going to get fucked by a hundred drug dealers, fucked to death, then I deserve at least a little honesty.”

Jerry gulped. “I refuse to answer on the grounds that it may tend to incriminate me.”

“Well, I guess that’s not bad. After all, you wouldn’t invoke the fifth unless you’re guilty, right? So my tits must be better than your wife’s.”

He smiled, and looked at them.

“Would you like to touch them?”

He blinked and stared at her.

“Oh, fuck. I don’t know why…but I need this. I want to feel something before I die!”

Jerry was embarrassed, intrigued, curious.

“Come on. It’s not like Jenny would care. If she knew you were on your last legs she’d tell you to have a grope. Hell, if you could get that big, hard dick you’re sporting through the bars she’d tell you to.”

“Well, I don’t—“

She pressed against the bars and her tit poked through. It was big, and the nipple stood out.

“Fuck, Jerry. Cop and feel, and maybe even suck on them.”

Jerry was an honorable man. But given the situation even an honorable man can fail.

And, truth, maybe it wasn’t failing.

“Pull back,” he said, suddenly very intent.

She pulled back and he touched her breast with his hand.

She sighed, and it was like a great load went off her mind. “Feel the nipple.”

He did. It was stiff, erect, and wonderful.

She pushed forward again, pushed her tit through the bars. “Suck, you horny bitch.”

He lowered his head and kissed her nipple. He took it in his mouth. He sucked on it and ran his tongue around it.

“Oh, fuck, yea,” Barbara moaned. “God, I wish we could get a bed in here.”

Jerry suddenly laughed. He couldn’t help it. Her nipple popped out of his mouth.             

Then she was laughing.

For a moment they chuckled, then it was silent. But it was a sex-filled moment of silence. Jerry’s wanger was twanging like a cheap guitar in a honky tonk.

“Fuck,” he said.

She pulled back and said, “Feel me again, Jerry.”

He did.

He felt her tit, her nipple, and they stared at each other through the bars. they were breathing heavily, sexually excited, wanting what they couldn't have.

Barbara leaned forward, kept her tit back so he could fondle it, and put her face to the bars.

“Kiss me, Jerry.”

“Oh, God…”

“Kiss me, and if somehow I get out of this I’ll tell Jenny how your last kiss was for her. Now kiss me.”

He leaned forward, their faces grew closer, they were inches apart, their eyes hungry. Her eyes were glassy, glazed by the stimulation to her tit.

He touched his lips to her. For a long moment they just stood there, feeling flesh on flesh, then she moved her head a bit, their lips slithered on each other, her tongue slithered out and into his mouth.

He couldn’t help the groan that wheezed out of him. His cock was now against the bars. She lowered her hand and touched him.

She broke the kiss, spoke with their faces an inch apart, “That is a big one. You must have made Jenny very happy.”

She fumbled with his pants, undid his zipper and managed to get one hand in. She stroked him, her hand moving up and down, the head of his cock rubbing against his pants.

“I’d take it out, but they might come in.”

He humped her hand, unable to speak, totally overwhelmed. Their lips fused, their mouths chewed.

She said, “Can you get me off?”

He lowered his hands from her tits. He lifted her dress, pushed a hand into her panties.

He pussy was hot. Molten. It was moist. He moved a finger into her and she tilted her hips and pulled against his finger.

“More,” she said.

He inserted two fingers. It was awkward, his wrist was bent out of shape.

“More.”

Three fingers, and that was all he could do. He hooked them and scratched her itch. She groaned and kissed him harder. She stroked him, and their hands kept hitting one another, yet they couldn’t stop.

The dirty talk, their situation, they needed this.

“Can you cum?” she asked.

“Maybe.”

“I can cum. Do me harder.”

He did, pulling and squeezing and jamming.

She gasped and pressed up against the bars.

“He lowered his head and sucked on her nipple. It was very awkward now, and her stroking slowed and became jerks. She was climbing the mountain, almost over the top, and as he sucked hard on a nipple and crooked his fingers in her she finally popped.

“Fuck! Oh…yes!”

Then she was sagging against the bars, held up by the hand in her pussy. Breathing.

She tilted her head up and kissed him passionately. A soft, slow, gentle kiss.

His dick bonged wildly, wanted more stimulation, but she was done for the moment, and he would just have to live with the temporary frustration.

“Oh, God.” she whispered against his mouth. “That was good.”

He smiled, at least it had taken their minds off their situation for a while.

“Give me a minute to recover and I’ll do you.”

They stood apart, smiling at each other.

But he wasn’t to get his hand job. A door shut and footsteps descended the stairs.

“Oh, fuck!” Jerry managed to get her dress back up over her distended nipple, but she looked a bit disheveled. Her hair was messy and she had the look of a woman just fucked.

Unfortunately, when she tried to get his zipper up his cock popped out.

“Oh, fuck!”

A Mexican woman, quite sexy, looked into their cell.

She saw the ‘caught’ on their faces. She saw her hands trying to put his dick back in his pants. She laughed.

“Oh, you nasty people!” and she laughed.


PART Two

The woman laughed at his exposed dick. She was holding a tray of food, and she advanced into the cell. “Leave him out. I want to have some fun.”

The door opened and closed again, and another woman descended.

Both women were beautiful. Large breasts, the sultry latin look, and their cleavages were exposed by their low cut Mexican dresses.

“Look, Lupe. Senor Jerry have big dick, eh?”

Lupe giggled, paused to look at Jerry’s exposed member, then continued into Barbara’s cell.

The woman in Jerry’s cell, whose name was Estrellita, stared down at Jerry’s cock.

“Not bad for a Norteamericano.” She looked up at Jerry with a saucy grin. “Angel say we’re supposed to take good care of you. She placed the tray on a stool, picked up a taco and fed him. And while she held the taco her other hand went right for his cock.

“Unh!” Jerry’s eyes opened, his mouth opened to speak and Estrellita pushed the tip of the taco into his mouth.

He ate, and she stroked him. Not fast, not to get him off, just fast enough to keep him in a high state of excitement.

He swallowed, and she fed him more.

“I always wonder about Norteamericano cock. I heard they big, and you are big, but I’ve seen bigger.”

Lupe was feeding Barbara on the other side of the bars. “You suck bigger, that’s for sure.”

Estrellita laughed. “Si,” she said.

Jerry tried to look at Barbara, but Estrellita kept his attention, and Lupe kept Barbara occupied.

The tacos were quite delicious. Real tacos. Not Taco Bell tacos.

Still stroking him, Estrellita kissed his cheek.

The door opening and closing again.

Estrellita kept moving her hand.

Another woman appeared. And laughed. “If there’s a cock to be found…” she placed a bottle of bourbon on the floor next to the stool and left.

 Fifteen minutes later lunch was over, but the party had just begun.

Estrellita brought in a second stool. She had Jerry sit on that one and she sat on the first. She held the bottle of whiskey to his lips.

“Ack!” he sputtered. That first gulp was always raw. It slid down his throat and into his belly.

“What? Gringo can’t hold his liquor?”

Barbara was sitting on a stool in her cell, Lupe sitting next to her.

“He likes Coke with his bourbon.”

Estrellita’s eyes opened and she nodded. “Si. Can do.” She spoke in rapid Spanish to Lupe, and that woman jumped up and ran out of the cell. She was back in a minute with a six pack of cold Coke. She also had a couple of glasses with ice in them.

Estrellita began making the drinks. She poured half and half over the ice for Jerry. She didn’t make Barbara’s drink as strong, but nobody noticed.

“Senor Angel says you should have fun your last night on earth.”

She reached down and grabbed his cock again. Her hands were cold from holding a can of Coke.

Jerry drank, and it wasn’t bad. The bourbon was Maker’s Mark, and the Coke had real sugar in it.

On the other side of the bars Barbara sipped her drink.

The women held the glasses and kept feeding the prisoners.

“Can you help us get out of here?” Barbara asked at one point.

“Oh, no. Senor Angel say you go to Mexico. We get you drunk, make trip fun. You like to have fun.”

“You don’t understand. Senor Angel is a drug dealer. He’s going to kill us.”

“Eh. Maybe.”

“Don’t you care?”

Lupe held the glass still for a moment and said, “Senor Angel build big church in our village. All the children are fed now. Federales not come anymore. No more rape or killing. Senor Angel is good man.”

Jerry, feeling his suds a bit, blurted, “So it’s okay if we die so you can live.”

Estrellita stroked his cock harder. “You call this dying?”

Both Latin ladies giggled.

Jerry and Barbara had been at Charlie Coyote’s about four o’clock. The ride to the drug dealer’s home, with the sit down time in the back of the truck, the time he and Barbara had had to themselves, and dinner…Jerry did mental cogitations and estimated that it was past dinner. Evening.

Which did him not a bit of good.

Estrellita and Lupe fed them alcohol for hours. The level in the bottle went down, and Jerry got a bit riotous. Even though it was a life and death situation he couldn’t help but feel the liquor in his blood stream.

When they reached the end of the bottle Estrellita went upstairs. she returned a minute later.

Jose and Pedro were with her.

Jose undid Jerry’s cuffs, and redid them behind his back. Jerry was too drunk. He didn’t stand a chance. He was still a prisoner

Estrellita tucked his cock, which was bright red and dripping, back into his pants. He groaned.

She said, “See you later Missy Big Dick.” She and Lupe laughed, and they left the cellar.

Jerry, bleary-eyed, looked around.

Pedro went into Barbara’s cell and undid her cuffs. Then he redid them. But he didn’t bring Barbara out of the cell. There was a rope going through an eyebolt in the middle of the ceiling. Pedro threaded the rope through the eyebolt and down to her handcuffs.

“What’s going on?” asked Barbara. She was dazed.

Jose said, “Pedro, he young. He like a little fun.”

Pedro pulled on the rope and Barbara’s hands were jerked up. She stood on top toes, and the younger man took out a very sharp looking knife. He cut her clothes off.

Jose watched with a grin.

Barbara had a beautiful body. Jerry had felt her tits, and her pussy, and she was world class. Now this Mexican drug dealer held up a tit and sucked on it.

He looked at Jerry. “See you later, gringo.”

Barbara struggled, gasped, gave little screams, and Jerry felt his hands being lifted up behind his back.

“Leave her alone you sons of bitches!”

“Shut up, gringo.” Jose pushed him up the stairs, and the last thing Jerry heard was Barbara crying out for him.

Jerry was drunk, and he stumbled on the stairs. Jose kept him from falling, and they came out in a kitchen.

Jose walked him through the kitchen into a large dining room, then into a monstrous big living room. They climbed stairs at the far side of the room and went down a long hallway. Jose pushed him into a room at the end of the hall.

Estrellita and Lupe were there. They were sipping small drinks and chatting happily, and they looked at Jerry hungrily.

Estrellita stood up and came to Jerry. “It is Mr. Big Dick. How you doing, Mister Big Dick?”

“Barbara…that kid…Pedro…”

“That kid is my son.” Estrellita suddenly wasn’t so friendly. Then she smiled and was friendly again. “You don’t worry. Pedro good boy. He have big dick. Make your girlfriend very happy.

“Where you want him?” asked Jose.

“Chains on wall.”

On the side wall two chains were hanging, and Jose took Jerry there. He fastened one wrist to the end of a chain, then the other one. Jerry was stretched out.

Jose moved his face closer and whispered, “You be nice to Estrellita or I hit you.” He tapped the butt of the rifle against Jerry’s belly, then stepped back and grinned. “You be a nice man, gringo.”

Jerry stood. The alcohol was working in him, but he was sober enough to stand still.

The girls came to him, discussed him in Spanish. They seemed to be estimating something, and they moved their hands back and forth over his body, as if taking measurements.

“What’s going on?”

“What’s coming off.”

Lupe stepped forward and produced a knife. She sliced his clothes, all of his clothes, and pulled them off.

Jerry stood naked, his cock sticking out obscenely.

Estrellita went to an open suitcase on a side table and took out a spray can. She began spraying him. The spray covered his body and turned into foam. She pulled him away from the wall and sprayed his back. She got the stuff into his crack, onto his balls, even on his scalp.

Fifteen minutes later Jerry’s body started to feel the heat, and Estrellita and Lupe took warm wash clothes and began wiping his body. He stared, was stunned, and his hair came off. All his hair. In a minute the only hair left on his body was his eyebrows.

“Heysoos,” Jerry muttered, feeling the sensation of his skin without hair.

“Nice, eh?” asked Lupe.

Estrellita produced another wash clothe, and this one felt like it had been kept in the ice box. She wrapped it around his dick and waited.

“Hey! That’s cold!” but he was drunk so it really didn’t matter.

His dick shrunk and Estrellita quickly put a tube over his cock, a ring around his whole package, and padlocked them together.

Jerry’s dick was now caught in a chastity cage.

“Why are you doing this?” Jerry begged. His cock was already trying to get hard. It pushed against the plastic and was defeated.

“You can’t be a woman with a cock.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“Oh, Jerry, you are so silly. Much better to be a woman than a man.”

“It is not!”

“You don’t have to bother with silly things like this,” Estrellita shook his package. “And you get to look all pretty. We give you big boobs. You feel real pretty. You’ll see.”

The women brought out a large bra and two breast forms. they put the bra on him, then inserted the boobs.

“These very expensive tits,” Lupe squeezed one.

“Filled with cocaine,” agreed Estrellita.

The put a corselet around his torso and tightened it up. It made his tits look bigger, and his hips flared out in a most feminine manner.

“You can’t do this…” Jerry said. He wanted to cry out, but he was too drunk. He was also worried about Barbara.

“Can…can’t….eh?”

They pulled panties up his legs, then bent down and prepped and painted his toenails.

He looked down in shock at the little red nails.

Hey!” he blurted when they started working on his hands.

Jose stepped forward and held his gun and shook his head. Jerry was forced to just stand there while the women gave him bright red fake nails.

After his nails they rolled stockings up his naked legs and attached them to the garter snaps on the corselet.

All he lacked now was a dress, and they gave him one.

It was a bright, Mexican design. They wrapped it around him, buttoned up the back, and he suddenly looked like a female. From the neck down.

His boobs were big, his hips were round, his waist was thing. And his legs…ooh la la!

Estrellita cleansed his face, then Lupe applied primer. Working quickly but efficiently, they brushed his eyelid a smoky color, lengthened his lashes, and painted his lips a bright red.

“You pretty senorita,” Estrellita said at one point, patting his cheek. “Border guards stare at you so hard they no see drugs.”

Jerry thought about it. She was right. They would be so busy looking at his big tits they wouldn’t see the cocaine inside them. The material of the breast inserts would stop any dog from smelling it, and…he was going to walk across the border.

Finally, they glued a wig to his bald head. It was rich, luxurious hair, and it flowed down over his shoulders.

He could see himself in a half mirror across the room, and he realized they were doing a bang up job. He actually looked like a sexy woman.

Lupe pierced his ears and inserted a couple of big hoops through the lobes.

The women stood back and inspected him.

“He beautiful.”

“I fuck him.”

They both giggled.

Jose’s cell phone rang and he answered it, mumbled into it, then looked at the girls. “He ready?”

“He ready. We put shoes on him and he ready.”

They each took a foot and slipped cork sandals, three inch heels, onto his feet.

Jerry stood and braced, and realized he wasn’t going to fall. He felt taller though. The heels weren’t spikes, so he had just enough contact area to be balanced.

Suddenly Pedro and Enrique entered the room. Pedro whistled, a rude sound if ever there was one.

“Okay. Take him out to the truck.”

They unchained him and walked him out of the room. He was still drunk, and the heels gave him a little trouble, but they walked him down the stairs, then out the front door.

The same truck they had used to bring him to the house was in the driveway, the back was open.

He stepped onto the lift and was raised up. He entered, and was surprised. Somebody had put a couple of club chairs in the back of the truck. He was told to sit in one.

“Don’t want to mess your pretty dress, senorita.” Pedro sneered.

Jerry sat down. The three men stayed in the back with him and the door was rolled down. Jose sat in the other club chair, Enrique and Pedro sat on the floor. They all had flashlights and rifles.

“He sure pretty,” snickered Enrique.

“Leave him alone,” Jose said.

Jerry suddenly blurted, “Where’s Barbara.”

The men blinked, then Pedro spoke. “She like it. She go ahead with Angel. Angel want to…” he stopped talking, and he looked nervous.

Now Jerry really worried. Why hadn’t they brought Barbara out? He had thought they were going to hold her on one side of the border, a hostage, while he walked alone. If he was caught she would suffer, and that would inspire him to not get caught.

But where was she? What had happened?

“If you’ve harmed her in any way…”

“Shut up, gringo.”

Jerry shut, and the truck began to roll. He was comfortable in the chair, and he was still sloppy drunk, but…he rolled with the motion of the truck and wondered what was going to happen.

They seemed to drive back along the route they had taken on the way out. By the time they hit what Jerry presumed was the valley he was completely turned around. He couldn’t tell if they were heading south or north, though he knew they were supposed to be heading south.

The truck began to make stops, and Jerry figured out they were stoplights. He could hear the motors of other cars on the road.

The truck went up a ramp, and Jerry figured they were on the 101 south.

He closed his eyes and waited. If they were heading down the freeway they were probably going to Tijuana. Or they might make a turn and try for a lesser border crossing.

Which way? Hide in the crowds? Or bluff through a tired border station out in the boonies?

Suddenly Jose’s phone rang. He answered it, spoke Spanish, and frowned. the conversation went back and forth, then he hung up. To Enrique and Pedro he said. “Change of plans. One stop.”

The other two men didn’t look too happy about it, but Jerry was. Anything that interfered with their schedule might give him the opportunity to escape.

They came to a slow spot on the freeway, stop and go, then the truck veered to the right. It felt like they were going to…yes…they took an offramp and started wending through Hollywood.

Jerry listened, tried to hear something, anything, that would give him a clue as to what was happening.

The truck meandered for awhile, then bounced over a dip and into what Jerry assumed was a parking lot. It stopped.

Jerry could hear traffic, but it was not distinguishable from any other traffic.

Jose’s phone rang.

Again, a quick conversation, then Jose said, “We can’t leave him in the truck. You come with us, gringo.”

The door rolled up and the gunnies stood up. Jerry stood up, was shaky in his heels.

“Here,” Jose held out a black sack.

`The bag was put over Jerry’s head, carefully so as not to mess his make up. Two of the men grabbed his arms and guided him out to the lift. He almost fell when the lift jerked and descended, but they held him up.

He walked across pavement. Yes, it felt like a parking lot.

He couldn't see anything, but he felt like he entered a hallway. Just an impression of closeness.

And he felt like he passed a couple of people. Just a feeling, a sigh somewhere.

He walked across a rug, then onto what felt like wood parquet.

There was no sound.

“Down on your knees, gringo.”

His heart sinking, thinking they had changed their minds and were just going to execute him, Jerry got on his knees.

“Well, Jerry,” it was Angel’s voice. “It looks like you have come to the end of your journey.”

Jerry’s hair stood on end. He could imagine a gun pointing at the back of his head. He wondered if it was going to hurt.

“And as one journey ends, so another begins.”

Suddenly the sack was pulled off his head, bright lights blinded him, and a big cheer rose up!

“HAPPY ANNIVERSARY!”

Then he was lifted to his feet, to his high heels, and his handcuffs were undone.

He blinked, and started to make out shapes. People. Laughing, pointing at him, cheering.

What the…?

Barbara came out of the crowd and kissed him on the cheek.

Jenny appeared, grabbed his arm and kissed his other cheek. “Oh, we got you good, baby.”

Stunned, his heart shocked, he turned. He was on the parquet dance floor of Charlie Coyote’s. He was surrounded by his dearest friends.

They came to him, hugged him, laughed at him.

“You’re lookin’ good, Jere.” Sam Robinson said, slapping his back and putting a drink in his hand.

“You make a better woman than I do!” Sandy Otterson said, hugging him mightily.

Friend after friend shook his hand, hugged him, and Jenny watched and laughed.

“Nobody has ever been got so good in the history of getting,” she chortled. Her eyes were bright and loving.

“But…but how did you…”

“Barbara tried to keep what you were doing secret, but I found out, and I was so impressed that I decided to do you one better.”

Jerry looked at the supremely grinning Barbara. She was not naked and dangling from the rafters now. Now she was wearing a sexy dress, her face was radiant and beautiful.

“You…you were in on this…”

“They needed a pro, and I have been an actress you know. how’d I do?”

“Oh, God! You totally..” he turned to his wife, “But she…” he turned back to Barbara. “You…you kissed me!”

Barbara laughed. “I did a lot more than that.”

She elbowed Jenny. “He really is hung.”

“You know? You don’t care?”

“Heck, honey. I told her to. Part of the play. In fact, I told her to bring you back horny. Did she succeed?”

“But…I’m wearing a…”

Jenny laughed and fingered the gold key hanging on the chain around her neck.

“Oh, my God!”

Suddenly, Angel appeared.

“Jerry, have you met the owner of Charlie Coyote’s? This is Charlie Angel Coyote. When he found out what we were doing he volunteered his services, and then some.”

Angel shook Jerry’s hand.

“Then you aren’t…”

“A drug dealer? No, amigo. The only drug I sell is behind the bar over there, and that’s the way I wish to keep it.”

Behind Angel, looking excited and sheepish at the same time, were Jose, Enrique and Pedro.

“Oh, my God!”

The three men smiled and came forward and shook hands.

“These men work for me, when they are not enforcers for a drug kingpin.”

Barbara moved next to Pedro and tickled his ear. Suddenly Pedro looked young and embarrassed. “Please, senorita, you promise not tell my mother…”

Everybody laughed. The music started, and the party began in earnest.

Angel, Charlie Coyote, had locked the bar for this private party, and everybody danced and imbibed for a couple of hours. It was near four in the morning before things started to wind down.

Finally, the place was empty, and Jerry shook hands with Angel and his ‘gunnies,’ and said good bye.

Jenny drove and they headed over to the valley to their home. She drove because Jerry wore high heels and didn’t want to risk it. Besides, he had been doing lots of drinking, and on top of a day of lots of drinking, he was feeling pretty good.

“I can’t believe you did this,” he said for the umpteenth time. Then, “Whose idea was it to dress me up like a girl?”

“Barbara and I hatched that up. She thought it would be a hoot, and I went with it.”

“Well, wow.”

Jenny grew serious. “How long have we been married?”

“About ten years.”

“That’s right. Ten of the happiest years of my life. You’re a catch and a half, hubby mine.”

“You ain’t no flounder yourself, good lookin’.”

“But there’s one thing I always wondered about, thought about a lot, and…and I decided it was time to find out.”

“What?”

“You as a woman.”

He was silent.

“You know a lot of our friends…they dabble in feminization. I wondered how you would look as a woman, and the more I wondered the hotter I got. When Barbara made the joke I was all over it. I couldn’t wait to see you in a dress, make up, wearing high heels.”

“So…what now?”

“What now is waiting at home. And whether we do this again…that’s up to you. I have to tell you though, I have never seen anything so sexy in my life. My heart is about bursting, and my pussy, well…let’s just say I’m a wee bit wet.”

She turned up their street, then pulled into their driveway.

Jerry got out and stretched. It had been a long day. He had been kidnapped, fed liquor, feminized, and…and he liked it.

Oh, he couldn’t drink like this every day. But the thrill of wearing women’s clothes, even if just underwear…he was sold.

“Come on, honey, your big surprise is waiting inside.”

She took his hand and led him into the house. Surprisingly, he was getting better with his balance.

She led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. On the bed was laying…a strap on. Complete with a rather large dick.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. And I have a smaller dick if you want, but that one is modeled on yours, so…”

She held his hands and looked up at him. Her eyes were as happy as he had ever seen them.

“Would you like to make love? Would you like to experience the whole feminine thing?”

He sighed. He felt a sharp heat rising in his chest. He felt like he was about to burst.

“I…yes.”

“Then, honey, why don’t you climb on the bed. All fours, your butt facing me.”

He climbed onto the bed and assumed the prescribed position.

Jenny buckled the strap on on and suddenly had a large penis sprouting from her juncture.

She picked up a jar of lube and moved in behind him. She lifted his dress and placed it on his back. She pulled his panties down. His garter straps were tight and she felt the smooth sleekness of his legs. Then she scooped out some lube and placed it into his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined.

“You okay?”

“Oh, God! Yes. That feels good.”

She smiled and pressed the lube into him.

He groaned and pushed back with his ass.

She inserted a pair of fingers and began rimming him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered.

She went to three fingers, and he was in heaven. All he could feel was the intense sensation of being opened up.

Four fingers.

“You’re a natural, honey. You’re ready for this.”

“I guess,” he whimpered.

She pushed her hips forward and the cock smoothly entered him. He could feel the veins rippling along his anal canal. He could feel the big balls against his body, right above his own balls.

It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was magic,  and a volcano, and pure love, and a lot more.

Jenny began to move in and out, long, slow strokes that kept raising his excitement to higher and higher levels.

“Now you know why I haven’t fucked you for a couple of weeks,” she murmured.

He grunted, then whispered, “I thought you were mad at me.”

“I was mad, all right. Madly in love.”

He moved his ass this way and that, and the sensations grew bigger.

She squeezed his nuts, and suddenly he felt like he had to pee.

“Oh, God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to pee!”

She laughed. “So go ahead.”

“But…”

“You won’t pee, it’s the sperm being forced out. I’m pressing on your prostate. You’re going to have a cum without an orgasm. Honey, you are going to be so horny after this…” she laughed some more and kept driving into him.

It came out of him in a long stream. It felt good, real good, like he had had an orgasm. But, of course, he hadn’t had one.

She pulled out and lay on him. Her plastic dong sticking between his thighs.

“You know, honey,” she nibbled on his ear, “it’s possible to have an orgasm this way. It’s called a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm, or something.”

He was exhausted, fucked, and totally happy. “I believe it.”

He turned to her and looked at the key on the chain around her neck.

“Would you like to unlock me and experience a little dicking for yourself?”

She smiled and fingered the key. “No. I don’t think so.”

He looked surprised.

“I really like you like this. I like you wearing dresses and underwear, your legs feel so sexy, and…I like the idea of you being horny and on call.”

“Oh, my God!” Jerry repeated for the Nth time that night.

“Of course, if you feel like it, you could use the strap on me.”

Jerry did.

END
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Mystery Boobs

A Transgender Adventure!


PART ONE

“Honey, something’s wrong!”

Sally didn’t look up from her crossword puzzle. “Yeah, sure. What’s a six letter word for not very smart?”

“Stupid?”

“Thanks.”

“No, I mean really.”

“Stupid works, so…” she bit her lip and pondered the next clue, ignoring me and my problem.

We were sitting around on a Friday night. It was a three day weekend, Memorial Day, and the tube was on low, there were books to be read, and…and I had a strange itching on my chest. My pectorals burned, and my nipples felt like somebody was pulling them with pliers. Most of all, my pecs were getting bigger.

Well, not exactly my pecs, but the area around my nipples.

I stood up and went into the kitchen. I needed some courage. Should I call a doctor?

I lifted down the bottle of Wild Turkey and poured over a glass of ice cubes, then added a bit of Coke. Man, I thought, tilting my glass and taking a big slug, I need this bit of ‘medicine.’

I drank it all and poured another one.

Sally came into the kitchen. She was staring at the folded back crossword puzzle book and frowning. “I need an eight letter word that means…what are you doing?”

She stared at my drink.

I stared at her. And I had a boner.

“Something’s wrong.”

“What?”

How do you tell your wife that you are growing…breasts? I mean, I didn’t know if they were breasts, but the swelling on my chest, it was like a pair of golf balls.

“Uh. I have some, uh…pain.”

“Pain? Where?”

She put her crossword puzzle down on the kitchen table and came to me. “Rick, what is going on?”

“Well, uh…I don’t know exactly how it happened. But…uh…”

I was at a loss for words and I lifted the glass to take another slug.

She put her hand on my wrist. “Rick?”

I shivered, put the glass on the counter and began to unbutton my shirt.

“What the heck are you…oh. Oh…oh my…what the…” she stared at my chest.

“I don’t know what’s happening.”

She reached forward, very gently, and touched my erect nipple.

I shivered and felt little lightening bolts shoot through my body. Oddly, it felt so damned sexual.

“And I’ve got…my dick is hard.”

“Well, of course,” she was fascinated by the small mounds on my chest. “What? Your dick is hard?” She looked up at me.

“I know. I’m always hard. But not like this. This is like…super hard.”

She looked down at my crotch. My pants were bulging, and I suddenly lurched forward, bending at the waist.

“What?”

“It sort of hurts. I’m too…too stiff. Do you mind…do you mind if I…” I was already doing it. I pulled down my zipper and let my cock out.

“Fuck,” Sally whispered. She reached down and touched my peeny. “That’s like a fucking rock!” There was a bit of excitement in her voice. Like a lust type of excitement.

She reached down and circled her hand around my shaft.

My knees buckled. Her touch was so intense. I mean, a good stroke can always bring me to my knees, but this was more than that. This was like horny to the Nth degree.

“We gotta fuck,” I whispered. It was like there was a sexual haze over my mind, compelling me to lust, to rut, to have my way.

“Wait a minute,” she reached up and put her hands on my chest, on my boobs. I think she just meant to push me away, but now her hands were square on my little mounds.

“When did this happen?”

“It’s been happening all day.” I reached down and gripped my cock. I took a big stroke and it felt like I could cum if I tried. I started trying.

“Stop that,” Sally said, pushing my hand away.

“Aw,” I soughed in disappointment. “I need to.”

“No. No you don’t.”

“Why not?” I was whining.

“Because we have a medical emergency here. We need to figure this out.”

I was listening, but not thinking. I picked up my glass again. Maybe a little more bourbon and Coke would relax me, take my mind off the tits growing on my chest, the way my dick was so super, ultra hard.

She pushed my hand down. “We need to take you to the hospital.”

I pushed her hand away and managed to take another glug of whiskey. I sighed, felt my cock pulsing, and said, “I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“You have to. This is big.”

I looked at my chest again. “They are?”

“Not you…the fact that it is happening at all. Men aren’t supposed to have tits.”

“I don’t care about that…I just want to squirt. Let’s go in the bedroom.”

She stared at me. “You’re not thinking straight, are you?”

“I don’t know. I feel okay. Except that my tits are burning and I really need to get laid Come on…” I tried to take her hand and lead her, but she just pushed me away and outmaneuvered me.

“Sit down.”

She pushed me into a chair and I ended up sitting. Breathing heavily. Feeling this incredible heat in my chest.

“Look, you either go to the hospital or I call 911. Either way, you’re going to get medical attention.”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. “Can’t we just call our doctor?”

“Rick, let’s just man up and—what?”

“Poor choice of words.”

“Okay. Woman up. And let’s go look into this.”

“Let’s call the doctor. He’ll tell us if I have to go to the hospital.”

Sally frowned, but she went for her cellphone. I poured another drink. She came back in with her cell ringing.

“Hello, Dr. Johnson. This is—“

“This is the exchange.”

“I need to see Dr. Johnson right away.”

“Is this an emergency?”

“Yes!”

I was shaking my head. “No.”

“It is,” she hissed at me, covering the phone briefly.

“You should call 911 for an emergency. Do—“

I was shaking my head, and Sally said, “My husband doesn’t…can we just talk to a doctor?”

“Your doctor is Johnson?”

“Yes.”

Boy, she was intense.

“I’ll ring him, what’s your name?”

“I’m Sally Hobbins. It’s about my husband, Rick.”

“Please hold the line.”

We sat there, staring at each other. She had a terribly worried look on her face.

I sipped, and I was starting to feel a little better. I mean, so what if I had a couple of…of boobs? There were guys who had that gynocomastia whatever crap, they just wore compression shirts. No big deal.

“You shouldn’t drink.”

“You should,” I countered, actually displaying a bit of cheer.

She frowned, then the phone made a clicking sound and Dr. Johnson answered.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins. What can I do for you?”

“It’s Rick. He’s got these…he started growing…he’s got…BOOBS!”

That last word just blurted out of Sally like a fart in church.

Silence for a moment. then: “Pardon me?” I knew he was wondering if we were drinking or something. Nope. At least not Sally, Doc. As for me…I took another sip. I eyed the bottle. It was getting low, I was going to have to go get some more.

“He’s got boobs. Like real, live boobs. They aren’t big, but they are perfectly shaped. About the size of golf balls.”

I glanced at my chest and smiled. Four! I said in my mind.

“Well, uh, you should probably go to the hospital.”

I smiled, I knew he was trying to shuffle us off. I shook my head.

“He doesn’t want to.”

Another moment of silence, then: “Tell me again, and describe in detail these, uh, bumps on your husband’s chest.”

“They aren’t bumps. They’re…” Sally went into detail, describing the size and shape, even the nipples.

I reached into my pants and started stroking myself.

Sally frowned and made downward motion, a ‘stop’ motion, with her palm.

God, I wanted to squirt.

“Well, I guess I could see him. No, wait. Let me make a phone call and get back to you.”

Sally said okay, then hung up the phone.

“See, no big deal.” I think I was slurring my words.

“It is a big deal. What if you have some kind of bizarre cancer, or some African disease or something.”

“I don’t,” I said with confidence. “I feel just fine. I just have…uh…you know.”

“Tits.” She said it accusingly.

“Well, yeah. But lots of people have tits.”

“Not men people! Men don’t—“

Ring!

She grabbed the phone, “Yes?”

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.” It was a woman’s voice. “I’m Dr. Melanie Smith. Dr. Johnson gave me your number and explained the situation. Could you explain it again for me?”

“My husband, Rick, he has these tits on his chest. He…”

Blah, blah, blah. I poured myself another drink.

Finally, “Yes, uh, could you drop my office this afternoon?”

“Of course. What time?”

“Two o’clock. See you then?”

“Oh, yes. And thank you.”

Two o’clock. Two hours. I could make the booze last that long. Maybe. I measured the bottle with my eye, considered how much Coke I had in the fridge.

“You need to stop drinking.”

“I need to drink more.” I burped.

She took my glass and poured the contents into the sink.

“Hey!”

“Get ready to go.”

“No! It’s only twelve. Our appointment isn’t until 2!”

Sally kept biting her nails and picking on me, and finally I went in and started a shower. After the shower I dried off and lay on the bed. Just for a minute. And awoke just before two.

If anything, my boobs were bigger. I mean, maybe a third party couldn’t notice, but being inside my body, I noticed. And I could feel them. I sat in the passenger seat and just going around the corner I could feel them sway on my chest.

“It’s not a big deal,” I mumbled for the eighth time.

“You’ve got growths on your chest,” Sally snapped.

“So do you, you’re not panicking.”

She looked at me, and if looks could shrivel pork chops…

We pulled into a shaded parking lot and parked under a small oak. I got out and tried to hold my body so my chest was a little back, my back a little hunched. I might talk tough, but I was sort of embarrassed. What I really needed was another drink.

We walked past a sign. Melanie Smith MD. Under her name was the legend, ‘Obstetrics & Gynecology.’

“Hey!” I blurted. This is a doctor for women!”

“Oh, shut up.” She pushed me up to the door.

The door was open and we walked in. It was cool, a couple of potted palms, a couple of ferns, a rack with magazines about women and childbirth and all that stuff.

What the heck was I doing here?

“Mr. and Mrs. Hobbins,” she came out of a side door and greeted us. She was a chunky woman, grey, bubble cut hair, Square glasses. She was smiling, but under the smile was a tenseness.

We shook hands and she said, “Come on back. No nurses today, so let’s head for the exam room.”

She led us down a long hallway. There were pictures of fat babies on the walls and I felt terribly out of place.

Into an exam room and she had me sit on an exam table.

“So, tell me about these breasts you have.”

“Show her,” snapped Sally.

I was already a bit red, but now I turned bright red. I unbuttoned my shirt and spread the front. My boobs were plain to see. The nipples were erect, and I could swear they were bigger. And, again, I had a big erection.

But I had had the erection all day. I had it when I woke up, and it was pulsing and throbbing all morning, and when I finally examined myself and discovered my boobs it had really throbbed. It was almost like the growth of my tits was connected to my hard on.

Doctor Smith blinked, and her mouth opened slightly.

She sat down and stared at my rack, and I think she was truly flabbergasted.

“Oh, my,” she muttered.

“When I woke up this morning I felt a little swelling, but they weren’t this, uh, defined. But they were itching and I was rubbing them, and by noon I showed my wife and they were like this. Except, maybe smaller. I mean, they got bigger just since I showed them to my wife.”

“They do look bigger, “ Sally admitted.

“And the nipples seem to be standing out more.”

Dr. Smith leaned forward and reached a hand out, and suddenly everything was awkward.

She was a doctor, and doctors do have to touch bodies, but there was just this awkward feeling.

She withdrew her hand. She whispered, “I’m going to touch them…examine them.”

I put down my reaction and nodded.

She reached forward again and took one of my boobs in her hand. It was a perfect fit. She didn’t have big hands and my tit filled her palm.

I shivered.

“Did that hurt?”

“No…it just…it gives me the shivers.”

“Describe the sensations,” she ran her hand around my cone. Her thumb brushed my nipple and I thought I was going to faint. “Ooh!”

“What?”

“It…it makes me…it’s sort of sexual.”

Sally soughed in disgust.

“Hey! I can’t help it! It is what it is!”

She said, “His sex drive has always been too much.”

“Hey!”

“I try to keep up with him, but…he’s just a horn dog.”

Now I was really embarrassed. First I have tits, then my wife decides to complain about our sex life.

Dr. Smith didn’t seem to take note of Sally’s complaint, however. She said, “I’m going to rub your nipple, tell me what it feels like.”

She ran her thumb over the nipple, just a light touch, but I almost swooned. “Fuck,” I whimpered.

“Told you,” sniffed Sally.

“Have you always been this sensitive?”

“No.”

“And how about your penis and testicles? Have they always been sensitive.”

“I’ll say,” quipped Sally.

“A little bit,” I mumbled.

“A little bit? He’s horny, but he sometimes squirts just from being touched.”

“Premature ejaculation?” asked Dr. Smith.

“Well, eh…”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s a common condition, sometimes called RE, or rapid ejaculation.              “

“That’s Rick, all right.”

All this time Dr. Smith had been touching my breasts, feeling them, palpating them, even using two hands, and she had been touching my nipples. Suddenly I groaned and bent forward a little. The hot sensation went down between my legs.

“Told you so,” pronounced Sally victoriously.

A wet spot appeared on the front of my pants. I was now almost purple, and I couldn’t look up at the doctor.

“You just…you…ejaculated?” she asked in astonishment.

I nodded.

“Told you.”

“Okay, we need to do a full work up. When Doctor Johnson referred you…” she shook her head. “I had no idea. I thought maybe it was some hysterical condition, but this is real.”

Sally frowned.

“I’m going to take some pictures and schedule you for some tests. We’ll figure out what’s—“

“Are you going to cut them off?”

Dr. Johnson turned and regarded Sally. “Why?”

“Because they’re wrong. They belong on a woman, and he has no business…it’s wrong.”

“Mrs. Hobbins, they may be out of place, but they are a scientific marvel. They must be studied and conclusions must be made.”

“You make conclusions. I want them cut off.”

“But he’s young and healthy, there appears to be no trauma, there is no reason to do a mastectomy on your husband.”

“Do you think I want to be seen with a man who has…who has…TITS!” She looked away, her leg was crossed and one leg bobbed nervously.

“But don’t you understand what an opportunity this is? The things we can learn? This is a whole new realm. We might be able to cure breast cancer, help barren women, solve all sorts of female problems. You simply must—“

I want them cut off. The sooner they are cut off the happier I’ll be.”

They continued arguing, Sally demanding that my boobs be removed, Dr. Smith arguing in favor of scientific advancement. I listened for a long minute, getting over my rapid ejaculation embarrassment, and finally I muttered, “I don’t want an operation.”

Both ladies stared at me.

“I don’t like the idea of a knife cutting into me when there’s nothing wrong.”

“You call those nothing wrong?” Sally pointed at my tits. “You’re going to be a laughing stock, you’ll make me a laughing stock. It won’t be Mr. and Mrs. Hobbins anymore…it’ll be Mrs. and Mrs. Hobbins.”

“I can wear a thick jacket. I can wear one of those compression type shirts.”

“Honestly, Richard,” she always called me Richard when she wanted to dig the knife in deeper. “I can’t, for the life of me, understand why you would want o be a freak, to have everybody laugh at you.

Dr. Smith was watching me, nodding slightly, showing her approval  for my decision as much as she dared with Sally going on a rant right next to her.

“Well, uh…it’s my body.” I was almost whispering.

“But it’s my reputation! I don’t want to be married to a freak!”

I was blinking, embarrassed, and really didn’t want to be there.

Dr. Smith jumped in. “I’ll schedule tests for you tomorrow, Mr. Hobbins. “Let me take a few pictures right now.”

She stood up and opened the door and beckoned for me to follow her.

“But…I…won’t there be…”

“There’s nobody here today. We can take pictures against that wall.”

She put me against a blank wall in another exam room. She darted into her office and brought out a cell phone. All the while Sally was ramping up, calling me a freak and demanding that I get an operation.

I stood against the wall and wished she’d go away. What ever happened to ‘love and cherish’ and all that stuff? I mean, she was always a bit snippy when I squirted too soon, but I understood that. But now…me having these…these growths on my chest…

Dr. Smith had me remove my shirt. She took pictures from every angle. She had me raise my arms, and hold a ruler in various positions.

“I can’t believe you would do this to me. Out of all the men in the world why did you choose to get breasts. You could at least have the decency to…”

Dr. Smith had me bend over so she could record how far my boobs hung. I think that was the most embarrassing. But as she clicked I had a thought, and it was a thought I should have expressed before.

“Do you know what caused this?”

Sally wasn’t that interested in what caused it. She just wanted the situation fixed. She sniffed and held her head up in disgust.

“The tests will give us some idea of what caused this condition,” said Dr Smith.

“But surely you must have some idea?”

She frowned and stopped clicking for a second. “I would guess, just a guess at this point, that you have hormonal imbalance. Your estrogen is likely very high, and your testosterone…”

“Is probaby non-existent. I think I married a fairy.”

That hurt, but Dr Smith merely glanced at Sally and continued, “Your testosterone is probably low. I would hesitate to discuss genes, X and Y chromosomes, but we’ll have to look at that, too.”

“But why now? I’ve been a guy all my life. Now I get tits?”

“That is the sticky wicket,” she nodded thoughtfully. “Tell me, have you…you’re not in transition, are you?”

“Transition? What does that mean?” Hey, I’m not up on things. I actually didn’t know what she meant.

“Changing from a man to a woman? Taking male to female drugs, that sort of thing.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Some people do. But you’re not?”

“No!”

“Have you encountered any, uh, chemical oddities? Breathed in fumes you didn’t recognize, taken any drugs?”

“I smell stuff all day long. I work at the dump.”

She cocked her head.

“I drive a bulldozer and push landfill around. I wear a mask, but…” I shrugged.

“But you smell things.”

“Hey, you can’t believe the stuff people throw away.”

“Here we go,” muttered Sally.

“Well, hey, I came across a fully functional Volkswagon transmission. And one time I found a box of Elvis Presley records, the old ones, 33 and a 3rd. Then there was—“

“But what about smells?”

“Usually it’s just things like transmission fluid, but I don’t know. People throw everything away.” Again I shrugged.

“Well, we’ll find all this out when we start the testing.

“How much is this going to cost?” Sally asked, dripping with suspicion.

Dr. Smith blinked.

“I mean, we’re not rich. And those insurance people, when they find out we’ve got a claim they’ll cancel us.

“Uh, Mrs. Hobbins, this isn’t…when people discover your husband’s condition…they might pay you.”

“What?”

“Sure. If they can find out what made breasts grow on your husband’s chest they’ll want to find out why. Like I said earlier, maybe they can develop a cure for breast cancer, maybe a pill to help a woman grow a pair after a mastectomy, cure all sorts of female ailments.”

“Let me get this straight…somebody will pay me for his boobs?”

That was the moment it all changed. Before then I was disgusting, a freak, an oddity, something to be shoved under the rug. Now I was a dollar sign.

“There might be monetary benefits.” Dr. Smith was careful, but I think she realized that she had found the key to my wife’s cooperation.

“What do I have to do?” Ka-ching! went Sally’s eyeballs.

“Let me do my tests, I’ll nose around, write a paper, make some inquiries…”

“And when do we get paid?”

“Well, that depends…on who is interested.”

“But they’ll be interested?”

“Oh, definitely.”

“So what do we do with him in the meantime?” Sally jerked a thumb towards me.

Odd, I was suddenly transferred from being a husband to being a commodity.

“Try to find out what has caused this condition. Make a record of what he eats, any smells you can identify, any chemicals he might come in contact with.”

“Okay, now let’s do these tests you wanted to do.”

An hour later I walked out of the doctor’s office. I had band aids on my arms from all the pin pricks, and I was probably a gallon down hemoglobin wise.

“I’ll drive.”

“But I want to drive.”

“You shouldn’t be driving. You should be resting. Now what did you shove around at the dump this week?”

I sighed. “There’s no telling.”

“Can we go to the dump and find out?”

“Hey, everything is mixed, buried, there is no telling.”

“Okay, how about household chemicals, did you…” On and on she went, grilling me, interrogating me, trying to find out what I had done that would make my boobs grow. By the time I was home I was a very tired person.

“Okay, let’s make a list of what you eat…”

“You make a list, I’m going to take a nap.”

“Wait a minute, you can’t…we’ve got to…we need to…”

I walked through the house, closed the door to the bedroom and laid down. On my back. My boobs sticking up. It seemed like they were bigger than they had been at the doctor’s office.

I reached down and felt them. A thrill shot through me. And my dick was pointing straight up. I got out of my clothes and laid down again. I could feel my cock pulsing. My breasts were on fire.

I sighed.

The door burst open. “What are you doing? Oh, my God, are you jacking off? You can’t do that! You can’t change anything you’re doing we need to find out if sex affects…” she went on and on.

I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my face. I finally looked up and said sharply, “Sally!”

“Huh?”

“I’m not jacking off. I’m sleeping!”

“But you’re naked!”

“I often sleep naked. And it feels good to take my shirt off and let my…my boobs feel free. And my pants are so tight my cock is hurting. Now bug off and let me be.”

She sat down next to me, took my hand, tried a different emotion. “Honey, you’ve got to understand…this could be our ticket. We need to take care of you. We need to…”

“I’m going to sleep,” I retracted my hand from her claw and lay back down. My tits hung sideways on my chest and my dick poked a hole in the air. And throbbed. God, I wanted to rub one off. Or even have a little sex with my wife. But Sally wasn’t interested, and she was so shrill. I closed my eyes and wished the world would stop.

Sally was quiet for a few seconds, then she stood up and whispered. “Okay. fine. You take your nap. We’ll get started when you wake up. Go ahead.” She tip toed out of the room.

I lay awake for a while, but did eventually sleep. the odd thing was that it didn’t bother me to have boobs as much as it did to have the doctor talking about me like an experiment, and Sally was showing a nasty side of greed.

Heck, I liked driving a bulldozer. I learned it in the army, did it in civilian life, and there was just something thrilling about running over anything and everything and leaving whatever it was squashed flat.

That’s power, baby!

But Sally had never seemed to understand that.

Oh, we had a good life together, but she was always hinting I should go to school, ‘make something of myself.’

But I was doing what I wanted to do! what else was there?

But now…money on the horizon, Sally seemed to be flipping out.

I woke up and went out to a house in chaos.

Sally had taken everything out of the cupboards and the fridge and put everything on the counters and table.

“What are you doing?”

She looked up from where she was scribbling on a spiral ring notebook. “”What have you been eating. Maybe there’s a combination of chemicals that caused you to bust out up there. And could you put some pants on?”

“Sorry,” I said, “But my cock is so hard…”

“It may be, but…it’s sort of obscene sticking out like that.”

“Maybe if we went to the bedroom and, uh, relieved me?” I was hopeful, raising my eyes in question.

“You know better than that. We don’t want to change anything. And I mean especially masturbating.”

Feeling a touch of bitterness, I said, “What? If I squirt my boobs will deflate? I wouldn’t mind that.”

She focused her gaze on me. “Don’t even joke about that. Those ta tas are money in the bank. You know what I found out?”

“What?”

“There’s people who are transitioning that would pay big bucks for a pill that wold change them, give them boobs overnight.”

“So?”

“So we have to tap into that. There’s money to be made here.”

“But I’m happy now! Sure, a little extra money would be great, but…like this? With these?” I cupped my tits and held them towards her. I shouldn’t have. Just touching them caused a hot sensation to rush through me.

“We’ll be happier when you’re rich. No go put some clothes on.”

I started back towards the bedroom.

“Wait a minute…”

I turned back towards her.

“Turn around. Slow.”

Puzzled, I did so.

“You’re bigger.”

I looked down. Damn. She was right. I was as big as oranges. Maybe not huge for a woman, but pretty well proportionately. But…for a man? Worse than huge. This was crazy.

“Crap,” I muttered.

“I’m going to have to get you a bra.”

“What?”

“We need to take care of your bosoms!”

“Not a bra!”

“Trust me, it will feel better. Big tits can weigh a lot. You need to take the weight off. Believe me, it will feel good to be supported.”

I said a dirty word and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom  I took a moment to stare at the mirror. Yes, I was bigger. I wondered how much bigger I would get.

And, Crap, I was going to have to wear a bra. I could feel my muscles working to hold my boobs up. They were going to get sore after a while.

Feeling pretty low, I pulled on a tee shirt, then some pajama bottoms. My dick stuck out ridiculously, tented that material way out there, but it was the best I could do.

Suddenly I heard the doorbell, then voices. I walked out, very aware of how stupid I looked with my dick on display.

There were four people in the front room. My wife, Dr. Smith, a very businesslike guy in a suit, and a nurse. The nurse was pretty good looking. I became even more aware of my boner.

“Oh, hi, Mr. Hobbins,” Dr. Smith said. “This is Charles Crandon and Cyndi Smith. No relation to me.” She smiled.

Sally grinned at me. “Mr. Crandon represents Transfem Pharmaceuticals. He’s interested in investing in you.”

“Call me Charles, and it’s actually more than a simple investment.”

“Oh?” I asked. Nurse Cyndi was looking down at my groin. I forced my desire to die of embarrassment down and kept my eyes on Crandon.

“We would like to move you to a larger facility. You could like in a mansion behind our company headquarters, and we would monitor you closely. I’ve brought Cyndi today in the hopes that you will begin our program right away.

Cyndi looked up at me and I met her gaze. She was a really good looking woman. Large breasts and good shape, shoulder length brunette hair, green eyes that really seemed to take my measure.

“What would Ms Smith be doing on this…’program?’

“Monitor your daily activities, begin the procedure of finding out what chemicals you might have come in contact. Mainly, watch over you, make sure you’re happy sand well fed, see to your needs.”

I ignored the double entendre. I wasn’t particularly happy with all these people disturbing my peace and quiet.

I turned back to Crandon. “And what is this program all about?”

A simple research to find out what has caused your…’blossoming.’ He looked at my chest, and he gulped. Odd. It was like I made him nervous.

Actually, thinking about that, I could understand his nervousness. I mean…I was a guy with tits.

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey? We’re going to be living in a mansion!”

“Well, I wasn—“

“You’ll have access to a swimming pool, exercise equipment, everything. You’ll have Netflix and Apple TV and…”

Crandon blathered on and I looked at Dr. Smith, who was watching me closely. When Crandon wore down she cleared his throat. “We want you and your wife to be happy.”

“And what are you going to be…what will I be…”

Crandon smiled. “You’re a very important person, Rick, if I may be familiar. We hope to develop medicines, cure diseases, and—“

Sally: “They’re going to make a pill that will enable a man to change into a woman over night.”

I realized what the ‘Transfem’ name meant.

“So what do you say, Rick, can we take you ‘uptown?’” he grinned jovially.

“Well, I don—“

“Of course we will,” snapped Sally.

I looked at the floor. I was thinking. I didn’t want to move. No real reason. Except that I liked work, and I didn’t think Transfem would want me to be out driving my bulldozer.

I was about to say no, to take a stand, when I looked at Nurse Cyndi.

She was watching me, her lips slightly pursed, deep in thought. Now, I tell you this honestly, I didn’t have any lust for her. Well, I had lust for everything, my dick was so damned hard. But I looked at her, and she seemed…concerned, like she actually cared what I thought, and I found myself saying, “okay.”

Sally actually gave a little jump and clapped her hands. Dr. Smith and Crandon looked at each other, and there was victory in their gaze.

Nurse Smith just nodded slightly. Not in approval or disapproval, just…okay. The deal was done.


PART TWO

I should say, before I continue, that I signed a lot of papers. I was careful, but even then, I could see that there were certain things that I would have to be careful of.

The main thing was that, even though I was signing my life away, I was doing so with open eyes.

The point is that I knew, no matter what I signed, that I could walk out the door and say the hell with them, and the most they could do was take me to court.

And what could they get? Money? Good luck with that. Even with all their bonuses and stock shares and all that, I only had about $5,00 in the bank.

But that’s the way it is with rich people. It’s usually all on paper, and it’s usually hidden away.

So I was getting rich on paper, and there were certain things that I did do, incorporate, for instance, that enabled me to squirrel away a good chunk of money.

So I was okay with all the papers that I was signing.

And the mansion…it actually was a mansion. When Transfem bought their corporate property there was a big, old house sitting in the back of the property. At first they intended to just demolish it, but they just never got around to it.

So there we were, living in a 20 room, turn of the century, monster mansion. Gables and chimneys, big fire places and a basement, it was sort of cool.

And, we had access, just a short walk, to the gym at the rear of the Transfem building. State of the art weight equipment, a large swimming pool, and just to the side was a large room with lots of books, a billiard table, a ping pong table, and all sorts of other amenities.

So when I wasn’t being poked and prodded, which actually wasn’t really all that much, anyway, I was working out, reading, and just enjoying myself.

And so the time passed.

I gave blood, was measured by devices, saw Dr. Smith a lot, she actually gave up her practice to be part of the research into me and my mystery boobs, and Sally and I settled in. Sort of.

Sally seemed to be intensely interested in where our money was going, stock options, the stock market, and so on.

Fine with me. I had my million dollars socked away, so how much is enough? Would Sally be a better person if she had ten or twenty mill in the bank?

Apparently she thought she would be. But I’ll get into that a bit later. Right now I want to talk a bout my boobs.

My mysteriously growing chest stopped growing after two weeks, my boobs stabilized at a good triple D.

I know, it sounds big, but remember that I’m a man, so while big, it wasn’t ridiculous.

A triple D sticks out six inches from the rib cage, but they are wider, especially since I was a man and had a larger chest. So they were proportionate to me.

And I wore a bra. All the time. At first it was weird, being in a harness, being all tightly wrapped, but women get used to it, so I pretty much got used to it.

The funny thing was that Sally still viewed me as a freak. She wanted to be by my side, protect her investment, as it were, I was a chunk of dough, after all, but she didn’t want to touch me, and she especially didn’t want to have sex. This came to a head about three weeks in.

“Honey, don’t you want to have sex?”

God, I was horny.

She considered me. “I’ve talked to the doctors, I’m not sure sex is good for you in your condition.”

“What condition? My tits aren’t growing any more, I’m just a guy with, uh, boobs, and I have sexual needs and wants.”

She patted my arm and smiled. “Now you just relax.”

That was it for the conversation. And when I tried to bring it up again, or to touch her in a sexual way, she shied away, and once she even shivered. Like in disgust.

Now, my dick wasn’t super hard anymore, it seemed to relax a bit once my boobs stopped growing. But I was still a man with a man’s needs.

So one morning Sally went off to meet with a lawyer and I was lazing in bed, and my dick got hard, and…and I began stroking myself.

We lived in the top floor of the mansion, so I didn’t think anybody was around. Two security guards usually played cards in the small desk area set up in the foyer. I didn’t think Cyndi was around, she usually worked an hour at the company headquarters than came to watch over me. So I push the covers back, I grab my cock and start stroking and stroking, and I’m playing with my balls and rubbing my nipples, and I felt close, real close. I closed my eyes and felt one of my tits. I squeezed, and it felt so good. I could feel the ignition deep down, I could feel the hot sperm creeping up my shaft. Almost…almost..al…YEAH!

Sperm shot up and squirted, and it felt so good, and…Cyndi walked into the room.

“Rick, do you want—“ she froze. She was already a few steps into the room, had been looking at a clipboard, but now she was staring at me.

I was squirting and couldn’t stop.

I panicked, I couldn’t reach the blankets I had pushed down, and I began wiggling, trying to reach them, all of which made it look like my body was having massive spasms as I squirted my huge load into the air, onto my body and the sheets.

Her hand went to her mouth in shock.

I was trying to talk, but…shit. In the middle of one of the strongest orgasms I had ever had…and the squirt went on and on.

Then she giggled.

I was red-faced, totally embarrassed, but…what was I to do. And I found myself giggling.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Then we were silent.

“I’m sorry,” I started.

She just gave a big chuckle and strode into the bathroom. She appeared a moment later with a wet hand cloth.

“Don’t be. Sometimes…you just have to do it.”

I started to move, to get up, but she pushed me back. “Don’t make a mess. I’m a nurse, I’m used to this stuff. Of course usually it’s bed pans and stuff, but…” she wiped the goo off my body.

I lay there, for the first time in a long time a woman laid hands on me.

“Doesn’t…aren’t you and Sally active?”

I grunted. “She doesn’t want to since this started. She thinks I’m a freak.”

Cyndi grunted. She lifted up my cock and ran the warm cloth around it.

“Well, you’re not.”

“Thank you.”

She wiped some of the spooge off the sheets and stood back. She measured me with a look. She looked at my tits.

“I don’t think you’re a freak,” she spoke softly, almost tenderly. “Matter of fact, I think they’re kind of…cute.”

“My tits?”

She nodded. She was biting her lip gently, and that concerned look came into her eyes.

“They’re cute?”

“Hell, Rick. They’re sexy.”

“What?”

Now she looked a little embarrassed, but only a little. “Sure. You’ve got a rack many a woman would die for. It looks as sexy on you as it would on a woman.”

“Wow.” Her words made me feel so good. After being poked and prodded, tested and measured, treated like a piece of meat on the butcher block, somebody was actually treating me like a human being.

“You realize, of course, that you’re wearing the wrong type of bra?”

“Really?” I looked down.

“Really. Do you want me to bring you a couple?”

“Sure.”

“Okay, tomorrow. Right now I have to take your blood pressure and that sort of stuff.”

“Okay.”

And she did.

But, for the first time since I had arrived in the mansion, since Charles Crandon had enlisted me, I felt happy. I was actually just talking. To another human being. Passing the time of day.

Of course, it helped that Cyndi had actually picked up my dick and wiped it off. That was a form of intimacy that gave me hot flashes for a week. Every time I thought of it I got hard.

The next day Cyndi brought in some bras. Sally was there, and Cyndi simply strode into our room and said, “The doctors want me to outfit him.”

Normally, a wife would get weird about that. Another woman attending to her man’s body. But Sally didn’t get weird. She just nodded and continued working at a little writing desk by the window.

“Take your shirt and bra off,” Cyndi said to me. And there was a wild secrecy about it all. She had handled my cock, and she was going to handle my tits, and not in a clinical way, and my wife was in the room.

I slid out of my shirt and unfastened my bra. I put it aside.

“I got you three different types. This first one is a sturdy bra. Good for athletics, you won’t bounce around too much. You’ll find it comfortable, but constricting.”

She put the thing on me. I could smell her hair, and she looked up at me and our eyes met, and that secret was in them. She backed off and placed her hands under my boobs. She hefted, and squeezed, and it definitely wasn’t a scientific assessment. There was an emotion here, a sexuality.

Sally kept scribbling in some little notebook.

“Have a look.”

I stood up and went into the bathroom. Sally followed me.

“Wow. This is a lot more comfortable. But I can see how it would get tiring after a while.”

She stood next to me, we were just out of range from Sally’s line of sight. She reached up and held my boob, gave it a little bounce, pulled on the material. She acted like she was fitting me, but we both knew she was just feeling me up.

“Let’s try on the other one.”

We went back into the bedroom and I took the first one off. She put a second one on me. She kept looking up at me and her hair was tickling my face.

“This is more of a day to day bra. It conceals, lifts, isn’t too tight. You’ll need a few of these, but wear it a few days and we’ll talk about how it feels.”

I went into the bathroom again. Wow. It made me look big. But I felt supported. “This is comfortable, but I can feel the stretchiness of it.”

“Absolutely. Not for athletics, but it’ll last a month. Most bras are disposable, built for a limited time span. The material in that first one is stiff, it’ll last a long while, unless you get really heavy into strenuous sports. Now the third one…”

We walked back out to the bedroom.

“The third one I just bought on a whim. I thought you’d like to see what it feels like to be sexy.

My ears went up like a rabbit’s, rotated around and listened to her. I mean, sex is my middle name, right?

At her writing desk Sally was chewing on a pencil and staring out the window. She was oblivious to us. I almost felt sorry for her. No sex, nothing but calculations in her brain. And here I was, getting a big, old boner, and she didn’t even notice it.

Cyndi put the bra on me, and man, that big, old boner changed into a BIG, OLD BONER!

My breasts overflowed the cup, my nipples hung in the wind, and I was reminded of how horny I had been when I had first started growing my tits.

I wanted them sucked on. I wanted my dick fucked. I wanted to run around the room and hump table legs and stuff.

Cyndi knew it. She felt the rush in me. She kept her face carefully guarded, but she knew I knew, and she was breathing harder.

“This is called a half bra. You can see how it exposes the breasts. They aren’t good for the long haul, but on a night out you’re going to be feeling like a million. Want to look?”

“Sure,” I tried to sound nonchalant.

We walked into the bathroom and I almost fell over.

I always thought that women’s tits are the sexiest thing in the world. But mine had been…freakish. And I had just covered them up, and tried to support them without thought for comfort or fit.

But now I had…the sexiest things in the world! Big. Thrust out. The nipples erect.

I was almost gasping, trying to come to grips with my sudden horniness, and the Cyndi, watching me, biting her sexy lip, reached forward and touched my nipple.

I groaned.

She pinched it gently.

My knees actually buckled.

She twisted it.

My dick was pulsing so hard I thought I was going to cum.

She was holding her laughter in as she let go and said, “What do you think?”

“Wow.” And then, maybe some bit of intuition trying to save my marriage, I said, “Let me show my wife.”

Cyndi nodded, and her eyes were dark, but accepting. I think, at that time, she had no intention of going further. She was just having fun.

I walked back out into the bedroom and over to Sally. “What do you think, honey?”

Sally looked up at me, and that was a moment that will live forever in my brain.

She had no emotion on her face. Her eyes were black, staring, and it was like she was regarding a pig with a broken leg.

“Lovely, dear.”

I was crushed. And I backed away. After a moment she went back to her little notebook.

I turned to Cyndi, and I almost felt like crying.

She just nodded and said, “I’ll pick you up a couple more, now that we have you sized right.”

I slipped out of the bra and handed it to her. She gave me the middle, more serviceable one. I started to put it on.

She reached out and placed a palm on my forearm. She nodded, and in that nod was, ‘It’s okay. Don’t worry. Everything is fine.’

I nodded. And I felt better. But as I fastened the bra and got my girls settled in the cups I realized: this marriage was over.

The end of a marriage is…weird.

On one hand, you live with the other person. You go places with them. You do things together.

On the other hand, it is like you are with a stranger. There is a distance between you that can’t be covered, not no way no how.

It was like that with Sally and I.

We talked, mostly about money and investments she was planning to make. We ate dinner, and I could feel a resigned emotion coming from her. She even kept watching over me when I was tested by the scientists of Transfem.

I was still her investment, after all.

But we were done, and the closeness was gone, and she started staying apart from me more and more.

In the beginning we used to go swimming, hit the weight room, play billiards, but now she went out for long hours. She had meetings with lawyers and investment counselors.

I was left alone.

And what does the mouse do when the cat is away?

Play.

To my credit, I made no secret of it.

Cyndi was taking my vitals one morning and I turned to my wife: “You’re going to be gone this afternoon?”

“I have meetings right up to five.”

I looked at Cyndi. “Do you want to shoot a little pool?” I turned to my wife. “Is it okay if I shoot a little pool with Cyndi?”

Sally stared at me, and I knew that the woman knew.

I had not cheated, I was honest, but…in that woman’s way of intuition she knew that Cyndi was going to be the one.

But she also knew our marriage was over. So what did it matter if I went out with another woman?

Slowly, she said, “I think that would be fine.” Then, to Cyndi. “I’m awful busy these days, so if you can keep my husband company…that would be fine.”

A few minutes later she left. Out the door. A spritz of perfume in the air, the curves of her ass hidden by a suit, and…Cyndi and I were alone.

Alone with a lust unstated. And unstated. How do you start to cheat on your wife? Even if it’s not really cheating? How do you court a woman in such an odd situation?

You don’t. You go play pool.

So we sauntered over to the rec room and played a couple of rounds of pool, and we talked.

Talked, like actually communicated. Something Sally and I hadn’t done for ages.

Cyndi had been trained for the ER, but she became tired of the intensity of emergency trauma. So she wound up with a job with Transfem, and that was fine with her.

“So what did you do before you became my babysitter.” I sunk the four ball in the corner pocket.

She walked around the table and sized up her next shot. She tilted her head one way, then the other, her hair moved and I was impressed by the intelligence in her eyes as she estimated angles.

“Transfem does a lot of work to help people change from men to women. This involves everything from make up to hormonal medicines, to even Adam’s apple shavings, and so on.”

She missed. And she left me nothing. I grabbed the bridge and set up for a long shot. “Did you have much to do with people undergoing transition? Personally, I mean?”

I missed.

“All the time,” she grinned. She had an easy shot to a side pocket. “I actually like them.”

“Trans people?”

She shot, clipped the eleven ball, and said a moderately dirty word. “I thought I had that one.”

“You got a little anxious,” I grinned at her. I made an easy corner shot, then hit the ball a little too hard on the next shot. The white ball bounced around and left her in the middle of nowhere. She cursed again, and smiled at me. “Do you like it when a girl talks dirty?”

“I like it when you talk dirty.”

“Flatterer.” She did a ‘hail Mary’ shot, and actually knocked a ball in. Unfortunately for her, it was mine. “Are you lucky Or am I unlucky?”

I smiled, “We make our own luck.” I took a shot, and the ball rolled around for a while, then stopped on the edge of the side pocket.

She laughed.

“So why did you like these trans people?”

She stared at me. “They take a softer view of life. They make big decisions. They have a harder shell sometimes, but when you get inside, it’s…it’s…” she shrugged and set up her next shot.

I won.

I was a better player and I usually won, and we usually played a couple of games every afternoon.

But we didn’t do anything.

Sally had left the door open. Hell, she had kicked the door open. But except for a friendly pat on the butt, which left my cock a rock, or a brush of the breasts, which made her gasp in pleasure, we didn’t do anything.

Sally kept giving us more and more room. She went out with friends. She had power lunches that lasted for half the day. Sometimes she just disappeared and I had no idea where she was.

But I think she was just waiting for something to happen. Underneath it all…she wanted to move on.

Then her mother became ill.

“I’ll be gone a couple of weeks.”

“I’ll miss you.”

She was packing her suitcase, and she stopped, and sighed, and turned to me. “No. You won’t.”

I didn’t say anything.

“I’ve been waiting for something to happen, but you know and I know…we’re at the end game. We’re not a couple anymore. We have different interests.”

I was frozen.

“You’re a soft person, Rick. And I loved you. But this new game, this being rich, it calls for a harder person.”

“Like you.”

“I like it.”

“So what now?”

“Do you want a divorce?”

“I probably will. Tell the truth, I actually haven’t thought about it.”

“Well, think about it. I know you’ve got a couple of million squirreled away, but we’ve got over twenty mill total. We need to—“

“Take it.”

“What?”

“I’m not a money person. Never will be. You give me half, which is the law, and I’ll just waste it. But you take it all and we both know you’re going to make a hundred million in the next few years. You let me go with my small amount and I can live on it. That’s all I want.”

She stared at me, and I knew what she was thinking: soft. He’s a soft person.

And, maybe: he’s a fool.

“What about your girlfriend.”

“Are you speaking of Cyndi?”

“Have you fucked her yet?”

“No.”

“Well, make hay while the sun shines. When I get back we can have the lawyers play their games. So…do what you want.”

She snapped her suitcase closed, walked over to me, touched my cheek softly, and shook her head. “I don’t know what to think about you.”

But I knew what to think about her. But I was too soft to say it. Besides, when you have made love to somebody there is always a piece of you that remembers, that cherishes, that holds that memory tight.

Yes, she might be too hard, but…it was a good thing that I wasn’t, or we would have destroyed each other.

Sally walked out, suitcase in hand, past Cyndi, who was coming up the stairs and greeted her, and didn’t say a word.

But Cyndi was used to Sally’s closed mouth attitude.

“Where’s she going?” she asked, laying out her blood pressure machine.

“Mother is sick.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.” And she was serious.

She pumped up my arm, watched the dial, then took off the band. I watched her.

“What?”

“Push has come to shove.”

“Oh?” Her eyebrows went up in mild curiosity.

I unbuttoned my shirt, sat on the edge of the bed in my bra.

She watched me, suddenly wary. She stared at my boobs, and I could see her mentally lick her lips.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you really think they’re sexy?”

“Oh, God,” she whispered. She was mentally drooling.

“Prove it.”

“What?”

“Touch me. Let me know you love them. Make me feel like…like…”

“Like a trans?”

I nodded.

“But you don’t want to be a trans.”

“But I want to be what you want. You like trans, and at this point it’s merely a matter of clothing.”

“Unless you want to lose the dick.” She was standing in front of me, wide-eyed, breathing hard. “Do you want to lose the dick?”

“I want to fuck you with the dick.”

She nodded. “Good, because while I like trans, my personal preference is for men to have penises.

“The best of both worlds.”

“Exactly.”

She reached out and touched my beasts. I shivered. She watched me, and her eyes, I could see she was making mental adjustments.

“Are we going to do this?”

“Yes. But I am wondering how far I can take you.”

“All the way,” I answered without hesitation.

“Define ‘all the way.’”

“Whatever you want. Make me into whatever you want. I want to be whatever you want.”

Her head went up and down, and the calculations inside changed. “Stay here. Take a shower. Shave all your body hair off. I’ll be back.”

She left, and I went to work. I found some Nair and grinned. Shaving is for sissy’s.

And, as I watched my hair go down the drain, I wondered at the vagaries of fortune, at how the wheel had turned for me. I had grown boobs. I didn’t know why. Toxic spill? Alien rays from outer space? Who knew. And that had destroyed my marriage, which, truth be known, must not have been much of a marriage in the first place, and led me to this wonderful person.

A person who appreciated the ‘soft’ in me.

A half hour later she came back into the room. She was pulling a rolling suitcase.

I raised my eyes.

She opened the suitcase. “We have lots of stuff, stuff that transgender people have left over the years. First, sit down at the make up table.”

I sat down and she brought over a make up kit. She began cleansing my face, putting on primer. “This is expensive make up. Trans people don’t usually spare the expense when they try to become who they are.”

I nodded.

“Don’t move.”

Shortly she was coloring my eye lids. I watched as my eyes took on a smoky, mysterious look.

She put lipstick on me, and I couldn’t believe how hard my cock was.

“Blonde, brunette or redhead?”

She had three wigs, and I looked at the brunette. “That one. It’s like your hair.”

She fitted it to me. Whispering: “You’re going to have to grow your own hair.”

“Okay,” I was gulping now, stunned, maybe even scared, by the face that was staring at me from the mirror.

“Okay, clothes. Thank God yours are real.” She put the sexy shelf bra on me, then she pulled a red dress down over me. It was low cut, and my boobs bulged.”

“We’ll eventually get a corset for you. But you’re pretty slender, anyway.

She fastened a garter on me, then stopped. She bit her lip. “We need to paint your nails.”

So we painted my nails. A bright red. She brushed the paint on delicately, and we kept looking at each other and blushing. And exulting. This felt so right.

Then she rolled nylons up my legs, and pulled out a pair of high heels.

“These should fit you,” and they did.

We looked at the bathroom mirror. I was perfect. I was a man, the bulge in my dress was proof, but I was a woman. And there were always ways to handle the bulge in my dress.

She loved me.

We walked down to the kitchen. The security guards’s eyes near popped out, but we sauntered past them, hand in hand, totally happy.

Oh, I was awkward in the high heels, but she helped me, steadied me, kept me going.

We poured a couple of drinks, then walked back up stairs.

There was a small balcony outside one of the rooms, and we took a couple of chairs out there and sat and sipped our drinks and chatted. Just chatted.

She kept looking at me, as if surprised. She kept touching my lips, marveling at the color, and a couple of times she re-applied lipstick.

I felt so sexy. On top of the world. I felt like I finally deserved my boobs.

Finally, we moved our chairs to face each other, and we sat, face to face, and we explored.

She felt my boobs and I felt hers. She kissed me and I kissed her. We grew hornier and hornier.

She placed. a hand on the bulge in my dress and smiled at me. “God, are you beautiful.”

“Takes one to know one,” I responded.

We giggled. Giggling is so much better than laughing.

Finally, we went back to my room.

“Half the fun of getting dressed is getting undressed,” she explained. Then she stopped. She froze, she looked at me with an inexplicable expression.

“What?”

“We could fuck, and it would be great, but…”

“But what?”

“What if you didn’t fuck me?”

I looked confused. I certainly felt confused.

She said, “What if I fuck you?”

It was like the world stopped. “What?”

“What if we didn’t just fuck, penis in vagina, but instead I de-flowered you? What if we took this fantasy further, to the extreme. Would you like to feel what it is like to be fucked? Woman style?”

I was silent, and she was breathing hard, but she forced herself to let me think.

Finally, I whispered, “I want to do what you want me to do. I want to be you.”

She moved her head up and down. “Then I’m going to fuck you.”

That was a forever moment. That was a bargain, and a light in the wilderness.

“Okay.”

She reached into the suitcase she had brought and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. She held it up and looked at me. “Can you handle this?”

“For you? Anything.”

She put on the strap on and the dildo stuck out from her groin.

“Wow,” I said.

“Get on all fours, I’m going to fuck you like the dog you are.”

“Woof!” I said, getting on all fours.

She went into the bathroom for a second, and came out with a jar of lube. She scooped some out. “Pull up your dress, lower your panties.”

I did so. Suddenly my ass felt the cool air. Between my legs my cock was suddenly free. It pointed down and was hard as steel.

She placed the lube in my asshole. She smushed it in, made sure I was ready.

“Okay, lover. A night to remember.”

“Forever,” I agreed.

She grabbed my cock and stroked me. With her other hand she reached under me and grabbed one breast. she let go. “Take them out. Let them hang.”

I pulled my dress down and my boobs hung, brushed against the mattress.

“Okay, baby. Here we go.”

She felt my breasts, pulled my nipples, and inserted a finger.

I gasped. The finger was…cold, but hot. My breasts felt like they were a furnace.

She reamed me, moving her finger around and around. Almost immediately I began moving with her, trying to get the most out of the contact.

Two fingers, and I felt light headed. Now she was pulling my nipples, stroking, pinching, pulling, and my chest felt like it was on fire.

Three fingers.

“You’re almost ready,” she whispered. My hair hung down over my face, but her words penetrated and made me feel so warm. I could feel her knuckles pushing against the ring of anal muscles. Then she pulled her fingers out and moved closer to me. I felt the tip of the dildo touching my asshole.

I was scared, breathing high in my chest, dizzy.

She pushed forward, slowly, lovingly, and I began to fill up.

I had fucked women like this, I had filled them up, and they had gasped and moaned, and now I knew why. I was filled with meat, heat and love.

Slowly, she slid in, and the filling sensation became greater and greater. I felt like my asshole was going to bust, but not in a painful way.

Then she was in.

“Okay, baby. Time for the ride.”

I gulped and nodded, and she began sawing gently in and out. Sliding that big hunk of fake meat through my ring, feeling the plastic veins ripple along my insides. Then the exit, like I was being pulled inside out.

My limbs became weak and I started to collapse.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, “I’ll stay with you.”

I fell forward, and she threw her weight on me, stayed with me, and suddenly her whole weight was driving the dildo to the deepest depths.

“Oh…” A simple word, but filled with life and guts and gusto.

She kept pounding into me. Slamming down on my rump, splitting me open, letting the real me out.

I pushed back, ground my ass upwards, then I felt a strange laziness assail me. “Oh,” I said.

“Are you peeing?” she asked.

“I…I think I am.”

“It’s okay. We pressed on your prostate. That’s cum coming out.”

“Really?”

She was heavy on me, but good. I just let myself go. It was weird. It was like an orgasm, but without being one. i didn’t get the big bang, but I got that intense, warm feeling that results from a big O.

Finally, she pulled out. I was obviously done. It felt so good, it was like I was immersed in a big ballon of good and warm. She smiled, stepped out of her dildo harness and lay down next to me.

“Wow,” I said, looking at her.

“Was it good?”

“It was better than regular sex.”

She smiled.

“What about you?”

“Well, you’ll find that you won’t be able to cum, but your dick is extra hard. It’ll stay hard, give me lots of pleasure. A few minutes from now we’re going to explore that.”

“I won’t be able to cum? So…what? I just stay hard?”

“Yup.”

Then I had a thought. “Are you going to do this to me all the time?”

She looked at me, a grin on her face.

“I mean, are you going to fuck me until I…I pee out all my sperm? And then I fuck you? And can’t even cum?”

“Yup.”

I thought about that for a while. Then: “Does that mean I won’t be having any more male orgasms?”

“Yup.”

I blinked and thought about it.

She leaned towards me, whispered into my ear. “Do you think you can handle that?”

I said, “Yup.”

END
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The Feminization of Jack

It felt good to be soft


PART ONE

“Oh, no!”

“What?” Molly, my wife looked out of her closet at me.

We were getting ready for a charity auction and I was looking down at my belly.

“Look!”

My belly was protruding, I couldn’t get the buttons buttoned.

“Oh, Jack,” she laughed. “Did you get preggers?”

“Not funny.”

“Well, just suck it up.” She started giggling. What a hilarious wife, eh?

“I’m not going.”

“Oh, yes. You are. And that is that.”

“Well, that may be that, but this is this, and I’m not going. Tomorrow I’ll start a weight loss program. Sign up for Weight Watchers, or something.”

“Jack,” I could almost hear her frowning in the closet. “You know I look forward to these events. They are a lot of work, and they really change lives.”

I sighed and sat on the bed. “Well, you’ll just have to do without. No way I am going to go looking like a fat slob.” I punched my belly roll and wondered how I had gotten in this shape.

Suddenly something hit me in the face.

“Ack…what?”

I held up the item that had been thrown at me. It was a corset.

“Put that on.”

“You’ve got to be kidding!”

“I am not. You are not going to deprive me of my night out, especially after the months of work I’ve been doing.

“There is no way I can get this on, even if I was willing, which I am not.”

Molly came all the way out of the closet then, and she came with an angry lioness look on her face. She stomped towards me, grabbed my shirt with both hands and snarled in my face. “You will go.”

Now, my wife is beautiful. She’s willowy with boobs big enough to be called mountains, and she works out daily so she is strong. Her face is patrician, with a Roman nose, slender and aquiline. She is…we both looked down.

My cock had sprung up and poked her in the thigh.

We looked at each other. She laughed. “Well, I guess we know who’s calling the shots.”

“Just because I’ve got an erection it doesn’t mean you can push me around!” Was my voice sounding just a little bit whiney?

“Oh, yes it does. It does!” She reached down and grabbed Mr. Happy and throttled him gently. Her voice changed pitch,  became softer, instead of a lion she was now a pussy cat. Her other hand grabbed my testicles. “Honey, you like it when I talk tough to you, and you like it when I talk softly, like now.”

“Urk,” I gulped.

She lifted, and I went to my tip toes. I pushed down on her wrists but she had the leverage. “Now, we can do this the hard way…”

She held my balls in an iron grip and stroked my cock. Hard.

“Or we can do this the easy way.”

She pushed me back and I fell back on the bed. She leaped on me and the look on her face was victorious and smirky all at the same time.

“AGH!”

She slipped over me, engulfed me, and I felt the velvet grip of her cunt suddenly strangling Mr. Happy. She placed her hands on my shoulders and pressed her weight on them.

I couldn’t move. Not that I wanted to. There’s few things I like more than a good fuck. In, there’s nothing I like better than a good fuck. And my wife, to be blunt, is a good fuck.

I felt her muscles gripping me as she corkscrewed her hips, and the edge of her pussy turned and twisted.

“Oh, God!” I reached up and grabbed her awesome mounds. Her nipples were excited and felt rough against my palms.

She kissed me, took my lips in her teeth and pulled, sucked my tongue, fused her mouth to mine.

Well, there was no way I was going to last long with that amount of lust perched on me. I started to push my hips up and she stopped moving.

“Hey!”

She sat stride me, impaled, giving a little shiver, and she said, “You will wear that corset!”

“No!”

“Very well, have it your way.” She began to quake. She is an easy cummer, always has been, and now she came quick and fast and hard. Almost manlike. No easy climb and gentle fall, but a sheer blast of white hot fever.

“Hey!” I gasped. I tried to move, but she held her weight on me, kept me immobilized. Her head dropped and her hair hung down to my face.

“Let me move! Let me get off!”

She gave a final shudder, then pushed off me. Her grin was downright evil.

She stood over me, smirking, and said, “There are those that cum to an event in a corset and get to cum, and then there are the other types of fools. No cum. Doomed to live a life of frustration.”

I stared up at her. My cock was glistening with her juices. My heart was pounding. I had been on the edge, and now I was deprived.

“Honey, you can’t do this.”

“If you wear the corset you will look handsome, debonair, nobody will know, and I will fuck your brains out when we get home.”

I was breathing hard, my cock was bouncing up and down madly. That’s the thing about being deprived, being. teased and denied, it makes you want it more.

“Now, I’m going to the event, and if you were a manly man you’d suck it up and put that corset on. Or you can be a little pussy and not cum for a week. Or maybe a month. Or maybe not until the next time we have an event—what’s that? Three months? Or if we skip it, and we might because of COVID, you could be talking about six months. Maybe even a year.”

“I’ll jack off.”

“Now who’s the pussy?” she slid that quip into me like a knife into butter.

Funny, she didn’t mind getting herself off, but she was particular vicious at the idea of me getting myself off.

She grabbed my cock. “What’s it going to be, bub? Paradise or purgatory?”

I managed to squeak out, “Paradise!”

She grinned. “I’d gloat, but it’s not ladylilke. Heh heh heh!” she gloated.

So I took off my shirt and stepped into a corset. Man, she loosened it up, but it was still tight. And it was hell just to get it over my bobbing cock.

“Ooh, I like this!” She kept laughing and slapping my weenie.

Finally, I was in, and now the tough part, she began to lace me up.

“God, you really have been scarfing the cookies!” She knelt on my back and pulled the strings. Slowly, slowly, and with much suffering, my waist became, well, not svelte, but better. And the weird thing, my chest swelled.

She stood me up and inspected me, and took note of the way my flesh had been pushed up. “You’ve got little titties.” She placed her hand over my pectoral and cupped my little mound.

“Hey!”

Sproing! My cock hit her thigh.

She looked down. She looked up at me. She grinned. “If I didn’t know better I’d say you liked wearing this female undergarment. You actually like having little titties.”

“Hey!” but I was weak. I could hardly breath, I was being bullied, I didn’t have enough force in my voice.

She grabbed my handle then and stroked it, and kissed me some more. Then she moved back an inch and spoke into my face. “We’re going to have to explore this. Some panties. Maybe a bra.” My cock surged and she grinned harder. “The peeny never lies.”

“Stop it!” I said. Again, I didn’t sound strong.

“Some nylons, and…I’ve got it, long red nails…” my cock gave a mighty surge… “to go with your bright, red lipstick.”

Splurt! I came.

We looked down in shock. My jizm was squirting all over her hand. A lot of white coated her knuckles, dripped on the floor. My knees were weak and shaking.

“Crap,” I said. “You jacked me off!”

“Jacked off, hell! You jacked yourself off…with your dirty, little mind.”

“Well, now I don’t have to go.”

Well, she had a hold of Mr. Limpit and she lifted and snarled, “Don’t mess with me, cupcake!”

Damned if I didn’t have an aftershock. Not a cum, not more sperm, but a shiver that went through me, weakened my knees, unfocused my eyes.

“Holy crap!” Molly muttered. Awestruck. “Holy…holy, crap!”

We went to the event. I was in the corset already, and you couldn’t see it, and, let’s face it, she had a hold of my prized possession, and she threatened to rip it off.

But underneath everything I could feel this lust in her. This excitement. This drive to control and hold sway over me.

She liked having this power over me.

All night long the knowledge was in her eyes. She smirked at me, dropped sly little hints that were sexy, funny innuendos to those around us, but bombshells to my addled state.

I had, after all, cum. And just from putting on a corset. And hearing all those things she said, about putting me in a bra, making me wear make up.

And, when we danced, she tried to take control. And she even put her hand on my chest, a simply placement that was understandable between husband and wife, but electrifying to my scrunched up boob.

Was this what women felt when a man played with her breasts? Did they get that shiver of excitement from a man squeezing them? And when her palm slid across my nipple I thought I was going to swoon.

She took note of my reactions and just laughed. And did them some more.

Driving home we had a conversation. It was one of the more impactful conversations in my life.

“I’m going to feminize you a little.”

“I don’t think so.”

“But you so obviously love it. Did you feel how hard your dick was? And you came when I talked about putting you in lipstick.”

“I did not!”

“Did!”

“I was just super horny. I’d been in you, you came and I didn’t. I was so fucking horny I would have exploded if…if Hillary Clinton waved her ass at me.”

“Lotta ass, lotta cum,” quipped Molly.

“So, no. That’s it. No.”

“Head over to Charley Coyote’s.”

“What?”

“I want a drink.”

“We can have one at home.”

She turned to me, leaned across the center console and touched my nipple. I shivered. “Just one, widdle, bitty dwink?”

She knows I hate baby talk. Nothing irritates me like baby talk.

“Pwease?”

“Oh, fuck. Okay.”

“Excellent.”

I took a turn and headed for the most popular nightspot in town, at least popular for those in the know.

We didn’t say anything for a minute, then she started chuckling.

“What?”

“You are so fucking easy.”

I snorted, then grinned. She was right. But wouldn’t you be easy if a super sexy woman was stroking your gonads?

We pulled into the parking lot and an attendant stole my car. We walked around to the front and through the entrance. This was a Thursday, and it wasn’t frantic. Just crazy. A low mumble of people, a combo on the stage whispering dirty sax songs, and the heady smell of sex.

We sauntered in and looked around. “I’ll grab that table. You get me something sweet that turns me on.”

I headed for the bar, and fortunately I knew the bar guys, and I was a tipper. Jose saw me coming and had my obligatory Coke High ready.

A Coke High. A fancy name for bourbon and Coke. With the good bourbon, of course.

“Something fizzy and fruity for my wife?”

“We have just thee thing.” He spoke with a Mexican accent and I laughed.

“Thee? Are you practicing to swim back across the river?”

Jose was born and bred in East LA. He grinned. “Naw. Boss said I’d get more tips if I sounded like a real wetback.”

We laughed and he plopped a tall, thin glass in front of me. It was pink with bubbles fizzing up like an Alka Seltzer.

“What is it?”

“Jose’s surprise.”

I lifted my eyebrows.

“It’s called a Pink Squirrel. Creme de noyaux, creme de cacao, and cream.”

“Sounds creamy.”

“Give her two and you’ll get lucky.”

We laughed, I dropped him a twenty and said, “For you. We’ll run a tab.”

“I’m your bitch.”

I grinned at him and walked the drinks back to where Molly was waiting for me. And I thought, ‘I’m your bitch.’ A simple phrase, just a Hollywood expression, but…it made me think. It made me think because I was wearing a corset and Molly had been messing with my head. Panties. Bra. Lipstick.

Long, red, bright, sexy, shiny nails.

Fuck.

I reached our table, it was a booth back in a corner, and placed the drinks down.

“Ooh, what did you get me.”

“Jose’s Surprise.” I struggled into the booth, that damned corset made motion difficult. How did women stand the things?

She looked askance at me, with raised eyebrows over the lip of her glass, as she took a sip.

“He spermed in it.”

She almost lost it. She almost spit a bit of that precious liquid out, but she managed to hold it in. A bit of choking, and a cough, but she was good.

She looked over at the bar and raised her hand.

Jose saw her and she gave him a thumbs up. Jose waved and grinned.

She sipped again and faced me. “It was your sperm, if any, but I know you just came. You’re empty. Drained. So what is this delicious concoction?”

“A pink squirrel,” and I explained the ingredients.

“Crap,” she said, “It’s better than if he did cum in it.”

“You’re such a potty mouth,” I teased.

Then she went to work on me. I sipped my bourbon and Coke and listened, and she whispered into my ear.

“I can see you all svelte and trim…with big boobs.”

I looked at her. She grabbed my chin and turned my ear back to her.

“Big boobs, and wearing a bikini. But the top is too small, it keeps slipping down. Suddenly it falls all the way off. Everybody is staring at you.”

“Where are we?” I asked.

“We’re at a fancy party, nothing but sexy celebrities. In fact, they’re all porn stars, and they all have huge boobs. But nothing like yours. They see your exposed tits and they are all jealous. They all wish they could have your boobs. Then, we’re sitting there, and a producer comes over to you. He looks at your huge boobs and wants you to be in his latest flick. The name of the flick is ‘He had Woman Boobs and Knew how to Use Them!’”

“I do?”

“Shut up,” she pulled my face around and put her mouth so close to my ear I could feel her warm breath. Her moving lips touched my ear, teased it.

“Later, I want to go home, but you’re too drunk to drive. So I take you into a bedroom and leave you. When I’m gone three porn stars sneak into the bedroom. They have ben stalking you for your tits. They are so jealous. They want to feel them, they want to suck them. And your cock. they want to suck your cock.”

Oddly, the talk of them sucking my tits was more turning on than the idea of them sucking my cock. And that would have bothered me, except that Jose’s Cock High…uh, Coke High…was really working.

“The three porn stars only have skimpy, little bikinis on, and they strip them off and cuddle up to you. You wake up, but you are too drunk to move, and they begin to have their way with you. Two of them are feeling your tits. Sucking on your nipples. The third one is sucking on your cock. then you feel one of their hands, you don’t know which one, grabbing your butt. She grabs it and feels it and her fingers slide into your crack. You like it. You always wondered what it would feel like to have a pussy, and the way this women is feeling your rectum, you start to understand. Then she slides a finger into you. Then two fingers. You are hot. You feel like you’re going to explode. Your cock is getting a mouth job, and she is feeling your nuts, but it’s the two mouths sucking on your big tits that is getting to you. You arch, you poke your butt back, she has three fingers in you, and just when you think you are about to cum…”

I was breathing hard. Jose had sent another couple of drinks over and I had sucked half of mine without even being aware of it.

“Just when you are about to cum…you hear me screaming.”

I tried to move away, to look at her. This wasn’t the way one of her stories was supposed to go. But she held my head firmly and kept breathing into my ear.

“I’m screaming in ecstasy, while you were unconscious I was out in the big room, and you know who was there? Jose. And he had a pink drink, a squirrel thing, and I thanked him for it by getting on my knees and gobbling him. Then he pushed me back, down on my back, and everybody watched while he mounted me. He had a big, huge, Mexican dick. Far bigger than your tiny weenie. Bigger even than all the dicks I had before I was married. So I’m screaming because my hole is getting reamed and it feels so…so…so…how you doing?”

“Fuck!” I whimpered.

Molly’s throat rattled with laughter. “We’re going to have so much fun.”

I just shook my head and sipped my Coke High. And when I was done another one appeared. Now, I don’t know, but I think the way that corset was squeezing me was ambushing my ability to intake liquor. I was light-headed from my whole body being choked, and she kept pouring booze into me, and it wasn’t long before I knew I wasn’t driving home.

“Don’t worry about it,” Molly grinned. “I’ll take care of you.”

I was sloshed. “That’s what I’m worried about.”

“And you should be. Now, drink up, bitch boy.”

“What?” But I drank, and the drinks kept coming, and she kept whispering dirty things to me, and telling me how she was going to feminize me, and asking why my dick was so hard when she talked tough to me and told me how she was going to give me nails and lips and dress me up like a Barby, and the next thing you know, I…

…woke up. Oh, fuck. Double fuck. My head felt like it had been drop kicked for a goal. My belly felt like a broken washing machine, spinning around, ka chunk, ka chunk, and the door flies open and I…

…ran for the bathroom. Staggering and slipping and I was caught in something, something was tripping me, and I banged against the bathroom door and just managed to upchuck on the throne. Not in it, unfortunately, but on it, because some fool had left the lid down.

Ra-a-alph! Ra-a-alph! I spewed, splashing the place up, then figuring out what was happening and lifting the lid. Ra-a-alph!

From somewhere far away I heard Molly going ‘Ew! Heysoos! In the toilet!”

…awoke. Hurting. My belly aching. My throat tasting like a frog had taken a dump in it. My head…oh, God, my head…

…awoke. And was awake. Stayed awake. Lived with the feeling of somebody tap dancing in my belly. Endured the crash of timpanis in my head. Opened my eyes.

It was noonish, according to the splash of sunlight coming in through the drapes.

I just laid there, pretending that a truck hadn’t rolled over my belly and squashed my contents out all over the place. I remembered upchucking. A lot. Fortunately, the pain was more of a memory.

Finally, I rolled over, stuck my feet out, and got out of bed. I swayed. I looked down. I was naked. No damned corset. And I had a weird memory of wearing one of Molly’s robes, one of those peignoir things. But I wasn’t wearing one now, so it must have been a dream.

I pulled on a robe, my old, tattered one, and headed for the kitchen. Not to eat, that was where we kept the aspirin.

Molly was at the sink, sipping coffee and looking out the window. She turned when I entered the kitchen and smiled. And smiled a lot. Goofy bitch.

“Hey, baby. How you feeling?”

“Gar,” I muttered. I made it to the cabinet with the medicines in it and grabbed a couple of aspirin. I tossed them down the gullet and stuck my head under the faucet. After swallowing I left my head there, just let the water run over my head. Cool water.

I straightened up.

“That good, eh?”

I faced Molly. “You let me drink that much. You bitch.”

“Hey, I’m not your mother. Or am I?”

“What?”

“Nothing.” She was staring at me, and she was—I could feel it—belly laughing on the inside.

“I fail to see the humor in your husband dying.”

“It’s not that. It’s…” she snickered and waved a hand and looked down. Then she looked up, holding a smile in. “Can I get you something? A piece of bread? Hair of the dog?”

“Oh…yeah. I suppose.”

She made me a Bloody Mary and I downed it, and immediately my stomach started settling.

“Okay now?”

“Better.” I belched.

“Cute. Well, come on. You barfed on my clothes last night, you get to help me hang them up. I already washed them.”

“I barfed, eh?”

“Tossed out your kidney and your liver, almost your gall bladder.”

“Har dee har…”

She took my hand and led me to the garage. She had me hold the basket and she pulled articles of clothing out of the washer. The corset. The peignoir. A bra. Panties.

“Crap. I really got you, didn’t I?”

“No worry,” she was smirking. What the fuck was so funny?

Then I had a strange memory. She wasn’t there, she was back in bed, or so I assumed. And I was in the bathroom, alone, heaving all over the place. So how had I heaved on her peignoir if she wasn’t there?

Confused, I just stood there, well, leaned there, against the machine, and she put her dainty underthings and stuff in it, then she pointed me towards the backyard.

I managed to walk on a sort of a line out to the clothesline. I put the basket down and started hanging things up. Pulled stuff out, shook them to get rid of some of the wrinkles, then pinned them.

I wasn’t more than half done when I heard the side gate bang.

“Hey, Jack!”

I pulled my robe tight and tied the sash.

It was Tom and Jenny Hawkins. My neighbors. And a bit more. We had spent a few nights drinking crazy, and one night Jenny had sat on my lap and kissed the hell out of me, while Molly sampled Tom. Nothing but fun.

“Hi, guys. What brings you out here at the crack of dawn.”

They sauntered across the lawn to me, and they were staring at me in a weird manner.

“Crack of dawn. Hmmph.” Jack stifled a guffaw. My ‘crack of dawn’ in the middle of noon wasn’t that funny.

“Had a bit too much to drink last night?” Jenny put a hand on my arm and her whole face was writhing with merriment.

“Molly told you, eh?”

What the heck was so funny?

“She said you, ah…(chuckle, chuckle) really tied one on.”

“You could say that. But I paid the price.”

“I guess you did,” snickered Jenny.

I blinked and turned to them, gave them my full attention. “Say, what’s the joke?”

They lost it. Tommy actually fell on the ground, held his belly and rolled. Jenny just kept looking at me and cackling like an egg had fallen out of her ass.

“What the fuck?” It was actually a little irritating. I mean, I like humor as much as the next guy. But if something funny was happening they should let me know, let me join in the fun.

“Oh, Jack…Jack,” Jenny grabbed Tommy’s hand and tried to get him off the ground, all she succeeded in doing was pulling herself down, and they writhed in a puddle, laughing hysterically at I knew not what.

“What the hell is going on?”

“Hey, Jack.” I turned. Molly was there, with a big smile on her face. Her belly was actually bouncing a little as she stifled her own laughter.

“You, too? What the fuck is so funny?”

Then all three of them were laying on the ground, laughing. I have never seen anybody laugh so hard in my life.

I stood over them, hands on hips, and for the life of me couldn’t figure it out.

Jenny struggled to her feet. “Oh, Jack. I could tell you, but…but…” she looked at Molly and Tom, “you would have had to have been there.” Then she was falling down again, and the others were laughing even harder.

I shook my head. I was the only sane person in a village of idiots. I hung up the clothes, and every time it looked like they were going to stop laughing…they started up again. Holding their bellies, slapping their knees, laughing like a hyena on laughing gas at a joke convention.

Numbnuts. That’s what they all were. A bunch of numbnuts.

I finished hanging the clothes and walked back into the house.

Numbnuts.

I went into the kitchen. There were a couple of dishes in the sink and I did them, and watched my wife friends through the window.

They were still laughing, but they were sitting, cross legged, and talking, too.

What the hell was going on?

Finished with the dishes I went in and sat down in the living room. I turned on the big screen and caught the tail end of a game. I was sitting, leaning forward, actually thinking about some lunch, when Molly came in.

“Well, are you over it?”

“I guess,” but she wasn’t. She snuffled down a throaty chuckle.

“You could at least let me in on it.”

“I could, I suppose. But when there’s a major gotcha in the works one doesn’t mess with it. One lets it play out.”

“So you’re playing a practical joke on me?”

She nodded, and held in her laughter.

“It’s funny right now?”

She nodded, her lips clamped together. Then she actually walked out of the room and started laughing.

Now, I wasn’t feeling all that chipper, and I was confused, and I followed her down the hallway, into the bedroom.

“Honey, fun is fun, but you really need to let me in on the joke.”

Her face was writhing, parts of it wiggling, as she tried not to laugh. She said, “Okay, hmph…um…okay. I’ll tell you, but you have to do something for me.”

“What?”

“Walk into the backyard naked, put on the peignoir, and come back in.”

“That’s it?”

“Um hmm.” She put her hand on her hip and blinked to keep herself contained.

“Okay. I can do that.”

“And you have to do it immediately after I tell you.”

“Okay,” I shrugged. What was so hard about that. “So what’s the joke?”

“Go brush your teeth.”

Oh, crap. I had something in my teeth, and they were all laughing at me, looking like a hayseed bumpkin or something.

I rubbed my teeth with a finger, which made Molly spurt out a squeak of hilarity, then walked into the bathroom. I looked down at the sink, was glad she had cleaned the puke off everything, grabbed my toothbrush and the toothpaste, started to squeeze out a dollop, and looked up…up…oh FUCK!

I grabbed my mouth! I actually gave a little yelp.


PART TWO

I stared at myself in the mirror. I had a fat belly and the robe had come open a little bit to expose it. My cock, damned traitor, was springing up. My lips were bright and shiny and…red.

Red. Like a sunburned fire engine. Like the color of a red mustang. Like a tomato that’s embarrassed.

My hand now shaking I reached up and touched my lips. It wasn’t like lipstick, it was like the color of my skin had actually been changed. And my lips actually felt a little…plumper. Maybe it was just the bright red standing out more, but my lips, now that I wasn’t focused on my hangover but on my face, felt bigger. Fatter.

Like a real woman’s lips.

“Oh…” I said.

“I didn’t use lipstick. I used lipstain.” Molly was leaning against the door jamb, her lips trembling with laughter. “Good lipstain. Guaranteed for a week. A couple of days from now they’ll get a little faded, but we can use a bit of gloss and they’ll pop right up.

I turned to her, aghast, my eyes wide. “I can’t…you…I…”

“Now go put on your peignoir. And give me that robe. No male clothes for a week.”

“But…I…work…”

“I talked to Tom at the event and told him you wanted to take a week off. And, buddy, this week is mine.”

“But…but…”

“So give me that robe…” she stepped forward and grabbed my robe and started working it off me. “…and go out in the back yard, naked, like you promised, and put on that peignoir.”

“I don’t…you can’t…”

She pushed me down the hallway.

To tell the truth, I would have welched. I wouldn’t have gone out in the back yard, even though Tom and Jenny had already seen me, except that Tom and Jenny were already in the house. About the time we reached the kitchen I was starting to dig in my heels, and they were sitting at the kitchen table. Waiting for me.

“Hey, Jack,” Jenny smirked.

Oh, God. My skin was flaming. It had to be the color of my lips.

“Good look, Jack,” offered Tom. “Very sexy.”

And I just sort of gave up. I stumbled past them, headed out the door to the back yard. Not really seeing much, just glimpses of the lawn, the surrounding bushes, the peignoir hanging from the line.

My cock was hard through all this. It had sprung up, I realized, when I had seen my face in the mirror, and it didn’t seem to want to go down.

I reached the peignoir and stood, facing it, gasping for breath like I was having a heart attack. And, who knows, maybe I was.

Molly was suddenly standing next to me, and I realized I had been standing there for a while. My mind had gone into overload and literally stopped working. I was like a moose that had been bashed on the head by a wrecking ball.

“Jack?”

I turned my head and gazed at her. Oh, yeah. My wife. I was married. What was happening to me? Oh, yeah. My face. My lips. She had…she had…

“Are you all right?”

I managed to gulp and give a slow nod.

“Then put on the peignoir and let’s go inside.”

I nodded again. Gulped. Was aware that I had a siren’s lips. Was aware of my lips. I reached out and took the peignoir down. It was dry. I must have just been standing there for a long time.

Molly helped me into it. I was like a five year old being helped into his clothes for his first day at school.

She hooked her arm in mine and walked me back to the house.

Inside the house Tom and Jenny had made drinks.

Drinks. That’s what I needed. A lot of drinks.

Forgotten was my hangover. Forgotten was my roiling belly and my aching head. I just needed a drink. I picked a glass off the table and drank the whole thing.

They all stared at me. Tom started to say something, but Jenny nudged him and shook her head.

“Let’s all have breakfast,” announced Molly.

“Uh, yeah,” said Tom.

“Okay,” Jenny offered brightly.

I just stood there with my hands on the table and my head down. Breathing. My mind slowly, ever so slowly, coming back to life.

I picked up a second drink, I don’t know whose it was, but it was bourbon and Coke, and slugged it down.

Again, Tom looked about to speak, but Molly said, “It’s okay. He just needs to figure it out.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Figure it out.” I looked up at the three. They were still smiling, but they were a bit nervous. Apparently they hadn’t thought through to the reaction I was having.

I wasn’t laughing.

I said to Jenny. “Scoot over.”

Jenny slid to the side and I moved in next to her. She was dressed, I was in a peignoir, my hard cock visible through the glass table top.

I looked at Tom, who was across from me. “Hi, Tom.”

He blinked, I sounded strange, but he said, “Hi, Jack.”

“Hi, Jack,” I mused. “I’ve been hijacked. At least my lips have.” I grabbed a third drink. It looked like Tom had sipped from it, but I didn’t care.

Tears started to come down my cheeks. I put the empty glass down. Yes, I was crying. Then I had my face down on the table and was sobbing.

Molly, Jenny and Tom were very silent now.

I cried for about five minutes. Then I stopped. Oddly, it was like a light switch being clicked. I suddenly just stopped. I looked at my three friends. They had very worried looks on their faces. I said, “Well, it looks like you got me.”

I sniffed a couple of times, then looked at Molly. “Waffles. Lots of butter and syrup. I need something sweet.”

Molly stood there.

And, the really odd thing, the world was crystal clear to me at that point. Every color was brighter, filled with life. The lines of the objects of the world were so sharp with clarity. I could even see the motes in the air. Life was, in a way, golden.

“Molly?” I asked, my hyper senses kicking into gear.

“Yes. Right away.”

Tom tried, “Jack, we’re sorry. We were just having a joke…”

I waved my hand. “And it is funny. A year from now I will be laughing hysterically, and I will always remember this massive ‘gotcha.’ Right now, I’m okay. I’m just coming to grips with everything.”

Jenny blurted. “It’s Molly’s fault.”

Molly spun and stared at her friend.

Jenny: “I’m sorry, but I can’t…I didn’t know this was going to happen like this.”

Again, I waved my hand. “It’s fine. Molly is the architect. You guys are just the appreciative audience. I get that.”

“I’m sorry, Molly. I shouldn’t have said that. I’m just…”

“Scared. Worried. Don’t want me to hurt.”

“Yes.”

“It’s okay, babe,” I said to Molly. “Jenny’s fine. She didn’t mean anything. Now get my waffles.”

Everybody was blinking and awkward, but Molly managed to turn and attend to the waffles. We had a four slot toaster and she loaded it up, put the butter and a big bottle of Aunt Jemima on the table.

Nobody was talking. Everybody was weird. So I said, “So, Tom, how’s work.”

It was non sequitur. It was the surrealistic moment. It was four people in a lifeboat and somebody says, ‘I think I’ll paddle with a sieve.”

Then we were laughing. All of us. In hysterics. Couldn’t stop laughing for the life of me, of any of us. Tom pounded the table so hard I thought it would break. Jenny put her hands on the sides of her face and roared. Molly held herself up with one hand on the counter, her other hand was against her face. And I…I couldn’t stop.

None of us could stop.

For long minutes we laughed, and every time we slowed down we would trade a glance, or look at my lips, and start all over again.

Then the toast started burning. A little wisp of smoke rose up and Jenny pointed at it and we found that absurdly hilarious.

And we laughed and laughed and laughed.

I stood in the bathroom and stared at my lips. Red. And the rest of my face was no long as red. It had been a couple of hours, I had eaten and was over my hang over, and even my short spate of breakfast drinking. And I was actually admiring my lips.

They were full, apparently Molly had used plumper on them, long lasting plumper, and they were like a billboard in the desert of my face.

“What do you think?” Molly came and stood next to me, linked an arm in mine, and studied my face in the mirror.

“Major gotcha. Don’t think I’ll ever top that.”

“Probably not, but I was speaking of your mouth. Pretty sexy, eh?”

“I never would have thought,” I agreed. I touched them. Lipstain. Long lasting. Wouldn’t come off for rubbing. And I knew she was going to keep putting on the plumper. She had ‘freshened me up’ with the plumper once already.

“And we’re going to do the whole you.”

“The whole me. Wow.”

I looked at myself and not her. But then, right at that moment I was the more fascinating of us.

“Nails, make up, Jenny is actually out buying you some clothes.”

“So Jenny is in on this now. How’s Tom with that?”

“He’s okay.”

But there was something in her voice. I looked at her. That moment of clarity that had struck me before was still with me. I could read her like a book.

“Well, he’s a little…he’s coming to grips with the fact that she grabbed your cock.”

I smiled. My teeth were extra bright for the red. “Well, it was sitting right there, under the glass.”

When we had breakfasted Jenny had noted that I was hard under the glass table top, and…big. And she had asked if she could touch me. It.

I hadn’t said anything. Just looked at Tom.

Molly had said, “Go ahead. He won’t mind.”

Tom shrugged. But he was thinking about it. His wife with her hand on another man’s cock. It was something to absorb.

Now, in our bedroom a couple of hours later, Jenny asked, “Well, are you ready?”

“To be made up?”

“Yep.”

“Okay.”

She looked down at the sink. My cock was pointing towards the faucet, big and hard.

“My, God, Jack. It’s actually dripping!”

I watched as pre-cum gathered at the tip and drooled down.

“Well,”I said. “Well.”

She knelt down and took me in her mouth. She worked my shaft and swirled her tongue over my head. It was so good my knees actually trembled.

She stood up. “God, Jack. Is this really making you that horny?”

It was a moment of truth time. I could deny it, and have it be an obvious lie. My pecker was bobbing, after all. Or I could admit it.

“I guess so.” A couple of hours ago, before I had seen my lips, I never would have admitted to such a thing. But now…now I was a changed man. the world was opening up for me as it had never opened before.

“Well,” she said. “Have a seat and let me get to work. Jenny’s going to come back in a while, and I want to at least show her some progress.”

Molly sat next to me at her vanity table and fitted fake nails to my digits. I don’t have the gnarly mitts of people who work with machines and tools. In fact, one of my hobbies is music. Playing the guitar and the piano, and my fingers reflect that. They are long and slender. And now they grew longerer and slenderer.

Molly pushed the cuticles, trimmed and sanded. She selected some modest ovals for my first time nails, and put a dab of glue on the backs to help the natural adhesive they came with.

“These have to last a week, and I don’t want you losing them,” she explained.

Long lasting lipstain, long lasting nails…my wife really had this planned out.

I had never realized how delicate and intricate the hand motions required to apply make up were. I watched as she stroked down from the cuticle. Several strokes, and my nails were red. Blood red. To match my lips.

She did the next nail, and the next. She was surprisingly fast for such delicate work.

Then she put on another coat, and another.

“Three strokes down and three coats on,” she mumbled, almost like a catechism. Then she put on a clear coat to preserve and protect.

“All right,” she smiled happily. “These puppies will last. Get your feet up here.”

“My feet?”

“They’ll look so delicious, pointing out from your open toed high heels.”

She had an almost evil grin on her face when she said that, and I put my feet up.

She didn’t have to put fake nails on my toes, although she laughed and threatened me with them. But it did take a bit of work. Men’s toenails tend to be a bit gnarly. But that just made them look super good when they were done.

“Wow!” I exclaimed. I was holding my thigh and lifting my foot so I could see them.

“Sexy, baby.” She said. “Now stop admiring yourself and let me do your face.”

I sat still and she leaned into me, her face close, her breath on my flesh, and began cleaning my pores. She scrubbed me clean with moisturizer, then began putting on primer. As she worked she offered explanations. “The primer makes your face a little flat, takes the color out. Makes your face into a canvas.”

“So you’re going to paint a picture on my face.”

“Your face is going to be a picture, all right. Maybe I’ll put a moo cow on your forehead. Or a birdie flying across your cheek.”

“Haven’t you done enough?”

“Not nearly,” and she giggled. “This is foundation, gets rid of any blemishes…which you don’t have. You have extremely excellent skin. We should have done this long ago.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I thought about it.”

That surprised me. “Really?”

“Oh, yes. Haven’t you ever wondered why I make you wear your hair long? I dream of making you up and brushing your hair out, giving you a few curls…this is blush. See the color coming back?”

I could, and I said so.

“Now, the eyes. This is the delicate part. Do you want dark, smoky eyes? Or blue eyes? Or shiny eyes? What do you think is sexy?”

“Shadowy.”

“Ooh. I like shadows. I’l make it look like your eyes are in caves. Staring out at the world like a dangerous animal.”

Her words made me shiver and my cock bob. She laughed.

“Speaking of dangerous animals.”

“Crap. I just came yesterday.”

“Wait until I’m done with you. You’ll be a walking cum machine. You’ll spew like the world is ending.”

“I think it may—“

“Honey! I’m home!” Jenny’s voice drifted back to us.

Molly giggled. “What a clown,” she observed, then she yelled, “Back here!”

Jenny entered the room. Tom was right behind her.

“Holy fuck!” Jenny whispered.

“My God,” Tom blurted. “Your face, it’s just like…just like…”

“Like a girl’s,” Molly spoke with satisfaction. “I told you I’m good.”

“And look, his…” Jenny stopped talking. And her silence was so loud we turned and looked at her.

She was staring at my penis. Red and big and hungry, drooling, bobbing, wanting.

Molly snickered. “Told you he was big.”

“Yeah, but…but…”

“Hey, babe,” Tom interjected.

She looked up at him. She looked at Molly. She looked at my dick. I might not have even existed, except for my penis and, of course, the fact that I was gaining a woman’s face.

She grabbed Tom and turned him around. “You and I have to talk.” Her voice was actually fierce, and she walked him out of the room.

“What the heck?” I murmured.

Molly just smiled.

“Come on. Let’s put some earrings on you, and some rings and bangles and stuff.”

She chose a pair of medium size rings and she took out a needle and a little bottle.

“What are you doing?”

“Piercing.” she examined my lobe, handled it and put the needle to it.

“I don’t think—OW!”

“Shut up. You’ll thank me.”

Well, it didn’t look like I had much choice. She pierced my other ear and set the earrings in place.

It felt weird, having the danglies caressing the side of my neck, but cool, too.

“Let’s put a bone through your nose and we’ll be done.”

I looked at her. “No.”

She grinned. “No. Maybe some other time.”

“Maybe some other life.”

“Ooh, did you just propose to me for another lifetime?”

I bumbled on an answer for that one, and she took my hand and dragged me out to the living room.

Tom and Jenny were sitting on the couch, facing each other, and in very close consultation. Their faces were two inches apart, and it looked like they had been discussing matters of deep import. They looked at us when we entered, and Jenny turned back to Tom. “Well?”

He sighed. Looked at me. He looked back at his wife. He almost seemed to sag as he nodded and said, “Yes.”

Jenny hugged him, and planted a big smackeroo on his mouth. “You’ll be so glad.”

“I think it’s you who will be glad,” he quipped.

I wondered what they had been talking about.

“Let’s dress him,” stated Molly.

Jenny clapped her hands and jumped up. “Wait until you see what we got him.”

I took notice of the bags then. There were a lot of them. “What’d you do? Buy the store out?”

“Don’t you worry your pretty head about that,” Jenny gushed. “I’m frugal, and I know my way around a sale.”

“Oh.”

“Doesn’t he need a wig? Or something?”

The girls stood back and inspected me.

“We could try combing his hair out. It might be long enough.”

“Long enough for a bob. Tom, go get my wig from the closet. And in the garage there’s a foot square box. It’s marked ‘Aunt.’ Bring that, too.”

Tom stood up. He had the most interesting expression on his face. Sort of an anticipation, when he looked at me. “Okay.”

Tom gone they stripped me. All the way. Not that a peignoir is much. I stood there, a slender man with a woman’s face, and my cock was hard and erect and pointing and…God, was I horny.

Jenny grabbed my penis, looked down at it, and sounded like she was ready for a ten course meal. “We’re going to need to do something about this.”

“We?” asked Molly, a twisted grin on her face.

“Well…well…” Jenny licked her lips, then reluctantly let go of my penis.

They put a pair of panties on me, and that sure didn’t work. My cock was so hard it nearly ripped the material.

“How about the corset?” Jenny asked.

“Too short.”

“I’ve got a longer one.”

At that moment Tom came back in. He was carrying the wig and a box and he put them down.

“Honey, go get my corset, the boned one, in my top drawer.”

Tom nodded. He was being a good sport, just going along with it, and I wondered why. Something was not right here.

“Okay, let’s put this bra on him.”

Jenny took a large cupped bit of cloth out of a bag and held it out. Together they wrapped it around me, fastened it, adjusted it, and pulled it up over my shoulders.

“Now this is a real over the shoulder boulder holder,” Molly giggled. “How are we going to fill this?”

Jenny went to the box, opened it and reached in. “Voila!” she bragged, and lifted a pair of breast forms up.

“Oh, my Gosh!” marveled Molly. “Where on earth?”

“My aunt had a mastectomy. Left these to remember her by.”

“Well, bless your aunt.”

“Bless indeed. Now, come here, sexy.”

The way she called me sexy, it was…more. That’s all I can say. There was something going on with Jenny. She was flustered and excited and everything, and more than just a simple make over should be. Even if I was that make over.

She shoved the big mounds into my cups, and suddenly I had a monster build. Like I say, I’m slender, except for my big belly, of course. But Tom chose that moment to arrive with the longer corset.

“Holy, fuck!” he whispered. “That’s really…really..”

“Pull your tongue in, lover. She’s not for you.”

Molly glanced at Jenny, and there was something really significant in that glance. I didn’t understand, but Molly seemed to, and she seemed to be having deep thoughts.

“Here we go,” they helped me step into the garment and pulled it up. When they reached my weenie it was tough going. My pogo stick didn’t want to stop jumping.  Still, they pulled, and pushed, and told me to suck it in, and they managed to get the corset on me. It had a snap at the bottom and they snapped it up so I couldn’t dangle, should I ever get soft.

My cock, of course, was pointed up, and I was pooched a little bit over. It hurt a little, but I could stand it.

Then came the nylons and the dress, and, finally, the high heels.

And the wig.

Done.

They put me in front of a mirror and I gasped. As well as I could considering the corset.

I was a tall woman with an hourglass shape. And a lot of hours topside.

My calves were made shapely by the high heels, and as long as I didn’t try to walk I was okay. Not going to fall on my face.

My ass and my chest were flared out, courtesy of the corset, which made my hips round and my chest…you know about my chest.

Then the face. Delicately made up, shaded so the strong masculine lines of my chin were softened and rounded.

My eyes were, as she had promised, like glints in a sexy cave.

And everything was topped off by an auburn wig, long tresses waved over my shoulders.

And I knew why women get dressed up. Aside form the sexy feeling of compression, it was a turn on.

“Wow,” I blurted.

“Tom, take our picture.”

Tom took her cell phone and snapped pics of us. Me in the center, Molly and Jenny by my sides. I bent my knees slightly and we were all pretty much the same size.

We smiled. We aped. We had a ball. And I felt like I was…let loose. Like I had been in prison all my life, and was suddenly set free, and handed a million dollars to boot.

“Tom, go get some champagne,” commanded Jenny. “ Good champagne.”

Dutifully, Tom headed for the liquor store.

Hunh. Why was he being so accommodating? And why was Jenny acting so weird?

But I didn’t have a chance to think anymore because of a knock on the door.

We all looked at each other. I was suddenly frightened, but the girls pushed me towards the door, and I felt a profound sense of…of righteousness. I opened the door, and gaped.

 Reverend Thompson stood, bible in hand, and smiled.

Reverend Thompson is old. 80 years old, and his eyesight was fading. He said, “Hi, are Molly and Jack here?”

I was flustered, started blubbering, and Molly pushed past me.

“Hi, Reverend,” she stepped out and closed the door. I could hear them talking. Very pleasant.

Jenny turned to me. She held my biceps and focused her gaze on me. It was a hungry gaze and it made me nervous. “Alone at last.”

She fused her body to mine. Crushed my lips with hers. I felt one of her hands go to one of my boobs. I knew she was squeezing, feeling, taking advantage of me.

“Hey, wait…I…Molly!”

She laughed, then turned serious. “Jack, I’m going to fuck your brains out. I have never been so turned on in my life. I talked to Tom and he said it’s all right. This once, because you’re a girl.”

“But I…I…”

The door opened and Molly came back in. And stopped. And stared at us.

“Jack?” her voice was level.

I looked at her. “I didn’t…she…”

Jenny said: “Molly. I am going to fuck Jack’s brains out. When I am done he is going to have a bad case of the stupids.”

A long minute passed. Well, it was only seconds, but it felt like minutes. Then: “Oh, is that all.”

I gawped at her.

“I thought it was something serious.”

“But…but…”

They both giggled, and Molly said, “Jack, I’ve told you that Jenny is a slut. And she told me earlier that she was going to have your cock in her or else. Well, what could I do? Right?”

“But, Tom…he…”

Tom pushed through the door at that moment. He stopped, didn’t even close the door, just stared at Jenny, her arms around me, the look on Jenny and Molly’s face. The look on mine.

“What’s this…are you trying to fuck my wife?” His voice rose up in anger.

“But…I wasn’t…”

He grinned. “Gotcha.” Then he grew serious. “Only one thing, Jack.”

“Uh…”

“Not in her butt. She hasn’t given that to me, yet, and it’s sort of reserved, if you get my drift. In fact, she promised me that if I let her fuck you then she’ll fuck me. With her asshole. So…you got to do it, man.”

“But…but…”

“That’s right. No butt.”

He and Jenny and Molly laughed then, and Molly pushed me, and Jenny guided me, and I staggered back towards the bedroom.

I’ve had women before. I’m not one of these guys who never had sex before marriage. In fact, I had had a LOT of sex before being married. But I had never had sex like this.

She walked me into my bedroom and closed the door. She lifted my dress, somehow managed to easily unsnap the bottom of the corset. She rolled the lip of the corset up and managed to extricate my dick.

“But, Jenny, I don’t think—“

“Shush,” she said. “I’m a slut, I’m in heat, and I’ve never had a woman.”

“But…”

She kissed me. My dick was pressed into her belly, aching and throbbing and drooling.

Her mouth searched mine, our lips were as if glued together, and her tongue explored my mouth. She had her hands on my cheeks at first, then she simply grabbed my earrings and held me in place while she raped my mouth.

Oh, God, was it good! I hadn’t kissed another woman than my wife for ten years, and now, to have my mouth savaged by such an expert, it was wonderful, and tender, and different and exciting.

And I thought: I’m a woman. I…how do I act?

But I didn’t have to worry about how I was supposed to act, Jenny took care of it all for me. She took charge, pushed me back on the bed, mounted me, and I felt my cock engulfed by strange pussy.

Wonderful pussy. So soft, so engulfing. I was surrounded by her womanly flesh and could hardly breath, and it wasn’t just the corset. It was the breathlessness of unbridled sex with a stranger.

Not a stranger, but she felt like a stranger. A different person.

“God, you are big,” she murmured, bracing her hands on my fake chest, squeezing her hands over my mounds, bending forward to kiss me.

She began to move then, corkscrewing up and down over my shaft. Her hips tilting and pulling, settling down and doing it all over again.

“Oh, fuck!” I whispered, then I realized something. “I don’t think I can cum. I just came yesterday.”

“That’s okay,” she breathed, reaching down and fiddling with my balls. My balls that couldn’t squirt. “This is for me, not you.”

I laughed then. I liked the idea of being used. Of being screwed and tossed aside. And she thought she was the slut!

For long minutes she straddled me, pumping up and down, moaning, groaning, sighing and whining, and, finally, she started to climb the mountain. Her hips started to jerk, and I knew she was cumming.

“Oh, yeah….yes…” she held on to me, her pelvis twitching, then spasming. Then she collapsed, and whispered in my ear, “There is nothing like screwing a woman, is there?”

“No,” I whispered back.

At that moment the door burst open and Molly and Tom burst in. They had been listening at the door and had heard Jenny climb the mountain and fall over the other side.

“Aw right! What the fuck is going on!”

“Fuck is going on!” snapped Tom, savage but grinning.

“And nobody asked us to partake. Can you believe these selfish oafs?”

“Oafs,” agreed Tom. “Selfish!”

“Well, there’s only one way to handle sex oafs.”

She bent and opened the bottom drawer of her dresser.

Jenny sat up, curious, “What’s that?”

Molly stood up and was holding a mess of straps and a dildo. A…dildo?

I goggled as she put it on. “Jack, when I first came up with the idea of feminizing you I realized there was one thing we would have to do.”

“Have to,” agreed Jenny, giggling.

“Damn, dude,” said Tom. “Or maybe I should say dudette.”

Molly stood, legs spread,  a big cock sprouting from her groin. “What do you say, Jack? Are you going to go all the way? Or have I wasted my time with you.”

Jenny turned to me. “Yeah, Jack. Are you going to put out? Or are you just a bitch?”

I was speechless.

“Tom,” commanded Molly. “There’s a big jar of lube in the bathroom. Get it.”

Tom moved to obey. He came back in the room and handed the jar to Molly. He was grinning like his face was going to split apart. “I always wondered about this. If you do it…I’ll do it. Okay, Jack?”

I was caught. I was unable to speak. I couldn’t believe it. The three just stood there and stared at me expectantly.

So what could I do?

I turned over and got on all fours.

“Oh, goody,” mumbled Jenny. “Give me that jar. Lube yourself up.”

I could hear Tom saying, “here, let me do that, and knew that he was stroking her cock, maybe even kissing her. I felt Jenny’s fingers working between my crack, feeling slick, and then she was lubing me. Pushing lube into my rectum. Reaming me with her fingers.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned. I had never felt anything so good. It felt even better than fucking. Now how could that be?

“Okay, Jack. Tome to be a woman.” Molly moved between my legs. Jenny spun around on the bed and faced me. She watched my face as Molly touched her prick to my button.

“Oh, yeah,” Jenny smiled as my face opened up.

I felt that penis go deep into me. I had no breath, but what was left was snatched away. I perched on the precipice of a giant dick and my world was totally and utterly blown.

She pulled back and it felt like somebody was turning me inside out.

“Wow,” muttered Tom. His voice was filled with awe and jealousy.

She thrust into me, forced me forward, and Jenny chose that moment to kiss me. There I knelt, on all fours, a hard penis pushing me forward and a soft kiss stopping me. I had never imagined anything could feel this good in my life.

In and out, and my back started scrunching up, then flattening out, I pushed my butt back and twisted, giving her penis a corkscrew of a fuck.

“Oh, baby, this is good,” Molly mumbled.

I looked back over my shoulder, and her face was twisted in lust, and I understood something. She was taking my male power. She was absorbing that which made me a man, and that was okay. I certainly didn’t mind a wife that pounded me with her pecker, who made me feel this way. Heck, I had made her feel this way for a decade, and what was sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.

“Oh, my God! Look!” I intuited that Tom was pointing, and Jenny looked, then lowered my head so I could see between my arms, and back to where my dick hung.

White sperm was seeping out of Mr. Happy. I was cumming. I wasn’t having an orgasm, but it felt good, happy, loosy goosy, and I was being milked. Her cock was pressing on my prostate and semen was being forced out of me.

And this was okay. I couldn’t cum anyway, and this warm feeling…I had an idea it was going to last for days. The cum without a cum.

Jenny lifted my face and kissed me some more. Molly slowed down and just held her position and waited for me to empty out.

“He’s done,” announced Tom, and she pulled slowly out.

“Oh, God!” I said, and I fell forward, sated, but not exhausted. In fact, I had never felt so alive in my life. I was wired with sex and happiness and an inner glow.

“Well, good,” Molly slapped my ass. “Now we should—“

“Ahem.”

The girls looked at Tom.

Jenny said, “Really?”

Molly asked, “What?”

Jenny: “He wants to screw Jack.”

“Really?”

“Really. He’s been trying to get me to do anal for years, and now, seeing this beautiful ass, and if Jack is willing…”

I lay there. Was I willing? I had been made into a woman, and fucked by another woman, and then fucked by a woman made into a man, sexually. So, was I willing? Could I take yet another step?

Molly slithered up next to me, turned my face towards her.

“Jack, if you don’t want to I understand. But this is your friend, and you just had his wife, and I’m going to be fucking you all week long, and maybe Jenny will to—“

“I will.”

“But…if you want to try it…it won’t be any harder than my dick, and it will be real flesh. Would you like to experience real flesh, Jack?”

Oh, God. What could I do? What could I say? These were my friends, and they meant so much to me. I struggled to my hands and knees and waited.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


I Changed My Nephew into a Girl!


PART ONE

Lana is an idiot.

Lana is my sister, and we have never gotten along, and I couldn’t believe it when she called me up out of the blue.

“I’m going to Europe, but I need to find a summer home for Chuckie.”

Oh, great. My least favorite sister is going to saddle me with my least favorite nephew, and…and then I got an idea.

“Lana, is Charles still cross dressing?”

“What? Oh, I don’t know.”

“Don’t avoid the issue. Does Charles Cross dress?”

Silence. then: “Well, maybe a little. Just every once in a while.”

Huh. He probably wore gowns on the golf course. I said: “Well, I always liked his softer self, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will let Chuckie stay here for the summer as long as he does exactly what I say.”

“Well, of course he will. He’s a good boy and…” blah blah blah.

“No, Lana, you don’t understand. I said ‘anything.’ Like what you did for Charles twenty years ago.

Blah bla—what? I could hear her mind shrieking. “You want to what?”

“I want to do what you did to Charles 20 years ago.”

“But I don’t…no. You can’t—“

“Good bye.” I hung up. And I grinned, and I chortled, and I poured myself a glass of sherry. I gave her 24 hours and she would come begging.

She didn’t have a lot of friends, her nephew, as I recalled from seeing him some 13 years previous, was a brat, and there was no way she was going to find a home for him for a summer.

To add to that, she wasn’t fond of the male of the species.

She met Charles, found out he was rich, and told him to marry her. When he wouldn’t, she spent a summer converting him into femininity. I hadn’t seen him for years, but I could still see him in my mind, prancing about in high heels and a bra, lipstick and red nails. His penis flopping about like it was big. Have I used the word ‘sheesh?’ Well, here it is again. Shee-eee-eesh.

The rest of the day I spent thinking over my plans. I wrote scenarios, I checked out the price of girly things in a male size, I imagined fixing up the bedroom, and the dungeon.

Ah, the dungeon. I hadn’t used it lately. But all my toys were still down there. A little dusting, a little polish, and Chuckie would have a fine place to play. Heh heh.

And, feeling a little horny, all that planning and thinking about what I was going to do to Chuckie, I ran upstairs to polish my dildo. And I think you know what I mean.

Then I swam in the pool, went for a run, and called Martha, my BFF. I just had to share the news

“Hello Daphne, you bitch.”

“Hello Martha, you cunt.”

Then we giggled. We always started our conversations out like this. For over two decades we had been bosom buddies. Emphasis on the word bosom. We were both stacked, the boys chased us, and we found we were particular suited to each other.

“Guess who’s coming to dinner?”

“You mean ‘cuming?’”

“Get your head out of the gutter, sister…”

“I’d rather keep it in the gutter, with you.”

“Hardy har har, now guess.”

“Jeffry Epstein?”

“Oh, you silly…my nephew!”

“Your nephew? I didn’t even know you had one.”

“My sister’s son!”

“Your sister? I didn’t even know you had one.”

“Argh! That did it! Get that stupendously fat rhino ass of yours over here right now!”

“Ooh, goodie, I’ll bring some refreshments.”

A half hour later the doorbell dinged and I strode to the door. Click. Click. Click. “Who’s there?”

“A handsome stud with a really big dick!”

“Oh, goodie!” I swung the door open.

“Oops, I lied,” Martha entered, air kissed and hugged me. Her big tits pressed against mine. She was carrying a bottle of champagne.

“Champagne?”

“They were out of Vodka.”

We giggled. We walked into the kitchen where I took out two flutes. Expertly, she popped her cork—not that way, at least not yet—and poured us a pair.

We leaned our butts against the island and sipped the ambrosia of the Gods.

“Champagne in the morning,” I chortled. “How evil.”

“It’s what the doctor ordered.”

“An evil doctor.”

We hugged each other again, then stood back and looked at each other. Then I turned us towards the side wall, which was a big mirror.

In body we could have been twins. We had started out with big boobs, and they had just gotten bigger.

We had the same shade lipstick, a metallic red. Her eyes were smoky grey, mine light blue. She had brunette locks that poured over her white skin. I had blonde curls that waved halfway down my back.

She sighed.

“What?”

“Look at us. Divorced, horny, and turning into fat cows.”

“Speak for yourself, Miss Double Ds.”

“I’m bigger than that.”

“No!” I looked at her.

“And you probably are, too.”

I checked myself out again. I still had a good waist, not a 23, like in college, but probably not over 28. “We’re going to have to measure.”

“So what’s this stuff about a nephew.”

“Chuckie. My sister is going to Europe for a few months, she’s trying to palm the boy off on me.”

“Oh, goodie. A slave boy!”

We giggled.

“You’re reading my mind, sister.”

“So what does he look like?”

“I don’t know.”

“What?”

“Oh, they send me family pictures every Christmas, but I just throw them in a drawer.”

“Well, where’s the drawer?”

“Upstairs.”

In my bedroom Martha opened a drawer, pawed through scissors and papers, a tape measure, a dildo—she held it up and winked at me—and a stack of Xmas cards. Quickly we looked through the cards.

Pictures through the years. Lana looking like a bubble brained blonde. Charles, looking so manly. “He’s a cross dresser,” I explained, “and an idiot. I told Lana that if she palmed her idiot son off on me I would make him into a cross dresser.”

“And she’s okay with that?”

“She’s okay with anything that diddles her pussy and makes her money. I’m sure her nephew doesn’t diddle, and he’s probably a lazy snowflake. So she won’t care.”

“Ah, this generation…” Martha commiserated, then she found last year’s card and held it up.

They stood in front of a tree weighted down with lights and tinsel. A tomountain of packages surrounding their feet.

Lana on the left, holding a glass of cheer and looking a little wasted. Charles on the right, holding a flute up with one hand, and tipping Chuckie’s Santa hat down over his eyes. Chuckie didn’t look too happy, and Martha and I weren’t too happy. Sort of ruined the picture. A guy in garish PJs, a stupid hat on in his head, squeezed between two drunks. Hmm.

“Doesn’t look promising.”

“Well, at least he’s not fat.”

“No.” I turned to Martha. “I’m going to make him a cross dresser.”

She stared me and waited.

“I have been wanting to get back at Lana for 20 years.”

“For what.”

“Charles was my boyfriend.”

“Aha,” she nodded. “I thought I detected an extra bit of vitriol.”

If I can send him back to her a prancing fop it will serve her right.

Daphne stared at me. Hard.

I slumped. “I know.”

“He’s an innocent.”

“So what do we do? We use him for a slave boy, let him jack off a lot, and that’s it?”

“Well, it is cruel to hurt somebody else to get back at another person.”

“Oh, damn. You rain on my parade.”

She sat down on the side of my bed and sipped. She watched me.

I straightened up. “Okay. Slave boy only.”

“And I get to help?”

“Yes.”

We clinked glasses, and, at that moment, the phone rang.

I grinned. “She broke. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours.”

“Well answer the phone, girl friend.”

I picked up my cell, put it on speaker, and spoke in my haughtiest voice, “Yes…who is this?”

Martha laughed silently.

“I don’t want you to abuse Chuck.”

Daphne nodded. She was right.

I sighed. “Well, I don’t know why I’m so kind, but I’ll tell you what. I won’t do anything he doesn’t want. Any abuse that occurs will be self abuse.”

“Don’t try to be funny about this.”

“I’m saddled with your bonehead offspring for a summer. Yeah, I guess it isn’t funny.”

She was silent at that, but only for a moment. Then: “We just put him on a plane. And listen, I warned him about you.”

“Warned him what?”

“I told him you were strange and that he should be very careful around you.”

I soughed. “Well, okay, sister mine. Text me the data and I’ll pick him up at the airport.”

“No need. He’ll Uber.”

“Excellent. Have a great Europe.”

“I will.”

Click.

No thank you. Just…click. I turned to Daphne. “On his way.”

“Goodie. Let’s measure your boobs, then have a swim.”

We measured, and that was fun.

“Take off your blouse.”

“You just want to get your hands on my boobers.”

“Accurate measurements in the name of science,” she reprimanded me.

She held up the tape measure and circled my chest. I felt the cold material slide across my flesh and it gave me a shiver.

“Getting horny?”

“Be serious.” I was.

“Okay, 58 Z.”

I laughed. “Now you be serious.”

“Okay. 40 EE. You cow!”

“You’re just jealous.”

She put the Xmas cards back into the drawer and took out the dildo. She said. “Lay down and I’ll get you off.” Her voice was throaty.

Now, we weren’t Lesbians. We were just efficient. We didn’t want to kiss, we just wanted a quick bang, relieve the pressure, get on with life.

I lay back, pulled up my skirt and lifted my legs.

She pulled my panties down with one hand, then began massaging my cooch.

“Oh, that feels good.”

“It’ll feel better in a minute. You have any lube?”

“I’m wet enough.”

“Oh, she likes it rough.”

“In the bathroom.”

She went for the lube, brought back a jar and placed it on the night table. She coated the dildo, then put a finger glob onto my snatch.

“Ooh,” I gasped.

She smiled and pushed the dildo into me, and I really gasped.

“Geez Louise! You ever hear of foreplay.”

“We don’t need no stinkin’ foreplay,” she giggled, and she began ramming it back and forth.

“Oh…oh!” my hips responded with jerks.

“I think she likes it,” she quipped.

Being penetrated in such hard fashion, it was so caveman, it just woke up the survival senses. The only way to survive was to fight back, and fighting back with a pussy is  always fun.

“You bitch!” I moaned, trying to hold her wrist with my hands.

She swiped my hands away and kept jamming into me. “Take it like a cunt, you cunt!” She laughed.

Within a minute I was spasming, twitching, my pussy muscles gripping frantically and losing to the lube.

“Ha,” she said, as I went over the edge.

“AHHH!” My back arched like I was getting electrocuted. My mouth opened wide and I felt the white heat consume me, lift me up, and deposit me on the sheets, a puddle of sweat and happiness.

“Ah, God,” I said, after a minute. “You really got me.”

“Well,” she said, licking the dildo, “You could always return the favor.”

“Grrr,” I said. I reached up and pulled her arm. She fell to the bed as I stood up. I took the dildo and stood over her. “Vee haf Vays of deallink vith cunts!”

“Oh, mine fuhrer!” she threw a hand across her big chest in a mockery of fear. “Please…not the cock!”

I held up the dildo. “You are takiink it all!”

“Noooo!” she wailed, as she pulled up her skirt.

I pulled her panties down and spread lubricant over her hot, little honeypot.

“Oh, that does feel good.”

“How about this?” I growled, and I jammed…my little finger into her.

“Oh, come on!”

“What’s the matter, is it too big?”

“Use the dildo!”

“I am, it’s just that…you’ve grown.”

She tried to sit up but I pushed her back.

“This big, giant dildo, I remember when it could at least touch the walls. But now…what have you…been fucking elephants?”

She finally managed to reach a hand down and grabbed my wrist. So I pulled out my finger and stuck the dildo in. Hard.

“Gah!” And she let go of my wrist and sank back on the bed.

“You want turn about? Here you go!” I used both hands and began jackhammering the thing into her slit.

“Fu…fu…fu…!” she writhed on the bed. It looked like she was trying to escape, but I knew the truth, she wanted more. I gave it to her.

I pushed her back on the bed using nothing but the dildo and my well toned muscles. I shoved that dildo as far as I could, and she humped back in little half inches, trying to get traction, but she couldn’t.

“Oh…oh…!”

Her eyes were glazing and her boobs were shivering with the impact of my fucking.

Finally, I tired, my arm muscles gave out, so I used one hand to push on her mons, which included squashing her poor, little clit, and circled the dildo in her.

I fucked her, I scooped her innards, I excavated her lust.

“AHHHH!” she almost screamed when she came. I have never seen a body lock up so hard. And it lasted long. For a full 30 seconds she was locked in spasm, and I knew she was having a REALLY good cum. I kept worming the dildo into her, making it last longer.

She finally broke, and collapsed. For a long minute she just lay there, trying to regain her breath.

I grinned as I cleaned the dildo off and placed it in the drawer.

“Come on down to the pool when you recover. Don’t forget to make us a couple of drinks. Make mine bourbon and Coke.”

The last thing I heard, as I walked out of the bedroom, was her wheezing, “Oh, you fucking bitch.”

I laughed all the way downstairs.

I swam laps in the nude. I always swim in the nude. If God had wanted me to wear a bathing suit I would have been born with one. Right?

Finally, I got out, walked around the pool and lay on a lounger. At that moment Daphne came out of the house with a couple of frosty ones. She handed me one and sprawled on the lounger next to me.

We sighed. The sun warmed us, we were fucked out, but feeling that delightful tingle of having just cum.

“What a life,” murmured Daphne.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We sipped our drinks, chatted, and before we knew it, we were ready for our second. And then our third.

“It looks like a lost weekend for us,” commented Daphne.

“Just in time,” I answered.

DING DONG!

We looked at each other.

“That can’t be…”

“Not yet!”

I looked at my cell phone. Only a couple of hours had passed.

“Well, whoever it is, you have to answer it.”

“We have to answer it.” Giggling, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet. I dragged her through the house. She protested, but she was drunk and laughing.

Tell the truth, it was something that only a drunk would do, and we were drunk, so we did it.

We stood in front of the door and I swung it open.

On retrospect, I wondered what we were doing. What if it had been an UPS delivery. Or a pizza driver with the wrong address?”

But it wasn’t. It was Chuckie.

His mouth opened, his jaw dropped, his eyes were as wide as pies. He dropped his suitcases and stared at us.

Two buxom, naked, drunks. Our tits flopping in the wind, our cheer exuding out the front door and into the great, wide world.

“Come on in!” I was slurring my words slightly.

“Yeah, put up or shut up!” drawled Daphne.

He blinked, but then, as we stood back and held the door for him, he picked up his suitcases and entered the house.

He was not a tall boy. He was actually a couple of inches shorter than me, and he had long, brown hair. It was in a pony tail, and I had the urge to pull it as he passed us.

He stopped in the foyer. He just stood there, looking at us.

We giggled and held each other up.

“You’re my Aunt Martha?”

“Ooh, you’re an Aunt,” Daphne laughed and poked me in the ribs.

“And you’re my nephew Chunkie. Chuckie. Whoever. Put your bags upstairs, last room on the left. Then come down and go swimming.”

“And don’t wear no stinkin’ clothes.”

“Clothes? Why would he wear clothes?”

“That’s what I’m saying!”

“Clothes?”

“Bathing suit,” Daphne figure it out and corrected herself.

We laughed and staggered back to the pool area. We laid down on our lounges and kept laughing and giggling.

A short while later Chuckie came down.

In the light he was slender, soft, sort of like a miniature of Charles. Except that Charles was studly, and Chunkie wasn’t. Chuckie.

He had soft brown eyes, full lips, his skin was beautiful, slightly olive with no blemishes.

The interesting thing was that he had little mounds for pecs. Not like muscle, but like actual tits, but small. That made me wonder.

“Ooh, he’s bootiful,” slurred Daphne. “Take off that stupid swim suit, Chunkie.”

She was having the same trouble I was with his name.

Blushing, Chuckie slid his trunks down over his thighs and stepped out of them. He had, of course, a boner.

For a skinny, little fart he was fairly well endowed. From perverted research I knew that average American men were 6.5 inches. Chuckie was at least 8. An inch and a half over average. Lucky boy.

“Go get a drink, Chunkie. Chuckie.”

Chuckie walked back into the house. Both Daphne and I, though drunk, were obsessed with staring at his ass. It was not big. But if his waist was a little skinnier…hmmm. Then I shook myself. I had told Lana I wouldn’t mess with him. Too much.

He returned with a drink.

“Wush that?” We stared at his drink.

“It’s called a Beggar’s Banquet. It’s got maple syrup and lemon and a splat of beer in it.”

Daphne and I stared at each other. Then I asked, “Can you make me one?”

“No.”

“What?”

“You’re too drunk. It would be wasted on you.”

“You can’t tell us what wasted is!” protested Daphne.

He smiled, a polite, little good boy smile. “Mother told me not to serve people too drunk to drive.”

“Mother?”

“Lana?”

“Mother insisted that I learn how to make and serve proper alcohol. She also warned me not to endanger drunks.”

“Drunks? Did he call me a drunk?”

“Listen, buster,” I started, and I stood up.

I wavered, he reached out to steady me, and we fell in the pool. Well, I actually fell, and I grabbed on to him and pulled him in with me.

I spluttered and gasped and then I felt his hand grip my biceps and lift me up. My head appeared above water and I gasped for air.

“WEE!” and Daphne cannonballed us.

Then Daphne and I were laughing, laughing so hard that Chunkie…Chuckie…started smiling.

“Thash it, sweet cheeks,” burbled Daphne. “Throw all hope aside.”

“You ladies are really…something else.”

We splashed for a while, then we climbed out of the pool. Chuckie put us in our loungers and we stared at the sun. We were at the end of our drunk, dazed, feeling great, and wondering what was next. The world was circling a bit, and I looked at Chuckie.

“So, it’s your summer. What you want to do?”

Chuck then said something which totally blew me out of the water. Even drunk I was gobsmacked by what he said.

“Mother said you’re going to feminize me.”

I blinked, and blinked, quite owlish, and Daphne was laughing and laughing, and that’s the last thing I remember.

“Unh…oohh…what happened?”

I was laying in my bed. Fortunately it was a wide bed, because Daphne was groaning on the other side.

“Martha? Is that you?”

“No. Leave me alone.”

We slept again, and when we woke up it was about ten in the morning, and it was a beautiful morning. The sun was creeping through the window, the air was fresh, there were even a bunch of stupid birds singing in the trees outside.

Slowly, I swung my legs out to the floor, then I held my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Oh, it was a fog, but I must have slept through the major part of the hangover. I looked at the clock.

10. An ungodly hour in my condition, but it was what I had.

“Hey,” I shook the bed. “Get up.”

Daphne groaned, then stretched. “I need a drink.”

“Hair of the dog,” I agreed. I reached over and pushed her and she fell off the bed.

“Ow! Hey!” Then she stood up, rose up like a muddy Frankenstein. “I’ll get you back for that.”

“Later. Let’s go swimming.”

We walked down the stairs, a little staggery, then out to the pool area.

Chuckie was reading a book, the cover said, ‘We Made Him Our Fem- Boy: Three women, one, boy, one summer.’ It was by some idiot named Grace.

He put it down and lifted his sunglasses and inspected us.

“Oh,” I said. “I remember you.” Then I fell into the pool. When I came up he was walking into the house. Oh, well.

Daphne and I swam our stupor off and began to brighten up. The world started to make sense, and we swam laps slowly, but appreciated the water sluicing off our outer bodies, and smoothing out our inner thoughts.

Finally, we climbed out of the shallow end. The sun threatened to dry us off, so we just stood there and faced it. Then I heard a sound. We turned around. Chuck was carrying two plates, one on each arm, and two glasses, one in each hand.

“Breakfast, ladies.”

We looked at each other in delight, then hurried over to the little wrought iron table with the glass top. We sat down and he placed drinks in front of us, and then. our plates. He was a good juggler.

“These are Palomas, they will hold off any alcohol hangover, and the citrus will replace nutrients. I didn’t know how you liked your eggs, so I made simple omelettes. A bit of onion, peppers, seasoning, and, of course, cackleberries.”

“Cackleberries,” I laughed and then sipped. God, it felt good, and I felt what muzziness remaining in my skull dissipate. “You’ve been talking to my sister.”

“Occasionally,” he agreed.

We ate then, Daphne and I, and we soon were refreshed and strong and ready to go. And Daphne suddenly blurted, “My God, I remember you. You were drinking this crazy drink, and you said something…something important…”

She tried to remember, but I remembered first. “You said… you said your mother said…we are supposed to feminize you?”

He smiled. He was cute when he smiled. He looked so young.

“That’s right.”

Daphne and I looked at each other. I remembered talking with her about that, and deciding not to. And here it was again, being offered on a silver platter. I looked around.

“What?” he asked.

“My cell phone.”

“I put inside. Last night. Would you like…of course you would like me to get it. Or you wouldn’t be looking for it. One moment.”

He trotted into the house. Trotted, like in hurried, and in hurried to do my bidding. My mind was starting to get boggled by his perfection.

“Can you believe him?” whispered Daphne.

Then he was back and handed me my phone.

I hit Lana’s number. Ring, ring, ring. No answer.

“Try a text. She’s probably talking with somebody, she’s always talking with somebody, but she’ll check her texts no matter.”

So I texted.

Lana, are you serious?

I put the phone down, expecting an answer in an hour, when she finally got off the phone and checked her messages, but I had an answer within ten seconds. That girl might be a twit, but she was quick.

Of course. We’ve discussed. Ask him. Now go away.

Bitch.

I turned to Chuckie. “I’m supposed to feminize you.”

“Yes, ma’am. If you would.”

“And you want this?”

I’ve talked it over with mother. A lot. And I really want to experience this. I’m afraid of permanent, I want to see what it’s like.”

“Why?”

“I’ve watched my father for years. He is the happiest man I know. I love my father, and I want to be like him.”

I looked at Daphne. She put her hands up and shrugged and gave me a WTF look.

And I knew that my sweet, loving sister, the bitch, had managed to put one over on me. Grrr.

“Okay. Have you tried any cross dressing or anything?”

“When I was young. But when mother found out she made me stop.”

“She did? How come?”

“She said I wasn’t old enough. She said I had to mature a bit before I made such decisions.”

Hmm. Maybe Lana wasn’t so stupid after all. Well, she was, but at least she had done one right thing in her life.

Daphne blurted, “So let’s get this straight. You will turn yourself over to us for the summer. You will do anything, absolutely anything, we ask, and in return we just have to gussy you up. Make you soft and sweet. Tenderize you.”

“Like a girl,” he nodded.

“Oh, my God.”

We had a few more questions, but he was quite serious, and finally Daphne dropped a bomb.

“Okay, look. I’m with this, but I’ve got a problem.”

“Yes?” he arched his eyebrows, and I noticed that it looked like he had done a little pre-plucking. And it looked good.

“Well, I don’t know how to say this, so let me just blurt it out.”

“Okay.”

“I need sex.”

His eyes opened a little, but he didn’t say anything.

“I like young men, they are a gas, and the idea of fucking a girly girl…that sort of makes me wet. So, do you think…could you…”

He smiled. “Of course.”

“And you don’t mind that I’m a bit older than you?”

He knelt then, the darling boy knelt, and he looked her right in the eyes. “When I first saw you yesterday I was afraid. I didn’t know which of you was my aunt. But I got an instant boner, and,” he looked at me, “no offense here, Auntie,” he called me auntie, the dear boy, and he looked back to Daphne, “I didn’t want you to be my aunt.”

“Oh,” I could feel Daphne’s heart do a flip, then lay down and give up. “You dear boy.”

“In fact,” he stood up, “I don’t mean to be forward, but mother always said you,” he looked at me, “were sexually adventurous. I wanted to learn about that. But I am so afraid.”

“Of what?” I asked.

“You’re my aunt, and because we shouldn’t have sexual relations, I was afraid that you wouldn’t…show me how to be sexually adventurous.”

We were silent for a long moment after that. We kept exchanging glances, grokking things, trying to absorb certain things, feeling our way through this strange, new relationship.

“Well,” I said. “I know we’re related by blood, and that we shouldn’t…shall I say,’do the deed?”…but we can certainly play with each other. It’s just that I’ll get the short end of the stuck, which in this case is no stick at all.”

“That’s okay,” murmured Daphne. She was now staring at Chunkie hungrily, like she wanted to take him into the bedroom, cook him on one side, turn him over, and cook him on the other.

I looked at her. “Okay for you, bitch.”

She giggled. “There are those who are pure as the driven snow, they get their wishes. Then there are the ugly hags who get nothing.”

“Did you just call me an ugly hag?”

“If the shoe fits…” she reached out and felt his trunks. “Lose the trunks, bozo.”

Quickly, Chuckie shimmied out of them. That delightful cock sprang up and I felt my heart sink. I wanted it so-o-o much.

Daphne grabbed his cock and pulled it.

Chuckie grunted and began to move his hips. For a few seconds they explored the hand job, then I cleared my throat.

“What?” asked Daphne, feigning irritation.

“There are times and places.”

“And this is the time and—“

I held up a hand, “hold it, don’t say it, because it’s not.”

“It’s not?” now she was curious.

I turned to Chuckie and smiled sweetly. “Tell me, dear boy. Have you ever seen a dungeon?”

Daphne yelped a chortle, stood up and walked away. Chuckie’s dick being in her hand, he was compelled to follow. I didn’t think he minded.

And I ran for the computer room.

I am not a loose woman, but I have appetites, and every once in a while I meet a man I’d like to sample. So I set up the playroom, my dungeon, and one of the little tricks about it was that there was a video feed that led directly to my computer. When there were no men around, and I got a little horny, I had a complete set of videos to get myself wet and wild.

I was about to get another one.


PART TWO

I powered up the computer, pulled up the security system, tapped on line 4, and, voila, I was looking at the dungeon. Full color, full sound, full lights.

Daphne and Chuckie enter. Daphne tried to turn the lights down, but they wouldn’t go. Of course not. I was controlling them, and I wanted to see.

So she showed Chuckie the dungeon.

Against one wall were whips and boas, handcuffs and feather, dildos and butt plugs. In short, everything a young man, or woman, would need to titillate themselves or others.

At various places around the room were pieces of furniture.

In one corner was a pillory. I loved to be locked in it, my butt projecting to the rear, defenseless and ready.

In another corner was a Sybian. Oh, the hours I had spent letting that thing take me to the stars.

In yet another corner was a simple poster bed. With leather circlets at the four corners.

In the center of the room was the piece de resistance, a specially made table. You could tie a person to it, and his arms and legs to moveable arms, and then you could arrange him, or her, as you wanted.

You could move it upright into a St. Andrew’s cross. You could move it horizontal open open the legs, for a suck from down under or  a fuck from up above.

I tall ya, that table was a masterpiece.

In the basement: “Tell me, dear boy,” Daphne held his arm and snuggled her boobs against him. “Have you ever had anything up your butt?”

“Oh, yes.”

“And what have you had up your butt?”

“Well, when I was younger I tried to sit on a coke bottle…”

“Things do go better with Coke,” Daphne laughed.

“…but I didn’t understand about lube so it just sort of hurt. But then, a few years ago, I discovered butt plugs. I use them all the time. I even have some in my suitcase.”

“Okay, pick a plug, any plug,” she indicated the wall.

“Chuckie walked to the wall, a focused look on his face He examined my collection. He chose a good-sized one, a glass one. One of my favorites.

“I always wanted to try out glass plugs.”

“There’a a bottle of lubricant on that shelf over there.”

Chuckie got the lube and began slathering it over the bulbous object.

I chose that moment to turn on some music.

Nights in white satin

Never reaching the end



Moody Blues. Great stuff. The four speakers in the dungeon would be caressing their ear drums delightfully. 

On the screen Daphne suddenly looked up at the camera. She smiled. She knew I was watching them.

“Here, let me help.” Daphne went to Chuckie.

Chuckie gave her the plug.

“Spread your legs,” and she grabbed his cock and stroked it.

“Oh,” I could hear his groan.

Daphne put the tip to his rectum and pushed it in. It went easily, which showed that Chuckie was experienced in the art of butt pluggery.

He straightened up slowly, feeling his way through the barrage of sensations exploding in his asshole.

“I don’t usually use ones this big,” he admitted.

“Does it hurt?”

“Oh…oh, no. I t doesn’t hurt.” I could feel the awe in his voice.

“Excellent,” she reached behind him and grabbed the base of the plug. She began to rock it in his asshole.

“Oh!” his face lit up and his pelvis rocked back and forth, “Oh, my.”

Daphne played with him then. One hand on his cock, holding him in place, squeezing hard so he couldn’t cum, she pushed and pulled on the plug. She corkscrewed it and wiggled it, and Chuckie moved this way and that. His knees buckled, and he put one hand out and grabbed the counter.

Daphne let go of his cock then. She reached around and pulled his head around and down to her. She pressed her lips to his.

He was groaning, moaning, making guttural sounds that sounded like they should have been made in a cave a million years ago.

Her hand went back to his cock. They continued kissing as she fucked him with her hand, squeezing so he couldn’t cum, and working the plug against his prostate.

I tell ya, that girl is a pro!

Finally, she backed off. He was holding to the counter with one hand, and the other arm was around her shoulder. He was so weak she was holding him up.

She whispered into his ear. “I can’t wait to get you into the pillory, or maybe on to the Sybian, but right now, I have hunger.”

He moaned as she screwed his butt a particularly good one.

“What…what do you…”

“I want you to fuck me. I want you to put that big dick in me and stir my pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts, and stick your fingers up my asshole. In short, I want you to do me as good as I’m doing you.

She went to the poster bed and sat down.

He stood for a moment, breathing hard, trying to collect his thoughts, then, good boy, he walked over to Daphne. He walked a little gingerly, he did have a full asshole, but that was good. It was driving him over the edge. I could see the long string of pre-cum issuing from his cock.

He laid her down then, and he began to kiss her. He kissed his way up her legs, sliding his tongue and lips over her flesh. He dove into her cunt with his tongue, and I could tell he had a long one. He groped her breasts, yet delicately, feeling for what she wanted and trying to give it to her.

Finally, he set his cock to her pussy and began to tease her. He ran the rod up her lab, flicked her clit with his head, then back down. Over and over. Inserting an inch, then drawing back and continuing.

She began to lurch up at him, tried to ensnare his manhood with her pussy.

He moved back, pulling away so she couldn’t quite engulf him.

She groaned in frustration, and he stirred the outside of her slit with his dick again. And again and again. It was one of the most educated teases I had ever seen.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to cum until you do. I won’t even cum then, if you don’t want me to.”

Oh, my God, what a dream. He could make drinks and omelettes. He was polite. And he could hold himself back until the woman was actually satisfied.

At that moment I wanted him more than anything. But I knew the rules. No fucky fuck between blood. All I needed was to get pregnant by my own kin and spit out an idiot.

On the screen Daphne was thrashing back and forth, desperate for a cum, but he kept it just out of her reach. A true master, he tantalized and titillated and brought her along. And, finally, her begging and crying and even pounding on him with her fists, he pushed her over the edge.

She groaned loudly, so loudly that I could actually hear it in the computer room. She closed her eyes and squeezed her body, and the orgasm hit. It overwhelmed her, blew her away, and she was obviously out of her mind.

God, what a cum. I was so jealous.

Then I got an idea. Giggling, I ran to my purse and took out a lipstick, then I ran for the stairs.

They were still just laying there, him on top of her, and I ran across the cement floor.

He looked confused, “What?”

She just looked, and I realized that he had actually fucked her stupid. What a man!

I squatted next to the bed, and I colored his lips.

His eyes went wide, were sort of shocked.

I kept pressing the tube, rolling on the color, and, suddenly, he groaned and arched his back.

“OHHHH!”

He was still in her, and her eyes opened. She could feel him squirting his batter deep into her.

I ran back across the room, laughing. The dear boy had actually cum just from having lipstick put on him. He really was ready to be a girl.

“I’m sorry I came in you,” Chuckie said to Daphne.

“Oh, I never mind a little sperm up the coosh. She leaned forward and looked intently into his eyes. “But tell me, how did you ever learn to…be so good?”

He actually blushed a little.

“Well, I’m not supposed to tell anybody, but you are family, after all.”

We were sitting on the patio having the first of our afternoon drinks. The dear boy had fixed us some Smoked and Salteds. Here’s his recipe…

2 oz Bourbon

.25 oz maple syrup

5 dashes bitters

Stir with ice and strain into a glass with a large ice cube. A slice of orange on top.

And they were de-fucking-licious!

They were made even more delicious when we insisted that he stir them with his beautiful, iron hard cock.

“Out with it,” I muttered as he hesitated.

“Well, I showed an interest in sex right away, and mother finally realized that she might just well give in. We never fucked, mind you, but when father was away and she was horny she would have me get her off manually or orally. But I was never allowed to put it in her. She liked lengthy sessions, and she taught me quite a lot. But,” he looked at me, “she always said that you were the expert when it came to sex.”

“Well,” I agreed modestly, “I have been known to take a man to heaven a time to two.

“Oh, I can’t wait!”

Daphne laughed.

I said, “Maybe later.”

He looked disappointed, so I patted his cock and said, “You just came.”

“So no cuming until I recharge.”

“Don’t worry. you’re young. It won’t be long. But we may need to put you on a diet at some point.”

“Oh.” That didn’t sit well.

“But the more you get into loose lips over there, without cuming, the better.”

“What? Did you just refer to a part of my anatomy as—“

“If the shoe fits,” I waved a hand airily. To Chuckie: “But that doesn’t mean we can’t get started. Go get a pillow to kneel on and we can start your lessons right now.”

Chuckie actually clapped his hands in glee. He rushed into the house.

Daphne leaned towards me. “Why does your sister think you’re better at sex?”

“We used to have contests, who could make each other cum the best. I always won.”

She giggled and Chuckie returned. Quickly, he was on his knees, tongue deep in my pussy, and learning the fine art of getting a woman off.

The rest of the day Chuckie practiced what he learned on Daphne. The poor girl actually had two screaming Os. Then he fixed us a sumptuous repast: he barbecued ribs and served those viands with cheese dipped potato skins. The boy could cook, and I wondered if maybe I was going to have to revise my opinion of my sister. She had done a marvelous job with Chuckie.

Then we drank for a while, Chuckie screwed Daphne some more, and I went upstairs to diddle myself. God, I was getting horny.

The next day  we took Chuckie to the make up table.

“Now then,” I asked as I brushed out his hair. “I noticed you have a couple of bumps. Have you been taking hormones?”

“I have,” he admitted. “But I’ve been careful. I want a big set of boobs, but I want my penis to still work.”

I nodded, brushed his hair this way and that, analyzed what style would suit him best. The dear boy did have luscious hair.

“Well, until you get large enough, there are tricks.”

I showed him how to wear a bra. He had his own shelf bra, and it was perfectly sized. It showed his nips. His nips were larger than normal, the hormones were doing their job.

“Now, we tape under the pecs, the mini boobs in your case, like this.” I squeezed his little titties together and it gave him better cleavage instantly.

“Oh,” he said.

“Daphne?”

I held his hair back and Daphne applied a streak of make up, a shadow to create a valley, and suddenly his eyes went real big. “Oh, my God!”

Daphne and I grinned. In the mirror it suddenly looked like he was a C cup.

He turned a bit and the effect lessened. “Oh,” a slight disappointment.

“Don’t worry,” I touched his shoulder. Yours’re coming, and until they do, don’t turn sideways.”

“Huh.”

“And choose your lighting,” Daphne instructed. “Learn when lighting will accentuate the shadows, or expose them. A little dim lighting and you are going to look a D cup.”

“Oh, my,” he breathed, absolutely thrilled.

“Now then, let’s talk make up.”

For the next two hours we had a wonderful, girly time. We laid on the concealer and the blush and the foundation and all that. We curled his eyelashes—is it my imagination or do boys really have better lashes than girls?—and shadowed his eyes until they were mysterious vales. In the vales his eyes sparkled with secrets.

Then, my favorite, lips.

“This is plumper. You already have good lips, but we want you to have great lips.”

“An Angelina mouth,” he whispered. He knew what he wanted.

Then we stained his lips.

“Why not lipstick?”

“This is longer lasting. Then you don’t have to put on as much lipstick. It will make clean up easier, too.”

We chose a shade of red that was not exactly shiny, but metallic. He smacked his lips several times and admired the look.

“Okay, now the clothes. Any thing in particular that you would like to wear for your first foray into true feminism?”

“Sorry, I only have two suitcases and I didn’t have enough room to pack anything.”

“Oh, I have lots of closets. I’ve been collecting clothes for years and I never throw anything away.”

We crossed the hall and entered one of the rooms I use for storage. In the room were racks and racks of expensive dresses, shoes, skirts, blouses, lingerie, everything.

He was like a scamp in heaven, going from one rack to another, holding up articles of clothing and asking our opinion. Daphne and I sipped our drinks and thoroughly enjoyed his childish joy. It was so good to be young. Daphne had told him she preferred younger men, and I did, too. There is just something so refreshing about having a large and dripping and always hard cock at your disposal. Young men never get tired, are never jaded, and are more than willing to live dangerously.

In fact, I recommend, if you older gals want a true fountain of youth, that you take on younger lovers as often and as many as you can.

Anyway, Chuckie finally decided on a slinky black dress. Classic. It had a slit up the side for showing off the stems, and a low neck that would just work with his new boobs.

We put him in garters, nylons, slipped the dress on him, then gave him high heels.

Now he was our height, or so close it didn’t matter. And, you know? It is a better world when everybody is the same size. No looking up or looking down.

“Okay, girlfriend, you are almost complete. Shall we adorn your loveliness with jewels and gems?”

“Oh, please!”

We took him back to the make up table and I brought out my dazzlers. I’ve managed to accumulate a pretty good collection of jewelry over the years, and he stared in awe at the necklaces and earring and bracelets and rings.

He looked at me. Or, perhaps I should say ‘she’ looked at me. “Are you sure? These must be so expensive!”

“Jewelry doesn’t usually wear out. Besides, the joy they get from being worn by someone so lovely as yourself makes them feel younger.”

He looked at me and giggled.

I smiled, “At least it makes me younger to see them so appreciated.”

We went diamonds then. Daphne picked out some string earrings that really caught the light. I selected a necklace that would make the eyes glitter and sparkle and reveal his chestal charms. Then we bangle-ized him with shiny silver, and he picked out a selection of rings.

Then we stood in front of the big mirror in the hallway downstairs. We oohed and awed, turned this way and that, showed a bit of thigh, a flash of titty, and posed and posed and posed.

Two full breasted women with the cheer of years and moist vaginas. One slender girl with rather amazing boobs, who looked like a diamond in the night.

And took lots and lots of cell pictures.

The end of this summer,” I told Chuckie, “We’re going to get you a professional photo shoot. Guaranteed this is a summer you will remember.”

“I’m already remembering it!” his eyes filled up. “I’ve never felt this way before. It’s…it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

Quickly we group hugged and hushed his tears. “Don’t mess your make up, dear.”

Finally, we all sat down in the living room and sampled some more of Chuckie’s awesome mixology talents.

We were sipping ‘A Place in the Suns,’ the recipe being,

1 oz fresh lemon

1 oz fresh orange juice

2 oz Rye

Shaken, not stirred, thank you James,

and a slice of orange.

It wasn’t an expensive concoction, but it was a true sip of what those nasty old Gods liked to imbibe.

And I said, “Are you ready for a little fun?”

Chuckie looked at me. “Really?” The dear boy was almost drooling. Then, a little dismay, “But I just got dressed like this,” he inspected himself winsomely.

“Tut tut,” I waved away his objection. ”Why do you think girls get all prettied up?”

He looked at me.

I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “So they can be ravaged a bit.”

He giggled.

“Come along,” I took his hand, “Let Auntie show you what that dungeon is really for.”

We descended to my sacred sanctum and I turned on a mix of my favorites, things like:

I don’t Know (McCartney)

Still the Rain (Karen Lovely)

Bad Romance (Ariana Savalas)

And so on.

The dungeon filled with soft but savage music, guaranteed to thrill the soul.

I took him on a tour of butt plugs and dildos. The dear boy had a liking for tall hose holy hole fillers, and I felt he should know the ins and the outs of them. Sorry about that pun, but I just couldn’t resist.

“This is delicious, but it needs a slight curve.  There is a brand that is heat shapable, you can put the curve in it, but I don’t have one right now. I broke it.”

“You broke a butt plug?” asked Daphne.

“I have an ass that works, unlike some of us,” I sniffed.

She pinched mine and giggled.

“Now this one is so much fun,” I held up a plug with a horse’s tail on it. “Don’t try to run with it, though. You may feel like a gorgeous, prancing horse, but you can trip if you don’t force yourself to plod lightly.”

Daphne and Chuckie giggled.

After I had finished my spiel I turned to Chuckie. “Now then, dear boy, choose a toy.”

For right now?

“Nope,” I answered mysteriously.

Curious, he examined my wall and chose a beautiful pink and bulbous prostate massager with a slight curve.

“Oh, you’re in for it now.”

“Why?” he asked me.

“You’ll find out. Daphne, since you’re the baggage, I must insist you perform layman duties.” I held out my empty glass.

“I’ll put arsenic in yours,” she retorted. she ran up the stairs, ran across the house, we could hear her feet padding along, and returned just as quickly. She was getting somewhat of an education and she didn’t want to miss a thing.

“Now then,”I opened a drawer. “Here is the Sybian equivalent of what you picked out.”

I took out an attachment that was shaped very similar to the butt plug Chuckie had selected.

“A real Sybian? Oh, my gosh,” Chuckie’s eyes lit up. “I always wanted to…mother has one…but I heard they aren’t good for men. They just make the asshole numb.”

“That’s only if the man tries to use it like a woman. A Sybian is designed for a woman, and it fits her anatomy, and it is particular designed to rub that clit and find the G-spot.

“A man simply must turn the setting way down and choose a shape that is more suited to his anatomy, which, I might add, you have done.” I held the attachment up. “This little fellow is going to acquaint you with your prostate, which is the equivalent of a woman’s G-spot. It is called a P-spot.”

We all sipped our drinks, and I led them over to the poster bed. I picked up a remote and pressed a button. A motor lurched into life, and the sound drew their attention upward.

A Sybian descended from the gloom above the bed. It was on four ropes and sank until it touched the bed. I put the attachment on and stood back.,

“Now then, when you seat yourself you should wrap your wrists around the ropes to help you stay upright. Let’s grease you up. This is going to be a hell of a ride and I don’t want you hurting yourself.”

Daphne and I applied lube, a lot of lube, to his asshole, then slathered it all over the Sybian attachment. “Okay,” I said. “Upsy daisy.”

Carefully, Chuckie got onto the bed and positioned himself above the Sybian. He wiggled his dress up his thighs and his hips and spread his legs and I helped him fit the massager to his brown button, then he sank slowly but determinedly down.

“Oh,” he whispered, his eyes wide.

Daphne grinned and gave his cock a few strokes.

“Feel it in there?” I asked.

“Oh, yes.” he was already gasping for breath.

“Good. Here’s the first and only setting.” I clicked the remote.

We heard the sound of the Sybian motor, a very low hum, and Chuckie  instinctively arched his back at the unfamiliar vibrations that ran through his rectum.

“Oh…oh…”

“Now, wrap your hands in the cords and relax.”

Daphne and I sat on the bed and sipped our drinks. We began chatting like he wasn’t even there.

“He really is a dear boy, isn’t he.”

“The best,” I agreed.

“How did you learn this stuff?”

“Well, there were the contests with my sister, and then there was a long assortment of lovers, sometimes shabby sometimes a wonder. And, of course, I am a well read woman.”

“You are?”

“Oh, yes. Have I ever showed you my library?”

“Why, no! I didn’t even know you had one.”

“Chuckie, dear? We’re going to go upstairs for a half hour. You be a good boy, and don’t cum.” I walked to a drawer and took out a cock ring. I returned and put it around Chuckie’s red and drooling member. “Now, don’t take this off. Store up your juices and when I get back I’ll show you how to expel them. Okey dokey?”

“Uh…uh…yeah.” he was red faced, eyes closed, lost in the wondrous vibrations of the Sybian Goddess.
Daphne and I went upstairs, to my attic.

“I fixed this room special. No moths or bugs, proper atmosphere, no mold.”

I turned on the light and she stared around in wonder. “Oh, My. God!”

The walls of the room were lined with shelves, and the shelves were packed with books.

There was a reading chair in the center of the room, and a table with an assortment of dildos on it.

We went to the shelves, and Daphne picked out books at random and leafed through them.

`A Defense of Masochism,’ by Anita Phillips.

‘A Woman’s Guide To a Female Led Relationship,’ by Victoria West.

‘Erotic Power: An Exploration of Dominance and Submission,’ by Gini Scott.

A complete collection of Anne Michelle’s works.

Then we came to a glass fronted section, and Daphne asked, “What are these?”

“My pride and Joy. A collection of works by Grace Mansfield, and this shelf is her friend, Alyce Thorndyke.”

Daphne picked up a Thorndyke book and examined it.

“That one, Alyce Thorndyke, she has an incredible background. She was actually kidnapped by drug dealers. Now, how do you think she survived months of being used and abused?

“How?” she looked at me raptly.

“Like the Arabian nights, keep them enthralled with incredible stories. Except, in her case, she used her imagination and thought up new ways of sex and kept the drug dealers too horny to kill her.”

“Are you kidding?”

“Cross my heart.” I ran a finger over my chest twice.

Daphne handed me the book and I returned it to its proper place.

“I’d love to get that girl in my dungeon. I’ll bet she could teach me a few tricks.”

“I doubt that,” Daphne said wryly.

I giggled and cupped her breast.

Shall we get back to Chuckie? It’s probably time to turn him over and cook the other side.

Laughing, arm in arm, we left my library. And let me say only one other thing. People who are serious about sex, who aren’t just dilettantes, or youngsters who think they know something but don’t, should have a library. A real live library. Proof against computer crashes and energy black outs. There is absolutely nothing in the world like a little alone time with the masters, hearing the rain patter on the roof while you explore your inner self with a king-sized plastic lover.

In the basement dungeon Chuckie was just right.

His cock was purple and dripping, pulsing, trying to get past the cock ring, and failing.

He was lurching on the Sybian, his eyes closed, his hands wrapped in the cords so he wouldn’t collapse and fall off the beast.

And he…she…was so beautiful. The way his breasts bulged with him gasping for breath, the way his face was flushed and covered with light perspiration, the delicate set of his desperate features, the way his bangles jangled as he lurched. He was ready.

“Okay, Chuckie. It’s time to take you to heaven.”

“It…it…is…is?”

He could hardly speak.

“Daphne, I want you to suck on his cock. Not too much, and be careful of the area under the head.”

Daphne crawled up on the bed and took his cock in her mouth.

Funny thing about a man getting butt fucked, they don’t always remain hard. They just start focusing on prostate pleasure and forget about their cock. It opens up a whole new erogenous world to them. But a little oral stimulation and that cock gets harder than it ever did before.

Daphne was on all fours, her boobs hanging down to the bed, her neck bent back a little, and she looked like a dog sniffed an ass. But her mouth was doing its job. Chuckie was groaning and lurching, and it was plain to see that he was totally ready.

“Now, then, my little Chuckles,” I took his nipples in both hands and squeezed them. His whole body spasmed. “I want you to forget about cuming.” I laughed.

Daphne actually tried to laugh, with a mouthful of cock.

I went to my workbench and brought back a tens unit. I had Daphne draw back, and I attached one of the leads to his cock ring.

“Back to work, girl,” I advised Daphne. “But don’t touch the cock ring.”

I then attached the other lead to a slim probe. I put that probe underneath Chuckie, slid it up the underside of the massager and into his ass. I could feel it when it touched the bulge of his prostate inside.

I stood back and held the tens unit. “Okay, Chuckles, are you ready for the orgasm of your life?”

“Uh…uh…” He nodded. He was drooling. I knew his cock was drooling into Daphne’s mouth.

“Three, two, one…” I flipped the switch on the tens unit and current went through his sexual organs, his balls felt like they exploded, his asshole muscles began to contract  spasmodically. His chest arched.

In front of him I saw Daphne’s eyes go wide. His cock was bulging and purple, and I knew he was forcing the sperm up the tube and into her mouth. Cock ring be damned, he was having the orgasm of his life.

His mouth opened and his eyes stared into some wonderful Neverland.

For a long twenty seconds he hung there, his hands now clenched because of the electricity coursing through his sex organs, holding the ropes and he wasn’t able to fall.

I turned the tens unit off.

Still he jerked. Sperm was leaking out of Daphne’s mouth. She couldn’t swallow it all.

He was like a marionette, lurching and dancing under the strings of electrical sex.

I placed a hand on his face and said, “It’s okay. It’s okay. Let yourself relax.”

Still, he couldn’t. Not for a whole minute. He had no semen left in him, his body was jerking, and he was totally helpless.

Then, finally, the spasms became less. His shoulders started to slump, and his hands relaxed.

Like syrup pouring out of a frozen can, he collapsed. He fell forward.

I gently tugged Daphne and she moved back and made way for him.

He lay there, breathing, wondering what he was doing on earth. Helpless and unable to move.

“Come on, Daphne. Let’s leave this poor soul to recover.

Daphne and I went up the stairs, poured some drinks and went swimming.

It was a full hour before Chuckie finally came out to the patio. At that, his legs were shaking and he needed to hold on to things with his hands.

He managed to make it to a lounge and sat down.

Of the girl, there were still traces.

His make up was smeared, his dress was ripped. His hair looked, well, electrified.

He wasn’t smiling, he was just alive. More alive than he had ever been in his life. We handed him a drink and he sipped it, and we laughed.

That was a glorious summer. The games we played, the sex was grand. I even got off a lot of times, though not by dick, and boy did I want that.

But I will always remember that moment when Chuckie was sitting, drained of his semen, scoured down to a nub, and what he said to us.

He didn’t even look at us. He just asked, and in tones that indicated he was asking the whole universe… “What ’s next?”

Daphne and I, of course, rolled with laughter.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


My Man Grew Breasts!

Feminization to lactation…he deserved it!


PART ONE

He didn’t believe it. One second he is walking down the trail, and the next…he stood if shock and stared at the woman.

She was beautiful. Her hair was dark and shiny and her eyes were green almonds, glittering as her hands squeezed, released, squeezed, released.

She was wearing shorts, which revealed a long, pair of shapely legs.

He had seen her earlier, at the campsites, and noted that even under a jacket her breasts were very large, wall shaped, and he could imagine the stiff nipples underneath. Then she had taken off her jacket and entered a tent. In that moment he had seen her beautiful, erect nipples. And the dark circles around the nipples.

She was lactating.

Now she wasn’t wearing a jacket, or even the tee shirt he had glimpsed under the jacket. She was wearing nothing but bare skin and boobs, and…she was lactating.

She sat against a tree at the side of the trail and squeezed her boobs and milk came out. Drips and little sprays, getting the ground wet in front of her, some of the drops landed on her shorts and leaving circles of  dark moisture.

She looked up at him, their eyes met and locked.

He was married, but he was also a healthy male, and his pants bulged.

“Are you all right?” he asked, sounding a little stupid. Of course she was all right. She was just…milking herself.

“You’re the guy from space 14.”

“Yes.”

“Can you help me?”

“What do you want me to do.”

It was like they were in a fugue, a universe all their own. Their eyes seemed to trade knowledge and they didn’t have to say a thing.

“Please. Help milk me. My tits are too big, my hands are tired. I nee to relieve the pressure.”

Her eyes were glittering, her lips were moist, red, and she licked them.

“I don’t…my wife…”

“I understand if you don’t…it’s just that they hurt so much. I need help to milk them. They start to hurt, and my hands…”

He knelt in front of her. “I…I can help…but…”

She moved slightly, made room for him to sit next to her.

“Oh, thank you. You have no idea how much this means to me. They start hurting, and I thought a hike would relieve the pressure, take my mind off them, but it really just makes it worse. They’re really hurting now.”

She hefted her boobs with her hands. They were swollen with milk.

Timidly, and yet compelled, Rodney put his hands out and touched her tits.

“Oh, yes.” She grabbed his hands and placed them on her tits. “Now squeeze, help me drain the milk.”

He squeezed, and she groaned and big drops came out of the nipples.

“That’s it.”

He kept squeezing, building up a rhythm, and she told him what to do, how to do it.

The milk flowed, and she said, “I was supposed to dry up this weekend. The baby is at home and he’s on bottles now. We figured a little camping trip, our first break since child birth, and…and they didn’t dry up. They just hurt so much.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

He squeezed.

She said, “Could you…that really helps, but it doesn’t get enough milk out…could you…”

“What?”

“Could you suck them?”

Rodney felt his boner erupting in his pants. He had been stiff from seeing her, and then stiffer from touching her. But now, her request hanging in the air, his cock started to throb. To be asked to suckle a strange woman’s breasts…and he thought about June. She was back at camp, and he knew he shouldn’t be touching this woman’s breasts, but…she needed help.

“I guess,” he found himself saying.

“Oh, good. Just lean down here…that’s it. Put your lips on my nipples.

His mouth surrounded her soft, white flesh, the pink tips, and he sucked.

The milk came out warm, sweet, and he pressed the tit with both hands.

“Oh, fuck! Thank you! Thank you! Now it’s coming.”

He sucked hard, and squeezed, and after a couple of minutes she said, “Can you do the other one?”

He had to lean across her body to do the other one, and he placed a hand between her legs and began sucking the other nipple.

“Oh, heysoos,” she whimpered. “This is good.” And, after another minute she whispered, “This is making me so horny.”

Rodney was horny. He and June liked to play for a week before eh released, and he was supposed to be denied this whole week, and tonight he would get his big cum.

But now his dick was hard, and he was sucking another woman’s tits, and she raised her hand and grabbed his crotch.

He gasped, looked at her over his mouthful of tits and milk.

She looked at him, and she wanted it. Then she slid down a bit, and her crotch came into contact with his hand that was braced between her legs.

“Oh, God…yes.”

He managed to raise up, to get his mouth off her tit, and he opened his mouth and said, “I don’t—“

She kissed him. She fused her mouth to his. He could feel the soft, moist flesh. Then her tongue explored his mouth.

He tried to talk, and then he wasn’t trying to talk. He was kissing her back.

She unbuckled her pants and slipped them down her legs and kicked them off.

He had both hands on her tits and was kissing her, and she unbuckled his pants and pulled them down.

She pulled him as she paid back, and he was  suddenly on top of her, in between her legs, and his cock was hard and in her hand.

“Yes! Yes!” She fitted him to her and absorbed his cock.

Rodney was firmly ensconced in her pussy, he was caught by her hands, he couldn’t have gotten out of her if he had tried.

He was past the point of trying, however.

She was lush, still possessed a small bulge of pregnancy fat, and it was sexy.

She put her legs around him, kept him in her, and began rutting, tilting her hips and groaning even as she hang onto his mouth with hers.

Rodney began to dig in. Tilting his own hips and scooping his dick through her pussy. He reamed her and rammed her, and she held onto him with hands and legs. It was monkey love, but lying on the ground.

She scrunched her hips and ground them into him. She tilted and scooped up into him. They were both so horny that it was a perfect match. And when they came it was a perfect match, too.

Cumming at exactly the same time as your partner is incredibly difficult. No matter how much you try, one or the other of the partners cums first, or last.

But this was perfectly in synch. He felt the trigger click down in his groin at exactly the same moment the waves rose up to engulf her.

He felt the semen pumping up his shaft at the exact moment, she was driven to jerk her hips into him and locked up. They strained, motionless, as he pumped into her.

They holding each other tightly, hanging on for dear life, and then it was over. She sagged, he relaxed, and then he pushed off her.

“Oh, God,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

“For what? It was good!”

“I know, but…I’m married.”

“Oh, yeah. I saw that woman with you, she must be your wife.”

“Yes.”

“Well, don’t worry, I won’t say a word about what we did. Mum’s the word.”

“Really?”

“Pinkie sweat on the turd of bear.”

He sighed, and was relieved, but there was also a guilt trip going on in his mind. He didn’t want to cheat on his wife, and he didn’t want to lie. He had seen friends do that, and it never ended well.

But what else was he going to do?

June was the most beautiful, most fantastic, kindest woman he had ever known!

So he decided he would just try to forget it, and he would never see this woman again, and…”

She giggled.

“What?”

“You’ve got…i left milk prints on your shirt.”

He looked down. Yep, two wet marks, right at the nipples. “Oh, crap.”

“Put it in the stream over thee. Wash it. She’ll never know. You can go back in your undershirt.”

They stood up, and there was a comfortably awkward moment, then she offered her hand. “Well, thank you.”

“You’re welcome, and thank you.”

They chuckled, then she set off down the trail towards camp.

He took a moment to dip his shirt in the water, then he hung it up and walked up the trail, away from the camp. He would hike a mile, then pick up his shirt on the way back. He—“

“Rodney?”

He spun around, June was right there. And she must have just passed that girl…he didn’t even know her name.

“Hey!” He grinned and tamped down his guilt.

“What’s with the shirt?”

“Oh, uh, I took it off to shake some dirt off and lost hold. It fell in the stream. I figured I’d pick it up on the way back.”

June listened, and wondered. There was a tinge of nervousness to him. Nothing anybody would see, but she was his wife and she took note.

And she wondered at that girl who had just passed her. She had been a mess. Dust and leaves on her back, and she had apparently been lactating.

Or maybe somebody had been sucking her tits.

Then she chided herself for being silly. Rodney was true blue. He’d never cheat!

“Well, now that I’ve got you all alone, and you’re already starting to undress…” she grinned lasciviously.

He grinned, and she kissed him.

Rodney kissed back, but he had to make himself to it. First, he was empty. Drained. The lactating girl had gotten his seed and he was done. Second, guilt. It was there, nibbling away at him, making him feel…bad. And the result was that his pecker, even if it had been rockin’ and rollin’, was unable to stand up.

June noticed, and tried harder. She reached into his pants and grabbed his weenie.

Which was soft.

She stopped kissing, faced him from an inch away, and said, “What the fuck? Why isn’t this hard?”

Rodney was stuck. He was mind blasted. He didn’t know what to say.

“Rodney? Did you cum?”

Rodney bit his lip, hemmed and hawed, and it burst out of him. “Okay. You caught me. I just got desperate. I jacked off, and that girl almost saw me so I pulled my shirt off and tied it around my waist. That’s why I had to drop it in the stream.”

June bought it completely. She started laughing. “She almost caught you? Jacking off like a school boy? Oh, you must have been embarrassed.”

“I was.” He became sheepish, and relieved.

“Well,” she chuckled, “Don’t think I’m going to let this pass. You were supposed to save your load for me. And you blew it in your hand. I’m going to make you suffer, mister.”

“Look, I’m sorry.”

“Maybe I won’t let you come for a month!”

His dick jerked at that. Denial always turned him on. But still, his dick didn’t stand up. It was just too wasted for that.

He continue his walk then, and she came with him, holding his hand, swinging their hands, and she was happy as a lark.

He acted happy, but even though she had bought his story, and he was safe, he still had that guilt eating away at him.

An hour later June and Rodney were back at camp and people were heading to the main area. “What’s going on?” asked June of one camper.

“Marshmallow fire! ‘S'mores and everything!”

June grinned. “Better change your shirt, we’re gonna get fat tonight!”

Ten minutes later they were standing around a big fire pit with a dozen other campers. The fire was roaring, and people were holding giant marshmallows on long sticks. They had to be quick because they could only get so close.

Old music was playing, and Rodney and June grabbed some sticks and braved the flames. Against the rules, a pint of bourbon was making the rounds, and when it was done another one made the rounds. Understandably, people were smiling and laughing and joking and having a good, old time.

Rodney had the marshmallow trick down. He would extend his stick right next to a log until it burst into flames, then he would hold it up until the flames engulfed it, then blow it. He was getting perfect, charcoal coated mallows. They were laughing because June couldn’t get the trick of it, and Rodney kept giving her his perfect marshmallows. Finally, she burned her stick too badly and had to go get another one.

Rodney roasted a good marshmallow, popped it into his mouth, and felt a touch at his elbow. He turned, and it was the girl. He glanced at her chest and grinned. She was wearing little pads in her bra to soak up the milk, and it made her boobs look even bigger.

“I just want to say thanks,” she murmured. Then she patted his ass and moved off.

Rodney smiled. He was going to get away with it. He didn’t see June standing right behind him; he didn’t see the look of surprise, then disappointment that crossed her face.

She could tell that the girl and her husband were on more than talking basis. There was an intimacy to their covert glances. More, he had said she had passed him, and that they hadn’t talked. Yet she knew him. And that meant that Rodney was lying, and that meant that he had done something to lie about.

June retreated a few paces and watched her husband.

He was handsome. Strong. A good man. But…he must have done something.

She watched him as he laughed with other people. Her eyes were filling with tears and she forced herself not to cry. But she was determined to get to the bottom of this.

After a while she realized that he was going to come looking for her, so she made sure her eyes were dry, then she rejoined him at the fire pit.

The rest of the little vacation went easily. Rodney thought he had it made, so he was happy, though he did have that little niggle of guilt in the back of his mind. But he rationalized it away by promising to himself that he would be the best husband June ever had.

June was smiles and politeness because her hurt was threatening to consume her and she just had to keep it under control. They were in a public place. She didn’t want to cause a scene…so…just wait.

She didn’t wait long, though. As soon as the car door shut for the trip home her attitude of smiles and everything is beautiful went right out the window.

Rodney, happy with himself, didn’t notice. He just wheeled the car through the turns and curves and headed for the big city.

“Well, that was fun,” he murmured, looking left, looking right, before taking a turn.

“Mmm.” June’s jawline was rigid.

Rodney didn’t notice.

A few minutes later, fiddling with the radio dial, Rodney said, “We’ll have to do this again.”

June leaned forward and snapped the radio off.

He glanced at her, and she didn’t look happy, but…he was happy so he shrugged it off.

And, a few miles down the road he said, “Shall we pick up some Mickey Ds?”

“Suit yourself.” The words were as if limned in ice.

He glanced at her, “Is something wrong?”

She sat, she stewed, she simmered. The problem was that she had no proof. All she had was a suspicion backed up by observation and her female intuition. There was a small chance, like the chance of a ice cube in the desert, that he was innocent. So she relied on subterfuge.

“You know that girl you passed on the trail? The one with the big boobs? The one who had milk in her breasts?”

Oh, man. Rodney went careful. He felt like he was walking through a lion’s den with juicy T bone steaks strapped to his thighs.

“Uh, yeah.”

“The one who almost caught you jacking off?”

“Yeah, I remember.” He carefully kept his eyes on the road.

“This morning, while you were packing, I went over to her tent. I talked to her.”

The world burst into confetti made from leaves of poison oak. Rodney’s mind panicked. He burst into sweat and he suddenly felt like he was a stranger in a strange land, holding on to a steering wheel with hands that were rigid claws.

So far, Rodney hadn’t tumbled, but he was having physiological reactions that told June she was on the right track. So she put the spear in and twisted it. “I thought it only fair that you tell me your side of the story once again. This time without leaving out any details.

Rodney started shaking, and he pulled the car into a turnout and gripped the wheel and closed his eyes and prayed.

“Well?”

He broke. Completely. “Honey! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to! But she was sitting by the side of the trail and she was in pain…” he turned to her, his eyes desperate, “You wouldn’t want me to abandon somebody who was in pain, would you?”

“And what kind of pain was she in.”

Now, in the confines of a car on the way back to civilization it sounded ludicrous, but he forged ahead. “She was trying to stop breast feeding but her…her milk ducts hadn’t…and the pressure in her…her tits was too much. And she was sitting there crying and trying to squeeze milk out and she couldn’t and she was crying,” it seemed like a good idea to emphasize that she was crying in pain, “and she asked me if I could…if I could squeeze her tits…just to get the milk out, and…and then….I don’t know how it happened. But she was grabbing me and I sort of fell on her, and I didn’t mean to but—“

“So it was all her fault that you fell on her and accidentally got your dick stuck in her cunt?”

“Well, uh, it…not exactly, but…” he blathered on and June sat silent.

She was crushed. And she was pissed. She said, “That was all a ploy. That girl was out doing something called ‘dogging.’”

“Dogging?” Confused, he was willing for her to talk, to leave this moment of incredible pain.

“Dogging. A woman gets off on having sex in semi-public places. She goes to parks, movie houses…camp sites. She gets men to fuck her, and sometimes her husband is even in on it, maybe taking pictures.”

“But here husband wasn’t around!”

“How would you have known? You were balls deep in pussy. You were fuck stupid.”

Rodney sat glumly. Truth was, she was right. In the middle of that fuck he wouldn’t have known if Porky Pig came and shat on his head.

“Honey, I’m sorry. But you can see that I was a victim now, can’t you? I didn’t have any real choice. She—“

June looked at him, and in that look he just shut the fuck up. “Drive home.”

She wasn’t talking, and maybe that was worse, but for the moment he was given surcease. He checked the traffic and moved onto the road. They were a hundred miles from home, and it was the longest ride he had ever taken in his life.

They arrived home and didn’t make love. Not that day, not that week, not that month.

She walked around like she had a chip on her shoulder, but all communications were given in polite, be it terse, manner.

He tried to break the ice a couple of times, but she just looked at him, waited, and froze him out.

So life went on. The marriage bed was unused, and June considered here options.

Divorce was the obvious option, but she didn’t want a divorce. Simply, she was old school. She didn’t believe that a marriage was so easily broken.

On the other hand, she couldn’t get over her anger.

Rodney took to jacking off after a couple of weeks.

She knew he was masturbating.

He knew she knew, but he had needs.

It pissed her off, but…but she needed a solution to her anger, not to his petty prick play.

In front of friends they were different, acting like they were lovey dovey, but as soon as the friends departed they were back to the frozen wars.

And she knew she had to do something.

She knew that her actions would result in divorce eventually.

And, underneath her anger, she recognized that she still loved him.

So, what to do…what to do?

“One day she was at the grocery store. She pushed her cart around a corner and found herself in the candy section. Ahead of her a little boy had leaned out of his cart and snagged a box of candy. The woman slapped his hand and said, “There are consequences, young man.”

There are consequences. The phrase stuck with her, lodged in her head, went home with her.

There are consequences, and thus far Rodney had experienced no consequences. Sure, they didn’t talk, and her attitude was bad, but…he was just waiting out the storm. He had even gone back to getting sexual relief without much thought for her.

Consequences.

But what kind of consequences should he suffer? And suffer was the word. A slap on the hand for a grown man is nothing. Withholding sex for month or two was nothing. So what could she do that would impinge on him how much he had hurt her?

She considered his crime. Sleeping with a woman out of wedlock. A woman who preyed on him with that silly ‘my breasts are too full of milk’ ploy.

Too full of milk.

And, it hit her.

She pulled into the driveway and smiled for the first time in months.

She took the. groceries in and put them away. He wasn’t home right then, so she went into the computer room and started researching. And what she found out…woo!

Rodney was about to find out that there consequences in life…big time!


PART TWO

“Good morning, honey!” June sauntered into the kitchen cheerfully.

Rodney almost spit out his oatmeal. He hadn’t been greeted cheerfully in months! “Uh, good morning.”

She turned on the stove, got out the bacon and eggs. “Oatmeal isn’t enough for you. Let’s have a feast.”

He nodded, suddenly desperate that this good mood continue. “Yeah, sure. What can I do.”

She tousled his hair. “Just sit there and be a good boy. I’ll do everything.”

She fixed eggs, scrambled, the way he liked them. Bacon, juicy with just the edges turned up. Orange juice, and she even (gasp) added a dollop of champagne.

He could’t help it. He had to look a gift horse in the mouth. “Are…is…everything all right?”

“Oh, lovely.” She kissed the top of his head and continued with her preparations.

Oh, the relief he felt. At last. The ice queen had thawed. Back to normal. And he couldn’t wait to get a little. He was getting tired of his hand.

They ate, and she chatted, and he was in too much shock to do more than nod and make appropriate replies.

Except, stupid man, he had to know that everything was over, that he really had gotten off scot free. “What helped you, uh, get over being mad at me?”

“Oh, life is too short. I realized that when I discovered I have a bad infection.”

“You have an infection? Where?”

She smiled ruefully. “Your favorite body part of mine.”

“Your…your…”

“My pussy. Isn’t it sad? It takes a tragedy to make one wake up and smell the coffee.”

“Oh, I’m sorry!” And he was. And sorry for himself. She had had infections down there before, and it always ended up with him being deprived.

“That’s okay. Like I say, I’m smelling the coffee, and I decided we should go on a regimen. Take more herbs and supplements. In fact, I went shopping yesterday and I have a bunch of pills we need to take to keep our bodies in the best working order.”

“Oh.” Great. Pills. Well, it was a small price to pay to get out of the doghouse.

“I already took mine this morning, but I have some for you.”

She went to a cupboard and began opening bottles. In a moment he had a mound of pills in front of him.

“That’s a lot.”

“But you’ll be healthy. Super healthy. Who knows, maybe I even put some viagra in your pills.” She giggled. He goggled, then laughed.

He started popping the pills down his gullet and washing them down with OJ laced with champagne.

“What’s in these?” he asked at one point.

“Well, that one is fenugreek, and that one is Goat’s rue, and then we’ve got milk thistle oats and dandelion and…” she went through the complete list.

Rodney listened, and ate his pills, and he even recognized some of the names. He didn’t however, recognize the name Domperidone. Of course she didn’t mention it. And he didn’t know that all the drugs were male galactagogues. They produced milk, they made a woman lactate.

And, in sufficient dosage, and with one of the pills especially designed for male breast feeding, they made a man lactate.

So life was back to normal.

They worked, they played, they watched TV, they cuddled in bed. They kissed and made out and…and Rodney was getting awfully horny.

He took a break from flogging the chicken for a few weeks, but when the infection lingered he went back to masturbating.

June, of course, loved it. No, she wasn’t getting laid, but she was getting lots of love and attention. She discovered, as have many women, that if you put men on a diet they tend to get hornier and more caring. Now, without her anger getting in the way, she was reaping the benefits.

“Honey?” she asked Rodney one day when he was home from work.

“Yes?”

“I’d like you to stop masturbating.”

He blinked.

“But you can’t make love, and…and I don’t want to risk my health by stopping up my juices.”

She smiled. How easily the justifications came to men when their cocks were at risk.

“I’ve done some research on the web, and it appears that there are no real bad effects from doing without cumming.”

“What? Yeah, but…really?” He had actually bought into his own propaganda.

“Really. You know that monks don’t have sex at all, for their whole lives, and they live long lives.”

“Yeah, but, uh…”

“And if you research eunuchs—talk about not having sex and there’s your benchmark—you’ll find that they live 14 to 19 years longer than non-castrated men.”

Rodney blinked. “I don’t want to live longer.”

“And I don’t think you should,” she giggled as she moved forward and grabbed his package. “But male hormones apparently are rough on the body. So if we just sort of slow the flow, if you get what I mean, you’ll live longer, but you’ll still get your kicks.”

“Oh, uh…”

“So, no more masturbating.”

“But what if I have an accident?”

“We’ll just have to make sure that doesn’t happen.”

“We will? How?”

“Just don’t touch your cock. Don’t play with yourself.” She smiled happily.

He frowned. “Well, I don’t think it’s quite fair.”

“How so?”

“Well, just because you don’t get to cum doesn’t mean I shouldn’t get to cum.”

She made a little show of exasperation. “I thought you understood? This isn’t because of me and my little infection problem, this is for you, for your health. You do want to be healthy, don’t you?”

“I’m healthy! I’m taking enough damn pills to be healthy!”

“Oh, honey, being healthy isn’t a few pills. It’s a complete lifestyle change.”

“Well, I think I’d like to do without a lifestyle change.”

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You can make me cum.”

“Huh?”

“Sure. You can use your hands, or…how about getting a strap on? Then you can fuck me. Of course, we now know there is a disparity between men and women, so you shouldn’t be able to cum as much.”

“What?”

“You can cum seven times in a week, right?”

“Well, yeah,” his chest puffed a little.

“And how often do I orgasm?”

“Uh, I don’t know.” June snickered inside at how clueless Rodney was.

“I orgasm about once a month.”

“But…really?” he was astounded.

“So that four times as much. So you need to cum once a month, too.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Oh. Once every two months?”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

Now that she had pushed him she backed off. “Okay. You use your hands, or a strap on, and get me off once a month, and I’ll do the same for you.”

“Use a strap on?”

She smiled, thinking about it.

“No!” He was shocked.

“When would you like your next orgasm?”

“But I haven’t had an orgasm for two months!”

“But you have. I heard you shaking the snake just the other night.”

“Yeah, but, uh…”

“How many times have you masturbated in the last month.”

“I don’t know. A couple of times.”

She laughed in his face and he took it and turned a little red.

“Okay. So maybe a few more times than that.”

“All right. I’ll forgive you your lie…”

“Lie?” he tilted his eyebrows at her.

“Okay, your ‘exaggeration,’ and we start off fresh. From yesterday. You can have an orgasm next month, thirty days from now…IF you don’t masturbate in the meantime.”

“Oh, I won’t,” he promised, totally aware, as was she, that he could never keep his word on that.

“Good, because if you do I’m going to put you in a chastity device.”

He gulped. He had read of those, and he didn’t want to experience that.

And so it was settled. Sort of.

A month passed, and he masturbated, and she checked his dick for hardness every morning. On the fourth day he was soft and she confronted him.

“You jacked off!”

“I, uh…I…yeah.” He looked at the floor sheepishly, then looked up at her. “But I had to! This….this thing you’ve got us on is too much!”

“Nevertheless, you agreed, so I’ll order a chastity device for you.”

He hung his head and tried to talk his way out of it, but she was adamant.

But his trials and tribulations weren’t over. The next big hurdle came less than a week later.

“What do you mean exercise? I’m fit as a fiddle!”

He flexed his biceps and puffed out his chest.

A fat fiddle,” she commented, and she reached out and cupped his pectoral. Her hand fit nicely, and it was obvious that he was gaining weight.

“Well, that’s, but…”

“No buts, mister. You set up the gym in the garage and you never use it. It’s time. And we need to focus on your man boobs.”

It was true, he had ’moobs,’ and he looked down at them sadly. Funny how it happened to suddenly, and especially when he was taking so many pills and trying so hard to be healthy.

“In fact, I did some research so we can target your man boobs.”

“But…”

“And if you don’t do your work outs religiously I will make you wear a bra!”

His face turned bright red. “I’m not wearing a damn bra!”

“Then you’d better do your exercises.”

They started that night, and he studied the list of exercises he had to do.

Pushups, plankups, chest flys, and chest presses with light dumbbells.

He frowned. That seemed like a lot of exercise for his pecs, but maybe that would do the trick.

Most nights June went into the garage with him and acted as coach. Made sure he used heavy weights and low reps.

Rodney felt a bit of strength resulting from these exercises, but his pecs started getting bigger, and that made the fat growing on his chest bulge out a bit more, and it seemed like his ‘boobs’ were getting bigger and bigger.

“I don’t understand it,” he moaned. “No matter how hard I work out these…these man boobs seem to be getting bigger.

“Honey, I’m afraid you might have a real medical problem.”

“What?”

“I’ve been researching, and it turns out that men have a condition, it’s called gynecomastia, where they have actual boobs. It sounds like you’ve got that.”

“No! Do I have to see a doctor?”

Rodney was a notorious hater of doctors.

“I don’t think so. Unless you want surgery.”

“Oh, God! No!”

“Then let me just keep giving you vitamins, and you do your exercises, and…and let’s see what will happen.

Glumly, Rodney agreed.

As if that wasn’t enough, Rodney’s dick started getting softer and softer. He had actually been getting hornier for a while, which was why he had been so tempted to jack off. But now…Mr. Limp.

And just in time for his monthly orgasm!

“Hey, honey, you know what tonight is?”

He smiled, but a bit sickly. “Yeah.”

“Are you ready to wear the strap on and pleasure me?”

“Uh, yeah. Do you want to give me a hand job or a blow job or something?”

“Absolutely.  Oh, and by the way, your chastity device came today.”

“Uh…oh.” That was less than thrilling. But what his cock was about to do was super less than thrilling.

June cleaned herself up, put on a little make up, a push up bra and a negligee, and she waited in the bedroom.

And Rodney didn’t come in.

She walked down the hall and stopped outside the bathroom.

“Come on…come on…come on!”

She knocked on the door and he stopped. A sense of panic radiated from within.

“Are you jacking off?”

He opened the door. His pants were down and his dick hung limply. The look in his eyes was totally lost. “I can’t get it up.”

“Oh, come on,” she chuckled. “Old faithful?”

She grabbed his dick and pulled him towards the bedroom. While she walked she stroked, but there wasn’t much to stroke. It was limp, and it didn’t so much as throb.

She pushed him onto the bed, then went down on him. Her red lips sucked on his hog, and she could deep throat him easily. He was limp.

She sat up and frowned. “Did you jack off too much?”

“No! No!” I swear! I’ve been looking forward to this all week! I haven’t so much as touched my dick.”

“Well, it’s definitely not in working order.” And, she couldn’t resist, “You haven’t been fucking any lactating women, have you?”

Oh, the look on his face. It was so distraught that even June felt a bit guilty.

“Okay, sorry. That was uncalled for. But why aren’t you hard?”

“I don’t know!”

She mused, “I’ll bet it’s one of the effects of that gynecomastia thing.”

“Then I should see a doctor?” He really didn’t want to.

“Nah. It’ll pass.”

Of course, she knew it wouldn’t. Her plan was coming to fruition.

“But you’re going to have to wear a bra.” She reached out and hefted his boob.

And it was a boob.

It was fairly big, perfectly shaped, and even the nipple was bigger.

“I can’t do that.” His voice was all choked up.

“If you don’t you’re going to end up saggy and stretchy. Better to have support, and you can wear a jacket or something to hide the bulges.

“But…”

“Don’t worry. I’ll go shopping tomorrow and get you a couple of bras.”

He hung his head and went into a weird sort of feeling sorry for himself subspace.

“But right now, just because you can’t cum doesn’t mean I shouldn’t be able to.”

“Now? With my dick the way it is?”

“Hey, wasn’t it you who said this exact same thing to me just a few weeks ago?”

“Yeah, but—“

“Sauce for the goose and not for the double standard gander, eh?”

She folded her arms, which pushed her breasts up and made him gulp.

The fact was that though he couldn’t get hard, he was still feeling horny. Hornier. He just didn’t have the tool to carry through.

“Well, I guess…”

“That’s my boy,” June chortled, rubbing her hands together.

So Rodney put on a strap on and stared down at his groin. The plastic dick stuck out what seemed a foot, hard and rigid and ready to go, and he felt his limp cock hanging down underneath it.

“Are you sure…” but at the look on his wife’s face he stopped talking.

She was laying on the bed, arms behind her head and her breasts in the air, her legs and her pussy on display, but, most of all, a hungry look filling her eyes.

He crawled onto the bed and got in between her legs.

“No foreplay?” she chastised.

“Uh, okay.”

Half heartedly he got down between her legs and started licking. Then he jerked up. “What about your infection! I don’t want to get that in my mouth!”

“Oh, that ended last week. I was going to tell you, but I wanted it to be a surprise. Now get down there and act like you know what you’re doing.”

Still half hearted, wondering what was wrong with his dick, he began licking her pussy. Though his heart wasn’t in it, he did spend a good amount of time lapping away at her labia.

June, for all his lackadaisical love making, was feeling hotter than a firecracker. She hadn’t had a good dicking for months, and she was really, really ready.

“Use your fingers,” she moaned.

Dutifully, he put two fingers up her pussy and began running them around the rim.

“Oh, fuck!” she wheezed. “That is good! I had forgotten…” she grabbed his wrist and started pulling his hand into herself, harder and harder.

“More fingers!”

He went to three fingers, then four. He had never seen his wife so juicy. She was almost splashing!

She jerked her hips onto his hand, and suddenly he was fisting her!

God! He had wanted to do that for the longest time, but she had always put him off. But now…she was so fucking hot…he stared at how her eyes rolled back and she squeezed her thighs over his forearm.

“Oh, heysoos! That was what I needed! I needed something big!”

Which comment double cold cocked him. First, it implied that his dick wasn’t big enough. Second, it reminded him of the fact that he couldn’t get hard.

For the longest time she moaned and groaned and humped his fist. Then, her eyes glazed, gasping for breath, she stopped and said, “Give me that fucking dick!”

He started to put it in.

“Not that one.”

He blinked.

“Bottom drawer. Use that one.”

Rodney crawled off the bed and looked in the bottom drawer. A monster cock, black with big veins rippling the length, was in the drawer. He took it out and held it up.

“Yeah! That’s the one!”

He unsnapped the small one, which was only as big as his own dick…when it was hard, and put in the other one.

He stared down at his plastic cock, and if there was ever a moment when he felt inadequate, that was it. He could never hope to compete with such a gargantuan penis.

“Hurry!” June begged.

Feeling lost and small, Rodney got back between her legs and put the tip of the cock to her hole.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!”

He slipped the big cock into her, and she grabbed him and arched her back and cried out.

He pulled back, and she began shivering and crying. “Yes! Yes!

He pushed in and she wrapped her legs around him and he felt like he was in the grip of King Kong.

Back and forth he went, and he was not feeling a thing. But June was blathering and moaning and saying unintelligible things. It almost sounded like she was speaking in languages.

And the orgasm, when it came, was downright biblical. She clutched his body with arms and legs so hard he was afraid he would break. She humped him so hard he was afraid the giant cock in her would come out her asshole. And she screamed as a tsunami of orgasm lifted her up and crashed her down.

She lay under him. Giving little moans, her body like a rag.

“Get off me,” she whispered.

He pulled out of her.

“Go away,” she muttered, and she turned over.

Rodney left the room, and he was about as broken as broken could be. He had fucked, and experienced the greatest orgasm in the history of orgasms, and had felt nothing himself. And now he was dismissed, pushed out of the room as if he didn’t matter.

He looked down at his dick, his big, plastic, black dick, and he actually started to sob.

The next day June was still feeling the effects of her literally earth shaking orgasm. She was happy and content, smiled at him, and just walked around in a sort of happy daze.

They tried putting on the chastity device, but…what was the point? He wasn’t hard, wasn’t able to get hard, and wasn’t that the point of the chastity device. One of the purposes? To stop a man from getting hard?

So the chastity device went into a drawer, with the hope that someday he would be hard enough that he would need the extra control such a device would give.

And, June brought home bras.

Sturdy bras, sexy bras, half bras, underwire bras, pink bras, black bras…every kind of bra she could find.

“Oh, they had a special on,” she explained as she tossed the infernal devices onto the bed.

Rodney picked up one and looked at it.

“And…I got you a corset.”

“What?”

“You know, it’s surprising how thin your mid section is, but you do have love handles, so we’re going to have to control those. Heck, on days you don’t wear bras the corset might be enough.”

So he tried on a bra, and grew faint when he looked in the mirror and saw how feminine his shape was becoming. Funny, even his hips were rounder, but he could also see how he was getting a little chub in the mid section.

June handed him the corset. “Come on, put it on just for a look-see.”

He took off the bra and examined the corset.

“Its actually a little shorter, almost a corselet, and it’s got straps in case you want to wear nylons.”

He stared at her, but she wasn’t laughing. She just had a complacent look.

So why did he feel like she was laughing.

“Here, it wraps around like this. That’s right. Now we fasten the clasps.” She hooked the clasps together on the front of the corset.

“This isn’t so bad,” he marveled.

“Good,” she turned him around and started pulling the ties on the back.

“Unh!” he grunted. “Wait!”

But she wouldn’t wait. She pushed him down on the bed and pulled the strings tightly, and shortly he was gasping for breath.

“You…need…to…stop!”

“Nonsense. If a woman can wear this, then so can a man.”

“But…”

“Just take shallow breaths, high in the chest. You’ll be all right.”

He did, and found that he could function, after a fashion.

“I can’t wear this to work,” he objected.

“Of course not,” damn! “But you can wear it around the house. It will help train your shape. Your fat will start to hide when it sees this thing coming.” She giggled. He groaned.

She finished the ties and pulled him up and took him out to the big mirror in the foyer.

He was stunned. If he had looked a bit feminine in just a bra, this was ten times the femininity. His waist was thin, svelte.

“Beautiful,” she said.

“Aren’t the hips too big?”

Actually, they were flared out because of the corset. Further, his boobs now looked really big.

“And my tits…”

“Oh, that’s nothing. Come on, let’s go finish dressing you.”

She pulled him back to the bedroom and looked into her closet.

“What are you doing?”

“I think you’re going to need smaller clothes.”

“But…you wear feminine clothes!”

“I hope so.”

“But I’m a man.”

She sighed, went into his closet and took out a pair of pants. She helped him into them.

They were loose. Hanging. The corset had made him slender enough that his clothes literally fell off him.

“Oh, no! I can’t wear these!”

“That’s what I was trying to tell you.”

She went into her closet and brought out a pair of shorts. She didn’t give him too close a look at them, and she pulled them up his legs.

“Lord, honey. How long has it been since you shaved your legs?”

“I don’t—“

“See?” she stood back.

He was wearing culottes. They were shorts, sort of, but looked like a sort of a skirt, but divided.

And they fit perfectly.

He blinked. Her shorts looked better on him than his. And they fit better.

“Here,” she began putting a shirt on him, and he was so busy looking at his shorts, and his slender and yet voluptuous body, in the mirror, that he didn’t notice what she was putting on him until it was too late.

She turned to him, buttoned him up, then turned him back around so he could see in the mirror over the vanity table.

He blinked.

He was wearing a shimmery blouse, silvery, and his tits looked enormous.

His mouth opened.

“But…you…”

“You’re beautiful. And don’t tell me you’re not.”

And, he couldn’t.

No, he wasn’t masculine handsome. He was feminine beautiful, from the neck down.

She hauled him down the hallway to the big mirror and he stared at himself.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered.

He had a beautiful, voluptuous woman’s body. His hips flared, his waste was pinched in, and his boobs were as big as any woman’s.

“What…what is…”

“Come with me.”

She dragged him into the kitchen. She realized that she had reached a make or break point with him, and she needed a little help. A little liquid help.

She sat him down, and he sat stiffly, unable to bend with the corset. His chest was mammoth and he stared down at it.

She got out the bourbon and made him his favorite drink, bourbon and Coke. She mixed him a stiff one and put it in his hands.

He sipped. Then glugged. His mind was trying to figure out what was happening to him. He had grown boobs, his body had changed, and now she was dressing him in this fashion…what was…something was on the edge of his awareness, if he could just figure—

She didn’t give him time to think.

“Honey, we’re going to have some fun. Are you ready? Do you want to have some fun?”

He nodded, not sure why he was nodding. It was like his mind had totally stopped working.

“Okay, drink up.” She stared at his chest while his head was tilted back. He had two wet spots on his blouse. She grinned. It was starting.

He finished the first one and she made him another one. Then she made him a third, and she carried it back down the hallway as he staggered along behind her, almost done with his second drink.

She figured three drinks in ten minutes would souse him pretty good. And if it didn’t there was always more liquor in the kitchen.

“Okay,” she said. “We need to handle your legs.”

“Wha’s wrong with my legs?” He slurred.

“They are hairy.”

“Men’s legs are hairy.”

Now she let him have it. “That’s right, when they’re not cheaters.”

Bang, it hit him, through the liquor, months after it happened.

“Furthermore, I am about to teach you that there are consequences.” She looked at his chest. The leakage was getting bigger. She was going to have to put pads in his cups.

“Consekences?” he murmured.

“That’s right.” She moved quickly, grabbed a couple of panty liners and fit them into the top of his corset. He was so dazed, and getting drunk, that he didn’t understand what was happening.

“Hold your dress up.”

Befuddled, he lifted the edges of his culottes and she sprayed his legs with foam.

“Just stay like that,” she stated firmly, putting the spray can aside.

He stayed, and looked at her owlishly.

The wet blots on his blouse stopped growing, and were drying out.

“I don’t understand. What are you doing?”

“Honey, men are best if they don’t speak much. So you just be quiet and I’ll explain when I get a chance.”

He moved his head back and forth, as if shaking it, but he was just trying to think.

After a few minutes she wiped his legs clean, and all the hairs were gone.

He sensed a different feel to his legs, but when he tried to look over his tits he was distracted by the little wet spots on his boobs.

“What’s this?”

She pushed him back on the bed and unrolled panty hose up his legs. His cock being limp it just flattened out against his pubis. When he stood up he had absolutely no penis bump.

Now came the hard part.

“You want another drink?”

He was almost done with the third one, and he nodded.

She ran to the kitchen, poured him another drink, then returned with it. It was almost all bourbon, just a little Coke, but he didn’t notice. He glugged, and she smiled. This was the last drink he would need for a while.

She sat him down at the vanity table and went to work. He was so drunk now he didn’t protest, just watched as she proceeded to make him up.

She cleansed his pores, primed him, and she began to explain to him. “Honey, I know I’ll have to tell you this again, when you sober up, but right now at least you’ll understand enough to know what and why this is happening.”             

“What’s happening?”

She applied foundation and began working on his color. She blushed his cheeks, bronzed him, and began working on the eyes.

He kept blinking, and she had to be patient.

“What I’ve been doing, these last months, is transforming you. Those pills I’ve been giving you?”

He stared at her and swayed in the chair. He was too looped to protest.

“Those pills increase your prolactin, which is responsible for milk production.”

“Milk?”

“Milk. Like used for babies. Lactation.”

“Lactayshun.”

“That’s right. And I’ve been giving you a special breast feeding pill. They just developed it in Germany, and it is supposed to enable a man to breastfeed children. You can look it up on the internet.”

“I’m…breashtfeeding.”

“That’s right, honey. I’ve boosted your progestrone levels, and that made your boobs grow, and you’ve started lactating.”

“I’m…I’m…”

“You see, I was walking through a store a month after you cheated on me, and I heard a woman lecturing her baby on consequences, and I decided you needed to experience some consequences for your actions. Right?”

Rodney blinked, and kept blinking. He was hearing, and understanding, be it in a slow, dazed manner, but how much would he retain when he was sober?

“So your consequences are to be a woman, like the woman you fucked. And to have milk coming out of your glands, like milk came out of her glands.”

“But I don’t…”

She pierced his ears, and he was too drunk to register the sharp pinch of having his earlobes holed.

“The thing that you didn’t see, when you cheated, the thing you didn’t understand, was that you weren’t just fucking one woman when you cheated on me.”

She went to her closet and got out a wig. She put a cap on his head, applied glue, and set the wig on his head. It was a perfect fit.

“You were fucking two women.”

“But…how could I do that?” He looked at her but his eyes were rolling in the sockets a bit.

“You were fucking Miss Milky Tits Doing the Dog…and you were fucking me. To be precise, you were fucking me…over.”

“But I didn’t mean—“

“I know. You didn’t. Here, let’s get some shoes on you.”

She slipped high heels on his feet. She had to buy them special, he had bigger, wider feet, but that was okay.

He stood and she had to keep him balanced. “I can’t stand up.”

“You don’t need to. Just lay on the bed.”

Rodney tottered over and sat down quickly.

June set up her cell phone and hit the start button for video recording. She stood up and faced Rodney.

He was sitting on the bed with an incredibly stupid look on his perfectly made up face. He was a woman, top to bottom, but he was still Rodney. It would take a few seconds for people to recognize him, but there he was.

“Rodney.”

“Yesh?”

“Do you want to fuck?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me.”

“I want to fuck.”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Then ask me.”

“Will you fuck me?”

She smiled.

“And do you like being a woman?”

He wandered little, but managed to focus, and said, “It’s cool.”

“And would you like to nurse a baby?”

“I…what? Nurse a baby?”

It wasn’t a real answer, nor a real question, but it was enough.

“Open the top of your blouse and take out the liners I put in the cups.

He did, and the spurt of milk was immediate. Big drops formed and he stared in wonder, and felt himself.

“Squeeze your tits, Rodney.”

He did, and was delighted when milk poured forth.

“Okay, Rodney. Would you like to make love?”

“Yeah.”

“But what about your dick?”

He suddenly gave a sob, then wailed, “But my dick won’t get hard any more!”

“That’s okay, Rodney. Ask me to fuck you.”

“Will you fuck me?” In his mind he was thinking of a man and a woman, him on top, in spite of his limp dick.

“Sure.”

June walked into the scene, turned just enough so that anybody who saw the video would see the giant dick sprouting out from her thighs.

“Get on the bed on all fours.”

Rodney happily arranged himself.

June scooped up a big glob of lube and began pushing it into his hole and reaming him.

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

She smiled, used more fingers, and elicited more and more happy responses. Finally, he was ready.

“Are you ready to fuck, Rodney?”

He was ready. He was horny, in spite of his limp dick, and he wailed, “Please fuck me!”

When she shoved her big, black penis with all the veins on the sides into his man hole he finally realized that he wasn’t in the normal face to face missionary position.

He grunted, and his eyes opened, and he had a moment of clarity.

He looked over his shoulder, right into the cell phone lens, and said, “Oh,  my!”

June began sliding in and out. She kept a firm grip on Rodney so he wouldn't collapse, but he had no intention of collapsing. The fact was…it felt good. Heck, he had played around with his butthole before, even sticking a finger up it when he jacked off. But this was far beyond that. Now he was full, and his nerves were screaming out in pleasure.

“Oh…fuck! Oh…fuck!” The sounds whistled out of him with each impact of the big cock in his ass.

June was smiling, enjoying herself. It was funny, she had planned this, and there was a certain amount of misgivings and doubt, but now that she was ball deep in him she found herself enjoying the moment. She wasn’t getting much stimulation, but she was getting a lot of enjoyment as she took control of her husband. She began to realize that old truth: Power is better than sex.

She held him and pounded into him, and he wailed, and then he actually had a sissygasm!

It was an anal orgasm with no touching of the penis. He grunted and groaned and his hips jerked and the semen poured out of him.

Amazed, she kept pumping for a minute, then pulled out of him and stepped back.

Rodney turned, rubbed his butt and said, “Wow!” The orgasm had been so violent he was half sober.

“Do you want to do that again?” June asked.

“Oh, yeah! Can you fuck me again?”

She turned off the video.


EPILOGUE

June was watching the news on TV when Rodney entered the house. He was wearing a summer dress and his boobs were larger than ever. His face was painted to perfection and his red lips were quite plump and curvy.

“Hi, honey,” his voice was high in pitch. He had been practicing.

“Hey, babe. What’s new?”

“I felt my weenie today.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. It even got a little hard.”

“We’re finally going to get to use that chastity device.”

I know,” he nodded happily.

He sat down on the couch next to her and cuddled up under her arm.

She kissed his long hair and let him snuggle.

“But I’m a little worried.”

“Oh? How come?”

“Well, I’d like to get my dick back, but…I don’t want to stop lactating.”

She pulled him close, reached down and grabbed one of his tits and squeezed. Milk shot out and he moaned. “God, that feels so good.”

“I know.”

“So the question I’ve got is this…”

She looked at him.

“If it comes down to a choice, take pills and lactate and lose my dick, or not take pills and not lactate and get my dick back…”

“Yes?”

“What should I do?”

She smiled. “Whatever you want, sweetheart. Whatever you want.”

END


A Note from the Author!

Hi, guys and gals. It was a real kick writing these stories

and I hope you had as much fun as I did.

If you’re interested in more, you should visit me at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Gracie
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each bundle has

21 steamy five star stories

All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination!
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15 steamy five star stories
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from
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