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A Note from the Author!

Every man loves boobs. Straight men, gay men, trans men…every man.

Why?

Because boobs are the mark of sexuality. Boobs cause excitement.

And…what man wouldn’t want to cause a little excitement?

What man wouldn't like to have a big, old pair of honkers adorning his chest?

I tell ya, ladies, the best thing you can do for your man is to feed this fantasy.

Make him wear a bra, with breast forms.

Make him get vacation boobs (temporary by injection).

Make him get implants, big, old Chyna 2000s!

Believe me, he’ll love you for it.

And he’ll love himself!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I Gave My Man Boobs!

Grace Mansfield


CHAPTER ONE

That did it! I had had all I could take!

We were at the mall and Henry couldn’t stop ogling woman.

“Oh, baby, look at that one! She’s got to have double Ds!” Or, “Look at those Kazingas!” Or, “Wouldn’t I like to push my face in those puppies!”

Enough was enough, I’d had all I could stand, I was putting my foot down.

“Henry! That’s enough.”

But all he did was snicker. Then, he said the worst thing he could have said, “Aw, you’re just jealous.”

Jealous? Me? Dawn Smith? Of boobs?

I had a very nice set of ta tas of my own, thank you. The nerve of that man!

“Henry, I can’t handle any more of your obsessing on boobs!”

He frowned, finally got it, and shut up for a while. But his eyes didn’t shut up, they were working over time. They looked like cartoon eyes, the kind that bulge out of the socket when Jessica Rabbit walks by.

Finally, we were driving home. He was humming, no doubt lost in his memories of mammaries. I was still pissed.

Now Henry isn’t a bad man. He’s quite a good man. He’s just got this little problem with boobs. He stares at them, he leers, he drools, he makes crude remarks.

And then, when we get home, he’s all horny and wants to fuck me.

Except, how’s a woman supposed to feel when a man gets turned on by someone else, and then it’s like he just wants to use you?

I looked at him while he drove. Thirty-five years old. Handsome. Quick to grin and quick to joke. He wasn’t particularly muscular, sort of slender, actually. He wore his hair longish, I could have made a nice bob out of it, or even a longer cut. Unfortunately, he liked it in a ‘man bun,’ and I thought that was silly. It was like walking around with a ball on top of his head. Hello!

“Henry. I know you like breasts, but you’ve really gone too far.”

“Aw, Dawn. You know it means nothing. Women like to look good, and I like to appreciate them, and I always bring my love to you.”

“Yeah, after getting excited over somebody else. That’s pretty cruel.”

And then he said it again. “You’ve got some nice breasts, but they could be bigger. So you can’t blame me for looking at bigger breasts.”

Oh, I was seething. I was red inside, flaming, so pissed off…and I said, “You’re stupid, Henry. Big breasts are a bother. They hurt the back. Bras cut into them more if they’re bigger. You may think you like big breasts, but you wouldn’t if you had them.”

He just laughed. “Baby! If I had a pair of bosoms, a big pair of real bazookas, I would strut them around and show the world. You wouldn’t hear me complaining about a little extra weight.”

He just made me madder, and I wasn’t even speaking when he turned into the driveway and parked the car.

We got out, he brought in the bags, and I went into the bathroom to sulk. I just sat there on the porcelain throne and stewed. He thought big boobs were nothing but a blessing for him to look at. He didn’t know anything. Why, if he—and it hit me.

If he had boobs that would change his mind.

I went into the bedroom and checked out my closet. I had bras that were big enough for me, but I didn’t have any that were big enough for him. Still I picked out the biggest one I had.

“Henry?” I asked, strolling into the living room.

He looked up from his paper.

I tossed the bra to him. “Put this on.”

He got a twisted grin as he held it up and looked at it. “What’s this?”

“It’s a bra, numb nuts. Put it on.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m going to prove that you’re a dope.”

He just laughed at me. Then he put his newspaper down, took off his shirt, and put the bra on. And he got it backwards. Men never know how to put on a bra, so I helped him. I showed him how to clasp it in front, then pull it around his body so the cups were in front. I lengthened the straps, helped him put the straps over his shoulder…and frowned.

His chest was just a little bit bigger than mine, and I knew it wasn’t going to work. And I suddenly had this vision. Him with real boobs. And the boobs would be too wide on his body. Unless, of course, they were REALLY big.

“Satisfied?” he asked. The look on his face showed he was laughing.

“Not by a long shot.” I wasn’t happy with it, but I still wanted to load up the cups. I wanted to see what he looked like, what kinds of things I was going to have to do to make him stacked. “Go get a couple of condoms, fill them up big as bowling balls, then we’ll see if I’m satisfied.”

Chuckling, he went into the bedroom and returned shortly with a couple of Trojans. He went into the kitchen, pulled the necks over the faucet and started filling.

“Bowling balls, eh?”

The ‘falsies’ got bigger and heavier and started stretching the neck. “This big enough?”

“Hell, you’re not a tit man, you’re a pussy man.” I snickered.

He frowned, and kept filling them. Finally, he had two big boobs, bigger than mine, and I wondered if they would even fit in my bra.

“Here we go,” I muttered, my tongue sticking out the side of my mouth as I helped him put them in the cups.

It was a poor fit. The condoms bulged over the lip of the cup, and finally one fell out. It burst on the floor and Henry just laughed and laughed.

Then he took my hand and led me into the bedroom.

“Look,” he said, as he shed his pants. “I know what you’re trying to do, but it just won’t work. You can’t embarrass me with a pair of falsies.

He stood there in his tighty whiteys, grinning. He was still wearing the bra, and I was staring at him, and suddenly I realized that I wasn’t mad anymore. Instead, I felt a little warm down there. A little moist. With a shock, I realized that seeing him in a bra, even an unfilled one, was making me horny.

“Suck in your gut,” I said, staring at his body.

He got a puzzled look on his face, then pulled in his breath, and I could see it. He had a body that could, with a little work, be very feminine. And I felt a hot breeze wash through me.

Fuck! My husband with boobs? What was I thinking? But I couldn’t stop thinking. And I had a thought: if he loves big boobs so much…maybe it’s because deep down he wants some.

“What?” he asked, seeing the odd look on my face.

“Wear that bra to bed.”

“What?” He tilted his head and gave me a look.

“Listen, Henry, Mr. Tit Man, there’s something about seeing you in a bra that is just making me horny. Now wear it to bed.”

“I won’t.” He started to take it off.

“Chicken? Embarrassed?”

He stopped trying to reach the back clasps. He realized that he was going to have figure out how to get the straps off his shoulders and how to pull the bra around. He didn’t have enough flexibility to just undo the clasps.

“Help me out,” he asked.

I laughed. Sort of an evil laugh.

“No. And get a couple of more condoms. Only fill them up halfway, and let’s see how you really look.”

“No.”

“Honey?” I sweetened my voice and smiled suggestively. “If you do this for me you’re going to be a very happy man.”

He picked up on that, and I realized that I could get him to wear a bra, and have boobs, if I just played him a little.

He grabbed another pair of condoms and went and filled them up, this time to a reasonable amount. He stuffed them into the bra and came back into the bedroom.

“This is silly,” he muttered. But his dick was sticking out in front. But was he just horny for a good fuck? Or because he was wearing boobs?

I went to him, took him in my arms and bent him back a little, and I kissed him.

That’s right. He didn’t kiss me, I kissed him. I took charge of his mouth, and I felt those wonderful fake tits, and he could feel my horniness overwhelm him.

“Heysos Xristos!” He whispered, when I backed off.

I pushed him on the bed and I mounted him. Not him on me, but me on him. I was in male superior position, and I slid down his harder than normal shaft.

“Wow!” he gulped. Usually he laid on me, pumped a bit, and squirted, and I was left to fend for myself.

Now I was taking charge.  He started to lurch and I leaped up and grabbed his cock. “Don’t you fucking dare!”

I waited until the throbbing slowed down.

“I’ve got to—“ his voice was strangled.

I kissed him, hard, and made it so he couldn’t talk.

I said, “I’ve never been so horny. And I’m not going to let you cum until I cum. I’ve got to have it!”

“Okay,” his breathing was choppy.

I got on him again and positioned myself. “And don’t try to grab me or control me. You got that?”

“Okay,” and I think he was sort of awed. I think he liked it better than the usual in and out.

I slid down his meat pole and let out a groan of pleasure.

He stared at me with big eyes.

I grabbed his chest, through the cups, and I squeezed.

He blinked. It felt good. Not good like when you have real breasts, but it was still good.

And I started to squirt. My hips shimmied and I lurched and my head went back. First I grabbed his water ballon tits, then I grabbed my tits and pulled them, and his mouth opened in stunned surprise. He had never seen me so horny.

Ripples made me buck, my back kept hunching, then arching, and the orgasm washed through me.

And Henry, silly man, missed his chance. I was so wrapped up in the white hot thrill that over whelmed me that he could have squirted. But he was watching me, and when I was done, and he remembered and started to move, I got off him.

“Hey!”

I lay on him, and I said. “You’re not cumming tonight.”

“Why not?” He was actually whining.

“Because I want to play with you. This is the weekend, and I want you to wear my bra, with those balloons in it, all weekend long. You got that?”

“I don’t want—“

I grabbed his hard cock and squeezed it. He flinched and grabbed my wrist with one hand, but I wasn’t letting go. “You got it?”

And he gave up. “Okay!” he gasped. “But, please, let go!”

I let go, then I went back to kissing him, feeling him, stroking his erection.

For a long hour we just made out, him horny and deprived, and me just horny. Even though I had just cum, the sight of him in that bra brought out the beast in me.

Finally, however, I backed off.

I actually didn’t want to, but I knew that if I didn’t let him get some sleep he might be grouchy on the morrow.

I got up, tossed my blue peignoir to him. “And wear that. Now go to sleep, I’ll be in a little later.”

Dazed, he got up and pulled the peignoir around his body and tied it.

I watched him.

“I have to go to bed now?”

I couldn’t believe it, it was like he was asking my permission. He really wanted to cum, and this was good, and I was going to take advantage of this frame of mind.

“Yes.”

So he got in bed, and I trotted out to the computer.

A half hour later he was still awake. Of course. That boner I had given him was doing its job.

“I really need to cum!”

“Tomorrow,” I said. “Now get over on my side of the bed.”

He blinked. I was making him wear my underwear, and now I was making him sleep on my side of the bed. This was a definite switch for him.

I crawled into bed, curled around him, one hand on a boob, and nestled my head into his neck.

He couldn’t sleep, but I could. I slept deep, and when I awoke once, at four in the morning, he was still awake. At least his boner was.

I just snuggled some more and went back to sleep. I had ordered some stuff for Amazon, one day delivery, and I was actually going to get some of the stuff by Saturday afternoon.

Snore.

“You what?” I couldn’t believe my years.

“I jacked off.” He stood there, smiling stupid, quite pleased with himself.

“But…but…I had plans!”

“And I had needs. Between the two…” he shrugged.

I stood there, a king size bra in my hands, perfect for Mr. Bozo Butt. And he was no longer horny. Son of a….

I sighed. “Okay. Then…crap!”

He laughed. “That’ll teach you to leave me high and dry.”

I was so horny, and I had planned to put boobs on him, and get hornier, and now…all my plans were out the window.

Well, two could play that game. And women were a lot better at it than men.

So the day passed. And the next. And I smiled politely, tamped my rage down, and waited.

And walked around nude. And rubbed up against him. And played with his boner through his pants.

But when it came time for sleep, and a little in and out, I was too tired. Yawn. Maybe tomorrow, honey.

And, when he wasn’t around I frigged myself blue. I jilled off until I thought my clit would fall off.

By mid-week he was already turning blue. He was used to three times a week. Two quickies on Tuesday and Thursday, and a biggie on the weekend. The weekend was when I used all my wiles, sucked him till he jumped for joy, played with his butthole a little, and let him play with my tits until they were sore.

Not this week.

This week I just played with him, and smiled a lot, and kissed him and stroked him and…by the time Friday rolled around he was definitely feeling it.

“Hey, babe,” he moved up behind me, kissed my neck and groped my breasts, “It’s time for a little party.”

“Oh, no thanks.”

It was my nonchalance that got to him.

“What? but why? What’s going on?”

“Oh, I found it much more fun to jack off.”

His mouth dropped. “Are you actually pissed off about that?”

“Nah. But I’m used up. Maybe next weekend. If I have anything left. Let’s see, I came on Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and…oh, yeah. I had a huge orgasm this morning.”

“But, honey!” he protested, one hand squeezing his groin in frustration, “You can’t…we have marriage vows! I need to get some lovin!’”

I smiled. “Like I needed some last weekend, and you left me dry, and my pussy all parched and dusty, and then you just laughed it off.”

“Okay. That was bad. I’ll admit. But two wrongs don’t make a right…let’s forget about it and move on!”

For answer I went to the cupboard and took down a bottle of wine. I poured myself a glass and sat at the table. I sat with my legs spread wide, and mocked him with my grin.

“Shit,” he broke so easy. “Two can play that game.” He went to the cupboard and took out a bottle of whiskey. I already had an advantage. Women can drink their weight in wine, but men can only drink half their weight in whiskey.

He poured himself a glass, threw in some ice cubes and a bit of Coke to sweeten the journey down his throat, then he sat down across from me and grinned.

I grinned.

He grinned.

I sipped.

He gulped.

15 minutes later he was already loopy, and I suggested. “Why don’t  you unzip Mr. Happy and show him some sunshine?”

So he did. He pulled out his hog, which stood right up like the sex starved demon it was, and watched me.

A few more minutes and I unbuttoned my blouse.

He grinned some more, a veritable fool, and took off his pants. He thought he was getting to me. He.

Well, I was a little horny, but he was a lot horny.

I took my blouse off. I sat there in a sexy bra and watched him lick his lips and start gulping. And I noticed something interesting. We’re talking, just chatting, trying to ignore the situation even as we played it, and he was looking at my boobs. No eye contact. He didn’t look at me, he just looked at my boobs, and we’re conversing as if he was talking to me. What a man, eh?

But the odd thing was…I liked it. Finally being the focus of his attention, even if it was just through my boobs, it made me feel good. And not just good, but wet. I mean, it gave me a sense of power.

“Why don’t you take off your shirt?” I suggested.

He took off his shirt, leering like a fool, and I said, “Now go put on that heavy duty bra that is on the bed.”

He blinked, but he was drunk, and, underneath it all, he was a tit man. He stood up, wobbled a bit, then headed for the bedroom. In a second he was back, trying to fit his male body into a female bra.

“Come here,” I said, sounding a little husky. I like bare flesh, especially his bare flesh, and especially when he was about to grow a pair of boobs.

Sure, they’d be fake, but it was the idea, you know?

So I helped him with the clasps, then turned it the right way, and said, “Now, take a big gulp, then go get a pair of condoms and fill them up. Half of last time.”

Dutifully, a gleam in his horny, little eyes, he took a big chug of Coke and whiskey, and headed for the bed room again. In a minute he was back, bent over the sink, looking adorable in his bra, and filling two condoms.

Truth is, I had a pair of breast forms. I had ordered them for him during the week. I was pretty confident that I could bend him to my will. But I wanted to see the condom effect. I wanted to see the shapelessness of water balloons filling out his form.

He finished filling them up, tied off the ends, and put them in.

And my jaw dropped. Not even good shape, but they were so…appropriate to him. To his shape. He looked…delicious.

“Come here,” I commanded, my voice raw with emotion.

We kissed then. And I mean KISSED. I raped his mouth, I chewed on his lips, I gobbled his tongue.And all the while I groped his chest. He couldn’t feel much, but it was like electricity was shooting through my body.

He came up for breath. “Wow!” His eyes were glassy.

“Go,” I said, pushing him towards the bedroom.

“All right!” he exulted. He thought he had me where he wanted me. But it was me that had him by the short and curlies.

“Put this on,” I handed him a slip.

“Are you kid—“

“Shut, and do it, if you ever want to squirt again.”

I was driven, I had to do this, and my obsession pushed him into compliance.

He stepped into the slip, then adjusted his waist. His boner pushed out the slip ridiculously.

“Okay, now this…” I tossed him a purple sweater. It was tight on me, so it would be super tight on him.

“Aw…”

“Henry!”

He shrugged, and pulled on the sweater. Oh, yes. It was tight. I had to help him pull it down over his jiggly breasts, but when it was on…Oh. My. God!

He had the upper body of a VERY sexy woman.

“Are we done?”

I pushed him in front of the mirror, and he looked, started to look away, and then…LOOKED!

He saw his breasts. The ultimate boob man had his own pair, and I could see it in his eyes. I had him. He had swallowed the hook, the line, the sinker, and then he had pulled the fishing pole right out of my hands and swallowed that, too!

“Heysoos Xristo’s mother!”

He just stood there, captivated.

I handed him a skirt.

Without a word, he pulled it on, stuffed the slip in, dick and all, and zipped up the side.

“Fuck,” oozed out of me. He was half way there, and I had to finish.

I went into my closet and got out my wig. I placed it on his head, adjusted it, and clipped it on.

He just stood there, like an ox that had just been slapped by the biggest dick in the world.

“Come here,” I pulled him around and pushed him towards my make up table. “Sit,” I pulled my chair out.

“Hey, I don’t…”

“Yes, you do.”

“It’s make up!”

“Yes, it is.”

“But I’m a guy! I don’t wear—“

I placed my hand over his mouth and whispered “Shush.”

We stood there for a long moment, my hand holding his words in. His eyes big and large, and a little frightened. We were inches apart, and I could feel his tits touching mine.

“You’re a guy. You’ll always be a guy. But right now…I need a woman.”

Now his eyes were really big.

I put my hand over the bulge in his skirt. “You want this. You know you do. It’s Halloween in our bedroom, and you get to be yourself, wear what you want. Come on.”

I slowly took my hand off his mouth. Oh, he was skittish. I was asking him to go against all his societal conditioning, and it was hard. No pun intended.

He shook his head no.

I said, “Just the lipstick. Just a little red on your mouth. And then I’m going to kiss you. And fuck you. And you’re going to fuck me.”

And, finally, he nodded yes. Just a little dip, but it was yes.

I couldn’t believe the glee exploding in my chest.

And I couldn’t believe the wetness in my pussy. If you placed a glass between my legs I would have filled it up.

He sat down. I brushed his hair back. I pulled his skin slightly, made it taut, and I wanted to go whole hog. I wanted to make him al-l-l the way up.

But I controlled myself.

My hand was shaking, and I had to take a deep breath and steady myself, and then I used an applicator. It didn’t leave any color.

“What’s that?” he was curious.

“It’s a plumper. Makes your lips plump and juicy. All the girls will want you.”

“Girls?” he lifted an eyebrow.

“Honey, what kind of magazines do girls read?”

He knew that one easy enough. He had seen me reading lots of mags. “Fashion mags.”

“That’s right, we stare at glossies, and we wish we had lips…like yours.” I applied the color then. A bright red, very shiny. A little dark.

He stared at himself. He started to lick his lips.

“No,” not yet,” I said.

My face was right next to his and we stared at him in the mirror. He was a vision of beauty.

“Wow.”

“Come on,” I pulled him up and dragged him, now without much resistance, to the door mirror.

We stood, and, I hate to admit it, and I love to admit it, he looked better than me.

Of course I didn’t have any make up on, but it wasn’t just the scorching lips, it was the shape of him. It was his boobs. They were bigger than mine, and, courtesy of a new bra, they were high and proud.

“Is that really me?”

“Oh, yes. That is the real you. Come on.”

I dragged him into the living room. Although ‘dragged’ is definitely not the right word. He was moving with me now, sharing in my giggling, blown out and bulging with sex.

I turned on the TV, put on a music channel, and we danced.

Oh, God! It was incredible!

Our bodies fit together, except for our breasts, which mashed together. We held each other, and we could feel the terrific heat radiating from us.

Every once in a while we would turn a special way and I would catch a glimpse of us in a small mirror next to the front door.

And every once in a while we would stop, sip a little more wine or whiskey. I loved the look on his face when he stared at the lipstick mark on his glass. His lips. His lipstick. His pounding heart.

For an hour we just danced and drank and stared into each others eyes. We were feverish, and couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

He felt my tits, and sucked them.

And, baby, did I fondle his.

And, finally, it was time for bed.

“Come on,” and I took his hand.

And he, big, strong man, started to scoop me up, to lift me up and carry me into the bedroom.

I was having none of that. I laughed and stopped him, and I tried to scoop him up.

There we were, drunk, horny, and me trying to lift him.

I stopped, brush a loose lock of my hair out of my eyes, and said, “Let’s do it this way.”

I’m a strong girl, I work out a lot, and I managed to bend at the knee, pull him over my shoulder in a fire man’s carry, and stand up.

He was laughing, I was staggering, and I wobbled into the bedroom. Then I simply threw him on the bed.

He landed like a floozy. Hair blown, lipstick smeared from kissing, boobs bouncing, and his legs slightly spread.

I knelt on the edge of the bed and lifted his slip and skirt, his boner bobbed up. I grabbed it and yelped, “Gotcha!”

“Oh, baby,” he whispered.

I put my lips on his tool. I sucked on the head. I squeezed his balls, and then I deep throated him. As well as I was able.

I gagged, and he laughed. “Too big for ya, eh?”

“Just big enough,” I quipped back, and I got to my feet and squatted over his penis.

He was grinning, waiting, and then I delivered the bad news. “I don’t want you to cum.”

“Aw, come—“

“You came when you shouldn’t have. You robbed me, so I’m robbing you.”

Maybe if he wasn’t drunk I wouldn’t have gotten away with it. Maybe if he wasn’t feeling a little girly, and maybe submissive, the new Henry, then I wouldn’t have gotten away with it.

But somewhere in his male noggin he realized I was right. He shouldn’t cum. And it was like he had something to prove.

“I can’t cum,” and the thought drilled into him, and, I had my hand on his dick, and I could swear I could feel his dick throb. Extra hard. Something in the idea excited him. To be kept horny, and wanting, and downright desperate.

“I’ll try,” he finally agreed.

“You’ll do more than try,” I growled. Then I sank down.

Ah! It was heavenly! He was a delight, beautiful and smeared and hotter than a firecracker in the sun.

“Oh!” he grunted, taking the impact of my weight.

I began to wiggle, watching him, fascinated by his look, by the way his boobs shimmied back and forth on his chest.

“Oh…oh!” A look of alarm on his face, and I raised myself off his meat.

I waited. He calmed down, and I began to sink again. Carefully. I didn’t want an accident.

And, after a half minute, he got that panicky look in his eyes.

I rose up. “I’m never going to get there if you don’t control yourself.”

“I’m trying!” he was almost crying.

“Grab yourself then, and I’ll just use your head.”

He reached between us and grabbed the base of his cock.

I lowered myself, grabbed the top of his cock with my hand, and started tickling pussy with it. I swirled it around, teasing my lips with his cock head, feeling moist and wonderful and powerful.

“Oh…oh!” He kept saying, and every once in a while he would give a lurch, but he held on, and if his grip wasn’t enough, then mine was, and since I was wetter than a fish in a bucket, it wasn’t long before I came.

Oh, it was torture for him, seeing me grab my breasts and pull them, feeling my pussy contract and squeeze, but he held on. He turned a little purple, but he held back, held himself in check.

White heat permeated my loins, ripples of lust turned into waves, and then tsunamis, and my muscles began to shudder, and then I locked up.

“AHHH!”

I fell off him, lay next to him.

I looked down at his cock and giggled. It was purple, and white where it squeezed out between his fingers. And a little white droplet drooled out of his slit.

“Oh, baby. That was good.”

“Oh!” he said, stunned by what he had just gone through. “Oh.”

Then I scrambled to my knees and turned to him. I brushed his hand away and grabbed his cock. I began to gently stroke. Very gently. I didn’t want an accident.

“Honey, I’ve got a great idea!”

He stared at me. I knew he was half dazed, his eyes were glassy with lust, but he listened.

And I began talking. It took me an hour to convince him, and I had to edge him a half dozen times, but, in the end, he gave in.

Heck, he had to. What he had just experienced, and being so horny he was putty in my hands, there was no way he could not have agreed with me.

Of course, my argument was helped by the fact that I told him he couldn’t cum until he did what I asked.

But, truth was, underneath the show of resistance he put up, he wanted it.

He wanted his own pair of boobs.


PART TWO

Growing tits is easy, if you know what you are doing. Unfortunately, every dog’s cousin is on the internet, and they all have bright ideas, and those bright ideas are worth about a pound of parrot excrement.

First, we started with his diet. It was so much fun to watch his face screw up in distaste as he learned to love avocados, yogurt and granola.

And, poor boy, he had to give up processed foods, including everything with sugar, and that meant Coke.

The thing is, it’s easy to eat the right foods, but the right foods have to be…right. That means no preservatives, dyes, sucroses or other kinds of ‘croses, and so on. So we had to find the right kind of estrogen rich foods. That meant a large but good quality of soy. Including soy milk, soy butter, and so on.

And he had to give up testosterone foods. No more chips, crackers, baked goods, and so on.

He didn’t suffer too badly, though, because he had to eat a lot of the right kind of protein. More milk, eggs, peanut butter, lean fish, chicken and nuts.

The funny thing we found out was that protein made for softer curves. It just rounds out the body.

And he had to eat what I call the ‘sneaky’ foods. Blueberries, dates, cherries, apples and plums. But, the good side, for me, at least, his body odor changed.

I mean, he was never a really smelly man, but he did have a man odor to him. But when we upped the sneaky foods he started to smell positively sweet.

After foods the big thing was exercise, and he developed the weirdest of work outs.

On alternating days he would do chest exercises. This was heavy weight lifting, designed to increase bulk, and he would do chest presses, push ups, flys, chair lifts, and anything else that would bulk and strengthen his pecs. And I do mean strengthen. I was determined that my man have a world class set of boobs, and I didn’t want those puppies sagging.

On the other days he would do ‘slenderizing’ exercises. This meant high reps, running, swimming, anything to work the fat off. We knew that breasts are fat, and that we were trying to increase his fat, but we didn’t want him to have a beer barrel belly, or upper arms that sagged and flopped when he moved.

Now, that was diet and exercise, two big guns when it comes to changing your body. But the biggest gun, the most important one, was estrogen. And here is where it gets tricky.

When you up the estrogen, or the testosterone, for that matter, it unbalances the body chemistry. This is a short way of explaining why people catch cancer and have heart attacks when they start taking hormones.

But we were being careful with the food, getting only the best and most natural and organic quality.

But how do you get natural hormones?

The short answer, you don’t. But we did find the most natural estrogen in existence. And we had to look for it.

We searched the web, and weren’t satisfied. So we started searching the dark web.

The dark web isn’t rally that dark. It is just sites that don’t want to be, and have somehow avoided, listing by Google.

Google is the big one. The other web searchers all use Google. So we had to find a site that would give us what we wanted…but we didn’t have an address.

So how do you find an address that isn’t known? You go on chat boards, join communities, and you ask questions. And when you finally get a lead you need to initiate a conversation and convince the other person that you aren’t the FBI, or some scamster or other. And here we lucked out.

We found a site that dealt in the purest estrogen, made through the purest methods, and, here is the kicker…it worked fast.

Not years, not months and months, but weeks and weeks.

So we chatted a site owner up, convinced him, and that took some work, and ordered.

In the meantime, while we were figuring all this out, Henry was having his own difficulties. Poor boy wanted to cum. I would see him, standing over the toilet, staring down at his hard dick.

I started taking showers with him so he wouldn’t have the chance to masturbate.

All while kissing him and teasing him and edging him several times a day.

So he was lost in the desire to jack off, and I could see it coming, so I helped him out, I bought him a chastity tube.

Oh, the look on his face. “What is this?”

“Honey, we can’t have any accidents.”

“Oh,” and he looked so miserable I just had to giggle.

“It wouldn’t be so funny if it was you that was drooling and dripping all the time,” he groused.

Oh, if he only knew. I was dripping and drooling. Heck, there were days that I put on thick panties, and even pads, because I knew I was afraid the simple act of sitting down would cause a splash.

“Come on, let’s get this puppy on.”

Well, it took a while. I mean, the guy has sex on the brain, and he’s always hard. But, after a cold shower and a bag of carrots, I helped him stuff the little fellow into prison.

Now, here’s the funny part. For the first few days, he was wiggling and twitching, adjusting himself, and, of course, complaining.

But, after about a week, he started to like it.

Sure, it was uncomfortable, always trying to get hard and being stopped, but now he didn’t have the problem of walking around with a big bulge in his pants. Or skirt.

Yes, skirt. I was having fun dressing him up. Putting him in lingerie and dresses and even a little make up.

But he adapted, and that gave me a chance to work a little harder on him.

I teased him. Groped him. And I especially played with his chest.

I gave him a boob massages twice a day, an hour at a time. I rubbed in creams, I used nipple suction cups on him, I patted and pressed and shaped his pecs as if they were real boobs.

And, after a month, we noticed something.

One, his breasts became sensitive. The nipples, actually. Not sore, but a little tender.

Two, it felt like there were little pads of fat under his areoles. Just little ones, maybe a half inch thick, but they were there.

“Honey, it’s bra time for you.”

He was used to bras now, and he didn’t object. I think he liked the idea that he was going to get to wear one permanently.

So I put him in a training bra. And it was weird. His chest was slightly wider, so I had to hunt far and wide for a training bra that would fit him. But, like I say, when I found one he liked it.

Oh, he made the usual remarks, ‘I feel like a horse with a saddle!’

But I just laughed and kept feeding him right, giving him his hormones, and dressing him up.

After two months he had little golf ball sized boobs. They were so cute, just sitting there in his flat bra, waiting to burst out and become…bigger.

And I loved playing with them. And I think that playing with boobs makes them bigger. I sucked on them, and shaped them, and massaged them, and then had him eat me to a cum.

After three months he was baseball-sized, and they were getting difficult to conceal.

And this was the crux: he wanted boobs, but he was embarrassed.

He wore loose sweat shirts, he tried binding them, even bought a gynecomastia bra. You know, the kind of compression bra men wear when they develop boobs and don’t want them.

But I put a stop to that. If he was going to have them he had to learn to love them. And I remember the day it all came to a head.

We were lounging around the house, and I realized I had to go to the store and pick up some groceries.

Henry usually went with me when I went to the supermarket, but now he hemmed and hawed, and said, “Well, I don’t feel like going out. I’m going to—“

“Henry,” I looked at him directly.

He felt the tone of my voice and looked back.

“It’s time you grabbed the bull by the horns.”

“What do you mean?”

“What do I mean? I mean you’ve started being a hermit, afraid to go out. Afraid to show the world what kind of man you are.”

“But…” and he stopped. I think it was the remark about ‘what kind of man’ he was.

“Go put on your bra, the new one I just bought you. Then put on a shirt. Then get your butt in the car.”

Henry loved it when I talked tough to him, and he headed for the bedroom, and returned a minute later with…a sweatshirt.

“Henry?”

He looked down and he mumbled, and I realized that you can only push so far. This was an increment, accept it, make him wear a shirt next time.

And, the funny thing, his boobs were big enough that the sweat shirt didn’t disguise them. At all.

Still, it wasn’t as noticeable as a shirt or blouse.

“All right,” I smiled at him, “Come on, my big, brave man. Let’s treat the world to a real man.”

He liked that. It put a little of his respect back, and we walked out to the car. And I drove.

“Hey?” he complained.

I said, “Beautiful women should sit in the passenger seat. Who knows, maybe we’ll pass a truck driver and you can flash him.”

He laughed at that, still looked unsure, but then got into the passenger seat.

And I felt so damned horny. It was the power of it all. I had made him wear a bra, and go to the store, and now I was even taking over the usually male dominated position…driver.

So he fiddled with the radio, and his hair, it was getting longer, blew back, and his eyes were alive and I wished I’d taken the time to put a little shadow on them.

Oh, well. Next time.

We pulled into the parking lot, parked, and he stepped into his first embarrassing situation. And all he did was get out of the car and stretch.

He put his arms up and reached for the sky, gave a wiggle of his hips, and saw the old lady staring at him.

Real quick, she pushed her cart on, but she kept looking back at us. And when she reached the trunk of her car she just stood there and stared.

I laughed.

Henry saw it, but he tried to deny it.

I linked my arm with his and walked him to the store.

“What was her problem?”

As we stepped under the electric eye and the door whooshed back I said, “She’s never seen a real man.”

Poor Henry. He looked down at his tits then, and it hit him what she had been staring at.

“Come on,” I pulled him.

“But…I need to go back to the car.”

“You need to confront your fears.”

He had stopped, and we stood there, me holding on to him with a death grip.

People were walking past us, and some of them looked, looked again, and some of them ignored us.

And, finally, Henry moved, and it was the right way.

“Shall we check out the melons?”

And Henry finally chuckled. His face was red, but he said, “I’ve got your melons right here.”

I said, “Those are just oranges. When I get done with you you’re going to have watermelons.”

So we shopped, and he got used to people staring at him, and he said, “Do women have to put up with this? It’s like I can feel their eyes on me.”

“All the time, big boy. After a while you learn to ignore it.”

Back home we put the dishes away and had a drink, I allowed Henry a whiskey, with real Coke, and I had a wine spritzer. And we sat and talked about the changes, and the clothes he was wearing, and make up, and…his hair.

“You know, I could probably style it now.”

“Nah. It’s just right.”

“For a man, but for a woman? Let’s take a look in the mirror and I’ll show you.”

So we went to my make up table and he sat down and I grabbed his hair and held it out, then scrunched it a little and tucked it under.

“This is a bob. It would fit your face, but I don’t want to shorten, I want to lengthen. I want the real feminine look.

He was silent at that.

“What? Did I say something wrong?”

“No.”

“What?”

But he was just looking at his hair and thinking.

I came around and sat on his lap, felt that glorious cage under my rump. I kissed him a good one, and then massaged his boobs.

He was groaning under my hands, his nipples were quite large now, and he loved it when I played with them.

 I asked, “Are you having second thoughts?”

He looked at me then, and I could see the surprise in his eyes. “Lord, no. I just…I don’t know.”

It was an official funk. He was happy, but he was depressed. He was feeling emotional, and was trying to reconcile that with being a man and keeping it all in.

So I reached behind me and picked up a tube of lipstick. I hunkered down on his lap and applied the color to his lips. He loved it when I did that, but this time he didn’t even smile.

I frowned. I didn’t want him to go to dark places. Then I got an idea.

“Hey, wait here.”

I ran into the other room, picked up my cell phone and dashed back to my place on his lap. I hit a number.

“Hey, Daisy! How are you. Uh huh. Oh, yes. Well, there is a specific reason for this call. Henry is doing a little cross dressing…” Henry sat up and looked panicked… “And we need to do something with his hair. But he doesn’t want a crowd. That’s right. The poor dear is embarrassed. Can you imagine? Being embarrassed because you’re beautiful?”

He was making sign language with his hands, telling me no, but I just put my hand on his tit and squeezed. I could feel his thighs shake when I did that.

“Tonight? Just you and Johnny? Oh, that’s wonderful! We’ll see you at nine.”

I hung up.

Henry looked like he had been eating a can of sardines, without the sardines.

“I can’t do this…”

“You have to. You’re looking more and more gorgeous every day. You think I want my man to look like a used mop?” I tousled his hair.

He brushed it back in place and kept protesting. But I wasn’t having any of it.

“Nine o’clock, bozo. And I suggest you think about what you’re going to wear. Women don’t go to a beauty shop looking all dowdy.”

He was out of his funk now, I had replaced it with fear, but it wasn’t a bad fear. He knew Daisy, he even liked her, so though he was silent for a while, he wasn’t bad silent. He was just thinking silent.

Nine o’clock, and I parked the car in front of ‘The Hairport.’ Henry was wearing a blue dress with a belt and low heels. This was actually the first time he had ever been outside totally en femme, and I had never seen such apprehension on a face in my life.

We got out, and I quickly linked arms with Henry. He didn’t look like he was chickening out, but better safe than sorry.

We walked into Daisy’s place of business, our heels lightly clicking and Henry looked around with frightened eyes.

“Dawn! And this is…Henrietta?”

Henry smiled a sickly smile, but he held on.

Daisy walked around Henry, her critical eye working over time, and she said, “Henry. Henrietta, you are GORGEOUS!”

She felt his hair, “Oh, nice. This is going to be fun. And those boobs…can I feel them?”

Henry might have said no, but I piped in quick, “Knock yourself out.”

Gently, Daisy touched Henry’s tits. She moved her hand around them, hefting them, and marveling all the while. “I wish I had boobies like these. Oh, feel those nipples. Henrietta! You hot, little dog!”

Henry was embarrassed, but loving it. And I noticed that when she felt his nipples his knees shook a bit.

“Okay, let’s get down to business,” Daisy finally said. “Have a seat right here.”

She put him in a beauty chair, got behind him and started lifting and moving his hair around. Henry could see in the mirror on the opposite wall, and he watched in fascination.

“We could bob it, but that’s sort of tacky. With his frame, he needs some curls. You know what the problem is?”

I shook my head and Henry looked at her in the mirror.

“He needs extensions.”

“Oh, yes!” I almost clapped my hands, she was so right on.

“Johnny!” Daisy called. A moment later her number one entered the shop from the back room.

“Hello, dearies,” he said.

Johnny was a swisher. He wasn’t gay, but he was transitioning, and this made him so appropriate. He had been there, done that, and knew all the answers.

“Johnny, this is Henry…to be Henrietta. She needs hair extensions.”

“Nope.”

My mouth dropped open, and even Daisy frowned. “What?”

Johnny walked around the chair, stood next to Henry and lifted a lock of his hair.

“His skin. It’s not right for long hair. Now…if we put a little make up on him, maybe then…and I’ve got some dangly ear rings I could lend him…yes. He needs a full make over. And I mean nails and everything.”

That blew me away. From down in the dumps, that ‘nope’ he had spit out had been a real downer, to high in the clouds. I could see Henry fully made up, professionally made up, in a way that I couldn’t hope to match.

“Oh,” said Daisy, and it was obvious she liked the idea, too. “The works.” She turned to me. “Is that okay? Can we do him up proper?”

“Hell, yes!” I blurted.

Then Daisy frowned, and she turned to Henry.

“Henrietta, it’s one thing for me to fantasize, but you have to wear the reality. Are you up for this?”

To Henry’s credit, he didn’t look down at his lap. Not that it would have done any good. His chastity cage, you know. He said, “Well, uh…I sort of thought…”

I was on tenterhooks waiting for him to say yes. God, he couldn’t say no. He just couldn’t. And then he surprised us all. “Well, I guess…if you do my nails, too.”

We cheered and high fived, and even appreciated the way he had played us. And then we got to work.

Daisy brought out the extensions and trimmed his hair and prepared to match everything up.

Johnny started with the fingernails.

And I just stood there and let my heart swell. And my pussy get wet hot.

Daisy glanced at me once, and giggled. She knew what I was going through.

“How long would you like these, honey?” asked Johnny.

“I don’t know. Dawn?”

“Well, if it was up to me, I would put some long stilettos on him.”

Johnny smiled and checked with Henry. “You’re going to have to be careful. You’re going to be scratching backs if you’re not careful.”

“Don’t worry, I’m not.”

We all laughed.

Johnny: “I’m going for a dark, sultry red. I’ve got the most serious lip stain. Just came in and—“

“Lip stain? asked Daisy. “Are you sure? That’s long lasting.”

“How long lasting?” I asked.

“This is new stuff. It’ll last a week or ten days. Easy.”

“Henry?” I looked at him with a wry, expectant look.

“Okay.”

Oh, burst my heart and go to make up heaven!

So Johnny put long sharpies on Henry’s fingers, then three coated them, then fixed them, and they were astounding. Long and deep red, sexy, dangerous, perfect.

“So are you transitioning?” asked Johnny.

My breath went high in my chest. It was one of those things that I had avoided.

“I don’t think so. Well, maybe I am. I’m just sort of going with the flow, if you know what I mean.”

“Oh, darling, do I. You ever think about cutting it off?”

Henry actually laughed. “I don’t think so.”

“I just asked because you’ve put the little man in prison, and the next step is usually a life sentence or,” he made a slicing motion across his throat with one long fingernail, “gak!”

“So you noticed the chastity tube.”

“Worn them myself. Wonderful little things. Designed by the devil himself.”

I was astounded. The way they were talking, chatting, just like old friends. Not that Henry was ever a phobe of any kind, but…I didn’t expect it. Then Johnny took us over the edge.

“So what do you do about sex?”

“Suffer. It’s sort of fun.”

“Oh, it is, but you have to clean out the pipes some time. You have to stay healthy and not get all stopped up.”

Henry frowned.

I blurted, “How do we do that? And still keep Mr. Happy all locked up?”

“Oh, dearie, there are so many ways of having sex without the old peeny.”

“Like what?” asked Henry.

“Like your wife’s vibrator?”

Henry looked art me, a look of surprise on his face, and he had a sudden thought.  “Do you use your vibrator?”

But why he was surprised I’ll never know. I mean, a girl has to get some, you know?

I actually turned a light red. “Busted.”

But he didn’t seem to equate it with his own condition. He simply asked: “How much?”

Now I was really busted. I whispered, “Every day.”

Henry’s jaw dropped, and Daisy and Johnny started laughing.

“Every day?”

“Sometimes twice a day.” Then I blurted out, “But it’s because you’re so beautiful! You turn me on! A girl has to do something! A girl has needs!”

“Huh,” and then: “I guess…my needs…I—“

“You’re getting your needs taken care of right now.”

And he tilted his head and gave a lopsided grin. “Yeah. I guess I am.” Then he sobered up. “But what about this cleaning of the pipes thing?” To Johnny: “What do you mean ‘my wife’s vibrator?”

“Every week or so have her put it up your poo poo. A little shake and bake and you’re going to have your pipes all cleaned out. Believe me, honey, it’s going to feel good.”

“It will?”

“Cross my heart and hope to lie,” he crossed his heart. “Now, shut, because we have to do some heavy lifting. But look at your nails first.”

Henry lifted a hand and stared. He had long, delicate fingers, and now they were longer, and his shiny nails gleamed so sexy. “Oh, my,” he breathed. Then he looked at me, and his expression was positively glowing.

Daisy finished the extensions, and his hair was now long and thick with the most incredible, flowing waves. It was a chocolate and silver waterfall, and I couldn’t wait to see him naked, those long tresses flowing over his bare shoulders.

Then they worked on his face. They cleaned and moisturized and smoothed a foundation into his pores. They shaded his eyes, a very light charcoal color, and his eyes did, indeed, look mysterious, especially when Daisy arranged his hair so it fell slightly over his face.

Johnny put in a pair of earrings, Henry didn’t even say ouch when he was pierced, and they framed his face perfectly. Light shards of light twinkled and glittered and set off his mysteriousness.

Then Johnny put on the lip stain. He put on several coats, then a long lasting gloss, and Henry’s lips came alive, and they matched his nails, and I wanted to kiss them desperately.

Daisy saw how I was looking at Henry, like he was a piece of meat that I just had to eat. She actually moved in and shoved me back. She had a huge smile as she said, “Wait a couple of days. Let his lips really set, and then you can chew on him to your heart’s content.

Darn, I thought. And if ever there was a moment when I was dripping that was it. I was so wet somebody was going to have to follow me with a mop.

“So how big are you going for?” asked Daisy.

“Double Ds,” I said.

She smiled, and turned to Henry. “Her fantasy, your reality. What do you want?”

“In my heart of hearts?”

“Is there any other kind?”

He looked at me. “Double Ds.”

By then we are all done. Henry stood up, looking a lot better than when he had sat down, and we all stared at him.

His boobs were thrust out, proudly. His face was the stuff of dreams. Wet dreams, in my case. His hair was like a models, as were his nails and lips and…everything.

“Wow!” said Daisy.

“Double wow with a cherry on top!” echoed Johnny.

I have never been so happy, or horny, in my life.

And Henry looked pretty happy, too.

We were driving home. Two babes. Okay, one had a dick, but it was locked up and of no consequence.

“You mean it? Double Ds?” I asked. “I mean, we’ve talked about it, but it’s real now. The way you’re growing…”

“I mean it. But…I’m wondering about the other thing.”

“What?”

“The vibrator.”

I smiled. Tell the truth, I had read up on this stuff on the net. I had thought about broaching it, but it seemed like a bit much. I mean, anal sex?

“I’d like to do this proper.”

“And what is proper?”

“I’ll order us a strap on. You can pick the size and shape of the dick.”

He didn’t say anything for a few corners, then: “I’d like that. It seems fitting.”

“So now the question is…when?”

Neither of us spoke then, as we considered the question. When we pulled into the driveway Henry turned to me. He took my hands in his, and I felt a thrill shoot through my heart. I could feel his nails on my hands.

“I’d like to…can we, uh, pop my cherry…when I reach full double D?”

My heart was so full I had trouble speaking. I wanted to lay him out and kiss him within an inch of his life. “That sounds good. It’ll only be a couple of months, the rate you’re growing.”

He smiled.

I smiled.

I leaned forward to kiss him.

He put his red nailed fingers on my chest and stopped me. “Please. you want to mess up my make up?”

We both giggled at that, then he added, “Besides. I’d like to let you wait a little now.”

“Wait…like in…no vibrator?” I was aghast.

“Well, that does seem a little harsh. How about you can cum as long as I get to work the vibrator.”

“Oh, baby,” I breathed. “You better invest in Diehard, ‘cause we’re going to be using up the batteries.”

Two months later. Two gorgeous months, in which Henry bought boxes of batteries, and in which I came again and again, but was still hungry. Two months during which he grew larger and larger, and there came a night when he came out of the bedroom with a big, fat smile on his face. He was naked, except for his bra. “Guess who’s all grown up?”

“No!” I rushed to him, looked at the size tag on the bra. Two Ds looked back at me.

We grabbed each others hands and whirled in a dancing circle.

And I slowed down, stopped, and said, “And you know what that means?”

“Yep.”

We stood there, staring at each other, actually trembling with excitement and desire.

That day we laughed all day long. And we watched TV, feeling each other up, kissing passionately.

That night I went into the bedroom first. I put on a pair of sweat pants, and the dildo strapped on to me hung down my leg. Actually, it wasn’t big, only 7 inches, which was what Henry was when he was out of the cage. I wore a boy beater, and a shelf bra. My nipples stood right out. And the material was making me even hornier, if that was possible.

Then Henry went into the bedroom. He was in there for an hour. then he opened the door and came into the living room.

I almost had an orgasm right then. I definitely felt my juices swirl around down there, and a little throbbing.

He was wearing a wedding dress. My old wedding dress, slightly altered. It wasn’t his idea, it was mine. We had gone so far, and this was like the final step, this was where he gave up and I became. The wedding dress symbolized something

His boobs pressed up over the lip of the dress. A small train, just a couple of feet, dragged along the floor. His waist was an hourglass, his hips were rounded, and his make up…perfect. He had had his lips restained several times, and he had glossed them up, and they were the most delicious things I had ever seen. I really looked forward to nibbling on them.

We broke out the champagne and started sipping. And, we couldn’t help ourselves, guzzling. We turned on the music and danced. We made out, he finger banged me, couldn’t keep his fingers out of my well drenched hole.

Then it was time. I took him into the bedroom.

Same old bedroom, but it was electric with our excitement.

“You want it facing up? Or on all fours?”

It sounded crude, but it was the way some men talked.

“Do you mind if I lay down? I want to watch your face.”

I pushed him back, and he fell on his back on the bed. He pulled a pillow so he could raise his head, and I lifted his dress and took off his panties.

The little fellow was standing up. Four inches of meat. It. had bothered him, at first, the shrinkage of his manhood, but he was getting so much more from becoming a woman.

And, of course, as we were to explore, there was more to sex than a dick.

“Don’t worry,” I’ll be gentle.” I put a thick glob of lubricant on his asshole. I smeared it around, I pushed it in. He twitched and moaned as my fingers touched all those sensitive nerves.

Then I moved forward. We locked eyes. My dick touched his star. I stopped, held my position, let him get used to the feel of something pressing on his butthole.

We waited. We were breathing hard, he was almost gasping, and there was that old fear and fascination in his mysterious eyes.

“Okay,” he said, and I pushed in.

I pushed in slowly, a quarter inch at a time. He drew in his breath, and I don’t think he took another breath until it was all the way in. Then he started gulping and shivering and taking small breaths.

I waited, balls deep, and he tried to relax. But he couldn’t. But it wasn’t the rigid kind of frozen fear, it was the anticipation. He felt me, all of me, and he couldn’t stop his excitement.

So I began to move in and out. Back and forth. Sawing into his rear hole.

He began to shudder, his whole body lurching and jerking. He couldn’t stop. Even when I slowed down and paused, he kept spasming. His eyeballs were half rolled up in his head.

I reached forward and grabbed those big jugs of his. I bent my head and sucked on a nipple.

He groaned, and writhed, and his hips jerked hard and fast.

And I knew that something was wrong.

“Honey?”

He was somewhere else, on Mars, meeting the Gods and communing with them, but he came back and opened his eyes slightly.

“I need to turn you over.”

“Oh.” That was all. That was all he was capable of.

But I wanted to stay in him, so I moved his legs, helped him turn, and the plastic penis rotated inside his asshole, rubbed against the walls, giving him all sorts of sensation.

Then he was on his front. His breasts were squashed and my pecker was still in him.

“Up on all fours.”

He was dizzy, dazed, confused, but he slowly managed to get his legs up, and push up with his arms. And there we were. Him doggystyle. Me balls deep. And this is what I wanted. This is what I needed. I needed him face down, groveling, as I took away his masculinity, took his manhood and made him mine.

Always, before, I had been his, but now it was about to change. Everything was about to change.

“Honey?”

He grunted something from the pillow his face was buried in.

“I’m going to fuck you now.”

And so I began. I slathered some more lubricant in him, and pushed my dick forward. I wasn’t gentle, and he arched his back and groaned.

I pulled out, and I slammed in.

“Ah…ah…ah…!” he groaned in time with my thrusts.

I went faster, harder, showing him no mercy.

“I…I…I’m going to…pee!”

I didn’t care. I was a woman possessed. I was powerful, more powerful than a man, and I was exerting myself, proving my superiority.

“Go ahead and pee,” and then I added, “bitch!”

“Ahhhhh!”

And he was turning loose and rubbery. It was all falling apart. He hadn’t had his orgasm, and I hadn’t had mine, but I…if I just pushed a little harder…if I could just rub my nub on my end of the dildo… “AHHHHH!”

I came standing up. I lurched forward, grabbed his hips and just locked myself into him. I stood there for a long minute, shuddering, waves crashing over me, white hot heat exploding outward from my loins.

He lay there, helpless under my weight. And he was all sort of limp. Robbed of vitality. But that was okay. I had it. I had his vitality.

And then the orgasm ended. My muscles started working again, and I slumped a little bit, and then I let go of him and moved back.

The penis slid out of him, glistening with lubricant. Well used.

I crept up on the bed and lay next to him. I was on my back, and he was on his face. I was satisfied, happy. I felt a contentment in my soul that had been missing for my entire life. I had broken out of millenniums of societal conditioning, and I had found myself.

Finally, Henry rolled over, faced me. And he was beautiful. His hair was a mess, his make up was half rubbed off, his lips were smeared, even his mascara had begun to run.

I smiled at him. “Was it good?”

“Oh, yeah,” and then he looked down between his legs. Right under where his little dick had been hanging was a large mess. Cum. Oodles and gobs. Months worth of stored up energy, all expended for my benefit.

“Oh my God!” he whispered. “I came!”

I looked. “I guess you did.”

“But I didn’t mean to! I thought…I thought I was peeing!

“Peeing out cum.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm.”

“Good girl,” and I patted his cheek. “You’ll be staying horny for me.”

I got up and began to put on exercise clothes.

He stared at me. He was happy, but scared, but fascinated. What was happening to him…he loved it…but…he was losing something, too.

“Did you really call me a bitch?”

I grinned as I tied my shoes. “I’m going to the gym. Why don’t you clean up this mess.”

He sat on the edge of the bed then, his mouth open, and he stared at my back as I walked out the door.

When this all started, many months ago, I hadn’t known where I was going. I was just feeling the power, and the sex, and I let it take me. What I hadn’t known was that I was seeking something, a freedom, an emancipated me.

And I hadn’t known it was as simple as putting a dick up a man’s asshole. But it was, and now I had become who I was meant to be; I had become the real me. I was a woman in charge.

END
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PART ONE

“There’s something wrong here!” Gene looked in the mirror.

Brandy was doing her nails and she glanced at him. She took note of pecs, his gluts, his abs…everything was cut, minimum of fat, striations of muscles everywhere. He was a manly man. “You’re okay.”

“No…something is wrong. I just feel a little off.”

“Honey, you’ve been training for the Mr. America competition for months. Heck, years, if you think about it. Your physique is incredible. You’ll put everybody to shame.”

Gene turned this way and that. He struck pose after pose. He pumped his biceps at the mirror, stretched his back, bounced his pecs one after the other. “I don’t think I have the mass.”

Brandy sighed and brushed some polish on a nail. “What do you weigh?

He stepped over to the scale, tapped it with a foot to turn it on, then stepped on to it. “Aha! 218! That proves it.”

“You’re two pounds light. Drink some water. No big deal.”

Gene frowned and stepped off the scale. “I must need more stanozolol!” He headed for the kitchen and his stash of pills. Every day was a regimen of drugs. Drugs and proper nutrition and lots of weight lifting. That was the key.

A minute later he was back. “That should do it,” he mumbled.

“Honestly, honey. You worry too much.”

“And you worry too little. This is my whole life we’re talking about here!”

“Another bodybuilding contest. Go look on the mantle. You’ve got more trophies than Carter has pills.”

“I just need to make it to the finals…”

“And you take more pills than you’ve got trophies. When are you going to relax and get over it?”

“When I’m top of the world, Ma,” he chuckled. He loved that old James Cagney movie.

Brandy put the bottle of nail polish back in her kit. She stood up and stretched.

She wasn’t cut like Gene, but she had great genes. Her breasts were big and perky, her waist was thin, her ass was round. What more could she ask? Except, of course, a little more loving.

“Are we going to do it tonight?” Her voice was plaintive.

“Babe! We did it last month! I need to conserve my energy and get ready for the big contest. I’m going to win it this time. I know I am.”

“Yeah,” she muttered. You get a big trophy and I get frustrated. Whoop ti do.”

Gene stood in front of the mirror and practiced his poses. She turned off the lights and went to bed. He remained in front of the mirror, working by the light of the bathroom.

She’ll feel better when I win, he thought. He clenched his fists and smiled at himself in the mirror.

If only he didn’t have this lousy, little, niggling feeling in the back of his mind.

The next day was Saturday. A big day for him. He ate a dozen egg yolks. Raw. Mixed in with spinach and protein powder and a couple of other things to keep him healthy and cut and muscular.

Then he went down to the gym and worked on weights. He worked on his arms and abs this day. Legs and chest tomorrow. And odds and ends on the third day.

His routine was brutal. Non stop, from exercise to exercise. In between drills he practiced poses.

Other gym rats walked past him. Some with a kind word, some with a jealous eye. He tried to ignore everything. He was so close to winning.

Lunch. A variety of vegetables and eggs and fish with a sampling of fruit.

Back to the gym.

At six o’clock he was back home. Exhausted, but ready for a couple of hours of yoga and posing. The contest was only a couple of weeks away and he was in the best shape of his life.

Bedtime, and he worked on his poses, and….he felt weak.

“I don’t feel so good,” he murmured, trying to keep his muscles pumped and in position. But he was actually shivering a little bit.

Shivering? He hadn’t been sick for over six years. His healthy lifestyle banished all thoughts of sickness. But now…he didn’t feel well.

Brandy looked at him. He wasn’t a hypochondriac, but he was sort of a whiner. But two days in a row?

She frowned. “What do you weigh?”

“He tapped the scale and got on it.

“Oh, fuck.”

“What?”

“217.”

She laughed. “Three pounds. After your big Saturday work out. I think you better come to bed and please me. That will give you your lost three pounds.”

He stared at the scale. He had a sinking feeling. Three pounds off, and he only had twelve days until the contest.

“You don’t understand. I’ve got to be very careful. I’ve got to have discipline. I want to win this time.”

Brandy slipped out of her clothes and lay back on the bed. Her legs were spread and her vagina was totally exposed.

“Honey?”

He turned, saw her, licked his lips, then: “No! I can’t! Stop tempting me!”

Brandy sat up, her large breasts jiggled, then pointed at him. Her nipples were turgid and ready for a good sucking.

“Stop tempting me, then. I’m your wife! And I need some sex!”

“No,” he said, and he rushed out of the room.

Brandy groaned and laid back, then she did the only thing she could do. She got out of bed, opened her dresser drawer, and took out a vibrator.

“If you don’t fuck me I’m going to fuck myself!” she yelled.

No answer. Heck, for all she knew he could be out in the garage, lifting weights and posing and being ‘the man.’

She lay back on the bed, spread her legs and began to diddle herself. The cord stretched out and she pushed it away and rubbed the vibrator over her clitoris.

Oh, fuck! It had been too long. She needed this!

She pushed the tip of the electric dildo into her labia. It shivered everything inside her and she started to turn to butter. God, she loved sex! When was her big lug of a hubby going to figure it out!”

She pushed the shaft into her slit and began to pant and come apart at the seams.

“What are you doing?” Gene was at the door, staring at her.

She was so horny, and so close, she didn’t even bother stopping. She jammed it in and pulled it out. She gasped, “What you should be doing! Oh…oh…FUCK!”

She came. A magnificent crescendo of lust. She was a bit of a squirter and liquid spurted from her pussy. Spasms racked her body and her mind turned into a white hot blast of sex.

“Heysoos!” sighed Gene. “I can’t…you shouldn’t…” Disgusted, he turned away and walked out to the living room.

Brandy sagged back and turned off the vibrator. God, that had been good.

“I’m done,” she called out. “It’s safe now!” And she giggled. Big strong man and he’s afraid of a little orgasm.

A minute later Gene came back in. He actually acted a little embarrassed. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that while I was around.”

“And I’d appreciate it if you would use that cock of yours so I wouldn’t have to do it like this.”

He turned to her, then sat on the edge of the bed. “Don’t you understand? I have to do this! I have to win!

Then I have to get myself off!” She humphed and turned on her side, faced away from him.

Gene heaved a sigh, then went to the mirror. He had to get his poses down.

The next day was Sunday, and Gene actually had a slight case of the sniffles.

Sniffles! In his condition. He was cut, trimmed, bulked and in the best shape of his life, if he could just get back those three pounds.

And during his work out he felt…weak. He was still moving around hundreds of pounds on the weight set, the barbells were packed with iron, but he couldn’t seem to get under the iron. Instead of throwing the dumb bells around from the get go, and working himself into exhaustion, he was tired form the start, and the iron just felt like somebody had snuck an extra 25 pound plate on the ends.

Still, he muscled through. He had to. He wanted to be up on the stage with a trophy taller than he was. He wanted to win!

At lunch he ate his raw fish and drank his oyster juice, with an extra scoop of protein powder. But after lunch he didn’t feel that boost that protein usually gave him. He felt…weak.

He arrived home at six, and he was dragging.

Brandy took one look and said, “That’s it. You’re done. Get into bed.”

“But I’ve got to work out! I weighed myself before I came home and I’m down to 215! I’m wasting away! I’ve got to work harder.” Then he sneezed.

Brandy felt his forehead and frowned. “You’re burning up.” She the thermometer out and stuck it under his tongue. A minute later she took it out. “Over a hundred. 101. Go to bed.”

“I’m not going to bed!”

“You’re going to bed if I have to kick you in the balls and drag you to bed.”

He groaned.

Normally he would have laughed at her. And even when he was tired, he could put her off. But now he felt weak, and when she grabbed his balls and started pulling him back towards the bedroom he stumbled along after. And he didn’t even get erect.

She put him in bed, covered him up, and he suddenly shivered.

“Are you cold?”

“It’s nothing.”

“I’m warming up some chicken soup. If you want that five pounds back then you’ll suck soup and that’s it!”

He closed his eyes and looked totally miserable.

Ten minutes later she pushed the bedroom door open, half hoping he was asleep. She was holding a bowl of chicken soup, and she stopped and stared.

Gene was out of bed, shivering as he posed in front of the mirror.

“Get back in that bed!” she screamed.

He actually jumped.

Then he crawled back into bed.

“Honey, I feel better already,” he tried, but she saw right through the lie. She fed him chicken soup, felt his head, “You’re burning up,” and “If you’re not better by tomorrow I’ll call the doctor.

“But I’m a world class bodybuilder,” he sniffled. “I don’t get sick.”

“Well I’m a world class bitch, and I say you’re sick. Now shut up and suck soup!”

He ate everything in the bowl, and would have eaten the bowl if he had been feeling better. That wasn’t much nourishment for a guy who wanted to be the best bodybuilding in the world.

“Okay. I’m cured,” he muttered as she put the bowl aside.

She snorted, covered him up, turned out the lights, and sat in her vanity chair and read her iPad.

A few minutes later she heard a snore. She smiled, but didn’t give up the watch. She knew how devious Gene could be when it came to bodybuilding.

The next day Gene felt better, but he still felt weak. And he was down to 212 pounds.

That was eight pounds in a week, and that wasn’t good. Gene knew it, and even Brandy admitted it. Still, Gene was determined that it was nothing a good work out wouldn’t cure, and he adamantly refused to see a doctor.

“That costs money!”

“We’ve got insurance.”

“I don’t have the time.”

“I’ll hit you,” she said, quite seriously.

And he finally tried the ultimate excuse in a history of excuses. “I’m too sick to go to the doctor.”

So she couldn’t budge him.

He went to the gym that day, ignored her entreaties and just pushed his way past her. And came home like a dog that just run a marathon in the rain. He was whipped. He dragged. He went to bed.

And all that week he teetered on the edge of sickness. Temperature 100, feeling weak, and by the weekend he was at 206 pounds. He truly was wasting away. At least for a world class bodybuilder her was. Even Brandy admitted that he looked a little punk.

A few days later, when he hit 200 pounds, he gave in. He went to a doctor.

“So what do you think is wrong, Doc?” Gene sat on the edge of green, squarish chair and stared at the doctor.

Doctor Quakenbush sighed. He was a short fellow with a bushy mustache and glasses. He wore a white coat and he tended to walk with a stoop, which actually made his ass poke out a bit.

“Well, to be honest, I have never seen anything like this in all my years of practice.”

Brandy leaned forward. This was her husband the doctor was talking about.

“So what is it.”

“All the tests have pointed to one conclusion…”

“Yeah?”

“Yes?”

“You’re allergic to testosterone.”

Gene blinked.

Brandy tilted her head and frowned.

“What?”

“Testosterone. You’re allergic to it.”

“But I’m a guy! And more than that…I’m a big guy! A manly man! I’m a bodybuilder! I need testosterone!”

“Not anymore you don’t.”

Both Gene and Brandy were sitting back in their chairs now, as if the doctor’s words had pushed them there.

“You’ve been taking supplements, extra pills, massive doses of testosterone related products. You’ve taken so much testosterone that your body is literally full up. It needs to dump testosterone. It definitely can’t handle any more testosterone. Gene. I am putting you on a testosterone free diet right now. You will eat only the foods without testosterone in them. And I am prescribing a regimen of estrogen to counter the effects of your testosterone.”

“But doctor! He’s scheduled to compete in the biggest bodybuilding contest in the world! In days! Can’t you just…give him a shot or something?

“Quakenbush pursed his lips, sighed, and said, “Brandy, I don’t think you understand. Gene’s condition is life threatening. If he doesn’t recover from his ‘testosterone poisoning’ he could die!”

Brandy gasped.

Gene began to cry.

Brandy leaned over and put an arm around his shoulders and consoled him. The doctor began writing prescriptions for medicine.

“It’s the end of my life,” Gene sobbed as Brandi drove them home.

“Don’t say that, honey. There’s lot of things you can do beside body building.”

“Like what?”

“You could focus on yoga, become a great swami.”

“But I don’t want to be a swami!” he sniffed and wiped tears away.

“You could go back to school. You always wanted to be a nuclear physicist.”

“Not anymore. Those guys are dummies!”

“Well, how about running for politics? Like Arnie?”

“And now he’s old and nobody likes him!”

Brandy sighed. This was going to be more difficult than she thought.

They arrived home and Gene went into the garage, to his own personal gym, for a light work out.

“Should you be doing that?” Brandy asked.

“Doc said it was testosterone.”

“But—“

“Brandy, please,” Gene was ready to cry again. “I can’t give it up! You’ve got to leave me something.”

Brandy backed off, but she did put in a call to Quakenbush. Ten minutes later she returned to the garage. “The doctor says you can work out, but you should avoid heavy weights.”

“But I can’t do that!”

“Yes, you can. Doctors orders. Just do lighter weights.”

“But then I’ll have to do more repetitions.”

“That’s okay.”

He stuttered, “But..but…”

“But what?” She was curious because he had a horrified look on his face.

“But that’s a girl’s work out! I’d be working out like a woman.”

Brandy held in a snicker. She had a mental picture of her big, bad manly man in tights and a tutu.

“But at least you can work out. And once you’re over your testosterone allergy you can go back to heavy weights and be a…a…” she was having trouble controlling her laughter, “…a man.”

Gene sat down on a bench and hung his head. “Working out like a girl. My life really is over.”

Brandy bit her lip and went back into the house.

Gene started changing his work out, and she went to the store. That night she set out a different kind of dinner for Gene.

She gave him a soy hamburger, which is an oxymoron if ever there was one. Gene scarfed it down, and she made him another one. Still, it wasn’t like the three or four regular, juicy, real meat hamburgers he would down.

Then she made him eat a salad of alfalfa sprouts with cashews and berries. Very high in estrogen and just what the doctor ordered.

For desert he had dried fruits.

He was hungry, even though he had done a girl’s work out, he had worked out, and he had been intense, so he was hungry. He ate his dinner, and didn’t even complain.

Then he went out and worked out some more. Unfortunately, there just wasn’t enough protein in the foods he had eaten, so he was forced to use even less weight, and make up for it with higher reps.

The days passed. Workouts and prune juice. Poses and tofu and edamame. And he lost more weight.

A week later he got off the scale and tears leaked out of his eyes.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“I’m still losing weight. I’m down to 190 pounds.”

“The doctor said you would lose weight, probably a lot of weight, before your body rebalanced itself. I’m sorry, honey, but you’re just going to have to go through it.

Gene snuffled and went back out to the garage.

Two days later he was getting dressed in the morning. He pulled up his tighty whiteys and…they slipped off his hips. He looked at the undergarments laying on the floor around his feet. “Oh, no!”

“What?” asked Brandy from the bathroom where she was selecting earrings for the day.

“My BVDs won’t stay up!”

She leaned back and looked at him. Then she came out and said. “Show me.”

He pulled his underpants up and, sure enough, they dropped right off his hips.

“Wow.”

“What am I going to do?”

“You could go commando.”

“But my dick is too big.”

Brandy stared at his cock and balls. She frowned. Truth was, his cock and balls looked a little smaller. Not much, but a little, and…she shrugged at a worrisome thought.

“I’ve got some stretch underwear you can wear.”

“What?”

“It’ll probably be a little tight at the balls, you won’t have a pouch…but the material will stretch to fit. Should be okay.”

“First I start working out like a girl. Now I have to wear girly underwear.”

Which made Brandy chuckle.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“The thought of you, the most manly man in the world reduced to wearing girl’s panties.”

A sob erupted from him.

“Hey, I’m sorry. But we have to look at this with a sense of humor.”

“But…but…”

“Come on, you big baby. Put these on.”

They looked like his regular underwear, but there were no seams, and the material was slick and…sort of neat to the touch and feel.

She helped him pull the panties up and he looked in the mirror.

“See? It just looks like the posing trunks you wear for competitions.”

Gene had to admit that the panties did, in fact, look exactly like posing trunks. In fact, they looked a little better. And his junk was held up nice and neat.

Brandy frowned. Damn. His package did look smaller. But, she smiled, his body was actually more aesthetic. It was quite slender, yet, but it was more regular sized.

“You have more of these?”

“I do. With matching bras.”

The look on his face, Brandy almost died of laughter.

For the next week Gene kept taking his medicine and doing his ‘girly’ work outs. Oddly, he wasn’t just losing weight, he was down to 180 pounds now, but his body was reshaping. He, of course, noticed it.

“Do my hips look a little larger?”

“No,” Brandy lied.

“They look bigger to me.”

“That’s just your imagination. Besides, the doctor said there would be changes and adjustments. If your hips are changing that’s all part of it.”

He frowned, took a pinch of flesh on his butt and looked at it. “Too fat.”

“No…no. Just right. It’s proportional.”

But he didn’t think so. But…there wasn’t much he could do about it. He kept working out and taking medicine and eating cruciferous salads filled with tempeh and cashews.

And he was eating a bit less now. The less weight and high reps didn’t eat up the protein like his regular manly man work outs.

“Are my pectorals looking a bit, uh…too much?”

He turned and looked at his chest in the mirror.

“Maybe a little. But you just need to do more work on that area. Do some flys and presses, that sort of thing.”

So Gene did, which was probably the worst thing he could have done. It is well known among women that if you want to expand your breasts you should build up muscle underneath them. That will cause them to thrust out further, not sag. After all, breasts are made of fat, they aren’t made of muscle, so muscle building doesn’t necessarily reduce breasts. It just makes them look bigger. Especially if the person doing the lifting is suffering an imbalance such as Gene was suffering.

Another week passed. A trip to the doctor, during which Quackenbush complimented and encouraged him. He still had a testosterone ‘allergy,’ but Quackenbush felt sure that any day the situation would right it self.

But he was down to 170 pounds, and he did look like he was putting on a bit of fanny. And his damned pecs…he was going to have to work a lot harder!

His clothes started to hang on him. Actually, they had been hanging for a while, but it had reached the point where he had to do something about it. In his mind he looked like a scarecrow in a field. To Brandy he just looked like a regular guy—with a bit of an ass and a slightly puffy chest, who needed to select better fitting clothes.

They went to the Goodwill. Gene refused to go to a men’s shop because they were so expensive. And, though he wouldn’t admit it, his body was not shaped like he wanted it. The V of his back was changing into an hourglass. he wasn’t willing to admit that there was a certain girlish quality to his body, but…he went to the Goodwill and avoided measuring tapes.

“I don’t see anything that really fits?”

“Well, get things a little loose. I suppose I could remember how to do some sewing and take things in a bit.”

He tried on pants, but the only pants that fit him had wide legs, and to get legs that wide he had to get them long.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Brandy. “I really can sew.”

“I know, but it’s the idea of the thing. I used to get large clothes and they fit fine. Maybe a little tight, but if I was careful when I flexed no seams split.”

“Your body is just going through changes,” Brandy said. “Here, how about this sweat shirt?”

He looked at it and groaned. He always used to wear skin tight tees. Now he wanted something to cover up his puffy chest. “Okay.”

He tried on the sweat shirt, and it wasn’t too bad. But his pecs did show on the front, little mounds that looked, well, like they were…girly.

Brandy withheld herself from suggesting that he wear a bra. She knew better.

But she also knew that he looked…good. He looked hot. His thinner waist, the way his top and bottom flared…it made her horny.

But she was horny all the time, and she realized that since this whole testosterone thing had started she had gone from once a month fucking to none a month fucking.

She inspected his figure in the sweat shirt as he looked at a mirror.

He was sexy that way. And he didn’t have enough testosterone left to satisfy her. But she was getting tired of her vibrator. There had to be a solution here. She didn’t want to live the life of an old maid.

“Okay. It’ll work.” Gene turned to her, pressing against his chest mounds, trying to push them back into his chest, to get his normal flat , male chest back.

Brandy gave a little moan and, hidden behind racks of clothes, she pressed a fist into her mons.

The next week he was down to 160 pounds. The doctor didn’t care, but Brandy had to do some serious sewing. She nipped the waist of his shirts in. She cut off too long legs. She let out the hips and…his package was smaller. She had him try on pants and she stared, and she even reached in and hefted them.

Yep. Definitely getting smaller.

But she had done research on the net and she knew that when men took too much estrogen they tended to shrink in the sexual equipment department.

So, was he taking too much?

Quackenbush didn’t think so. Quackenbush just took his blood samples and hemmed and hawed and prescribed more medicine.

So, Brandy figured, it was just one more thing Gene was going to have to go through.

150 pounds, and there was no hiding the fact. Gene had boobs. He had tits. Breasts. Knockers.

Oh, they weren’t big, but they sagged on his chest.

“Can you pick me up an Ace bandage?”

“What for?” asked Brandy.

“I need to bind my chest. These…these things are getting a little uncomfortable.”

Brandy went to the store and did her shopping, and headed over the pharmacy, which was a big one with small section of women’s clothes. She walked past a little shelf with bras on it. For little girls.

She stopped and walked backwards, turned, and stared. She selected the largest training bra, and an extender for the back clasp, and smiled.

And admitted that she was wet.

She loved Gene. She loved when he took her in his manly arms and took her to paradise.

But Gene wasn’t able to do that any longer.

Gene had tits.

And it made her hot.

Standing in line at the big pharmacy she became aware of her cunt. All juicy. Heck, she wouldn’t be surprised if she had a big wet spot on the crotch of  her shorts.

She returned home with a grin on the inside, sober on the outside, and determined to have her way.

“Gene!” she yelled when she entered the house.

Gene came in from the garage. “Yeah?”

She tossed the bra to him. “I didn’t get an Ace bandage, but this will keep your chest flat.

He held up the bra and stared at it.

“I can’t do this.”

Brandy advanced on him. In a snarly sort of tone she said, “You’ve got breasts, and we’re going to do something about it. And it starts with not having big, old, saggy tits1”

“I’m not that saggy,” his voice whined.

“Yes, you are. And I don’t care, man or woman, this is what you wear when you have tits. It will disguise them, and it will support you, and…you don’t want stretch marks, do you?”

Stretch marks, the bane of a bodybuilders existence. All bodybuilders had to rub oils into their skin to stop the spread of stretch marks. From the look on his face Brandy knew that she had hit home.

“But…but…”

“Come on. Take off your shirt. You’ll like it. It will probably even help you in your work outs.”

Gene took off his shirt and Brandy showed him how to put it on.

“This is weird,” he said, looking in a mirror.

Brandy held in a gasp. The female article of clothing really did the job. It gave his body a definite female quality. And the bra didn’t hide his boobs that much. Truth was he was big enough that no bra would hide his boobs.

But, in fact, she didn’t want to hide them. Just standing there and examining his girly body, she was flushed.

“Are you all right,” Gene asked, noticing the light redness in her face.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just have to go to the bathroom.”

She trotted down the hallway, grabbed her vibrator and headed into the bathroom. She sat down, plugged the vibrator in and started working her pussy.

She rubbed the shaft along her labia. She flicked her clit and wished somebody would suck it. With her free hand she pulled on her nipples. A moan escaped her. She was getting close, it felt so good, she was, she was… “Oh! Oh…oh…oh!”

Her hips thrashed on the toilet and she tried to stay on it.

The door opened and Gene stood there in his new bra. He stared at 
Brandy. The vibrator was half up her cunt, she was gasping and her hips were spasming and she fell off the toilet.

“Brandy!” His mouth was open, his eyes were wide.

She lay there, hair a mess, legs spread, dripping with sexual sweat, her eyes wide and glittering.

And she said, “Honey…we’ve got to talk.”


PART TWO

“I am not going to dress like a woman!”

“You’re already dressing like a woman!”

They glared at each other. They were sitting at the kitchen table. A bottle of bourbon sat between them, and they each had a half a glass of that rare commodity that they loved but rarely imbibed…booze.

“My underwear looks male enough.”

“No panty lines, just like a woman, and you’re wearing a bra!”

“I’ll take it off!

“You do that and you’ll have stretch marks!”

“I’m not!”

“You are!”

Brandy knew she was losing the argument. Oh, she might win it in a week or two, when Gene was down a few sizes and his package was as small as a pair of dingle berries and a little finger. But she wanted her way right now.

She frowned.

He huffed and sipped.

She smiled.

She leaned forward and took his shrunken testicles in her hands. “Honey, you know how I want this.”

He groaned.

“So we’re going to try it out. After all, you can’t really make a decision if you haven’t at least tried it out.”

He shook his head, but he was weakening.

For fifteen minutes she manipulated his balls, stroked his little shaft, and…he didn’t give up.

Oh, he weakened, but not enough.

She sat back and frowned. Damn. Whenever she wanted something from him she played with his balls and that always did the trick.

So why wasn’t he giving in now?”

Then she blinked.  A thought ripped through her psyche and she reached for him, and placed her palms on his breasts.

“Oh!” he gasped.

She saw it in his eyes, and she knew what had happened.

A manly man is focused on his nuts. The way to manipulate a manly man was to heft those balls and suck that cock. But now his cock had shrunk, and so had the desire to have that cock sucked shrunk.

But what on him grown?

His tits.

His tits were his new erogenous zone. She leaned further forward and took a nipple in mouth. She caressed his mounds with her hands and sucked on his turgid, little nips.

Well, they were bigger than before, though not as big as hers, but…it worked.

Gene felt the shock lancing through him. Right from his nipples down to his groin. Instant horny.

And he realized that he hadn’t had any sex for a long time. Months. And, he had to admit it, even if only to himself…a manly man needs sex.

“Oh, baby,” he lifted her up and kissed her mouth.

Brandy exulted and placed her hands on his boobs. she caressed and pulled on the nipples.

Gene groaned through their kiss, and she could feel him melting. The feeling in his chest, the way she felt him, he didn’t stand a chance.

A couple of minutes later she stood up. “Come on. Let’s fuck, then we’ll consider this matter of female clothes.

He was helpless. He followed her down the hallway, his cock was smaller, but it was still big enough, and it was stiff, and she held it firmly and smiled back at him.

She hoped up on the bed and lay back. “Eat me, Mr. Hunk.”

Gene lay between her legs. He was so horny now, he was like a dam that had burst, and all his emotion and lust was pouring out. He lowered his head to her pussy and kissed her mons.

Brandy smiled and spread wider. She placed her hands on the sides of his head, but she didn’t need to do much.

He was hot.

He ran his tongue up the labia, feeling the crevices, sucking on the clitoris, sticking his tongue, which was delightfully long, right into her hole.

Brandy gasped. Thank God his tongue hadn’t shrunk!

For long minutes he held her buns and wallowed in her juices. And her juices were really flowing.

He tasted her essence, and she raised her hips and pressed her pussy onto his mouth.

She played with her own tits, feeling them, slapping them, pulling on the big nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered through a mouth full of quim.

“Fuck, yeah!” Brandy moaned.

He put a finger in her and she opened her mouth in delight. “Oh, yeah, baby. Do me.”

He did. He swirled his finger around, touched her delicate nerves and caused her pussy to jerk and twitch.

He raised up a bit, crawled a foot up her body so he could suck on her breasts, and this allowed her to reach his nipples again.

They played with each others chests, moaning and groaning and pressing tits into hands.

“Fuck me,” she whispered into his ear.

He couldn’t wait. After all the years of discipline, of putting off his personal enjoyment, he was a like a madman unleashed. A madman with a woman’s body.

He slithered further up her body and fit his cock to her pussy.

For a second she panicked. It felt so small, but then it slipped in, and then Brandy realized the curse and the blessing of fucking a man with a small dick.

It excited her nerves, because most of the nerves are on the outer rim of the pussy. Which made her want the deep penetration. But she couldn’t have the deep boning she so desperately wanted. So she grew more desperate, hotter, and this built her frustration, and she tried harder, and everything got better and worse, until she was climbing the walls.

Gene, of course, was getting the fucking of a lifetime. She was thrashing her hips, trying to pull him deeper, and it was wonderful and hot and…and he didn’t care about his penis that much.

He cared about his tits.

But in the moaning thrashing mess of sex she was obsessing on his cock, and not on his boobs.

Thus, they built to a frustrational peak. Both wanting more of what they were getting less of.

But, more or less, long dick or short, Brandy was pushed over the top. With a might wail she clutched him and her hips went full spasm. They locked up and she couldn’t move. All she could do was feel this magnificent orgasm shake her world and shatter her mind.

Gene gave a couple of squirts, and he was done.

But he was also still horny.

For the first time in their marriage they had swapped positions. Usually it was her that was horny, and him that was done.

They lay side by side, breathing deeply, trying to get their wind back.

“Fuck,” she whispered, totally sated. “That was an incredible fuck!”

“Yeah,” he said. “That was good.”

She turned and stared at him. That was the most insincere statement she had ever heard. She realized that while she had had the juiciest steak in existence, he had just had a so so hamburger.

Yet, he didn’t seem upset.

If that had happened to her, when it had happened to her, she was cross, irritated, and could even be a bitch.

He just lay there. A trifle irritated, but…no real reaction.

She frowned. This was going to take some thought.

Gene awoke and yawned. He had had sex the day before, and it was good, he supposed. But he didn’t remember it as being—

Whap! A cloth landed on his face. “Put that on.”

He opened his eyes and sat up. He was holding two pieces of cloth; he was holding a bikini top and bottom.

He looked at Brandy. She watched him with a gimlet eye.

“But…”

“NO!” She stamped her foot. “We talked about this yesterday, and you’re going to at least try it.

Sighing, and feeling a little weird, he put his feet into the bikini bottom and pulled it up. It was a tight fit, but…it was okay.

Brandy stared at his manhood. It was now boyhood. It seemed like he had shrunken even more since they had had sex.

Sadly, she realized that she wouldn’t be fucking him again. He was going to be too small. Of course there was still oral, or maybe she could use a vibrator on what was left of his cock, and on herself, of course, but the days of being gobsmacked by the feeling of a huge cock opening her pussy up were gone.

He didn’t pick up on her sadness, he was too busy figuring out the bikini top.

Fortunately his musculature had gone down enough—he was only 140 pounds—so that he was gaining flexibility. He managed to put his arms behind his back and press the snap closed.

She smiled at him being female flexible.

He stood in front of a mirror, and there was no mistaking the feminine quality of him. His boobs looked quite sizable in the bikini top, his waist was getting really thin, and his hair…his hair was longish.

Not super long, but longish.

He was a bad one for getting haircuts because he was always too busy working out. The past couple of months he had been so obsessed with the changes in his body, and then he had been too embarrassed by his body to go out, that he had let his hair, usually semi-long, grow.

Brandy went and stood behind him. She put her arms around him and they studied the mirror.

They looked like two women. Of course he was a little messy in the hair department, and he wasn’t wearing any make up, but…he looked good.

“Come on,” she squeezed his boobs which made his knees weak.

“Where?” he followed her out to the kitchen.

“It’s time to work on your hair.”

“I just comb my hair. You know that.”

“No longer, lover. That ugly mop doesn’t belong on that beautiful body.

It was the right thing to say, and he allowed himself to be sat down on a chair on the patio.

She draped a towel over his shoulders and got a glass of water, scissors, a comb and a hair brush.

He looked at the hairbrush with disdain. “What’s that for?”

“Hah!” she answered.

For a half hour she sprinkled drops of water on his locks, she combed and snipped, and shaped his hair to his head and his features. Then she used the hair brush, rolling his hair around it, pulling it out, dripping a bit of water and shaping.

His hair began to curl under. His hair was just shy of his shoulders, and the curls lifted them a bit higher, but when she was done he had a beautiful hairdo. It flowed down, curled under, and framed his face perfectly.

He was now more feminine looking than ever.

“Good Lord,” he whispered.

She took a pair of tweezers and began plucking his eyebrows.

Gene passed through shock and into fascination. His eyebrows arched up like a woman’s.

“I don’t know,” he said.

But Brandy was going great guns now.

“Come on, sit back and I’ll do you proper.”

He sat in her vanity chair and she cleansed his pores with little sponges. He was amazed at the amount of dirt that came  out of his face. Then she began putting primer on him.

He watched as the color left his face, then after applying a foundation, she began putting the color back on.

He stared as she worked shadow over his eyes, outlined his eyes, and lengthened his eyelashes.

“Beautiful,” she murmured as she painted his lips.

He looked in the mirror and was astounded. He had been a big, hunky, manly man of a body builder. Now he was slender and big boobed and…and feminine.

He was so shocked by his transformation that he didn’t say anything when she pierced his ears and hung a pair of danglies from them.

“I should pierce your tongue,” she said when she was done and he was turning his head this way and that, studying his reflection.

“What? Why on earth…”

“Then I could attach a dildo to it and really use your face.”

He blinked. “You’re kidding.”

“About the piercing, not about the dildo. Honey, you’ve got me so hot…I really, really, really need to cum.

Gene said, “But I just got you off the other night!”

She said, “But you’re so beautiful. I need it again.”

“But—“

“Come on, do me, use a dildo and don’t mess your make up, and then you can work out.”

The phrase ‘work out’ clicked in his head. He had been so busy getting made over that he hadn’t worked out.

He allowed her to pull him out of the vanity chair. He stood there while she buckled a strap on around his hips, and he looked down at the big dick sticking out from his groin.

“What about my own dick?”

“Honey, surely you’ve realized that…well…you’re turning a bit shrimpy.

And, he couldn’t lie. He had.

“So you do me, and…heck, I’m always the horny one, right?”

He nodded, but he remembered how frustrated he had been the other night, even though he had cum, and the residue of frustration was still in him.

Still, the look in her eyes, and the way he felt all made up and not wanting to mess his face up…he let himself be pulled towards the bed.

“Do me doggy, baby.” She crawled onto the bed and waggled her butt.

He wanted to kiss her pussy, to bury his face in it, but…make up.

He moved up behind her and held his fake cock and swirled the tip against her slit.

She groaned and moved her butt.

He stared down at his cocks. His real one and his fake one. His real one was smaller than a hot dog now. It was stiff, he was horny, and getting hornier, but that big one…man! It was bigger than his dick had been when it had been man-sized.

He reached down and cupped his marbles. And they were marbles. Yes, they felt good, but…

“What are you waiting for? Come on!”

He pushed the head of his fake cock into her.

She gasped and clutched the bed spread with white knuckled hands.

“Oh, yeah!”

He began to move in and out, and he felt…detached. he was fucking her, and suddenly he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it.

But he no longer had the tool to please.

His little  dick, his real dick, poked between her legs.

She felt it and squeezed her thighs together and trapped it.

That felt better, at least he was getting some traction, and he began to pound her.

“Oh, baby!” she wheezed, rotating her buns a little, back and forth, making the most of his big dick.

He pushed with his little dick, at least getting some rubbing sensation.

He reached around, his tits touched her back, and he cupped her tits.

He was molded to her now, and he could tell that his big cock was doing the job. She was gulping and groaning and twisting around. Her pussy was gripping and slipping and he was ramming and jamming.

Her arms collapsed and her shoulders fell on the bed. She lay, her face turned to the side, and he pounded his big spike into her hole.

“Oh…fuck,” she whimpered, and she began to cum. The orgasm just popped through her, vast and sweeping.

She tried to move forward, to get the dick out of her, but he held her hips.

He kept the dick tight against her as deep as it could go inside her wet pussy, and her legs squeezed together, and he felt like he was going to cum…he felt like…it was going to…

She went slack and it didn’t happen.

She lay under him, breathing hard, trying to figure out which way was up.

He lay on top of her, and wished his little dick, his real dick, was long enough to reach into her pussy.

He hadn’t been too horny when he was a manly man, he had always put his energy into body building. But now…he was getting a bit desperate.

But…they were done.

Gene started going back to the gym. At first he was scared, but he had seen trans people working out, and he knew most of the people, so…he went back on an early morning and tried it out.

And it worked.

Of course he didn’t go back to the section where manly men threw tons of iron around and laughed. He didn’t have the musculature for that.

But he could go to the women’s section.

Low weight, high reps, and…girly talk.

He learned more about make up. The girls knew who he was, and it only took a little gossip before they knew what had happened to him, and they actually took him under their wing.

Well, he had helped train some of them when he was manly, so they turned it about and gave him advice on lifting, on fashion, even how to walk and talk like a woman.

But he drew the line when they brought up things like how to flirt, how to make a man love you.

“Sorry, girls,” he would say. “This is where I work out.”

They didn’t mind. They understood. Besides, he was, in their eyes, still undergoing some sort of transition, and that included a lot of soul searching, and a lot of space in which to have your own thoughts.

Interestingly, his testosterone numbers started to level. He was finally beginning to achieve a balance in his chemistry.

Unfortunately, or fortunately depending on your whim and viewpoint, he was not packing the muscle back on. And his package was staying about as big as a six year old’s. He was not bulking up and becoming the manly man.

It bothered him, a little. But it bothered him more that it didn’t bother him as much.

The truth was that he was enjoying being a girl. He liked wearing the latest dress, tilting his ass up with a pair of high heels, experimenting with different shades and colors of make up.

His hair was getting longer, too.

“We should do your nails,” one of the girls mentioned as he spotted for her.

Other girls gathered around and offered opinions as to shape and color.

“Gel nails last longer.”

“We need them long though. His stubby, little spatulas need to sprout.”

Lots of giggling.

Gene didn’t mind. Heck, he was wearing make up every day, he rarely wore man clothes, and the girls were even telling him that he shouldn’t drive home all sweaty, he should just come in and use their shower.

“Come on,”Lila said. She was one of the serious weight lifters. She was training for competition, and she was likely to win.

They dragged him, without too much protest, into the girl’s locker room. They sat him in a chair and two girls, one on each side, began prepping his nails. They sanded and shaped, and finally glued long ovals on him. He stared in wonder as his nails now extended a half inch beyond his flesh.

Then they colored them bright red and put a coat of lacquer on them.

While they were standing around, gossiping, Lila asked, “So, delicate subject, how’s your package?”

“What do you mean?”

“They’ve had you taking estrogen, you said. Has your package shriveled up?”

He hung his head a little, he did have a bit of the residual man in him. “Yeah.”

The girls giggled and clapped their hands.

“Show us?”

He looked around the circle of excited faces. These were now his friends. He didn’t hang with the ironheads, now he hung with the fairer of the species.

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Look, we’re asking. We really want to see.”

So he pulled down his work out trunks.

The girls stared raptly at his little dick. “Oh, my gosh,” murmured one. “That’s so cute.”

“Gosh,” said another. “I wish my husband was that big.”

“Can I touch it?”

The girls crowded around and he couldn’t say no, so hand after hand went to his groin and groped him.

He stifled a moan. He didn’t get enough sexual excitement with his cock these days, but he surely loved the way they felt him and tugged him.

“Can I suck it?” asked Lila, her eyes bright.

“I think that’s going too far.”

But the girls whined and protested, and finally one of them said, “How about if we ask your wife’s permission? Will you let us suck you then?”

“Well, uh…I don’t…”

But he had put his cell phone on the counter and one of the girls grabbed it and pressed 1. She giggled. “Wives and girlfriends are always number one.”

“Hello?”

Gene reached for the phone, but the girls brushed his hands away. The girl who had dialed spoke into it. “Hi. My name is Lannie. We’re all down here at the gym working out with your husband.”

“Uh, hi, Lannie.” Brandy was puzzled.

“Listen, I know this may sound weird, but we pulled your husband’s pants down…” everybody smothered giggles, and we really love what you’ve done with his manhood.”

“Oh, uh….thanks. I think.”

“No, it’s really cute. But Gene is really true blue to you, and he doesn’t want us to touch it or anything, so I thought if we asked permission….”

“I don’t know. This has sort of taken me by surprise.”

“I promise we won’t let him cum or anything. But we’ve never seen such a tiny peeny, and, well, some of the girls want to…to kiss it, and…to…”

“Suck it.”

“Yes. Oh, please. oh please, say yes. I mean, none of us are going to try and take him away from you, and he loves you so much anyway. He talks a about you all the time, and…”

“Well, there’s only one problem.”

“Sure? What? What can we do?”

“Well, I don’t want him to cum, that’s for sure, because I want him to cum for me. You can imagine our love life has sort of taken it in the shorts, not to be pun-y, but…”

The girl drifted away from where Gene sat and girls felt his penis. he wanted to get up and follow, but they wouldn’t let him.

In the corner of the locker room the girl talked intently to Brandy, and then she nodded, and she hung up the phone and swaggered back.

“What’d she say?” The girls all asked.

“She said he can’t cum. And…” she looked at Gene, “I told her how to solve your love life.”

“What? Really? What are you…”

But his voice was lost as a woman moved between his thighs and took his cock in her mouth.

He gasped as she rolled it around on her tongue. Then she stuffed his two little balls into her mouth.

“Oh…oh…” he mumbled.

“Remember, girls, no cumming.”

One after the other the girls knelt in front of him. While one sucked others would pinch his boobs and make him moan. A couple of them even kissed him. Long, passionate kisses.

But as much as they sucked on him and played with him, they never let him cum.

“Honey? I’m home!”

He walked into the house. He had showered in the girls locker room and they had helped him repair his make up. Inside his panties his little cock was stiff as a nail. A small nail.

“Back here, babe!”

He set his gym bag down and walked back towards the bedroom.

He was horny. He was frustrated. His little weenie was stiff and throbbing.

Brandy was sitting on her vanity chair, her legs crossed tightly. A robe pulled around her. One leg was bobbing. She took note of his long fingernails and smiled, then: “So you got your cock sucked.” But she was grinning. “How was it.”

“It was fun. They, uh, they say they want to do every time I’m there. They said it makes them horny for their husband’s bigger cocks.”

“I can imagine.”

“So what’s up?”

But Brandy continued talking. “Never getting my hole filled, it gets frustrating. Of course I’ve got a vibrator, but, poor you, what do you have?”

Gene sighed sadly. “I don’t know. Nothing. I guess I’m doomed to be horny for the rest of my life.”

“I’m up with that,” she responded. “I like you horny. But we do need to give you relief every once in a while. After a while, if you get nothing you’ll eventually lose interest. But if we can give you some, enough to keep you in love…”

“Aw, honey. I’ll always love you.”

“I know. And that’s why I’m willing to do something for you. Every once in a while. Maybe every month or two.”

“What?” his tilted his head slightly and his eyebrows dipped in curiosity.

For answer she opened her robe, she was wearing some sort of strap set up on her hips. Then she opened her legs and a big dildo popped up.

“What!”

She stood up, and he got a full view of her strap on, and the dick sticking out from her cunt.

It was nine inches, big and round with thick veins curling up the sides.

“Honey,” she said. “Lay down. I think I love you.”

He was gobsmacked. Awestruck. Dazed.

She pushed him onto the bed. “You took me doggy style, now it’s time to return the favor.”

He was stunned, didn’t know what to do. His wife with a dick?

She arranged him on all fours, then opened a jar of lube.

“The girl who called me told me about this. She said it will help with my frustrations, and it will certainly help you with yours.”

Brandy pushed a big gob of lube into his asshole. She reamed him with a couple of fingers, and he moaned helplessly.

She took her time, more lube. More in and out, more swirling fingers, and she increased the number of fingers.

“She said not to fist you this first time, but it’s something to look forward to. Right?”

He gulped and nodded and made a sound deep in his throat that might have been anything.

She had four fingers in him now, and he felt loose and big back there. He pushed back with his butt and started fucking her hand.

“Yeah, baby. That’s how we roll,” she spoke in a low, sexy voice.

She touched her dick to his rectum. He shivered, knowing this was the real deal.

She entered him smoothly, just an inch, just the head, then waited.

He shivered, wanted more, but she simply stroked his thighs, his ass, and waited.

He gulped, and he could feel himself getting looser and looser.

“That’s it, honey.” She gave him another inch, then another one.

Ten minutes later she was balls deep in him. His front arms had collapsed about the sixth inch, but his ass was still up in the air, and she had him packed.

She began to move back and forth. Slow, long motions. Almost out, then back in. Almost out, then back in.

He groaned, he couldn’t move. He was pegged to the bed and frozen with pleasure.

“Yeah, baby,” Brandy whispered. “Don’t worry if you can’t cum the first time, you’ll eventually have prostate orgasms, and…”

“Oh…fuck!” Gene shivered and his butt began spasming. He flattened out as the orgasm washed over him. Brandy stayed with him, let her weight shove the dildo deep into his rump.

Beneath their weight his little dick began to spit out little drops of cum.


EPILOGUE

“And the winner of the first Transexual Bodybuilding Competition is…Gene Hanson!”

Gene was beautiful in his black bikini, and his muscles shone with oil. He was pumped, and his breasts were big, and his lips were red and plumped and his hair done up in the French fashion.

The crowd, among which were many of the guys and gals from his gym, cheered wildly.

Gene bowed, raised his hands in victory, and stood next to the giant trophy.

After receiving  his accolades, Gene carried his trophy to the back  area where Brandy was waiting.

She was on the phone, but she looked at the trophy and her eyes were excited and she gave him thumbs up, then she hung up the phone and hugged him.

“Oh, Gene! After all the work! I knew you could do it!”

“Not without you, babe.” They kissed lightly, so as not to mess their make up.

“You’ll never guess who that was on the phone.”

“You’re right. I won’t.”

“It was Doctor Quackenbush.”

Gene tilted his head.

“He says he might have a cure for your condition.”

“You mean change me back into a manly man?”

“Yes! Isn’t that exciting.”

“Nope.”

Brandy blinked.

“I think I like it this way.”

Then she smiled, and they kissed, and the hell with their make up.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


The First Hucow!

Feminization, boobs and lactation!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, you will never guess what I did.”

Henry Coates looked up at his wife and grinned. “You invented a cure for cancer?”

Henry was a handsome fellow, a little slender, a bit round in the face, but with a wry sense of humor.

“Oh, come on, really guess.”

Henry looked at Julie and sighed. She was a babe, his wife was. She had a statuesque body, perfect measurements, 36 by 24 by 36. Long, blonde hair, which she kept up because she worked in a lab, and deep blue eyes.

“Okay. You, uh, invented a new food for dogs.”

“You’re not taking me seriously!”

“Honey! I have absolutely no clue as to what you did! I haven’t seen you since this morning, I’ve had my head in the computer all day…why don’t you just lay it on me.”

She sat down on the couch next to him, took the newspaper out of his hands and tossed it aside and took his hands in her own. “I’m a lab rat!”

He blinked. He knew her lab invented things, and he knew they had lab rats, but… “You’re a lab rat?”

“I am. I will be making an extra two hundred a month, and—“

“Wait! You mean you’re actually taking an experimental drug?”

“Didn’t I just say that?”

“No,” he frowned. “You didn’t.”

“Oh, well, I am, and they’re going to pay me two hundred a month and all I had to do was take three pills. Simple dimple. And…”

While Julie blathered on Henry tried to control his upset.

“Wait a minute,” he finally broke in. “What kind of a drug are you taking?

“It’s a new chemical, been thoroughly tested, and here is the good news, it’s going to make my boobs bigger.”

“Wait! What?”

“It’s a specially made formula to help women lactate. It’s been working 100%, no ill effects, they’ve tried it on everything, and now they want to try it on me.”

“You’re going to produce milk? With your boobs?”

She huffed, “Didn’t I just say that?”

And it was a mark of how upset Henry was that he didn’t really register that.

“So you’re going to breast feed.”

“Not really. I’m just going to lactate. I’’ produce milk for a month or so and then the effects will go away..”

“And what if you keep lactating?”

“Oh, silly. None of the test subjects kept giving milk after three months.”

“But what if you do.”

She blinked. “Well, that would be…gosh.”

“Honey, this is dangerous. Humans shouldn’t be guinea pigs. You have no idea what untested drugs can do to you.”

“But it’s tested out perfectly so far. And I’ve already signed up, and I took my pills today.”

Henry stood up and started pacing. He thought about lawyers. He thought about side effects.

And, to be fair, he thought about how he loved big boobs, and how cool it would be to have his wife…bigger.

She was already big, and he loved that, but…what if she did get bigger?

“Okay. three months? On three pills?”

“Three months is what the test subjects experienced.”

“That’s pretty powerful.”

“I know, but this will help women who have trouble lactating. This is very important, and I’ll be helping new mothers everywhere. Please, honey, say it’s okay. I want to do this, I agreed to do this, and it’s for a good cause.”

“Let me see these pills.”

“I don’t have them with me. They’re at work.”

Henry frowned. “Well, it sounds risky to me.”

“Oh, so you don’t like extra money,” she pouted.

“I never said that. I—“

“Then you don’t like me taking the initiative.”

“You know that’s not—“

“Henry,” she gasped, “you don’t want my boobs to give milk! You don’t want my boobs to get bigger!”

Henry rolled his eyes. “Honey, I would love that. It’s just…I don’t like the idea of you putting strange chemicals into your body.”

“But these are tested. They aren’t strange. Wanna fuck?”

Henry blinked, and knew he had lost the argument. When Julie wanted to get her own way she always laid that on him. As if sex was a logic he couldn’t refute.

Of course, him being a horny bastard, he couldn’t refute it, and that was sort of logical..

Julie giggled. “Come on, big boy. Why don’t you come on into the bedroom and let’s play with my milk bags.”

“Honey!” he tried, but she grabbed his hand and tugged him.

“Unless you don’t want to play with them.”

Henry felt his cock rise. He thought about her boobs. And she hefted them to make sure he knew what she was offering.

Julie led him into the bedroom, pushed him onto the bed and started doing a strip tease. She hummed stripped music and took off her blouse and tossed it into his face.

He grinned and threw the garment aside.

Next went the skirt. She unzipped the side, shimmied out, which made her large boobs jiggle so delightfully, and threw the skirt at him.

“You bitch,” he laughed.

“La de da…dum dum…” she reached behind herself and undid her bra and came close to him. She looped it over his head and ran it back and forth around his neck, then she left it draped there as she danced back into the center of the room. Her breasts went around and around and up and down and his eyes stuck to them.

“It’s panty time, lover!” She pushed her panties down and when they reached her ankles she kicked them into the air. He snagged them and held them to his face.

“Mmmm, tasty.”

“Ooh, you’re nasty.”

She came to him and undid his shirt, he leaned forward and she pulled it off him. Then she went after his zipper. In a moment it was down and she was pulling his slacks off him.

“Oh, baby, what’s that I see in your panties.”

“These are BVDs, not panties.”

“Oh, you want to wear my panties.”

“I do not!”

She moved forward then, pushing him back on the bed, and she clambered over him.

He relaxed, his cock was sticking straight up, and she moved her slit over it. She reached down and spread her labia and started sliding her juicy snatch over his rock hard cock.

She started to slide down, and stopped. Just his head was in her pussy and she held herself up, put a finger to her lips and said, “Oh, wait a minute, you’re mad at me for that lab thing.

He groaned, and laughed, and said, “You are so bad.”

“Then you’re not mad?”

“God, no. Now stop torturing me and get on with it!”

She slid down, and their eyes opened. It was a perfect fit, and her pussy was slick and hot. She put her hands on his pectorals and began jouncing up and down.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

“Honey, you’re going to love it when I start lactating. I’ll even let you nurse. Would you like that? Baby Henry needs his milk….right from the spigot.”

He reached up and pulled her down enough so he could place his mouth on her tit.

“Oh!” she yelped.

He growled and sucked and gave her nipple another nip.

She fell on him then, and he flipped her over and took the dominant position.

“Oh, baby,” he muttered. He was no longer thinking about her being a lab rat. Now he was only thinking about how much he loved being in her.

She wrapped her legs around him, squeezed, and he slithered into her, rubbing the veins of his cock against the sides of her vaginal canal.

She squealed, humped him harder, bit his ear, and he could feel her pussy muscles squeezing his cock.

“Holy fuck!” He grunted.

“It’s a hole and you’re fucking it,” she gasped.

Then he felt his insides start to click, he felt that surge of urge that presaged the orgasm.

“You’d better hurry,” he said. “She’s about to blow.”

“Oh, God…yes.” She twisted her hips and pulled on his cock, and that put her over.

“Yes…yes…Ohhh!”

She locked up, her pelvis felt rigid, and his cock was trapped, but that was okay. His cock began to spew right after her, and he kept pumping and pumping, filling her with seed.

Satisfied, they collapsed. Held each other.

She said, “I’ll be careful. It’ll be all right.”

He knew she was talking about the drug experiment.

Later, after she drifted off, he still thought about it, though. Taking drugs was a serious thing, and an experimental drug was really serious. Well, nothing to do about it now And he drifted off to sleep.

Life went on. Henry thought about her taking the experimental pills a bit, then he forgot about it. Nothing was happening, there was nothing to talk about, and…life went on.

Henry worked on the internet. He was a data base specialist and companies stood in line for him to work on their databases. So a month passed and he always had his head filled with computerese, worked  on algorithms, and played a little golf on the weekends.

Julie went to work at the pharmaceutical company every day. As a test subject she had to have her blood sampled frequently, and she had to pee in a cup every day. Outside of that little routine everything pretty much stayed the same. She analyzed data, spun test tubes, filled out reports. She knew the work was boring for most people, but she really enjoyed it. It kept her attention focused and she stopped even thinking about the drug test.

A month after being on the program Julie came home and said, “Party tonight! Randy Jackson and his wife are throwing an evening barbeque. Swimming, naked women, drinking, naked women, orgies in the bedroom, naked women!”

Henry gave her the eye. “In other words it’s going to be a boring bunch of scientists talking about how exciting a test tube is but you want to make sure I go so you’re giving me the sex talk.”

“Damn! You know me well!”

“Well, I’m in the middle of a problem and—“

“Wanna fuck?”

“Goddamn it!” he howled. “That’s not fair!”

“Nope,” she grinned. “We have to be there by six.”

At 5:45 they walked out the door and got into the car. Henry was in shorts and tee shirt. Julie was in a red, silk cheongsam with a porthole on the chest. The porthole gave an amazing view of her mountains and Henry marveled. “Man, that dress makes your bust look big!”

“I can’t eat tonight,” she said.

“Huh? Where is the logic? I tell you your boobs are beautiful and you decided to starve yourself.”

“No, it’s just that the dress is a little tight and I don’t want to turn into one of those large ladies who was to waddle everywhere.”

“Henry side glanced her as he started the car. “As long as you have those bazoombas you can be as fat as you want.”

“Oh, honey, you say the—Mooo!—nicest things. I—mooo!—wouldn’t worry about me geting—Mooo!—fat, though. I—“

“All right,” he laughed. “You got me. You do have the best boobs in the world, however.”

“I know. Wanna fuck?”

He stepped on the brakes and the car lurched to a stop.

“After the party?”

“Oh, you bitch,” he chuckled, and they headed down the street.

The party was a wild and crazy affair. It was mostly scientists, and after being cooped up in labs all day the scientists were ready to frolic.

Jason Landers liked to fill a syringe with vodka, then ‘vaccinate’ oranges.

Betty Wenders walked around in a bathing suit and tried to engage her fellows in profound conversations concerning the interaction of erudite molecules with negative flanders, or something like that. Henry didn’t know, and he doubted anybody else knew because Betty in a bathing suit was definitely a distraction.

Sandy Elizabeth got drunk and started groping all the men. Finally, the women bundled her into the bedroom to sleep it off, and a Lesbian get together ensued, and without bathing suits.

Henry ate a hot dog and drank bourbon and Coke. He had to admit this thing was fun. Especially when Betty groped his package. Thank God Julie didn’t see that.

There was some dancing, a corner of the patio was taken up by the political group. The argument du jour was whether stem cells could enable men to give birth. A hot subject if there ever was one.

Henry was dancing with Julie, enjoying the jiggle against his chest, as she was enjoying the rub of the bulge in his pants, and he felt wetness on his chest.

“Damn, I’m horny!” her eyes glinted at him.

“Must be in the water,” Henry glinted right back. “I feel the need to insert a meat package somewhere.”

“In the hole hotel?”

“Just for the night, mind you.”

They danced, and giggled, and were jostled by other dancers, and Henry suddenly looked down at his chest. “Damn,” he said, looking down. I must have spilled something.”

Julie laughed and they moved off the floor and he grabbed some napkins.

“Can’t hold your liquor, eh?”

“I can my liquor just fine, but…you got some spill on you, too.”

Julie looked down and blinked. Her red, satin material hid the spill, but it was obvious in the light that somebody had splashed her.

“That damn Jedidiah! If he brought a squirt gun to—“ she stopped.

Feeling the abrupt change in Julie’s attitude, Henry stopped blotting his chest and looked at her. “What’s the matter?”

Julie was inspecting her whole front now, and he saw it. The spill of liquid was down her front, emanating from her breasts, and her nipples!

“Oh, my God!”

“You’re lactating!” Henry whispered.

Rumors at parties are viral. No sooner had Julie bid goodbye to Georgina Jackson than Georgina noticed the spill on the front, knew what it meant, told Shiela Burkson about the successful lactation drug, and Shiela told Tammi and Tammi told Jenny and Jenny told…and Wanda Hilton caught up to Julie and Henry at the door and exclaimed, “Is it true? Are you lactating?”

Her voice was loud enough that a couple of couples started whispering. And she didn’t need to ask because Julie’s front was now seeping milk.

Wanda guided Julie into the bathroom where she borrowed a towel and blotted Julie’s breasts.

“Wow, you are really lactating.” They talked for a minute, and Julie agreed to show up at the office an hour early so they could do tests. Then Wanda pressed the towel to her front and said, “Take this. I’ll tell Georgina you’ll return it later.”

Henry and Julie walked down the front walk, Julie holding the towel to her boobs.

“Wow! You’re really putting out the milk.”

“And it’s really making me horny.”

“I’ll get the car, you just stay here.”

A minute later Henry drove up and Julie got in.

“I’m not going to be able to sleep in bed,” she said. “I’ll ruin the mattress.”

“I’ll set up the pads off the patio furniture. Did you ever think you’d produce this much milk?”

“Nope. I wish they’d only given me one pill.”

Henry shook his head and tried not to stare. He had to stay on the road.

They arrived home and Henry set up a temporary bed. Julie went into the shower and soaped her boobs. Now that she was really examining herself she realized that she had grown a cup size. No wonder the dress had been tight.

She stepped out and dried off, then put on a nursing bra she had bought just in case. She slipped pads into the front of the bra and went into the front room where Henry had set up her bed.

“How’s it going?”

“I think the milk is slowing down, but that was awesome. It was actually shooting out of my nipple like a squirt gun.”

Henry grinned. Nice bra. Makes you look real big.

Julie bit her lip. “Henry?”

“Yes, wonder cow?”

She slapped him, tried not to laugh, and said, “I have to tell you, this thing is really making me horny.”

“And that’s good, right?” It was obvious that from his viewpoint it was good.

“But I feel like such a cow!”

“I guess I better be careful with the jokes.”

“Well, I started it, but…yes. But are you okay with making love with me in this condition?”

“Honey, even if I wasn’t, my cock is.”

She laughed weakly.

“Here, lay down. I’ve laid out sheets over the plastic—it can get sweaty, you know—and we can change the sheets if they get wet.”

“Thanks, honey.”

Then, eyeing Henry, Julie slid her panties off and got down on all fours. “Take me from the rear,” she smiled at him.

“Are you embarrassed?” he asked as he ripped his clothes off.

“A little.”

“Well, get over it.”

Henry liked the doggy position, and he knelt next to her and kissed her while he massaged her pussy.

“Oh, God. I can’t believe how horny this has made me!”

“Me, too,” Henry actually gulped, he was so excited, then he perched behind her and fit his cock to her pussy.

She lowered her shoulders and arched her back to present her pussy and give him easy access.

“Oh, yes!” she sighed. “This has been like the itch you can’t scratch.”

“And now you’re finally getting it scratched.”

“I am.”

Henry pushed up against her buns. He knew his dick would be rubbing at her G spot. She should cum in no time. And she better, because he was already feeling it.

They fucked, rutted like sex pigs, and Henry inadvertently hugged her. It was a normal motion, a comfortable feeling, and he squeezed her tit.

“AHHH…”

Henry stopped moving. “Are you okay?”

“Do that again!” she almost screamed.

Henry plunged deep and squeezed her boob.

“Oh…fuck!”

Henry plunged again, and Julie pushed her butt against him. “Squeeze my titties! More!”

Henry began squeezing her breasts, left, then right, then left.

“Take my bra off!”

Normally Henry would have quipped, ‘But I’m not wearing it,’ but now she was so intense, and her body was jerking all over the place, that he just worked the clasp and the bra dropped off.

Her breasts hung down, almost to the floor, and she groaned. “When you squeeze my tits it causes a contraction in my vagina. It makes me cum.”

Henry didn’t need further explanation. He jammed his cock in, hard, and he reached around and squeezed her tits. Hard.

Milk spurted out, dripped out of his hands, literally poured onto the sheet and the plastic liner under it.

“Oh….yes! Again”

Henry fucked her and fucked her, and the milk poured and poured.

Julie kept lurching and spasming. Orgasm after orgasm. Short, sharp, hard.

Finally, she was done. She collapsed on her belly and Henry drew out. Henry’s dick was done. He had cum, and she had kept fucking him,  and he had grown hard again, but now it shrank and just laid there.

“Wow,” Julie moaned.

“Double wow!” Henry laid next to her on his back.

“I’ve made a mess,” she looked away from him, and he picked up on her mood.

“Are you embarrassed.”

“No.”

“Then looked at me.”

She turned her face towards him, and was embarrassed, and moved towards him and buried her face on his chest.

He just laughed. “No need to be embarrassed. It was all for science, anyway. Right?”

She nodded.

They got up and Henry replaced the sheets, then they both laid down. Henry was going to sleep on the couch, but instead they just cuddled and drifted off.

“Oh, shit,” Julie said.

Henry opened his eyes and looked at her.

“I’m getting horny again.”

He grinned, but said, “Sorry, babe. You totally fucked me out.”

“You’re sorry? I’m sorry!”

She sat up and looked at her breasts. They might be a touch bigger. Yes, just a touch, and milk was drizzling out of. her ducts.

“What can I do?”

She looked at him, a lost, little girl look, and said, “Can you use your fingers?”

“Of course I can. Here, let’s put some pillows and, yeah, turn like that. Okay, here we go.”

Julie was laying on her belly, two pillows under her and her breasts out to the side. They were flattened, but the nipples were accessible, and they were leaking. She spread her legs and Henry put his hand down between her buns and started rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned, and she immediately started cumming.

Henry grinned and worked his hand. He rubbed her clitoris and inserted a couple of fingers and finger banged his wife.

Julie humped and humped and the milk flowed.

“I know there’s connection between the erogenous zone of the breasts and the vagina, but this is really something.”

Julie grunted, let the quick, hard orgasm pass, and muttered, “I love it, but…it’s too much, too.”

“Are you putting out as much milk?”

“No,” she admitted, “but this horny state is persisting.”

“Don’t worry about that. I may not be able to play the piano again, but we’ll satisfy your itches.”

“Honey, I have to go to work, but I’m picking up a dildo on the way home.”

For a half hour they fucked her pussy and milked her tits, and she finally calmed down.

“Oh, thank you,” Julie said. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t… you know.”

“That’s okay. I might put out advertising however, get some business cards. ‘Henry Lancing, Masturbator Extraordinaire.’

Julie pulled up her nursing bra and put fresh pads in it. “Can you make some toast or something while I get ready?”

“Absolutely.”

Julie headed for the bedroom and Henry began making breakfast. By the time she was ready for work he had a plate of toast, a couple of sausages and a glass of OJ.

Julie chomped and chewed quickly. She drank the OJ in almost a single gulp. “I must need to replenish fluids.”

Henry just chuckled. He was getting off on all the sex he was getting.

“I’ll be home as soon as they finish with me,” Julie tossed over her shoulder as she headed out to the garage. “Be ready.”

Henry fist pumped the sky as he went into his computer room.

At work Julie was hustled into the labs right away. Wanda and the other technicians had showed up early, and they poked and prodded, took samples and fetched Julie coffee.

Her milk was drained, her boob size was measured, and her milk was drained again.

“Is this flow ever going to stop?”

“Absolutely. The test subjects had increased flow for a month, then everything went back to normal.”

“That’s good. I love it, but…it’s making me horny.”

Wanda made a note on an iPad, and muttered, “Female viagra. That’s good. We can make a lot of money off that.”

And the tests went on.

At home Henry tapped the keyboard, figured out algorithms, and fixed data bases. He lost track of time—what he thought was fascinating other people would find boring—and before he knew it was lunch time.

But where was Julie?

Julie was being retested. And tested again. And then she was tested. Milk poured out of her, her boobs were measured, and they were getting bigger, and she was getting tired.

So much milk took a lot of energy.

Henry called her company, and Wanda came on the line and apologized but Julie was right in the middle of it and we’ll call you. Click.

Henry frowned.

Dinnertime, and he was ready to go over to the company and force his way in. They couldn’t keep his wife from him that way, then the phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Oh, thank goodness. I am so tired.”

“Julie! Are you all right? What the hell has been happening?”

“My milk production was heavy all day, but it’s finally gone down a bit. They think it might be a 24 hour thing. For 24 hours after you first start lactating your body goes crazy. But it seems to have gone down.”

“Are you coming home? Or should I pick you up.”

He heard a yawn on the other end of the phone. “I’ll be home in a half. Can you fix me dinner?”

“Sure. Just drive carefully and I’ll be here.”

“Okay, honey.” Another yawn.

Forty-five minutes later Julie drove into the garage. Henry was right there. He helped her out of the car and into the kitchen.

“Are you still lactating?”

“Oh, yeah. I need to change my pads right now. But it’s almost normal now.”

She ate bacon and eggs, that was his main dish as a male, and smiled, and yawned, and right afterwards Henry put her to sleep.

Henry was a little worried about her lactation, but he realized he was only being the concerned husband. The company had a ton of scientists looking after her.

She was sleeping on the floor on the made up bed, and he laid down on the couch and drifted off to sleep.

His last thought before drifting off was, Man, that poor woman!

“Henry?”

Henry awoke instantly. It was dark out, he glanced at the clock on the wall. Three o’clock.

“Are you all right?”

“I need to be milked.”

Henry rolled off the couch.

“And fucked…wanna fuck?”

For the first time in his married life Henry wasn’t thrilled by that phrase. Still, his cock stood up and he did have his duties.

He took her doggy style again. And she groaned and moaned, and finally said, “Can we do me on my back? My arms are tired.”

He pulled out and she turned over and faced him. In the darkness he could feel her gentle smile. She was happy, and resigned, and felt wonderful. All the lactation, it caused a maternal feeling in her.

Henry moved between her legs and began fucking her. He was actually afraid to lay on her with any weight. He didn’t want to hurt her tits.

Julie humped and held on, and she said, “Squeeze ‘em.”

Henry pounded into her, placed his hands on her chest and began squeezing.

Julie sighed and experienced a hard orgasm. Her hips twitched and locked up, and when it was over she said, “That is so hard and sharp. That must be what a man feels.”

Henry grunted and fucked harder.

“Henry…why don’t you suck on my tits.”

He stopped moving. Unbelievable, he hadn’t even thought about that. But he was a tit man, and he was fascinated. He lowered his head and took her distended nipple in his mouth. He began to suck and the milk squirted into his mouth.

It was a lot of milk, and it was delicious. Mother’s milk, though she wasn’t a mother, and he shifted to the other boob.

Back and forth he went, right to left to right to left, sucking, and the milk poured forth.

And Julie kept having orgasms every time he switched boobs. She held his head and felt a golden glow coming over her.

She was lactating, doing something women had done for a zillion years, and now she knew why. The warm fuzzies, and the bonus of a constant stream of little orgasms.

Poor Henry, he had cum the night before, and though he was hard, he couldn’t cum. He was empty.

When Julie realized that she giggled. “You can’t cum, can you.”

“No,” he grunted. “But it’s okay. I can still do you.”

“Oh, God! I love it! I’m never going to let you cum again. I’m going to keep you hard and just let you service me, no cum. I get all the orgasms.

“Oh, you mean bitch,” he grunted.

For the first time in his life he was fucked out. And frustrated. And couldn’t stop.

“Shut up and drink my milk!” she pulled his head back down.

And Henry felt the sweet nectar drizzle swiftly into his mouth, down his throat. Gulp after gulp after gulp.


PART TWO

Time passes. That is a known fact. Verified by clocks and watches all over the globe, time passes.

Within a couple of days the big rush of milk coming from Julie’s breasts was down to a light seepage. She had to wear the nursing bra, and change the pads every few hours, but she was no longer squirting willy nilly everywhere.

It was like a regular lactation. A little inconvenient, easily handled, and…time passed.

After two weeks she was still lactating, but she, or Henry, had to squeeze her breasts to make the milk come out.

Henry was happy with this because he liked playing with her mammary glands.

And, he had developed a taste for her sweet nectar.

He looked forward to waking in the morning and getting a warm cup of milk. A cup of milk before Julie went to sleep helped him sleep. And he had snacks during the day.

Julie laughed and said, “You’re just like a baby. Maybe I should stay this way and you would never have to eat another hamburger again.”

“Maybe if your right breast was strawberry and your left was chocolate.”

“Oh, that’s gross!”

Henry just grinned and squeezed some more milk out.

By the third week the milk was just a trickle. Henry was disappointed, but tried to hide it. He had really liked nursing at his wife’s ample boobs.

The fourth week they dried up and Julie lost a cup size.

“Well, that’s it, I guess.” Julie looked at the mirror. She was back to regular bras and there wasn’t a trace of moisture on the material around the nipples.

“Why don’t you volunteer for some more pills?”

“Oh, ho! Mr. I Don’t Want You Taking Dangerous Drugs!”

“Well, that was before they became non-dangerous.”

“You’re a pervert, and don’t deny it.”

“Of course I’m a pervert.”

“Well, I wish you could experience some of that endless fountain of milk. That might cure you.”

“Do you really want to cure me?”

She reached down and squeezed his weenie. “Nope.”

“Wanna fuck?”

“Ha! The shoes on the other foot!”

“Do ya?”

“After we go shopping.”

A couple of minutes later they were in the car and headed for the store. Henry turned on the radio and they listened to Lou Reed singing about walking on the wild side. Neither of them ever really paid attention to the lyrics, so they just hummed along and enjoyed the drive.

They entered the grocery store. It was past nine and there weren’t a lot of shoppers. They wandered the rows and tossed items into the basket.

They picked up some eggs. “Eggs always good,” grunted Henry, sounding like a caveman.

“We need bread, oh, here’s the butter.”

“Butter good,” grunted Henry.

Julie laughed at his humor.

“How about peanut butter?”

“Pee, and, nuts. Good. Unh!”

“Stop it you idiot.”

They walked past the whipped cream and looked at the products.

“Milk. Mmm. Milk good.”

“Shut—“ Julie stopped, stopped walking, froze, and stared at Henry.

“What?” he asked, laughing.

“Oh, no.”

Now he was puzzled, and he looked down to see what she was staring at.

His shirt was wet. Two blotches of moisture centered around his nipples. “What the fuck?”

“Henry…”

“What the fuck is…oh fuck!”

“Henry…you’re lactating.”

They ran out of the store. Just left their half filled shopping cart and ran for it.

Henry drove and Julie stared at him. The blotches on his shirt were getting larger. “What the fuck…what the fuck!”

“Keep your eyes on the road.”

Henry was panicking, but he managed to look up and drive without getting in an accident. Julie grabbed her cell phone.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m calling Wanda.”

“What for? What the hell is going on?”

“This has something to do with the pills I took.”

“But how could a pill you took affect me?”

“I don’t know…but you’re like I was. Wanda! Henry is lactating!”              

An excited voice on the other end.

“I don’t know!” Julie answered. “What should we do?”

She listened, said ‘okay,’ then hung up and turned to Henry. “Go to my work.”

“Your company? But…why?”

“Wanda will meet us there. Do you feel all right?”

“Aside from lactating? Oh, yeah. I’m peachy keenie.”

Julie ignored that and placed a hand on his arm. “Just take it easy. We’ll get to the bottom of this.”

They arrived at Julie’s work place and Wanda was already there. So were two other girls, Jenny and Sandy.

“Great,” muttered Henry, pulling into a parking place.

Wanda rushed out to meet them. The girls ran into the building.

“Henry, Julie, come on.”

“Wanda! What the hell is happening to me?”

“We’ll find out, Henry. The main thing is just to stay calm.”

“Stay calm? With my nipples leaking milk? Im a guy!”

“I know…I know. But there’s an explanation.”

They entered the big building and Wanda led the way back to the labs. Henry was still panicked, but Wanda’s reassurances were working.

The lab was a lab. Clean and sterile and filled with instruments.

“Have a seat, Henry. We’re going to take readings. We need information.”

Henry sat down in a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair. The front of his shirt was now sopping. He was leaking as hard as Julie had leaked the month previous.

Jenny and Sandy checked his blood pressure, his pulse, looked into his eyes and his ears. They stated results and Wanda entered the data into an iPad.

“Just be calm, dear,” Julie held his hand. “This is what I had to go through.”

Finally, the tests out of the way, Wanda pulled up a chair and faced Henry. “Okay, there’s obviously been some cross contamination. You didn’t take any pills, the only person you came in contact with was Julie. So…what was the point of cross contamination?”

Henry knew immediately and without doubt.

“I drank her milk,” he whispered.

Wanda blinked, then blinked again as her mind chewed on this data. “I should have known. Well, there is good news and bad news.”

“Oh, I already know the bad news. It’s all over my shirt.”

“That’s only half the bad news,” said Wanda. “The other half is that you are going to grow boobs.”

“What?” Henry’s voice squeaked.

“We gave the lactating formula to a group of male test subjects. They lactated, and they grew very large breasts.”

“Oh, no!”

“But, good news, sort of.”

“What?”

“They all recovered, returned to normal.” Then she dropped the other shoe. “In six months.”

“Six months?” Henry gaped. “I’m going to have boobs for six months?”

Wanda nodded.

“Oh, crap! What could be worse?”

Wanda cleared her throat.

“Oh, no! What now?”

“The test subjects all displayed extreme sexual excitement. They were priapic, they started, uh, mating with each other. And—“

“Wait a minute! You mean these male subject start doing it with other male subjects?”

“Yes.”

Henry stared in horror. “You’ve got have an antidote.”

“Apparently males react more strongly to the drug than females, and…there is no antidote. Not one we’ve discovered, at any rate.

“No! No! No!”

Henry was half bent over, his fists clenched.

“Henry, it’s okay,” Julie said. “I’ll be right there with you. The whole thing. We can get through this.”

Wanda: “You will be paid as a test subject for the whole time.”

“I’ll be paid a couple of hundred dollars a week for looking like a freak? I won’t be able to go out! I’ll have to hide in my house.”

“Henry, it won’t be that bad. You’ll be coming here every day for testing. As a matter of fact, this is invaluable data for us.”

“Why? So you can make the men of America able to breast feed?”

“No. It’s just data, but…it helps. And it will help mothers who can’t lactate. Think about it. If we can make a man lactate then a woman will be easy.”

“Oh, zippity do dah,” Henry cried. “My life is ruined just so some woman doesn’t have to buy formula.”

For the next hour Henry ranted and raved, and Wanda tried to salvage the situation. Julie held his hand and burped him.

Finally, they just sort of ran out. Henry was empty, and miserable, and there was nothing left to say.

On the way home he held a big towel to his nipples and watched as the material was soaked through.

“It’s okay, Henry. It’s not the end of the world.”

Henry just held the towel and felt himself leaking. Oddly, in spite of all his grousing, it felt good. And…he had a hard on.

They arrived home and Henry walked into the house. Wanda followed him into the bathroom. He dropped the towel and got into the shower. As he showered he watched the milk come out of his nipples and cascade down his front to drip on the tiles and run to the drain.

His nipples were bigger. They were probably bigger before his milk started to leak, but he hadn’t noticed it.

He stepped out of the shower and Julie wrapped him in a beach towel. She had folded it so the majority of the material was across his pectorals.

She led him out to the kitchen and poured him a drink.

“What am I going to do?” he asked miserably, and he took a sip.

Julie was sitting opposite him. She said, “Do you remember what my brother said when he told you to have a nice day?”

For a second Henry was blank. Then he said, haltingly, “Have a great day…”

“Or enjoy the misery,” Julie finished. “So enjoy the misery.”

He looked at her.

“Now I have heard you whining and crying all the way home, and I admit you’ve got cause, but it is what it is, and if you insist on being miserable then you’re just going to have to learn to enjoy the misery.”

“Fuck you brother,” Henry whined.

Julie snorted.

“What?”

“You’ve got a boner.”

“Yeah? So what?”

“So I had the female equivalent of a boner. I was wetter than a tropical storm in a rain forest, and what did we do about it?”

Henry heaved a sigh.

“We fucked. That’s what we did. Now, if you’re anything like me, then you’re going to be horny. Maybe not this instant, though your boner says it is this instant, but by tomorrow, maybe just later tonight, you’re going to want to jump my pussy.”

“So?” But his voice was lower, more intent. She had his attention now.

“So if you can stop whining and crying like a little bitch then I just might be in the mood to fuck you.”

Silence descended on the kitchen.

Henry sipped his bourbon. He was finally subdued.

“How do you feel right now?”

“I feel okay.”

“Okay? Or good?”

“I feel…I feel good.”

She nodded. “I felt good, and better and better, and then I was rabbit in a bunny whore house.”

Henry stared at her.

Then he snickered. “A rabbit? In a bunny whorehouse?”

She shrugged and gave a rueful smile. “It was all I could come up with.”

He chuckled. “Pretty good.”

“Yeah, I guess.” She heaved a sigh of relief on the inside. Henry was finally coming around. But she didn’t blame him. When it had happened to her she had been a lot worse than him.

“So you’re going to give me lots of sex.”

“I’ll fuck you till your weenie falls off. Then I’ll call our neighbors and have them fuck you. I’ll call every damned woman in town and we’ll fuck you till you’re blind.”

He nodded. “I’d like that.”

“I thought you would. Now let me make your bed. I’ll sleep on the couch, just in case I have to roll off and fall on your weenie in the middle of the night.”

“Start falling, bitch.”

She grinned. “It’ll happen. Now shut up and pour another drink. It’ll help.

Julie set up the mattresses from the patio lounges, then laid a sheet of plastic over them. She arranged sheets and blankets and pillows, then she set up the couch for herself.

Midway through her preparations Henry came out and sat at the dining room table. “I’m leaking like a sieve with a hole in it.”

“Tell me about it.”

Julie grunted. “I’ve set up towels next to you, so you can blot yourself during the night. If the pressure gets too bad let me know and I can milk you.”

“God, I feel like a cow.”

“How’s your boner, Miss Cow?”

“Like a bone. I can feel the horniness coming on.”

“Put it off as long as you can. Once I fuck you you’re going to be out of your mind.”

He chuckled. “The shoe is going to be on the other foot.”

She laughed. “You know, I’m sort of looking forward to this.”

“Have I ever told you you’re a real bitch?”

She snickered. “Wait a couple of days. I’m curious what you’re going to be calling me then.”

They slept for two hours, then Henry woke up. The world was strange, he was wired, his dick felt like a maypole, ready for the maidens to dance around it.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. He felt the towel around his chest and it was soaked.

“Henry?” Julie whispered

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

Julie rolled off the couch. She tossed the sodden towel away and gave him a dry one. His chest was sticky with milk. What was worse was that he wanted sex. Not just wanted sex, but WANTED sex. He could hardly think. His mind was like an apple that had been cored then exploded with a firecracker.

Julie grabbed his cock and began stroking. “Let’s see if my hand is enough for awhile. Let’s save my pussy for later.”

He didn’t care. Pussy, hand, a knothole in a tree…he needed relief.

She stroked and he began to lurch up and down with his hips.

It didn’t take him long, he was so horny. Within a minute he began to grunt and moan, and suddenly he felt the semen shoot up his shaft and erupt from the head of his penis.

“There’s boy. You need more?”

He had just come, but the sexual haze inside his mind made him nod. “Yes…please!”

Five times he shot his wad, and his breasts leaked all over the towel.  The towel rubbed against his nipples and he groaned.

After the fifth time Julie tossed the towel and put another one on his chest.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, “My nipples.”

She knew that the material of the towel had rubbed his super sensitive nipples. She kissed him gently and held the towel down. His nipples were bigger, and now it felt like his pectorals were expanding. She hadn’t experienced this because she already had breasts, but she knew it must feel like going through puberty, the confusion, the strange feelings, maybe, probably, the onslaught of hormones. With all that was happening to his body he must be experiencing hormones.

She jacked him off again, and he was starting to yawn, so she decided to give him one last cum. But now she was curious. When he had fucked her when she was like this she had been blind and unseeing, just victim to her raging senses.

She squatted over him and lowered herself.

He gasped and his eyes opened wide. Her hand had been rough and tough compared to this. He groaned and thrust his penis up and she engulfed him, then sat down hard.

“Tears of pleasure leaked out of his eyes, and his breasts—that was the only way to think of them now—squirted milk. One of his nipples was uncovered and the thin stream arced through the air.

“Come on, honey,” she murmured, and she began to rise and fall, corkscrewing her pussy down the length of his shaft.

Now Henry was in heaven. Before he had felt pleasure, and every fuck, every squirt of milk from his nipples, felt good. But now he was reaching new peaks, new crescendoes.

Julie reached down and pressed on his breasts. She knew he would sleep better if his boobs were empty. She pushed—yes, they were bigger—and the milk squirted into the air. The liquid got onto her face and into her hair. She just laughed and pushed down on his tits as she pushed down on his cock.

“Oh, God!” wailed Henry. “Oh, God…Oh, God!…Oh, God!” The orgasms washed over him until he wasn’t even aware that he was. He was just existing in a golden cloud of squirts.

Two more hours of sleep and Julie made herself move. Her pussy was truly and totally fucked, in the best sense of the word. She groaned and looked at Henry.

He slept, but his mouth was moving, mumbling. She couldn’t make out what he was saying, however.

“Henry, honey. Time to wake up.”

His hands immediately went to his chest. The towel was soaked. His penis was straight out.

“You want me to milk you before we go to work?”

He nodded.

She pressed on his chest. His squirts were thicker than hers, and there was more of them. His boobs were half grown, little mountains on his chest.

For fifteen minutes she kept palpating his boobs. More and more milk, and finally he was done.

She got him up and into the shower. She got him out and handed him a nursing bra.

“What’s this?”

“You need this honey.”

“I can’t wear this!”

“Then everybody will see your leaky tits sagging on your chest.”

He looked down at his chest and tried to keep a sob in. He had tits. Not huge, but this was only the first day.

She helped him into the bra, put some pads in and handed him some panties.”

“Why can’t I wear my tighty whiteys?”

“Because you’re going to feel a bit restrained. Look at your cock.”

He did, and it looked like an angry, red monster.

She helped him put on the panties and it helped. He was covered, and his dick wasn’t all bent up and out of shape. He’d have a bulge, but…the panties worked.

He got into shorts and pulled on a loose sweat shirt while she got dressed. He kept looking at his bulging chest in the mirror.

“Oh, man,” he kept saying. “Oh, man.”

“Oh woman, you mean,” she quipped.

“Not funny.”

“Everything’s funny if you can enjoy the misery.”

“Ha ha,” he said, miserably.

By the time they reached the company he needed to change his breast pads. Then commenced a morning of tests, tests, and more tests.

Henry suffered through the tests, they weren’t that hard, anyway, and he was done by noon. Which was good. His breasts were not only full, they were hot, fevered, the nipples turgid and wanting to be sucked.

His cock was like a lighthouse.

Julie was watching him carefully, and she rescued him at lunch time. She talked to Wanda, and Wanda nodded, and Julie collected Henry and walked him out to the car.

Henry was dazed, and he felt like gold. He was feeling that maternal glow that being milked gave.

“Be patient, Henry,” Julie said as she put the car into gear.

Henry wasn’t patient. His tits were getting bigger, hotter, and he reached a hand into his shorts and started stroking himself.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned as Julie pulled up to a stop light. His hand was working hard and his breast pads were squishy with milk. The girl in the next car stared at him as he arched his back and came.

Julie took off like a jackrabbit with a carrot up its ass when the light changed. The woman in the other car wasn’t following them, it looked like she had been laughing, but Julie wasn’t taking chances.

She pulled into the garage, dragged Henry from the car and pushed him into the house.

Henry was dazed, laughing hysterically, and he collapsed on his bed. He wasn’t even aware of who he was, let alone where he was.

Julie pulled his pants off and sat on him.

Henry immediately lurched into action. His hips bucked and he humped and he moaned, “My tits! My tits!”

Julia leaned over and pressed her hands on his boobs. They were getting bigger. After a morning of being poked and podded they were probably 70% of what they would be.

Henry’s bucking tossed her into the air and she braced her self and came down. Her pussy opened up and her hands pressed on his tits. More milk squirted out. He was in the middle of that first day now; he was in a fever heat of sexual desire and squirting milk. His dick was throbbing, and he began to cum, and cum, and cum.

Unlike Julie his orgasms weren’t hard, sharp little jolts. They were a constant orgasm, swelling into peaks, receding a bit, and swelling again.

Julie took it as long as she could, then she got off him, placed his hand on his penis, and let him jack himself.

“Heysoos wept,” she muttered, watching him pleasure himself.

She didn’t know how she was going to last through this.

Then she had an idea. When things had gotten too bad for her she had used a dildo. Of course, he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had a man pussy.

She ran for the bedroom and retrieved the dildo she had used. It was big and black, had large veins raised along the sides. She lubed it up and ran back to the living room.

Henry was pounding away. Semen was drooling out in a constant stream. His breasts were leaking like buckets without bottoms.

“Let go!” she slapped his hand away from his penis and pushed his legs apart.

“Julie…Julie?” He looked around in his daze, seeing her without seeing her.

She pushed the dildo into him and he froze, then lurched up, then suddenly rolled onto his side in a semi-fetal position. He began to suck his thumb happily. The sperm and the milk pooled and streamed and…he looked relaxed, happy. Still dazed, but not frenetic.

Julie sat back and sighed in relief. She stared at Henry as he happily burbled away. Who would have thought?

Henry came out of his daze at nine o’clock, 24 hours almost to the minute since he had first lactated. He looked around. The house was quiet. He felt like he was taking a shit, but that made no sense.

“Julie?” he called weakly.

Julie was sitting in the kitchen reading from her laptop. She had spent an interesting couple of hours reading about men with breasts.

There were men who had gynecomastia. This was a simple condition of growing breasts, and there were various ways of dealing with it from surgery to acceptance. Sometimes men grew out of it, sometimes they wore constrictive clothing, and sometimes they just wore bras.

Then there were trans men, trying desperately to grow breasts. If her company had anything to say about it they would soon have their chance.

And there were others.

“Julie?”

She heard Henry and she jumped up and went into the living room.

“Hey, honey. You okay?”

“I’m hungry. And thirsty. And I feel like I need to go to the bathroom.”

She smiled and told him to lay on his side. He did, and she pulled the dildo out of him.

“What the fuck?” he whimpered.

“Sorry, honey, but it kept you calm.”

“A dick up my ass did?”

She shrugged. “Why don’t you clean up. Take another shower. I’ll be in in a minute.”

She went into the kitchen and washed the dildo, then she headed for the bedroom.

Henry showered, and stepped out, and his milk was now just drizzling a bit.

Julie helped him into the nursing bra. She looked down at his dick. “I can’t believe that’s still hard.” She touched it and he groaned. “Well, let’s get you dressed and fed.”

Henry sat on the edge of the bed, sort of stupified. He didn’t complain when Julie slipped panties on him. And he just stood there and watched as she helped him into her robe.

The robe was thin and slick, and his boobs pushed the material out.

She helped him walk into the kitchen where she poured him a big glass of OJ and started making him dinner.

“How’s it going, honey?”

“Terrible,” he muttered.

“Well, It’s only misery, so make the most of it.”

“Why did you put that…that thing up my ass?”

“Just inspiration of the moment. Is your ass okay.”

He was silent, and she asked, “Henry?”

He was sitting at the table and tears were sliding down his cheeks and splattering on the table.

“Henry? What is it.”

He tried to dry his eyes, he kept wiping moisture off his cheeks, and he blubbered, “It felt good! I liked it.”

Julie grinned. “Honey, that’s okay. Lots of men like a dick up their ass.”

“But I’m a man! And Wanda said that males were fucking males!”

“Oh, honey, you don’t have to worry about that. I can get a strap on and protect you from all those big cocked men.”

He looked at her reproachfully. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sort of.”

“How can you do this to me?”

“Sorry, honey. But you know…it just sort of happened. How were we to know that drinking my milk would cause you to lactate?”

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“But what am I going to do?”

“Honey, I told you. Just enjoy it. I can see all sorts of possibilities. We can dress you up all girly, we can milk your tits every day, and I can take advantage of you and show you what it’s like to be a real woman. After all, you liked it when that dick was up your heinie, right?”

Snuffling, he nodded.

“Then all we have to do is enjoy it. I’ll pretend to be the manly man for a while, and I’ll fuck you and squeeze your tits. Heck, maybe we can even bottle your milk and sell it. You’re certainly making enough.”

“But that might infect other people?”

“Wouldn’t that be great? We could hire people to be cows for us. We could milk them and sell their milk and get even more human cows.

“But…but…”

“And I’ll tell you what, honey…when we get some sweet young thing going through the first 24 hours, and she needs a dick…you can fuck her. Your dick will be our first company dick. Won’t that be wonderful?

“But…but…”

She sat next to him and pulled his head to her chest. “Now come on, honey. Nurse from my bosom. Maybe I’ve still got a little milk left in me. And when you’re done I’ll nurse from you.”

His mouth instinctively searched for a nipple and she guided him. As he made sucking noises and her nipple grew hot and wonderful she planned out their future.

She had to go to the store and get pumps, lots of pumps. And bottles. And then they needed a refrigeration system to store the milk until they could market it.

But they wouldn’t market it at first. At first they would just seek out people who wanted big boobs, who wanted to experience the joy and wonder of lactation. Then, later, they could talk about recompense. By then she would know how much a gallon of man milk would go for on the open market.

And woman milk.

She would be an equal opportunity employer.

Full benefits for qualified and dedicated milk producers.

She listened to Henry nurse, and she reached down and squeezed his tit. A stream of milk shot out and she smiled. He had six months of milking, and maybe more. Maybe she could keep him lactating for years. Maybe if she stopped him from cumming, maybe that would translate into more liquid to be harvested from his tits.

It was a good thought, a clever thought, and she nodded and rocked back and forth.

And Henry suckled happily.

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

The Stepforth Husband


My Wife Tricked Me!

Feminization and crossdressing,

he messed with the wrong woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Jason snickered as he got out of the car. Man, he had always wanted this, and now he was going to get it. He walked to the back of the car, looked around to make sure nobody could see him—as if somebody was hiding in his garage and spying on him—and opened the trunk.

He picked up a little bag that was lying on the spare tire, looked around again, and closed the trunk.

He slid the bag into his pocket and entered the house.

“Jane? Are you home?”

Of course she wasn’t. Her car was gone, she was usually at the Ladies’ Club meeting across town, and…and he was alone.

Still, Jason walked through the house and made sure he was alone.

He was. He walked into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. He grinned as he inspected the contents of the refrigerator.

Jane had a rather irksome habit. She would open a Coke, take a sip, then leave the open container on the inside of the door.

“I don’t feel like drinking a whole Coke. I just want a gulp,” she would say when he asked her what the open container was for.

Unfortunately, when Jason opened the door the Coke sometimes spilled. Which splashed a drop or two on him, and the floor, and he was left with a mess.

So he hated it when she left an open Coke in the door.

The door open, he looked in and saw her open Coke sitting there. He smiled.

He took the bag out of his pocket and opened it. At the bottom of the sack was a small vial. It was tasteless, dissolved fast, and was the most powerful form of estrogen on the planet.

He took the cap off the vial and poured the white powder into the open can of Coke. He swished the can around for a minute, then replaced it in the door.

He closed the door gently and smiled, then headed for the backroom to wash up.

Fifteen minutes later Jason was showering. He heard the door slam and smiled. Jane was home. She was probably sipping at her Coke even as he lifted his package and soaped his balls.

He rinsed off, stepped out and toweled off, and got ready for dinner.

Jane closed the door and sighed. What a day. The Ladies’ Club had volunteered for a big event and she was going to be quite busy for the next couple of weeks. It was the Halloween Celebration and it was all hands required.

She placed her purse on the counter and got down a couple of glasses. Normally she didn’t like to drink during the week, but this was special circumstances.

She filled the glasses with ice. She half filled the glasses with bourbon, then took out her always open can of Coke. She smiled. This irritated Jason, her leaving an open can of Coke in the door, but that was okay. A sip of Coke was much better than drinking the whole 9 teaspoonfuls of sugar.

She emptied the can into one glass, then got out another can and poured it into the other glass. There was a little left so she put that back into the fridge.

She picked up the glasses and headed for the back room.

“Hey, babe,” she said cheerfully, handing Jason his bourbon and Coke.

Jason, naked, his cock standing deliciously up, took his drink and sipped. He had no reason to be suspicious. After all, his wife always drank the Coke out of the can.

He had no idea that she had handed him the wrong glass.

He sucked the whole drink down, smacked his lips, and grinned.

She sipped some of her drink and moved into him.

“Is this love?” she asked, holding his weenie, feeling it getting harder.

“Oh, yeah,” he answered.

She fondled him, jacked him, palpated his testicles lovingly.

“Careful, girl, you’re playing with dynamite.”

“As long as you have a long fuse,” she giggled. Then she dropped to her knees and began slurping his dong.

For a long minute he could barely support himself, his legs were shaking and his knees were shivering. Finally he lifted her up and pressed his mouth against hers. Her lips were hot, moist, and so very, very plump. He loved her lips.

“Whew,” she said, as she finally stepped back from him.

“What?” he asked innocently.

“Whew,” she repeated and fanned herself with one hand.

He grabbed for her and she danced away and laughed. “Later, honey. I’ve got big news and I want to tell you.”

“You decided to get breast implants.”

She frowned. He had been trying to get her to get her boobs enhanced for years, and she was tired of it. No, she didn’t have the biggest boobs in the world, but she liked them. They filled out her dress just enough, they didn’t sag or make her back hurt, and she loved how sensitive they were.

“Okay, sorry,” he said, seeing the look on her face.

“No, the big news is that the Ladies’ Club is in charge of the Halloween celebration.”

“You are? I mean the whole club?”

“It is the whole club, but I’m going to be major in charge. It’s going to be a lot of work, and I’m going to be awfully busy.”

“Uh oh. Is this one of those I’m going to be too busy to fuck  my husband things?”

“Honey, you know better than that! I’ll always have time for a little nookie. But I will need a little help.”

“Uh oh. This is getting worser and worser.”

“Not to worry. We’re just going to be storing a lot of things here, so if you can clean out the garage then—“

“What kind of things?”

“We’re going to be raffling off costumes. And…”

Jason listened as she laid out the plans. All he had to do was clean out the garage, that sounded simple enough, right? Keep a bunch of costumes on racks in the garage, and then transport them over to the school for the big raffle.

“That sounds okay,” he agreed when she was done explaining everything. “What are you going to be this year?”

“Who, me? I’ll be too busy working.”

“Ha!” he said with a lascivious grin. “I know what you’re going to be.”

She laughed. “Every year the same thing. You want me to wear giant tits.”

“Well,  uh….yeah!”

“All right. I guess I can play your game one more year.”

“That’s a girl.”

He placed his hands on her chest and she relaxed and let him feel her up. Jason was a good man, and he worked long and hard and yet he was always willing to help her out. Putting up with his groping her ‘milk sacs’ wasn’t a terribly steep price to pay. She sure did wish that he would get over this obsession with big boobs, though.

Halloween was two month away, but the Ladies’ Club didn’t wait until the last minute. The very next weekend Jason was putting boxes in the loft, moving tools out to the shed, pushing bags into closets. When he was done the whole garage was empty. And just in time, because Jason didn’t feel too well.

He felt a little punk just cleaning the garage, and when he was done he knew he was definitely sick.

“I’m going to sleep,” he said.

“Are you all right?” Jane felt his forehead. “You feel like you’ve got a fever.”

“I just need a little extra sleep.” He stumbled into the bedroom and passed out for seven days.

For seven days he slumbered. He snored, he tossed and turned, and…slept.

Jane was a worried. But when he did wake up he simply smiled and ate a bowl of soup and went back to sleep.

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

His eyes were feverish and he just nodded and mumbled. “I’m fine.”

By Saturday Jane had decided to call the doctor. She walked into the bedroom to check him one last time, and he was up.

“Jason?”

“In here,” he said.

She walked into the bathroom. He was scrub a dub dubbing in the shower. “Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah.”

But he didn’t sound all right. He sounded tired, and his voice was a little high pitched.

She waited, listened to him muttering, and he finally stepped out of the shower, and her eyes opened.

“You’ve lost weight,” she blurted.

“Oh, yeah. I guess.”

He was a little bleary eye-ed.

“And you look…different.”

“I feel a little different. But I’m okay,”

“And you’ve got tits.”

Jason blinked. Sure, he felt a little wasted, but…tits?

He turned to the mirror and stared.

He had always been a slender sort of a fellow, and he was still slender. Maybe even extra slender. He hadn’t been eating much and his belly had shrunk. But that made his waist look a little rounder than normal. And that made his chest look a little…he blinked and stared…he did look a little…his eyes started to open and he started to wake up.

“I’ve got…are those…do I have…?”

Jane stepped closer to him and put he hand under his pectoral muscles. Except they didn’t look like pectoral muscles now. Now they looked like little mounds. And the mounds were capped by nipples that looked…larger.

“What the fuck?”

“Jason. You’ve got breasts.”

“That’s impossible…”

“We’re going to see the doctor right now.”

Jason didn’t want to, but even he had to admit that there was something going on with his body.

“I slept for a week,” Jason explained to Dr. Linda Capwell.

“We’re you feeling ill before hand?”

“No. I just cleaned out the garage and felt tired, so I slept. “

“What about medicines, herbs, anything unusual you’ve started eating?”

“I fixed him soup a couple of times, right out of the can, but outside of that he didn’t feel much like eating.”

“Well, this is strange, but the blood tests will tell us what is going on.”

“So I should just go home and relax?”

“That’s about it. I’ll have the results by Friday. I’ll call you and we can go over them.”

“Well, okay.”

Jason and Jane headed for home.

Jason didn’t go back to sleep, but he also kept changing. His waist seemed to get thinner, and which made his ass look downright round. And his beasts…they were definitely still growing. What was weird was that even his hair was growing! He wore his hair a little long, but now it was down below his ears.

“You know, if I didn’t know better, Jane observed on Wednesday night, “I would say that you’re turning into a woman.”

“What?” His voice squeaked. It tended to do that every once in a while. It was getting higher pitched like…like he was going through some weird kind of puberty.

Jane sat back and bit her thumb. Jason’s eyes were big and even doe-like. “I’m not kidding. You have real boobs now. You always wanted me to get bigger breasts, but it looks like you’re the one who’s doing the growing.

Jason looked down at his chest. There was no denying that his boobs were getting bigger. And the nipples were large and stiff. In fact, they were itching all the time. He rubbed a nipple and groaned.

“This is crazy,” he said.

Jane suddenly stood up and went out to the garage.  When she came back in she was holding several bras. She held them up to his chest, one at a time.

“What are you doing?”

“You need a bra.”

“I don’t need a bra!” he squeaked. “I don’t need a bra,” he repeated, keeping his voice low.

“I can see your boobs right through your tee shirt, and if I can see them then so can others. Besides, the way they’re growing you’re going to need to train them.”

“Train them?”

“Training bra. Otherwise you’re going to be sagging. You want to walk round with a pair of boobs hanging down to your belly button?”

“They aren’t that big?”

“The bull shat, buddy. And you stepped right into it. Take off your tee shirt.”

Grumbling, Jason pulled his tee shirt off, and it was weird the way the folds of cloth pulled on his breasts.

“Okay, this one seems about right.” She fastened a bra around his chest.

“That’s tight!”

“I could give you pointers, let those puppies out, or we can try to keep you flat, a little more manly.”

Jason sighed and put up with the bra she had selected for him. It was an A cup, and he bulged over the top.

“Crap,” mused Jane. “This is’t working. I can see your tits bulging over the cups.”

“Maybe we should get an Ace bandage or something?”

“Maybe. But…it’s not healthy to bind your tits too much.”

“Why not?”

But Jane didn’t answer. She went through the other bras and selected a slightly bigger one, looked, then picked out a C cup.

“I thought you didn’t want me to have big pointers?”

Jane adjusted the straps and studied the way her husband’s boobs were pushing out.

“Well, I didn’t think so, but the truth is…you’re sort of sexy this way.”

“What?” his voice was definitely high pitched.

“I know…but it’s just you and I sitting here, and you do have boobs…”

Why is this making me excited? she thought.

“So put on your tee shirt.”

He pulled his tee shirt on and was surprised at how comfortable the bra was. Of course his tits had been getting a little uncomfortable, but, still…

“That’s beautiful,” Jane breathed, staring at his tits. She reached out to touch them and he backed off.

She frowned at him. “Don’t act funny, honey. “I’m just trying to make sure the fit is right.”

She felt his tits, and he felt a shock of heat ripple through him. It was a sexual heat, and he gave a shiver.

She grinned. “Feels good to get you boobies touched.”

“Stop that,” his face was a bright red.

“Nope,” she said. “For the first time I think I understand why you want ed me to get breast implants.”

“Then you will?” he couldn’t help himself from blurting.

“Nope. Why should I when your boobs are big enough for both of us?”

He groused at that, but, the weird thing, he found himself continually looking at himself in the mirror the rest of the day.

On Thursday the doctor called to affirm an appointment at noon on Friday. The results of the blood work was in.

On Friday he was a D cup. He didn’t put on a larger bra, though. He just kept the C cup one, thinking that that would make him look smaller than he was.

If anything, it made him look larger.

At eleven thirty Jason and Jane hopped into the car and headed for the doctor’s office.

“Well, this is the most curious bit of blood work I have ever seen,” Dr. Capwell sat behind her desk and studied the folder open in front of her.

“What’s wrong?” asked Jason.

The doctor looked up at him, frowned, and said, “I need to give you a complete physical.”

“But why?”

“Why don’t you take your clothes off, Jason, and I’ll explain.”

Jason was wearing a flannel shirt, which sort of hid the bulge of his breasts, but when he took off the shirt his tits were big and obvious.

Dr. Capwell stifled a gasp at the sight of his honkers.

“You seem to have…developed,” she managed to say.”

“Uh, yeah.” Jason was terribly embarrassed now.

Without explaining anything Dr. Capwell wielded her stethoscope.

“Ooh. Cold,” muttered Jason.

The good doctor listened to Jason’s chest, looked in his eyes and ears, tapped on his chest, and, finally, “I’m going to need to give you a prostate exam.”

“A who?”

Oddly, while Jason was getting examined, Jane was studying his tits, his svelte waist, the way fat seemed to be redistributing on his frame and face.

“Prostate, baby. Drop those drawers.” She said it was a straight face, but wanted to break out in nervous laughter. Seeing her husband in a bra, his long hair hanging, the way his lips seemed a bit more fuller…she was getting excited.

A confused look on his face, Jason dropped his pants and bent over the exam table.

Dr. Capwell blinked. Jason’s cock had shrunk. It as the size of a 10 year old boy’s. His balls were the size of grapes.

She looked at Jane, who shrugged. Jane had noticed that his penis was getting smaller, but she hadn’t said anything to Jason. He was having a tough enough time with his breasts and she figured he didn’t need any other things to worry about. Besides, a guy had to know when his dick was getting smaller, right?

Dr. Capwell applied vaseline, then started examining Jason’s rectum. She felt the rim, running her fingers around and around.

“Okay, I’m going to feel the prostate gland now.”

Jason grunted as she ran her long fingers deep into him and massaged his prostate.

“It feels okay, a bit swollen, but…” she paused. “Jason, do you mind if I take a semen sample?”

“A…what for?”

“I can massage your prostate until the semen comes out. Or you can just go into the bathroom and masturbate.”

Jason didn’t want to masturbate. Truth of the matter was that he was a little worried about the size of his cock. In a weird way he was in denial. He figured he just wasn’t having erections and that his dick was just…temporarily limp.

But he didn’t think he could jack off. Heck, he hadn’t had an erection for a week.

“Well, I guess so.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Capwell started hooking her finger over Jason’s prostate. To get full access she had to push her fingers in and out.

Jane stared at the procedure and suddenly felt a hot flash wash over her. The way the doctor was pushing her finger into and out of Jason…my God! That was the sexiest thing she had ever seen!

Jason was giving little grunts.

“What does it feel like inside him?” she asked.

“It feels like a little walnut. You have to be very gentle and just stroke it, a little bit of pressure. He should be about ready to…there. See?”

A drool of semen seeped out of the head of Jason’s tiny cock. The doctor caught the string of cum with a lab cup.

Jane had an orgasm. Not a big one, just a tiny one, but it was real. She just felt the heat flush through her system and her legs grew weak. She grabbed the edge of the table and stared as her husband spurted more and more semen.

“I’m going to empty you out, Jason. I want a good sample for the lab.”

“Oh,” he sounded a bit strangled.

For a minute she kept massaging him, and finally, the lab cup half full, the string of sperm dwindled and stopped.

“There we go.” Capwell held up the cup and placed a cap on it.

Jane was stunned by how much semen there was. When Jason came normally he would have a tablespoon. But this was about three tablespoons.

“There’s so much!”

“Yes. Prostate massage gets everything. Men should actually have their prostate’s massaged regularly.” She was speaking offhandedly, focusing on writing on the side of the lab cup.

“How often?”

“Monthly is probably good.”

She placed the sample on her desk and turned to Jason. “You can wipe the excess vaseline off and clean up in the bathroom, Jason.”

Jason walked, holding his pants up, bowlegged into the bathroom. He closed the door and began wiping the slick stuff off his buns.

In the doctor’s office Jane turned to Capwell. “So what’s wrong with Jason?”

Dr. Capwell faced Jane and sighed. “Are you aware that your husband is transitioning?”

“What?”

“The blood work shows the highest concentration of estrogen I have ever seen. That would account for his breasts, the changes in his skin and fat distribution.”

“And what about his…penis?”

“That’s all in keeping with excessive estrogen.”

“And you’re sure?”

“Science doesn’t lie.”

“But why didn’t he tell me?”

“I can’t answer that. Maybe he’s embarrassed, maybe he’s just experimenting.” She shrugged.

“So what should I do?”

“Support him, be there for him. He’s going to need help.”

“Should I confront him on it?”

“That’s entirely up to you. The fact that he hasn’t spoken of his, uh, desires before this…it sounds like he doesn’t want to talk about it.”

Jane was stunned, she couldn’t believe it. She thought Jason liked to fuck! And the way he was always obsessing on boobs. But now she knew, he was obsessing on boobs for himself.

“So I just let him transition and see where it goes.”

“Pretty much. We should schedule appointments so I can monitor his progress.”

“What are the chances that he’ll change his mind, go back to being a man?”

“Again, a question I can’t answer.”

They heard the toilet flush in the bathroom and knew that Jason was going to come out any second.

“Well, okay.”

And the door opened.

“So what’s wrong with me, Doc?”

“Well, Dr. Capwell glanced at Jane, “It appears you have some sort of estrogen imbalance in your blood.”

“Estrogen? Like…female estrogen?”

“It appears.”

“So what do I do?”

“I can’t recommend a treatment at this point.”

“So I just watch it and see what happens?”

“Uh, yes. Any changes let me know, but…”

“But it’ll probably just pass, like a passing phase or something?”

Jane coughed, almost choked.

“Uh, yes.” Capwell, acknowledged.

“Well, okay.” Jason didn’t look too happy about it, but in his mind he was trying to make sense out of everything, and he figured his ‘condition’ was just going to go away, that his tits would shrink and that his cock would come back.

Jason and Jane arrived home shortly after one. Jason was feeling rather confined in his C cup bra, so he headed out for the garage and started going through articles of clothing.

“What are you doing?” asked Jane.

“This bra is too tight.”

“Your shirt is too tight, too. Let me pick you out a blouse.”

Jason frowned, he really just wanted a bra, but his shirt was pretty tight on the tits, so he let her pick out a blouse. What cold a blouse hurt, right?

He tried a couple of bras on and settled on a big double D bra. He put it on and looked at the mirror hanging on the side of the garage.

“Good thing we have all these clothes here, eh?”

He looked at his wife and tilted his head. “Why?”

“Well, you’re going to need more comfortable clothes. Can’t get more comfortable than female clothes.

“I don’t want to wear girl’s clothes!”

“Honey, I know,” she didn’t, “but your body is changing and it looks like you have to.”

He stared at her, and he was a mix of culturally unhappy and biologically happy. For a guy to suddenly be a girl went against everything in his upbringing. But the way girl clothes fit his body better than boy clothes…

She buttoned up the blouse and it was more comfortable. And it felt sort of good. Sexy.

“What about pants?”

“What about pants?”

“Your pants are hanging off your hips.”

“What are you saying?”

She took a breath. “You need to wear a dress, or a skirt.”

“What?” Again his voice was high pitched.

Jane was into now, though. Putting him in a sexy bra and seeing how big his chest was, putting him in a blouse and seeing the expanse of flesh under the thin material, she wanted to see more.

“Tell you what. You let me put you in a skirt, just a skirt. It’ll feel more comfortable, and…and I’ll give you a blow job.”

Jason smiled. Blow job. Mmm. And maybe that wold help give him back a big, old boner. Lord knows he hadn’t had much of a boner for a week. His cock just felt so small, and he needed a little excitement down there.

She smiled at the expression on his face. “Here, try this skirt on.”

She helped him into the skirt and he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was more slender than her in the garage mirror, and his tits were bigger. His hair was longer, and…and it was exciting.

She stood beside him and reached between his legs.

“Oh, yeah!” he grinned.

She felt his little cock, it barely fit in her fist, and she started stroking it.

Jason was now feeling quite a bit horny. Her fingers were about as big as his dick, and his little grapes were extra sensitive.

Smiling, feeling a heat swarming through her body, Jane knelt and lifted his skirt. She placed her hands on his round buns and pulled his groin to her mouth. She opened her mouth and took his cock in.

It wasn’t big, but it was sort of hard, and she sucked on it voraciously.

Jason held his hands around her head and  groaned.

For a long minute she sucked on him, then she realized, He wasn’t going to cum!

“Why’d you stop?”

“You’re not going to squirt.”

“But it feels so good!”

Jane shook her head. She didn’t bother explaining to Jason that the doctor had already drained him. She did blurt, “Honey, it looks like your days of manly squirting might be at an end.”

He stared at her.

“What do you mean?”

“Honey, it’s time we talked turkey.”

He waited.

“Your penis is shrinking. You’re growing female parts. Let’s face it, you’re changing into a woman.”

“I am not!”

“Look at the mirror.”

He couldn’t stop himself. He had to look in the mirror.

“Honey, unless you go back to being a man, you’re going to have to have sex like a woman, like the doctor felt your prostate this morning.”

“But…but…”

In truth, Jane was trying to be as honest and forthcoming as she could, without accusing him of transitioning without letting her know.

“Admit it. When you came this morning you liked it that way. You must have or you wouldn’t have cum that way.”

Jason was trying to figure this out, he was being changed and he didn’t know why. He hadn’t planned on being a female…what was happening? Yet, what was happening was quite pleasurable.

He had liked having his prostate rubbed. He had liked the warm,  loosy goosy feeling of the semen pouring out of his cock in spite of himself.

“But I didn’t really have an orgasm!”

“Sometimes women don’t.”

“But I want an orgasm!”

Jane bit her lip. She could just bring his transitioning out, or…not.

“That’s up to you, is’t it?” There, that was as close as she could come to having that conversation.

Then Jane smiled. She looked around the garage, waved her hand to indicate all the boxes and racks of clothes.

“You couldn’t have picked a better time,” she said. “You can try on all these clothes, all these costumes. I’ll even help you with your make up and nails and such.”

“Make up? Nails? Like fingernails?”

“Of course. You want to be a woman, don’t you?”

“I don’t!” he wailed.

She blinked. There was truth in his voice, and she couldn’t help herself.

“Then why are you transitioning?”

“What? who’s transitioning?”

“You are! The doctor said you were! All the estrogen you’ve been taking…”

That’s when it hit Jason. That’s when he figured it out.

“Oh, my God.”

“What?”

“You didn’t drink your Coke!”

Now Jane was thoroughly confused. This made absolutely no sense. “What are you talking about? What’s going on?”

Jason just stood there, his mouth hanging open, his eyes glazed as he realized what had happened.

“Jason? What is going on?”

Jason shook his head. There was a stool to one side and he pulled it to himself and sat down. Sat down before he fell down.

“Honey, two weeks ago…you know how you leave an open Coke in the fridge?”

She blinked and nodded. He really wasn’t making any sense.

“And you know how I’ve always wanted you to get bigger boobs?”

“What does that have to do with anything.”

“I came across an estrogen formula designed to make larger breasts.”

She blinked, shook her head, didn’t understand.

“I put it in your Coke.”

“You put some kind of boob enhancer in my…why would you…”

“And then…I remember that day…you brought me a drink.”

“Yes, but…” and it penetrated. It hit her like a hammer hits a nail and drives that nail all the way through the two by four and into the floor.

“You…”

His eyes…caught….guilty…

“Put it in my…”

Her Coke. She could see herself making drinks, and pouring her Coke into…she thought it was her drink…

“And I gave it to…you!”

He nodded.

Jane began to laugh and laugh and laugh. And then she laughed some more. And when she was done she laughed again.

Jason just sat on the stool, his head hanging and his long hair over his face. His boobs hangin on his chest.

And his teeny weeny little cock between his legs….


PART TWO

“I know, Doc, it’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard, but once I found out I knew I had to call you.”

Jason sat at the kitchen table and listened to Jane explain the situation to the doctor. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. All he wanted was for Jane to have bigger tits, and now…now he had them.

And he did have them. His breasts were bigger than his wife’s, and they were still growing.

Jane hung up and smiled.

“What’d the doctor say?”

Jane kept a straight face. “No help for it. You’re going to live a long life as a woman. You’ll start having periods and everything.”

“What? No!”

Jane giggled. “She said it’ll probably wear off in six months. But you should cross your fingers. She said it was very unwise to mess with bodies in the way you did.”

“But I didn’t mean to take all that estrogen!”

Jane’s eyes narrowed. “No, you meant for me to take it. Against my will. Just so you could have a wife with big boobs.”

He looked at the table and didn’t say anything.

Jane sat down opposite him, “Well, honey, the shoe is on the other foot. You’ve got the big tits, and I am going to have some kind of fun with you.”

“Please,” he whispered.

She just laughed. “Stand up.”

Confused, he did. She took out her cell phone and started snapping pictures.

“Hey!”

“Shut up. We need a record of this.”

“Why?”

She was getting good pictures. His boobs were easy to see, it was obviously him, but he was obviously a woman. She kept snapping and said, “So I can blackmail you.”

“What?”

She kept taking pictures and he jumped up and ran for the bedroom. She tripped him and he fell down and she got pictures of him with his skirt up around his waist. She even snapped a couple of good ones showing how small his weenie was.

“What are you doing!” he scrambled to all fours and headed down the hallway. He ran into the bedroom and closed the door.

“Open up, Jason.”

“No!”

“I won’t take any pictures. We just need to talk.”

Jason opened the door slightly and Jane pushed through. She fiddled with her cell phone for a minute, then muttered, “Okay, it’s all up in the cloud.”

“Why are you planning to blackmail me?”

She sat on the bed and grinned. “Jason, you were going to alter my body for your fun and my embarrassment. Now the shoe is on the other foot. For the next six months I am going to have fun with your embarrassment. And if you don’t do exactly what I say then I will post these photos where all your friends can see them.”

“You can’t do that!” But his face was ashen.

“You would have had me parading around with big old milk bags on my chest, so I’m going to parade you around with milk bags on your chest! Now, we can keep this pretty much between ourselves, you being my little bimbo bitch for six months, then we can laugh and chuckle and go on about our lives. OR…” she grinned, “you can throw a little tizzy fit and I will expose you to the world.”

“Honey, I’m your husband! You can’t do that to me!”
“Of course I can. You’ll go back to being a man, but everybody will always chuckle when they see you. The guy who tried to mess with his wife and wound up taking it in the shorts. Literally.”

“Honey!” he tried to take a firm stand. “I positively forbid you from doing this!”

Jane laughed. “Maybe I’d believe you if your boobs didn’t jiggle when you stomped your foot.”

Jason looked at his chest and moaned.

“Come here.”

Jason approached the bed and stood in front of her. She slipped a hand under his skirt and felt his little penis. She began rubbing it, and her other hand grabbed his balls and started palpating them. “Do you like this?”

He gulped and nodded.

“I like it, too. Seeing you like this, it’s making me really hot. I actually had a little orgasm at the doctor’s office, watching her drain your prostate.”

He stared at her.

“Now, you can get with the program. We’ve got dresses and costumes galore in the garage. We’re going to dress you up and I’m going to play with you, and if you can’t cum that’s okay, I can still play with your prostate and relieve you. Now, do you want to fight the inevitable? Or do you want to let me dress you up and play with you and drain your little weenie every month?”

“Well, uh, I…”

“Heck, I’ll research. Maybe we can drain your weenie more often. Would you like me to massage the spunk out of you maybe once a week?”

“Well, uh…”

“Okay, then it’s settled, Missy.”

“Missy?”

“Missy. I’m going to make you into a woman. And you’re going to stay a woman until your boobies shrink and your dick comes back. Any idea what you’re going to be for the big Halloween party?”

“I’m not going to a party!”

“Then you will suffer pictures being circulated mercilessly.”

Jason looked like he was going to cry, and Jane held on to his cock and balls and said, “It’s not that big a deal, honey. It’s going to be Halloween, nobody will recognize you. Especially if you keep changing like you have.”

“But, honey…”

Jane laid back and pulled her dress up. She pulled her panties down. “Okay, honey, it’s time to seal the deal. Make me happy.”

“But…I can’t! My dick is too short!”

“But your tongue isn’t. Get to work.”

He stared at her pussy. His little cock was feeling good. It was hard—well, as hard as it could get under the circumstances—and he really wanted to fuck her.

“Come on, bitch. Get me off. You had your cum this morning. Now it’s my turn.”

“But you said you had an orgasm at the doctor’s office!”

“That little thing? Ha! Get down here and convince me that you love me.”

Jason knelt, but he was a little reluctant, so Jane grabbed his long hair and yanked his face into her pussy.

“Ow! MPHooo!”

“Oh, yeah. Use that tongue!”

Jason was in a fix now. She wouldn't let go of his hair, and his face was mushed into her vagina. He smelled her pussy and…and he liked the smell. He had always liked the smell. It was just that he had no control over the situation!

His tongue began to slide up and down her vagina. He washed her labia and sucked her clitoris.

“Oh, yeah. That’s what I’m talking about!” She opened her legs further and let go of his hair. Now that he was started he wasn’t going to stop. He grabbed her buns and buried his face in her mons. He ate voraciously, gobbling, and he began snaking his fingers around and finger banging her.

“Oh, yes!” she arched her back and tilted her hips into his mouth.

Three fingers, ramming and jamming. Then four. His thumb stuck up a right angles like he was hitchhiking.

“Honey, you’re going to have to fist me!”

He pulled his fingers out, angled them into a spear, and began pushing his hand into her pussy.

“Uh, God!” She grabbed his wrist and pulled, and suddenly his hand slipped inside her.

Her eyes were now glazed and her hips wouldn’t stop moving. He would have stopped, he was shocked by her appetite, but she wouldn’t let him. She fucked his hand ruthlessly, now slightly bent over, now arched, always pushing and pulling on his arm.

She came, and it was the hardest cum of her life. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth opened and her head tilted back. It was like a volcano had exploded inside her.

Jason finally stopped moving. Jane was laying there, dazed, looking at the ceiling, and grinning.

“Take your hand out of me,” she murmured.

He slipped his fist out of her and she sighed. Oh, God,” she said. “Forgive me, but I like you as a bitch!”

Jason just stared at her.

“And that’s what happened, girls.”

Jane was sitting at Marsha Deevers house. Six other girls were sitting in a circle listening raptly as Jane explained the situation Jason had gotten himself into.

“Oh, my God!” was the common utterance.

“You’re shitting me!” was not so common, but more heartfelt.

“So Jason is stuck being a woman for six months. What are you going to do with him?”

“Oh, Lord, what haven’t I done with him?”

“So that’s why he’s never there when we have to go through the clothes in the garage.”

“He’s hiding in his bedroom.”

“We’ve got to see him.”

Jane pursed her lips. The truth of the matter was that she wanted to share his condition with her friends. Still, it was a big deal. She knew how embarrassed he was.

“And his penis really is…?”

Jane nodded and held up her pinkie. “This big.”

All the ladies giggled.

“So how do you, uh…you know?”

“Two methods. First, his mouth is getting a lot of practice. Like every day practice.”

Several of the girls smiled and nodded. Most women really like being eaten to a cum. There’s no slimy, white mess to clean off afterward.

“What’s the other method,” asked Lana Turner.

Jane smiled. “I like it when he fists me.”

The girls all gasped.

“His whole hand?”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. In fact, when you feel like size it’s much better than his dick. To tell the truth,” she looked around at the other girls. “I’m wondering if I could convince him to keep taking the super estrogen thing. I’d like to keep him this way.”

Marsha leaned forward and in a low voice asked, “How does he get off?”

Jane thought about it. She hadn’t been going to tell everybody this, but here it was. She took a breath and said, “The doctor showed me how to give him a prostate massage.”

Now the room was silent. All of the women were caught up in the idea of getting a king sized dick, and never having to suffer the goo of male cummings.

“Well,” said Marsha, “I don’t know about you ladies, but we’re going to have to see this for ourselves.”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Nonsense. He’s a man. He’ll love the attention. He certainly can’t complain if we all play with his little peeny.”

“Well…” Jane thought about it. She looked around the circle of eager faces.

“Come on, Jane.”

“Please…”

And Marsha said, “You really must. You owe it to the rest of us.”

And Jane nodded.

“Honey? Are you ready for your prostate draining?”

Jason was doing the dishes, and he was a changed person.

His hair was coiffed, his nails were long and red, his lips were plump and beautiful. Add to that the fact that his boobs were monstrous, and he was a complete package.

And he was horny.

Every day Jane had him eat her out. And then, on the days that she felt like it, he would fist her and she wold have gigantic orgasms. And he was getting no orgasm for himself. It was driving him crazy.

“I guess so,” he said.

“Excellent. I’ve got some tricks I would like to do with you.”

“Tricks?” He wiped his hands on a wash towel and looked at her.

“First, I want you to have a big drink. Then I bought some hand cuffs for you.”

“Handcuffs?”

“Yep. Feel like a little slap and tickle?”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure.”

Jason poured himself a big drink and drank it.

“Okay, honey, now off with the clothes and let’s get you ready.”

Jason was so damned horny he was shivering. It had been a couple of weeks since Dr. Capwell had drained him, and he really needed to be drained again.

He took his dress off and walked into the living room and found Jane putting cushions on the coffee table. “Upsy daisy,” she crooned.

He knelt on the coffee table and she put hand cuffs on his wrists and ankles, ran them over the corners and cuffed the other end to the legs. It was a sturdy coffee table and he was firmly secured. He was still wearing his bra, he always needed that, and his panties were tight. His little cock stuck down in a little point.

“This is weird,” he said.

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet,” Jane smiled.

She mixed him another drink and held it for him.

“Mmm. This is a regular occasion.”

“You’re right. It’s a coming out occasion.”

“What?”

Jane went to the kitchen and opened the door to the garage. The Ladies’ Cub members had gathered in the garage and waited silently. Now they filed through the kitchen and into the living room.

Jason’s eyes opened wide and he stared as woman after woman entered the living room and sat down around the. coffee table.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

“I told the Ladies’ Club members about you and they wanted to see.”

“Wha…bu…you…wha…” Jason repeated, his mind stunned, shattered, really.

“Marsha, could you tear his panties off?”

Marsha was only too glad to rip Jason’s panties off. In a second he was naked except for the bra, then the bra was taken off and his big boobs hung down nearly to the table. All the women moved closer. They felt his tits, they handled his penis. They ran their fingers over his ass crack and felt his rectum.

“Wha…bu…you…wha…”

His body jerked and twitched to the touch of the soft hands upon his flesh. His little penis kept twitching.

“Now, the way we drain his prostate,” Jane began. “The doctor used her fingers, but my fingers aren’t as long, and I’ve been researching this. This is called a prostate massager.”

Jane held up what looked like a small dildo with a bent and bulbous head.

“Since the asshole doesn’t have its own lubrication you should make sure you lubricate the massage device, and his asshole, thoroughly.

Jane slapped a huge glob of lubricant on his asshole and began smoothing it into his asshole with a thumb.

Jason groaned. In spite of the situation he couldn’t deny the good feelings he was suffering.

Jane slipped the prostate massager into his rectum and began working it.

Jason moaned louder and his hips started spasming.

Meanwhile, several of the girls were taking videos of the procedure with their cell phones.

Jane didn’t notice, and Jason certainly didn’t notice. Jason’s whole world was taken up by the feeling of his prostate being massaged.

“Jane?”

Jane stopped, Jason right on the edge of spurting his seed, and looked at Marsha.

“Why don’t you just fuck him?”

“Fuck him?”

“Yes. A strap on dildo is only a little bigger than that prostate thingie…why not just strap on, climb on, and…you know?”

“Well, I never thought of that. I’m sort of new to this sort of thing, and—“

“Would you like me to show you?”

“Could you? You don’t mind, do you, Jason?”

Jason had a fanny full of golden pleasure and his eyes rolled. He was right on the edge. He could feel the semen boiling in his balls.

Marsha opened up her purse and took out a large strap on. She didn’t bother getting undressed, no need for that, she just strapped the dildo on over her dress and took a position behind Jason.

The feeling of semen at a boil in Jason’s balls had receded, and he looked around in confusion. He didn’t understand what was happening, and suddenly…he did.

“Brace his shoulders, girls. Don’t let him fall.”

Several hands pushed on Jason’s shoulders and Marsha pushed her dick into him.

Jason’s eyes bulged as the big cock split his fanny. He arched intuitively, and the length of big cock slid up his poop chute.

“Gah!” he said. “Gah!”

“You see?” said Marsha, sliding her hips in and out, “Not much difference, and now Jason can feel like he is truly contributing to the fuck.”

Jane went to the front of the table and stared at Jason’s face. “He really seems to be liking this.”

“All men do,” said Marsha. “Is he cumming?”

“Yes!” exclaimed Lana. She reached down and cupped a hand. A long stream of slime stretched down from the end of Jason’s tiny cock and into her hand.

She caught it, it pooled, then she giggled and held it up to Jason’s face. “Want a taste, Jason?”

Marsha reached forward and grabbed her hand and pushed it into Jason’s face. “Never ask a man what he wants.”

All the girls laughed.

“I didn’t bring my strap on,” stated one of the girls. “Do you think I could come by tomorrow and do him?”

Jane looked at Jason. He was out of his mind with pleasure. He was groaning and licking his lips where he had received a handful of his own semen.

“What do you think, Jason? Would you like to do this with Tammi tomorrow?”

Jason looked up at his wife. His mind was shuttering, blinking in and out of reality. He realized she wanted something, but didn’t understand what, so he just nodded.

The girls all gave a little cheer, and others started asking when they could come over and fuck him.

“You did well today, Jason. Did you have a good time?”

Jason was laying face down on the bed. His asshole felt a strange mix of sore and golden.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

Jane was taking off her make up. She smiled. “It’s been a week,” she smiled. “And the girls are asking when they can do you again, and two more girls from the Club have asked if they could fuck you. “What do you think?”

Jason rolled onto his back. His breasts pointed towards the ceiling. His tits had finally stopped growing, but they were super big. “Okay,” he said. He licked his red lips and thought about how the girls were taking him every day. Sometimes more than once. Marsha Deevers had a real appetite for this sort of thing. And she kept talking about getting a larger dildo. She said she had a horse dildo, would he like that?

He didn’t know, but he was willing to try.

“And, we’re going to have an after the raffle party. You’re going to be the guest of honor. Would you like that?”

“Uh…”

“Just think. All of the girls want you, on one night. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Jason was silent, thinking about it. He had never thought of himself being a slut, but it was obvious that he was.

“Okay, dear. I’m done. You can take off your make up now.”

Jason rolled off the bed and walked towards the vanity table. Funny, he felt like his body was actually changing. He walked more bowlegged these days, and he was always in high heels.

“I don’t know if I can take everybody after the raffle,” he said as he sat down.

“Oh. Yes. I should have thought of that.”

“Maybe choose one person and have them fuck me for everybody.”

That made the light go on in Jane’s head, and she suddenly grinned. “I’ll take care of it, honey. Say, would you hurry up? I’d like to have an orgasm before I fall asleep.”

“Of course, dear.” And he slapped the cold cream on quickly.

Halloween.

All Hallow’s Eve.

Where people dress up like pagans and wild animals and celebrate saints.

And, the day the Ladies’ Club raffled off costumes and held a big party.

Jason went to the party as a young woman. A well endowed, young woman. His breasts were quite large, quite natural, and everybody stared at his chest all night long.             

Which was fine with him because nobody but a dozen women knew who he really was.

Little Bo…Jason.

In high heels with a fluffy dress and a crook for hooking those little fur balls called sheep.

All night the men clustered around Jason, and none of them tumbled to the fact that he was not a she.

Jason’s voice was high pitched, his lips were red, and he was mysteriously silent. Almost like he had a secret.

Jane and the girls were thrilled. They had made more selling costumes this year than they had ever thought possible. And they had sold even more tickets for the after party.

Finally, the party started to wind down. People went home, the crowd dwindled, and the dozen ladies of the Ladies’ Club began to clean up.

The doors were locked and Jason put on an apron to help.

“Jason, what are you doing?” Marsha asked.

“Cleaning up?”

“No! No! You need to go get ready for the winner of our secret raffle.”

“I do?”

“Absolutely.”

The raffle had been held in the high school auditorium, and Jason was sent to the stage at the end of the auditorium. He climbed the stairs and several women grabbed him and escorted him to his coffee table.

They helped Jason put on the costume, then they attached the handcuffs and secured him to the table.

Jason knelt on the table and breathed. He wondered which of the women were going to fuck him? He wondered who had won the big prize…his asshole.

Finally, the clean up was done and Jason heard voices in the auditorium. a lot of voices. Suddenly the big curtain began to slide back.

Jason knelt in the light and looked out at the people gathered to watch the big prize.

There were a lot of people. Half of the crowd were ladies from the Ladies’ Club. The other half were…men!

There were cheers as Jason was revealed, and he smiled wanly and tried to see past the bright stage lights.

To the people in the audience he was a woman. His big boobs could be seen hanging down from the Bo Peep costume. His dress was thrown over his waist and his ass was bare. His cock was hidden in the folds of the costume.

Suddenly a chair was placed next to him and Jane sat down. She was holding a drink, and that told him they were planning on really using him. When he was going to be taken by multiple people they always gave him a drink or two or three.

“Jason, I’m so proud of you,” Jane said, ruffling his long hair. “You’ve really made us a lot of money, and you know it all goes for a good cause.”

Jason smiled, but he was nervous. All these people, and so many men.

One of the women stood up and began talking. “Okay, we have a dozen winners, so let’s have the winners up here to collect their prize. Tom Deevers, John Hartwell, Christian Capwell…” the list of twelve winners continued and the men filed up on the audience.

Jason frowned. All these men. He thought the women were going to fuck him. He turned his head to his wife to ask her what was going on, and Marsha Deevers slipped a penis gag into his mouth. Jane was down in the audience, talking to her friends. Marsha whispered to him. “All men want to fuck strange women, and women aren’t too fond of that. But with you we don’t have to worry. After the men have fucked you they won’t be so quick to take advantage of strange women. You know?” she giggled, then she turned to look back at his ass. “Grease her up good, girls.”

Jason tried to struggle, but they placed a stool under his mid section, which forced his ass up and presented it perfectly. Huge gobs of lubricant were pushed into his asshole. It felt good, but…but…

“And, the first prize winner…Take your prize Tom Deevers!”

Jason froze, and felt a pair of hairy thighs step between his own hairless legs.

A warm, flesh dick is quite a bit different than a hard, plastic peter. Jason urked behind the penis gag as he was penetrated.

And it didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good. And as Tom Deevers began to saw in and out it felt better and better. And the feel of those big balls smacking against his ass, it felt…it felt…

“John Hartwell! Come take your prize!”

John Hartwell didn’t have a big dick, but it wouldn’t have mattered. Jason’s bunghole was sloshy with semen.

“Christian Capwell…”

Christian did have a big one. And as he bent over Jason and went to work he whispered, “My wife told me who you are…!”

“Gerold Hopkins…!”

Jason’s ass filled up and over flowed.

And after the dozen prize winners were done Jason was left on the table while everybody danced and partied. And nobody seemed to care if the occasional man, or woman, came up and sampled Jason’s ass.

Jane helped Jason walk into the house. He was bow legged and sore, but not that sore. He was dazed, but aware. He walked back to the bedroom and laid down.

Jane helped him take off his costume.

“Yuck, what a mess,” she giggled as she pulled off the sperm sodden Bo Peep dress.

She helped him into the bathroom and into the shower. He slid down the tiles and just sat there and let her wash him. Finally, he was done, and she helped him out, dried him off, and put him on the bed.

She got ready for bed and hummed and kept glancing happily at him.

“Honey?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“Did you cum tonight?”

“No,” he whispered.

“And after all those men. Hunh! Well, that’s okay.” She came to the bed and spread his legs. He sighed as she slipped her hand, her whole hand, into his hind end. As she fisted him she said, “I have a confession to make.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Do you know that drink I gave you right before all the men had you?”

He nodded.

“Well, Dr. Capwell found out what the super estrogen you had taken was, and, well, that drink was laced with it.”

He turned his head and looked at her.

She was running her arm back and forth and semen was starting to pour out of his dick.

“That’s right, honey. And we’ve got another party planned for New Year’s Eve. Isn’t that great?”

He nodded, and little tears crept out of the corner of his eyes.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Too Big for Her Bra!

Husband faces role reversal and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

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

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

“Back here!”

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

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

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

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do?”

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

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

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

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

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

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

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

“That sounds wonderful.”

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s wrong, babe?”

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

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

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, thank you.”

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

No hurry, she was asleep again.

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

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

Amy was sleeping.

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

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

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

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

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

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

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

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

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

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

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

“No problem.”

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

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

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

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

“What are you looking at?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But it’s not COVID?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

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

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

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

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

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

A WEEK PASSED.

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

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

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

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

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

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

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

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

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

Roger grinned.

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

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

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

“What the fuck?”

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

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

“Did you notice…”

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

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

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

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

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

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

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

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

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

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

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

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

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

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

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

Henry stared in shock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Roger sighed.

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

“Right now.”

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

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

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

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

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

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

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

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

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

“I know…it’s just that…”

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

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

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

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

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

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

A WEEK PASSED.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Huh! No chance of that!

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

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

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

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

Amy just wasn’t interested.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

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

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

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

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

But this was his lucky day.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You want to suck some milk?”

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

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Or more turned on!

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

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

“What the fuck?”

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

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

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

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

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

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

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

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

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


PART TWO

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

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

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

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

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

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

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

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

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

“What are they?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

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

Roger.

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

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

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

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

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

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

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

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

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

“Back here!”

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

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

“Hi, ladies.”

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

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

“Yeah, honey?”

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

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

“I think you know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

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

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

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

PHHHT!

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

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

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

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

He blinked his eyes open.

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

He managed to sit up.

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

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

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

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

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

“I don’t understand?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

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

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

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

He opened his eyes.

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

“Who are you?”

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

“What’s going on?”

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

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

“I…what is happening?”

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

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

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

“Why are you doing this to me?”

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

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

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

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

“That’s your opinion.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How you doing, Roger?”

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

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

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

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

“What about the house and cars?”

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

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

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

He looked at her bleakly.

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

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

“What does that mean?”

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

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

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

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

“I love you.”

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

A WEEK PASSED.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

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

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

Amy thought about it.

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

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

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

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

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

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

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

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

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

He walked into the room and waited.

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

“Let’s get you sexy.”

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

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

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

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A WEEK PASSED.

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

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

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

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

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

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

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

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

“Oh, thank you.”

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

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

“Oh?”

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

“I can use the dildo on you.”

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

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

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

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

END
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THE classic of feminization.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

[image: ]

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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