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My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

He was more woman than a woman!


PART ONE

“I can’t believe it,” John said for the umpteenth time.

I stared at him. This was going to take some serious getting used to. “And you’re sure,” I asked.

“That’s what the test said.”

“But this is testing for aptitude, for work, for what you want to do with your life.”

“Apparently I don’t want to be a fighter pilot, or a secret agent, or even president fo the United States,” he spoke bitterly.

“Honey, there’s got to be a mistake.”

He threw the paper with his test results on the table and snarled. “Mistake that.”

My hands were shaking as I picked up the paper. I stared at the score, and at the recommendation.

“Something is wrong. The machine messed up. This can’t be true.”

“Go to college, they’ll find the job that’s right for you. Well, they found the job, all right.

I stared at the paper. At the bottom was the score, very high. Right below that, printed by the computer, was the official and algorithmically perfect recommendation for my husband.

Pole Dancer.

I shook my head. He couldn’t believe it, and neither could I.

Pole Dancer?

“There’s got to be a mistake!” We were speaking to a councilor in the Department of Unemployment. The Department was in charge of the computer that ran the college tests. The councilor was a chubby fellow with a bristly mustache and pockets full of boredom. His name was Charles.

He sighed, pushed his reading glasses into place, and read the test results again.

“Well, Debby, it says right here…it’s unorthodox, I’ll grant you, but the computer doesn’t make mistakes.”

“It made one this time,” John spoke glumly. He was still in the depths of despair. “I’m not even….even female!”

“Well, there has got to be something here because the computer wouldn’t have assigned you this vocation unless you were absolutely suited for it.”

“Don’t I have to have boobs? Be the athletic type? Be able to do the splits?”

He waved dismissively. “If the computer assigned you this vocation it must have a job lined up for you.”

“Who’s going to pay to see some guy twirl on a pole? Can you see women lining up and throwing their bras at me?”

Charles blinked, pushed his glasses down so he could see over them, sat back and folded his hands over his belly. “The computer can.”

“Argh!” John snarled.

“So what are you going to do about this?” I asked.

“Well, there isn’t much I can do about it. I don’t have the rating to override the computer, even if I was so inclined.”

“So inclined?” I looked at him incredulously.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jenner, if there’s one thing I have learned from my years in the system it is this: computers NEVER make mistakes.”

“It has this time,” John’s head was down again. I knew this must be ripping him up inside.

“Be that as it may, I’m going to schedule you for classes. Try it for a while. You may be surprised.”

We stared at him.

“Look, I’ll put a query in, that’s the most I can do at my pay grade, but if you don’t take the classes you lose your welfare benefits.”

“How are we supposed to live,” I whispered.

“By trusting the computer.”

He turned to his monitor and began typing. “Okay, there you go…uh huh. Benefits guaranteed as long as you take the training.”

He turned back to us. “Will there be anything else?”

We just stared at him.

“You’ll be receiving a survey by email in the next day. If you could fill it out…I’m forbidden from outright soliciting good reviews, but I would sure appreciate a kind word…”

I stood up, John got to his feet, too. “The only kind word you’ll get from me is up your butt!”

We walked out.

We sat at the kitchen table and looked out the window. As young adults, without baby, we were entitled to class three housing. Which meant we had a bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen. Not much, but the theory, according to the computer, was sound. People who don’t have much will work harder to get more.

Incentivism. When the government finally realized the truth of incentives they learned how to control people. Give ‘em everything for free, but they live like peons until they fulfill the government’s desires.

The government, in this case, being a computer. No heart, no liver, no kidney…nothing but circuits and algorithms in control of our lives.

What was that old Latin phrase? ‘Deus ex machina,’’God from a machine.’ Well, we were living that right now.

The good news of being poor, struggling adults was that we could buy all the booze we wanted. The government would even issue us benefit cards so we could keep drinking. Just a little side show to keep citizens unhappy with the government less than rambunctious.

I poured John a stiff drink. Bourbon and Coke. It was the Coke that was expensive, and, man, it really was.

Still, times like these, best to make the poison go down happy.

John took his glass and chugged half his glass. I didn’t say a word.

He placed his glass on the table and stared at the little waves of liquid. “I don’t fucking believe it.” He looked up at me. “I have to take classes in pole dancing! And if I don’t we lose our benefits.”

“All except the booze,” I agreed.

“Good for that, we can drink ourselves into a stupor while we’re homeless.”

“Well, John,” I knew I had to take the bull by the horns, “it looks like you’re stuck.”

He stared at me.

“The only thing you can do is go to those classes, learn what you can, and…and when the computer can’t find a job for you…” I shrugged.

“At least we’ll have benefits. We’ll be able to stay in this shitty apartment, raise our horde of cockroaches, and look forward to a grimy future of too much alcohol and not enough hope.”

“Do you have a better plan?”

He didn’t.

So he finished his drink. I had poured myself one, too. And we went into the bedroom and fucked our brains out.

At that, it wasn’t a very good fuck. It’s hard to get amorous when your man is handed a lemon and told there’s no sugar for lemonade. And it was hard for him to be assigned to a female profession when, let’s face it, he wasn’t female.

Monday rolled around. We were a little bleary-eyed from our lost weekend, but we had managed to pick him up some leotards and slippers, and he was ready to go. We walked down the stairs and began the trudge to the government campus.

And walked into a classroom.

It was a regular sized room and a dozen women stood about. As women they didn’t look too unhappy about being assigned to be pole dancers. They chatted, they pinned up their hair, they checked their make up, they stared at John.

They were sleek and stacked in their leotards. John was a rail with a few muscles.

They were  beautiful faces. John hadn’t shaved.

They blinked. John blinked more.

I went to a corner and sat in a chair. I was there for moral support. “Go on, John, meet your new classmates.” I was dying. No woman ever wants their man to hang around beautiful women.

In fact, the only saving grace I had at this point was that the computer said we were a perfect match.

Well, that was one for two, in my book.

John walked across the shiny, hard wood floor. The girls immediately turned their backs, went to the barre and started stretching.

John turned and looked at me and shrugged helplessly. I smiled and blew him a kiss.

SLAM! The door closed and everybody turned. A slender, old woman, with big boobs, sauntered across the floor. She was proud, haughty, supercilious, disappointed to be amongst those bugs termed ‘human.’

“Line up here, class.”

She watched as everybody stepped into line, and focused on John at the end of the line. She sashayed down to him, looked him up and down, sneered, and turned back to the girls.

“This is your introduction to pole dancing, and I am your instructor. Sylvia D’Swan. Pole dancing, as you know requires the grace of a ballerina, the athleticism of a gymnast, and a desire to spread your legs before a crowd of ugly, sweaty, drunken men.”

I knew she was over stating it, pole dancing was an accepted profession, but still, poor John was wilting with every second.

“To begin, we will try some simple exercises. To the barre!”

Everybody, John included, took a place at the barre that lined the walls of the room. In the center of the room was a standing barre, and Sylvia D’Swan stepped to it, placed one hand on it, and raised her leg. Over her fucking head!

I stared. This was unusual stretchability, even for a dancer, especially for an old dancer.

The girls stared, then tried to emulate. Some got their foot waist high, some to their shoulders, a few even got to their heads. John got his foot up to knee level.

Ms D’Swan walked around the room. She stared at the sweating faces, the struggles for balance, and her sneer became even more pronounced.

She came to John. Oddly, she didn’t sneer at him. She frowned, and then she said the most interesting thing. “You need boobs. Buy some boobs before tomorrow’s class.”

John’s mouth opened and closed. He would have said something, but Ms D’Swan moved on.

Get boobs? How the fuck was he supposed to get boobs?

We went home and John was even more beaten than when he went to class. His shoulders were slumped, his head was bowed. He walked unseeing, and if I hadn’t had my arm linked in his he would have walked into traffic.

“I don’t know what to do,” he said for the seventeenth time.

I took him home, fed him, he was hungry from the long morning of exercising, and we sat in the living room. He sat back on the couch, dispirited. I leaned forward.

“John.”

“Huh.”

“You did well today.”

He looked up at me.

“You did all the exercises with no problem. You just need to work on your stretching.”

“Huh,” he grunted.

“No, I mean it. Did you know that I did in a class in Yoga?”

He looked up, sort of. More of a raise your head an inch and stare under lowered brows…with a big ‘so what’ thrown in for good measure.

“I’m serious. You’ve seen me sit in the lotus for an hour watching the tube. And I can raise my leg higher than those bitches in your class.”

“Yeah, but girls are naturally more flexible than men.”

“Yes and no. Some are and some aren’t. I wasn’t, in the beginning, but they showed me tricks.”

A mild interest showed. “What kind of tricks?”

“The main one is to relax. Watch.”

I stood up and bent over, let my arms hang. “Let’s assume I can’t reach the floor, that this is as far as I can reach.”

He tilted his head.

“Most people will push on you, the way Sylvia pushed on the girls today.”

He blinked. The fact was, Sylvia hadn’t pushed on him. She had told him to relax.

“So you bend until it starts to restrict, until the muscles start to tighten, and then you tell the muscles to relax.”

“Tell the muscles?”

“Sure. You just relax, and breath, and focus your attention on a muscle, or part of a muscle, or whatever, and tell it to relax, and you make that muscle act like your body does when you flop into bed and tell it to go to sleep.”

“I never tell my body to go to sleep.”

“You’re going to have to learn.”

And I knew this was true. John was going to be sore on the morrow.

“Now, let’s get you into the tub, I’m going to massage your muscles, and we’re going to get you ready for tomorrow.

The next day John was sore, as I promised, but it wasn’t as bad as I figured. The massage and hot tub had gone a long way.

Still, he wasn’t as flexible as the day before.

The good thing, and odd, was that Sylvia didn’t call him to task, as she did some of the girls.

Oh, she was mean, and cruel, and even an inquisitionist. She walked around the room forcing girl’s legs higher, chiding with icy tones, sneering more often than not.

But when she reached John she just nodded, touched his leg gently and said, “Relax.”

And, shock of shocks, “You are doing well.”

He was doing well? He could barely raise his leg as high as his knee!

But, I was just glad she wasn’t being cruel. John didn’t need any of that.

She did, however, lift a lip and say in tones so polite they might have been cement. “Boobs. I told you to get boobs. By tomorrow I must insist. I do not want to give you a bad mark.”

A bad mark! Oh, fuck. Enough bad marks and John would be removed from the program. We couldn’t risk that!

That afternoon I massaged John, he was starting to feel the aches and pains now, and put him in a hot tub. I handed him a light whiskey and Coke and said, “Don’t move. I’ll be back.

He didn’t move, and when I returned a half hour later he was asleep. Excellent. I let him sleep, and I put my purchases on the bed. They had cost too much, but…it had to be.

A half hour later John woke up. I helped him from the bathtub and dried him off. He was feeling the muscles now, and took him into the bedroom. “What’d you get,” he said, seeing the items on the bed.

“A bra and falsies.”

“What?”

“Sylvia was serious. This was all I could come up with.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“But our budget is maxed out!”

“We’ll give up food.”

John stared at the bra on the bed. “I can’t…I don’t want to wear women’s stuff.

“Don’t consider this stuff as ‘stuff,’ or even ‘clothes.’ Consider this,” I held the bra up, “a tool of your trade.”

He stared at the bra like it was a viper that wanted to test drive its fangs.

“Now, come on, let’s see how you look.”

He was a bit resistant, but he was also physically aching, which translated as tired, and which made him too tired to resist.

I put the bra on him. I had sized him right, and I slid the falsies into the cups.

I stood back and…wow! His body was perfected suited to breasts. I mean, sure, there were bony points, and he was a naked man with a bra, but the overall curvature, the way his boobs set, he actually looked good.

“Fuck,” he said, totally defeated, as he stared at himself in the door mirror.

“Straighten up, put your shoulders back,” I commanded, actually sounding a bit like Sylvia.

He glanced at me in surprise, then straightened up a little. I went to him and pressed his shoulders back, made his tits stand out.

He stared for a second, and he was glorious, glamorous, a totally different man. Then he simply deflated. He couldn’t have it.

But I had seen it. I had seen something that, dare I say it, the computer had seen?

“No, John. Stand that way again.”

He didn’t want to, so I was forced to put on the bully. I slapped his ass, hard, and said, “Don’t give me that shit. Straighten up, show your boobs, and do it with the right attitude.”

He sighed, straightened up a little, and I was forced to bully his shoulders back.

“Now hold it!”

I got out my cell and snapped a couple of photos.

Finally, John started to slump, and I snapped. “NO!”

He blinked, and I noticed something. He was getting a hard on.

I moved to him, I reached down and placed my hand over his dick. “You like it,” I whispered into his ear.

He turned his head and stared at me.

“Go on, admit it. It’s a bit kinky, and you like kink…you like it.”

He gulped and managed to squeak out, “It’s…weird.”

His dick was throbbing, and I stroked it.

“Well, John, my manly man with a bra on, I have something to tell you…”

“Uh?”

“I like it.”

He blinked.

“This is making me horny. In fact. I’m getting wet down there. Do you think you could satisfy me?”

“Could I?” Suddenly he wasn’t tired. Not at all. “Just let me get this bra off and—“

“No.”

“What?”

“Leave it on.”

“But that’s weird.”

“Yeah. It’s weird. Can you do it? Can you fuck me with a pair of tits on?”

My hand was slithering back and forth. It was circling the head, jacking the shaft, palpating the balls.

He was gulping now. “You want to fuck weird?”

“Oh, God,” and I stopped talking and attacked him. I pushed him back on the bed. “Relax,” I snarled, and I took his penis in my mouth.

Good John, he was big, and I liked that. I slurped and gobbled and he moaned.

Then I was climbing up his body. kissing it, stroking it. I reached under the falsies and grabbed his nipples and pulled hard.”

“Fuck!” he groaned, and he placed his hands on my wrists. But he didn’t pull my hands from his nips, he just made sure I didn’t rip them off.

Then my face reached his chest and I pushed the falsies up for a moment and began to suck and pull on those nipples with my teeth.

John was arching his back, making the most delightful and guttural sounds.

I laughed and climbed on to his cock. The falsies slipped back into place.

His pecker was straight up, he was one of these guys that didn’t curve, and I touched my labia to him, reached down and spread them, and began to slide down that magnificent shaft.

God, I was wet. It was slick and moist and warm and wonderful. I experienced that glorious sensation of being stretched and filled, and now I was gasping.

Then we held still. Me sitting on him, him fully engulfed, me firmly impaled, my hand son his boobs to hold myself up.

“Fuck, I love you,” I said.

“You’re just saying that because I love you.”

“I’m just saying that because I love your cock.” I leaned down a little, grabbed his face in my hands, and snarled, “I love your fucking dick.”

I kissed him, mashed our lips together, Frenched him, and we began to move. Long, twisting movements while he corkscrewed me. Short humpy movements as he lurched into me. Out of synch, yet harmonious, each determined to give the other better that they got.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Unbelievable,” I breathed back.

It wasn’t but a moment until we were sat the summit. I felt him lurching, and pulsing, and the first splatters of white liquid filled my womb, and that set me off.

I fell down on him, hugged him, and my whole body started spasming.

And the weird thing, as he filled me up, was that I could feel his tits. those wonderful fake tits. And I wondered: what if they were real?

The next day, day three of John’s vocational training, Sylvia made the rounds. “Lose weight,” she advised one girl. “Cows don’t make good pole dancers.”

Another girl: “A bob cut looks terrible on a thin girl. Let your hair grow.”

Another girl: “TRY HARDER!”

And…John: “Wonderful.” She stepped to him, reached out and hefted his boobs. “But they don’t weigh enough. You must get used to the real weight of breasts. Get heavier ones.”

John showed something on his face. While Sylvia ignored the other girls (did I really say ‘other?’) she seemed attuned to John. “What is it?”

John shook his head. His face was red and I knew he wasn’t going to say anything. Fortunately, I was sitting just a few feet away and I blurted, “We’re out of benefits.”

She didn’t blink, which I would later think was strange, and she said, “Come to room 112c after class. Wait for me.”

She moved on.

Class that day was extremely brutal. Stretches were done, and strength training was begun, and here was a blessing, John was strong. Of course he was, he had a male’s physique, and a male’s musculature. When the girls struggled to do simple push ups John could knock out a hundred.

And Sylvia smiled. And it was a funny smile. Not funny ha ha, but funny like she knew something we didn’t.

Twelve thirty, and John and I stood outside room 112c. It was a small office, an instructor’s room, and the placard on it said, ‘Ms D’Swan.’

A minute later Sylvia turned the far corner and strode towards us.

I had only seen her moving in the quick short steps she used in class, this was my first chance to see her actually moving.

She had the feet turned out, the soles placed firmly, like every good ballerina does.

But there was something more. There was a brisk grace to her that…well, it exuded. She was like a tree waving in the wind…but she walked. The movements of her hands, the way she held her head…this was a woman whose whole life was dedicated to beauty in motion.

I think John was noticing that, too. At least he was very silent and attentive as she approached us.

She smiled, which about knocked us off our feet. She never smiled.

“Welcome, my prodigy and his mate. You are Debby, I am right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered. I wanted to be very respectful to the woman who was in control of John’s future.

“Hah, out here, you never call me ‘ma’am. Do you understand?” She unlocked the door. Held it back for us. “Call me Ms D’Swan, or Sylvia, or if we become friends, you may call me,” she looked around to make sure nobody heard her, then grinned, “Swanny.”

John and I were both a little stunned by this display of cheerful humanity.

“Please, sit.” She indicated two chairs in front of her desk.

As I said, it was a small office, and it was crowded. She had shelves stacked with books, a table laden with posters and more books, large framed pictures leaning against the walls.

But we sat, and Sylvia sat down behind her desk and leaned back and regarded us. Again with the grin. “You are surprised The Dragon is so happy?”

At the look on our faces she laughed. “You think i don’t know what the students call me?”

“Well, uh…” John mumbled a little. I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t want to jinx the moment.

She waved her hand and laughed, “I only put on the face for the less than serious. They need the bully. But you, John…ah…you are another matter.”

John blurted, “But I was made to come to this class.”

“And the computer is wrong, is it not?”

“Yes.”

She swiveled back and forth, enjoying the moment. “So, how are you enjoying it?”

“Well, uh…”

“He’s sore every day. And this thing with the boobs…” Yes, boobs made me horny, but, still, I didn’t understand, and it was this lack of understanding that compelled me to speak.

Sylvia pursed her lips, heard me out, then said, “Don’t be an idiot.”

My mouth opened. Coming from this cheerful demon…it was unexpected.

“I ask how he likes it and you answer, and you answer with this idiocy about how it hurts so much…and you understand nothing, else you would have had him in boobs long before this.”

I was totally shocked now, not just by her attitude, but by her words. Have him in boobs? What the…?

She turned to John and she grew serious.

“John, I knew when I saw you. Do you like the pain?”

“Well, uh…”

“Answer me, honestly. Tell me…do you like the pain?”

John closed his mouth. The seriousness of her expression, her attitude, and he was forced to be serious. “I do.”

She nodded. She turned to me. “Now shut up and listen, and I will explain what you should have known at your mother’s knee.”

She turned to John. “John, look at the photo behind me.”

We both looked up.

I had thought it mere decoration. Maybe an expensive gimcrack to decorate a haughty woman’s ego. But now I looked at it.

It was her. Sylvia D’Swan. At the height of her considerable beauty. Her body was laid back, an arch of incredible beauty, her head leaned over a man’s arms, a languorous look in them, and smoking desire, and I realized it was an extremely difficult position, and it was not just a position, it was a snapshot of motion absolutely incredible. The body should not be able to do that, should not be possessed of such beauty. Yet she had pulled it off. in that moment I became cognizant of the depth of talent this cruel woman, this ‘Dragon,’ possessed.

“Who is he?”

I looked at John, and Sylvia began laughing mirthlessly. “She,” she jerked a thumb at me while talking to him, “sees me. She sees me and thinks I am the point of it all. And you see the truth. You see the man.”

She turned to me. “I am an ugly duckling compared to Bellophone D’Swan.”

My mouth slowly opened. “You are…”

“Yes, I am that D’Swan. But though I received my accolades, it was Bellophone, the beautiful man named after the ugly instrument, who was the real genius.”

I was stunned. In this world of billions of people I had just entered the presence of the most renowned dancer of the last century.

“Bel enabled me to do that,” she jerked a thumb at the big photo. He had the agility, the strength, the amazing harmony of soul to move fast enough to catch me. Oh, many can do what I do in that photo, but not without a man to assist. Not without his finesse, his muscle, his sense of timing and grace.”

She was ruminating now, lost in memory. Then she shook herself out of the moment.

“You are too poor to buy proper equipment. That I understand. An artist has suffered for her craft. So I will help.” She reached into a drawer and filled out a form. “This will enable you to get what you need. You may use it to purchase a proper set of leotards. And I will date it for a year. I would make it for longer, but…regulations. Bah.” She signed the form and handed it to John. then thought better of it. She changed the path of her hand and presented it to me. “You may be an idiot, but you are the power behind the throne, my dear. Guide him wisely. And I will help when you fuck up.”

The form was a draw on funds that…OMG! Unlimited! We could buy the damn school!

Sylvia saw my surprise and laughed.

I looked at her. “Why?”

She grunted amiably. “The first intelligent question you have asked.” She leaned back and smiled a bit winsomely. “I was a dancer. I wanted to be a dancer. Bellophone saw me, picked me out of a chorus of wannabes, and he came to me. At first he was frightening, this famous man reaching down into the gutter, but he explained himself well when I finally got around to asking him ‘why me.’ He said: “If you want the world to love you, you must put up with the idiots. And somewhere in those idiots you will see a person of talent. You must seek that person, you must help them. The art demands it.”

John: “That is why you teach here, instead of…instead of…”

“Bah! What would I do out there? Live in the world of my past. Here I can actively pursue. I can be of worth.”

“But…you are speaking of world class ballet. The computer wants me to be a pole dancer.”

She shrugged, was amused and disdainful at the same time. “After you become a pole dancer do a retest. The computer will find you out.”

“You can retest?” I blurted.

“One of those dirty, little secrets the government doesn’t want you to know. After all, they spend money training you, and they don’t want to spend more. Cheapskate government.”

“Now then, I wish to nap, and you are bothering me.” Yet I knew her insult was a jest, and I knew something else…this woman, the Dragon, a martinet and a bully, had the finest and biggest heart I had ever seen.

John and I left.


PART TWO

We got breasts, heavy ones that weighed as much as real breasts. And we got the bra to hold them. And we were to find something interesting in the months ahead, John’s male strength enabled him to carry them better than a woman. Oh, sure. He had to overcome certain soreness, a bit of problems with balance, but once he was grooved in the breasts made no difference. He could move with the best of them, better, in fact. The girls simply didn’t have his muscle.

We began to throw ourselves into the game. John began to spend time outside of class working on his stretches, he even did Yoga with me, which led to an interesting little occurrence.

A month into the class Sylvia confronted me. I was watching John do his basics on the pole, arches and back bends, and Sylvia was suddenly standing in my way. I looked up at her.

“Are you doing Yoga with John?”

“Yes,” I answered. It was no secret, it helped him, and it was a way we could be together. There were a few times when a pose or two urged us into some delightful coupling.

“Have him do more Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana. When it is easy have him do Phalakasana. A lot of Phalakasana” Makara Adho Mukha Svanasana was the dolphin plank pose. Phalakasana was more advanced, a plank pose with knee to elbow. Two simple moves that built incredible strength.

“He will need his core strengthened.”

“I will,” I nodded. Sylvia didn’t move.

“Yes, Ms D’Swan?” I always refereed to her as Ms D’Swan in class.

She sighed. “You waste my time.”

“I’m sorry?” I was confused.

“You sit here and watch. If you waste your time then you waste my time.”

“But I’m here to help John!” I spoke slowly and she just rode over me.

“Get leotard, you have the weekend to stretch out.”

I must have still looked confused, for she explained, “Look, you are a klutz, you have no talent, certainly not as much as John. But maybe some of his genius will be absorbed by you if you get off your ass.”

She was gone then, and I was a bit stunned and mostly mystified. I was here for John. I didn’t understand the true genius of the woman, and wouldn’t for six months.

Three months in, and John was starting to come into his own. I was shocked at how fast it happened.

We were at class, doing stretches, preparing for some intermediate pole dancing techniques. Then Sylvia put us on three poles. Three short lines, and we went up, three at a time, and did back hook spins.

Now, the interesting thing was that the girls, past their surprise at having a man in the class, resented John.

Oh, they giggled, but they gave him looks, and I had listened to a sly quip or two.

I said nothing. John continued blithely along. A man, he wasn’t used to how snide women can be. I knew I could have stepped in, but if he was unaware that there was a war going on, then it would be worse if I entered into combat.

Sylvia knew. I caught her glancing at different women who made cutting remarks or showed their disapproval, and I could see that she was aware, but she didn’t say anything.

John was her golden child, and if she felt not the need to protect him, then maybe I should just wait, bide my time.

And, underneath it all, underneath the cattiness and backbiting, I saw a deeper truth.

John was better than everybody. And not in the simple moves, of which he wasn’t too polished, but in his effort. He simply tried harder than every other woman in class.

They might be there because of the computer, might not, but they were indifferent and even lackadaisical…compared to John.

Give John a move, a pose, an advice, and he would attack the move, that advice, like his life depended on it.

It was obvious why Sylvia never took him to task. He took himself to task ten times worse than she ever could.

This was even obvious in his yoga. Now that he was stretching, he delved into the spiritual side, exhibited a deep rooted patience that not even I could match.

Anyway, we were doing hook slides, and one girl was jumping way too high. Sylvia had told us to stay low, but this girl, her name was Katherine, deliberately climbed the pole and began a vicious hook spin, and she thrust her legs out in her best imitation of a fan kick, and the pole broke.

Which is to say, it came loose at the top and fell over. Katherine’s weight caused it to fall fast, and she was caught between spin and fan kick, and it was obvious that she was going to fall on her head. A fall on the head from six feet could result in serious injury.

She let go, there were little screams as the girls realized what was happening, and she dropped like a rock.

John reached out and plucked her ankle out of the air. He caught her, and held her, and gently lowered her to the ground.

It was a marvelous feat of strength, to catch 120 pounds with a simple grip of the fist, and to lower that 120 pounds gently.

The girls gathered around, they helped Katherine up, and they started looking at John.

Not as a ridiculous male competitor in a female field, but as a man, an alpha, something to be pursued.

I was standing to one side and Sylvia nudged me. “The games begin, little one.”

I looked at her, I looked at John, and I understood. From sly quips and sneers the women were now into batting eyes and the slithery touch of passing hands.

They were flirting, and…he was mine.

Dutifully, I edged into the crowd. “Nicely done, John,” I staked my claim with an assertive voice.

The girls immediately sensed what I was doing. Women are intuitive that way. Now, do they want to fight, or respect my claim? Fortunately, Sylvia had my back. And it was good, because these were bold women.

“Good, John. Katherine, did I not ask you to stay low on the pole?”

Suddenly everybody was looking at the ground and Katherine was mumbling excuses. Perfect.

I took John and moved him out of the arena. Several women noticed, but my move had been backed up, in force, and they were content to let me have him.

Six months, and John was incredible. The plank poses had paid off, he could raise his leg to his head, and his natural grace was making itself felt.

Heck, I was even doing pretty good. But I understood what Sylvia meant when she said John was the prodigy. He moved with a strength and grace that literally left me breathless. When he went up on the pole for a martini spin, or a reverse stag spin, or even a simple carousel spin, he was a study in breathtaking motion. And he could do these things slowly, like a Tai Chi master, or quickly, like a break dancer.

When he moved you could feel the air move, the energy mount and crescendo, he had a studied spirituality that you could actually feel. When he moved it was like the world moved. He was simply so large, so filled with magnitude, that people around him would feel like they were moving.

“We will have a party,” announced Sylvia, after one class. “Bring your significant others, it will be a recital, your first chance to really show off how much you have learned.”

We were all excited, even John was mildly excited.

Before we left that day, however, Sylvia drew John and I aside. “I want you to work on a partner’s routine.”

“Two on one pole?”

“Two poles, moving in synch. I will coach you.”

I smiled, John smiled, and Sylvia dropped the other shoe. “This is how I want his hair done.” She handed us a photograph. The style was…a female style! Totally female!

The hair was coiffed delicately, would require a couple of pins, and…”But this is a girl’s style?” I protested.

“You are in a girl’s art form,” Sylvia snapped. I could tell she was brooking no nonsense from me. “Furthermore, he must wear heels.”

“What?” John blurted.

“High heels. I have put in an order for you, and the shoes are in my office. The recital is one month from now, and you must wear high heels every day. You must sleep in them. You must be entirely comfortable. Do you understand.”

“Well, but…”

“Can’t you…do you…”

Both John and I were thoroughly confused.

“Attention!” she snapped, putting a little extra bit of oomph into her word. “I speak. The student listens. That is the way it must be. Do you understand?”

Still, we would have objected more, argued, but she went to where she put her briefcase, reached into a bag next to her briefcase, and brought out a box. She brought it to us and handed it to John. “Put them on.”

A couple of the girls were still there, and they were watching the little drama play out.

John took the high heels out and looked at them. They were black, open toed, slings. But they were also solid. These were a dancer’s high heels.

“Put them on,” Sylvia repeated.

John looked at her, and for a moment I thought he was going to say no, but then one of the girls, Katherine, said, “Go on, John. Show her.”

Sylvia just stared at John.

John stood on one foot and placed a heel on first one foot, then he stood on the heeled foot and put the other heel on. God, he had good balance.

He placed both feet on the ground. The months of stretching held him in good stead. He kept his legs straight, and his natural sense of balance kept him from tottering and staggering.

He took a step, then another one, and I blinked. He walked like a woman.

No, it was his natural dancer’s balance and grace. But…it translated as a woman.

Suddenly I was being turned around. Sylvia had actually grabbed my arm and spun me about. She looked me in the eye and said very determinedly, “You must open his hips.”

“What?”

“His hips must be open. They are holding him back. You must open his hips.”

I shook my head, then nodded, and tried to figure out what was going on.

But Sylvia said no more. She simply gathered her things and walked out the door.

We waked home silently. Silent except for the tap, tap, tap of John’s heels on the pavement.

“This is weird,” he said, after a few blocks.

“You can say that again.”

“I’d rather not.”

And we mounted the steps to our apartment.

We gave each other back rubs that night, and we went to the communal pool and sat in the hot tub. Just sat there, staring at nothing.

Except I did stare at John’s hair. Sylvia had told him not to get it cut for months, and now she was telling him to wear it like…like a woman.

For the first time I felt truly out of my depth. Not only was I having trouble understanding, but it was going against all my culturally built up values.

John was a man, and I didn’t care if he was in a woman’s profession.

John had to wear high heels. But men didn’t wear high heels.

John had to wear his hair like a woman.

I tell ya, at that moment I wanted to bring out a pair of scissors, and maybe a razor, and trim John’s head until he was totally bald.

What stopped me?

Intuition.

I had the feeling that there was something here that I should understand, and that I only would if I went through with the game.

So we went back to the apartment, and just lay in each others arms. It was hot, and we just wanted to be with each other. Sometimes just holding each other is deeper than sex. This was one of those times.

The next class she worked us brutally. Except for John. But I got it in spades.

“You are a fat cow!” I was 100 pounds, skinny, and trying to maintain a bit of boob.

“You are graceless. You must try.” I tried, but I lacked John’s muscle and his intuitive grace. And his effortlessness. Oh, I had the persistence, and the drive, but I didn’t have that little bit of something that the truly great have. I didn’t have his inspired talent.

And, after class Sylvia came to me. “His hips…you must open them. Do you understand?”

I had spent the night working splits with him. We had spent an hour just trying to make him loose. but it obviously wasn’t enough.

The next class, she again pulled me aside. “You must open his hips!” She was getting more demanding, more insistent.

And the next class, and the next. And I had finally had enough.

“Open his hips!”

I burst into tears. “We did Hanumanasana, the Monkey pose, for an hour. I’m trying.”

She watched me cry, then nodded and said, “Come to room 112c afterwards. I will help you.”

She walked away.

I dried up and went back to practicing the moves. Ballet spin. Chair hook. Hip dips.

Next to me John was sliding from Aerial inverts to Anastasia to ankle hangs. Smoothly, looking like he was walking in the park. It was difficult to work in a room with such magic going on. He glowed with perfection and spirit. He gave off an intense, spiritual light that drew the eye to him.

He was an artist of an entirely different caliber.

And I was supposed to do a routine with him? Right next to him? The very thought was enough to dim me and gloom me. How could I keep up with that?

“Come in, sit.”

We entered 112c and took the same seats we had when first we visited Sylvia’s office.

She was on the phone, and she smiled at us, finished her conversation, “Here they are now. Bless you, Enrique. I will keep you informed. Bye bye.” She hung up and looked us over.

“You are doing well.” She grinned at John. She turned to me and said, in a solemn manner. “You work hard. Work harder. You can make it.

“Yes…Sylvia,” I returned.

“But we are not here to talk about your work ethic. We must open John’s hips. He is constricted, it inhibits his motion. You simply must do your duty.”

I was puzzled, she was so intense and determined. “We’ve been doing the Monkey pose and I—“

She waved her hand. “No…no. You simply do not understand. When I say open his hips I am speaking in a most spiritual manner. She bent and picked up a sack that was next to her desk. She handed it to me. “This was mine. Mine and Bellophone’s. We used it lovingly, and it had the desired effect. If there was any secret to our success, aside from his sheer, uninhibited talent, it was this.

I looked into the bag and gasped. I looked at her.

“You must open his hips. It is his future…his future depends on it. Would you rob him of his immense talent?”

I shook my head.

“Then you must open his hips.” She turned to John. “And you must do what your wife says. Anything, everything. I have given her the key to your future, you must let her unlock the future. Are you willing? Can you make the sacrifice that isn’t a sacrifice?”

John had no idea what he was agreeing to, but he nodded. After all, she had led him this far. “I can.”

“Then I turn you loose, children.” To me, “And tomorrow I expect to see a freedom in his motion that has thus far been lacking. Do you understand? Do you finally understand?”

I nodded.

“Then go with God.”

We stood up and left the office.

“What the fuck,” John said, once we had left campus.

“You ain’t dickin’ wixley,” I responded. I was holding the sack Sylvia had given to me like my life depended on it.

“So what’s in the sack?”

“A dildo.”

“Come on. Seriously.”

“A dildo.”

He gave me a look. Yeah, right. Now what’s really in there.

I stopped, right on the street corner, in front of God and everybody, and reached into the sack. I pulled out a harness with a dildo in it.

His jaw opened. He stood like a frozen moose, waiting for the spring thaw.

“What is…what is…”

“It’s a dildo.”

People were walking around us. A few of them glanced at us, and grinned. Me, holding a dildo, John, his mouth open and his brain in Stupidland.

“What’s it for?” I told you. Stupidland.

“It’s for me to plug up your little bunghole.

“No…I mean…really?”

“She gave it to us. She said to open your hips. This should definitely do that.”

Somebody laughed, a child pointed and his mother jerked him around. I slipped the dildo and harness back into the sack and we kept walking.

“Holy fuck,” whispered Johnny. He didn’t look at me. He looked straightforward, and it was obvious that his mind was going a million miles an hour.

“Does it scare you, Johnny?”

“It does and it doesn’t.”

I looked at him.

“On one hand, it terrifies me. I feel like my whole stomach is about to erupt. On the other hand…there’s something terribly natural about it.”

“Natural?”

“When I started this, and Sylvia…when she talked to us…the moves started feeling natural, like one thing led to the next. Now…this feels like   it’s just the next step.”

We reached our apartment and mounted the stairs. We entered the apartment and sat down. Normally we head for the tub, or the communal pool, or give each other massages. but now we were so mind blasted we just sat there.

“So,” said, staring at the bag I had placed on the floor. “Should we do this?”

“Will it really open my hips? I mean, aren’t they open enough? I can do the splits like nobody’s business. Do I really need this?”

“Sylvia seems to think that you do.”

“I need a drink.”

I got up and poured us drinks. We weren’t supposed to be drinking this close to recital, and, tell the truth, our intense pole dancing had robbed us of any real desire.

But this…this strap on dildo thing, we suddenly had the desire.

I handed John his drink and sat down with mine. We sipped slowly, casually, like there wasn’t something of earth shaking importance about to happen to us.

“Well,” he said, at last, his drink done.

“Fucking well,” I agreed.

We looked at each other.

“So you’re going to ride me like a mule.”

“At least,” I promised.

We giggled. This was so far out we were in.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a hunk of meat hanging between my legs.”

“Wiping my butt was enough for me,” he countered.

“Gonna have to do more than that now.”

He sighed.

“Sylvia says so.”

“What does Sylvia know?” he asked.

“Everything, it appears.” Then: “We don’t have to do this.”

“But she would know.”

“So…?”

“So we might just as well fuck me and get it over with.”

I nodded. “Want another drink first?”

“God, yes.”

So we drank another drink, ruminated over what a good buttfucking was, and, finally, stood up and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom I took off my clothes. I folded them, turned around, and Johnny was just standing there.

“Don’t want to do it?”

“Part of me does, part of me doesn’t.”

I moved to him and undid his shirt, pulled it off him. Then I unzipped his pants, and that wonderful boner flopped out, stood right up and greeted me.

“You may not want to, but Mr. Happy does.”

Johnny grunted. “What does Mr. Happy know?”

“Your deepest desires. Now lay down. I’m going to relax you.”

He lay on the bed, on his belly, which was funny because his dick caused his butt to pooch up a bit.

I began to massage him. Head to toe, rubbing in oil, making him feel like a king.

A king about to be a queen.

He sighed, and I dug deeper, crooking my fingers into his muscles. Six months ago they were simply muscles. Now they were steel bands, and I had to use all my muscles to dig my fingers into him.

He gave another sigh, and I made him lift up and I shoved some pillows under him.

“Oh, God,” he said of nothing and everything.

I put a jar of lube on the bed, stroked him with one hand, and scooped a glob of lube out. I placed it between his cheeks and smushed it around, eventually driving a large part of it directly into his asshole.

We had played with assholes before. A little single finger rimming, and it was fun. But we were talking about a dick-sized dildo now.

“Fuck,” Johnny tried to relax, but it was difficult. I was going to be going into that most holy of holies…

I slid my hand up and down his shaft. He was big, and his balls were big, and I handled them lovingly.

Then I inserted my finger.

He grunted, and moaned, and his ass humped around a little.

“Easy, big fellow,” I whispered. I went in and out, reamed him, and kept stroking his penis.

“Easy for you to say.”

Two fingers, and he sure noticed the difference. I could feel his anal muscles clamp down.

“Heysoos,” I observed. “You could crack walnuts down here.”

I slid another finger in him. I was really moving now, going around and around, shoving in until my knuckles felt his ring muscles. “I think you’re ready.”

“Oh, my God,” his head was pushed down into the pillow. While his body was tense, his butt was not. It was like his butt actually wanted it.

I got off the bed and figured out how to put on the dildo. I strapped it on, then climbed back on the bed. I now had a seven inch dick. Complete with plastic half balls.

I moved forward, placed the tip of my new cock at his bunghole.

He ridged up for a second, then made himself relax.

I worked the tip gently, pushing it in without forcing it.

He made a whining sound, but I could tell he liked it.

“Okay…okay…” he whispered.

“Okay,” I said, and I began to slide my penis into him.

His back arched. He would have tightened up his ring but it was too late.

I stopped. “Does it hurt?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to keep going?”

“Oh…yeah. Yeah.”

So I did, sliding all the way in. My pubic area nuzzled up against his buns. The strap on was embedded. He was impaled. There was no doubt: he was getting fucked.

“Oh, God,” he murmured, and it was like he was talking from far away.

I began to move back and forth, sliding the dick in, pulling it out, sliding it in.

“Oh…damn. Fuck…this…this…”

I picked up speed, and, confession, just like seeing him with tits had turned me on, this banging away at his asshole was a turn on ten times greater.

I wasn’t just wet, I was empowered. I was woman…hear me roar. I was in the driver’s seat. I was in charge.

I began to slap against his ass with my hand. I pumped my dick into him. I said dirty things, so sweet, to him.

He grunted and groaned and slobbered. Truth, he was becoming a jibbering mess. Intelligent conversation was out the window and he was talking like a caveman.

“Fuh…fuh…fuck me.”

I did so happily, feeling like I was strong, able to conquer the world.

“Hunh…hunh…oh, God!”

The plastic peter slithered in and out, opening him up, laying him bare, telling him what the other half of the race felt like.

For long minutes I rammed him, and, finally, he said, “I think I came.”

I slowed down, stopped, and felt under him. Sure enough, there was a slick mess under his cock, mushed into the pillow. I smelled it. Semen. The good stuff. The breakfast of champions.

I pulled out, went into the bathroom and cleaned the dildo. I took a shower. I re-entered the bedroom.

John was laying there, he hadn’t even turned over. But I could feel his wakefulness. I pulled the pillows out from under him, discarded the one that was semen sticky, and put the others in place. Then I slid under the covers.

John lay there, and I let him. He could sleep on the covers if he wanted to. In an odd way, a male way, I was done with him. With a smile, I slid into sleep.

The next day he was rather subdued. He watched me closely, and had secret thoughts. But he didn’t speak much.

We went to class, and that’s when I saw it, that’s when I understood what ‘opening the hips’ meant.

He was faster, more fluid. it was like he had had a rubber band around his legs before, not enough to stop him from moving them, but enough to slow him down. Now that restriction wasn’t there.

Sylvia noticed, too. She smiled triumphantly at me and nodded.

We worked. We danced, we practiced our doubles routine.

And, in a way, Johnny’s attitude towards me had changed. Always polite, he was now even more polite. He was always considerate, but now…he was super considerate.

I finally realized what it was: always, before, he had moved as if afraid he would hurt me. He was big and strong and I was but a female. Now he moved as if afraid that I would hurt him.

There had been a fundamental shift in our attitudes.

Once, he had been in charge.

Now I was in charge.

And he knew it.

And I didn’t think I would ever go back to regular sex again. I liked being in charge that much.

We had set up chairs around the classroom, and two poles in the center. Our friends and lovers and a few interested passersby were seated, whispering, and the show started.

First, the girls went, and they might call Sylvia ‘The Dragon,’ but she had taught them well. Each of them excelled, spun on the poles, did dangerous birds and fangs and other assorted moves. Some of them quite difficult.

Johnny and I waited in the hallway. A length of standing curtain had been set up and we sat in chairs and held each others hands. We listened to the crowds oohs and aahs, and we smiled.

Yes, we were nervous. Well, I was. Johnny, I don’t know. But, as Sylvia had once hinted, I was leaching strength off him, so whatever nerves he had, they weren’t like mine. We listened and waited.

Sylvia slid through the curtains. “Stand up,” she commanded.

Johnny did so. He had taken off the heels.

“Bend down.”

Johnny did so, and she began to put make up on him.

Well, she had put make up on all of us, but she had skipped Johnny. I knew that she had just left him until he was alone.

“What are you doing?” He whispered, and his strong frame trembled.

“Finishing you.”

She painted his eyelids, put lipstick on him, stood back in satisfaction.

With his long hair, perfectly coiffed, and in a feminine fashion, he looked exactly like a female.

“You are now the correct sex for your profession. Put your heels on. You must wear them during your performance.”

So that was why she had insist he practice in heels!

At that moment one of the girls called, “Ms D’Swan.”

Sylvia stepped back and let us pass. I could feel Johnny trembling. honestly, before I had fucked him, I would have done something. But this was after, and I understood things that I had not understood before.

We walked into the room and everything went silent. We were two women, one slightly larger than the other. We walked to the center of the room and each put a hand on the pole.

Johnny faced me, and I faced him. Slowly, we lifted leg, enwrapped the poles, and began our routine.

We moved through our postures, we spun, we hung, duplicates of each other.

Then we deviated, I became yin to his yang, and Johnny began to shine. From making both of us shine to glowing with his talent, his genius.

Shoulder mount to the seahorse. From the one handed spin to the incredible sneaky V. To one side I moved only enough to substantiate him, to put context to his genius.

There was no sound, there was only the beauty of his routine, of him.

Finally, with a final bit of flare, he did a twisted handspring flare to a pole cartwheel dismount.

I slid off my pole and slithered next to him, we entwined legs and arms, and stood with bowed heads.

The half a hundred people there sounded like a thousand, and we raised our smiling faces. We had done it. Sylvia and the girls came forth and arranged themselves around us, but we were the centerpiece. We all bowed, and the performance was over.

Johnny and I stood at one end of the room and smiled and nodded our thanks as people came and shook our hands. Slowly, people left the room, all except for Sylvia and a slight gentlemen in a big overcoat. Johnny and I started to pick up our coats and Sylvia called us over.

“This is Johnny and Deborah. Johnny, Debby, this is Enrique Sylvester.

We shook hands, and then Sylvia said, “Enrique would like you to join his troop, Johnny.”

Our mouths dropped.

“We are a select group. Some have called us the ‘Cirque du Soleil’ of ballet, and we have a full contingent of pole dancers. We travel the world doing ballet and pole dances. We perform only for elite people. Would you like to join us, Johnny? Sylvia has explained your desire to better yourself, and…would you like to join us?”

Johnny turned and looked at me. I was suddenly holding his hand. I felt like screaming and jumping for joy.

Sylvia cleared her throat and looked at me. Suddenly I knew. It was for Johnny. He was the talent. He was the one. And I knew that I must sacrifice myself for him. I must put myself to the side. It was Johnny’s chance, and he was the important one. I would just have to—

“Deborah, I will be brutally honest,” Enrique began, “Johnny is the talent. I do have a need for lesser talents, however. I need managers and people willing to work behind the scenes. I know it is not glamorous. But Swanny has told me of your fierce dedication, how you stood behind Johnny and sacrificed yourself for him. It is this high dedication that I require. Would you consider joining us?

Suddenly I felt the tears fill my eyes, and I nodded.

No, I might not be the talent, but I was the woman behind the talent, and, in a way, that is what I always wanted to be.

“Then let me welcome you to—“

“What about the computer?” blurted Johnny.

Enrique got a funny smile on his face. “What about it?”

“Don’t I have to be approved by the computer?”

Sylvia laughed, almost a titter.

Enrique said, “There are people who live lives as ordered by the computer. Then there are those free spirits who live outside the confines of mortal man. Are you willing?”

Both Johnny and I broke into grins and our heads bobbed up and down.
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PART ONE

“Monday morning! Yippee!” Bonnie bounced out of bed and celebrated. Like a racer she dashed to the shower and scrubbed herself.

Chuck moved gently across the bed and managed to get my legs out and onto the floor. His ass was pretty sore from when she spanked it the night previous. Also, he was still wearing the butt plug from last night. That made walking very awkward. He staggered into the bathroom and arrived just as she stepped out of the shower.

“Come on, Chuckles! It’s a great day to be alive!”

Chuck groaned and stepped into the shower.

“Make sure you shampoo and condition!” and she went into the bedroom.

Chuck sat under the shower and slowly began to come awake. The water felt good on his ass, and he even did his hair.

When he finally got out Bonnie was waiting for him. “You are such a sluggard,” she laughed. “Come on. Let’s move a little.”

She began rubbing fruity smelling lotion into his skin.

He blinked, and sneezed, and then asked her, “Can we take the butt plug out? It’s pretty awkward, and I’m sore down there.”

“I don’t know. Have you learned your lesson?”

“Oh, yes.”

She giggled. “Well, I guess so.”

He bent over and gently worked it out. It’s funny. When you are having butt sex you tend to miss things when they are removed, but when you’ve had an anal partner all night long your butt starts to complain.

This was one of those times when his butt wanted to complain.

“Okay, your clothes are on the bed, get dressed and I’ll help you with your make up.”

Chuck went to the bed and found normal attire. Nothing special. He slipped on some panties, put on a bra and stuffed my breast forms into them. He put on a garter and nylons, then looked at the dress she had chosen for him. A nice summer dress, silky purple with little white. flowers on it. The sleeves were a bit voluminous, and the waist was belted, but it wasn’t too bad. He pulled it on, tied the belt and looked in a mirror.

His hair was a mess, so he started brushing it out.

“Use the hair dried,” Bonnie suggested, so he did.

Bonnie, meanwhile, was fixing herself up for a day at his company.

She had wrapped a compression vest around her chest so she had no boobs. Then she had put on slacks, a white shirt, a jacket and a tie. She was wearing heels, that would make her taller and give her more authority, and her hair was pulled back. She wore minimal make up except for red lipstick. Red lipstick is a power statement, and she was determined to walk into and take over. That’s power.

She finished and came over to him. “Okay, girlfriend, let’s get your face in shape.”

She was quick, and she lectured him as she did it, but within minutes he had a soft feminine face, doe eyes, and red lips.

“Beautiful,” she said, and slapped his ass.

“Ow!”

“Sorry,” she grinned. Then: “You know you actually make a prettier housewife than I did.”

His mouth twisted in a frown, but there was nothing he could say. It was the truth, after all.

“Okay, I haven’t signed you up for a gym membership because you won’t be able to take a shower afterwards. Your make up and all. But I put some CDs on the media center. You can choose between tai chi and karate and yoga. We don’t have any the Pilates machinery, so…” she shrugged.

“What about breakfast?”

“Fix it,”  she said bluntly. “You’re the housewife. Just don’t take too much time, and eat light. Those work outs will take it out of you.”

“Okay,” he agreed. “When you get to the office just call George Hanes. He’ll talk you through anything. Wanda has your list of meetings, but tell her to cancel any and all of them you need to. I don’t expect you to make any big decisions.” And the unspoken comment was, I don’t expect you to mess anything up.

“Okay, sounds good. I’ve left a list of chores on the sink, you should be able to get them done by noon. I usually go to volunteer meetings by then, but you don’t have to.” And the unspoken comment, I don’t expect you to mess anything up.

They both looked at each other then. It was the make or break point.               He was struck by how masculine she looked with her chest all compressed. No boobs at all. He missed her femininity already.

She smiled and grabbed his chastity cage. “At least I don’t have to worry about you whacking off.”

He smiled wanly and said a curse word in his mind.

“But if you get lonely, my collection of vibrators is in the bottom drawer.” Her meaning was clear: if you can’t handle the horniness there’s always your asshole.

They kissed then, and he felt funny. He had on the lipstick and she didn’t. He didn’t want to mess his lipstick, but she seeming eager to chew on his mouth for a while.

“Okay, babe. “Wish me luck.” She gave his nuts a quick squeeze that almost buckled his legs, then sauntered confidently out the door.

He stood there and looked around and was lost.

He sighed, and decided first things first, a good breakfast. He went to the fridge and got a beer. He popped it and glanced at the list of chores. Laundry. Vacuum. Clean the refrigerator. Do the dishes. Polish the wood furniture.

He snorted and sashayed into the living room. He laughed and bounced onto the couch. This female stuff was pretty easy. He sipped his beer and turned on the TV. Not much on at this time of day, mostly chick stuff, but that was okay. He was feeling pretty ‘chick-ish.’ He had tits, a round ass, killer lips, and the only drawback was that he couldn't’ get off.

Or could he?

He went into the bedroom and took out Bonnie’s biggest and best vibrator. ‘The Marauder.’ It was a fucking horse dildo!

He went into the game room and sat down at the computer and pulled up some porn.

Ah, Ava and Brandie and Casca and about a million other good looking babes.

Then he realized his beer was empty, so he traipsed back to the kitchen and got another one. He chuckled. Drinking beer seemed to relax him and make his high heeled gait a little bit easier. Beer as a cure for high heels. Now there’s an invention!

He sat down at the computer and began surfing. He searched for fisting, and for maximum boob MILFs. Lots of joy there.

After a while he got another beer, then another, and he was having a great time. This living life as a woman was great!

Bonnie drove into the company parking lot and parked in the parking space with the sign that said, “PRESIDENT.”

She giggled. She was president today, and maybe for a lot more days to come.

She hopped out of the car and strode into the back entrance. There were a couple of people already there, and they all knew her. She tossed greetings out and made her way to Chuck’s office. Once there she plopped herself down into the big swivel chair and spun around.

“Hey, Bonnie. Where’s Chuck?”

It was George.

“He’s not coming in today. I’m taking over for him. What’s on the schedule?”

George took it in stride. He was a chubby fellow with an eternal smile and the ability to roll with any punch.

“Got a meeting with the department heads in ten. Sam is going to want to push the new accounting method. Ted wants to get a new forklift. The rest of the guys will just give you their stats.”

“Excellent. Tell me, is the new accounting method any good?”

“Well, it is and it isn’t. It’s faster, but it does need more maintenance.”

“How much more?”

George told her.

“Crap. Excuse my French. Is there a better program?”

“Yeah. Numbergame, by the Smith company.”

“Have we considered that?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Chuck doesn’t like their rep.”

“Why not?”

“Apparently he parked in Chuck’s parking space one time.”

And that’s a reason for not considering a better product?

“Reason enough for Chuck,” George shrugged.

“Okay, what about the forklift?”

On the home front Chuck had finished the beer, and he was feeling really horny, so he picked up the big vibrator and turned it on. ZZZZZ! He placed it on his cock cage.

ZGZGZGZGZG! The top of the vibrator shivered on the tip of his chastity tube and he almost fainted. Fuck! Why hadn’t he done this before.

He sat back in the swivel chair and manipulated the vibrator. In a minute he was panting, and in two minutes he was squirting. God! that was fast! And tiring!

He leaned back and closed his eyes Just for a minute.

“So we can buy the rights for this new accounting method. We can only put it on fifty computers, however, so—“

“Wait,” Bonnie blurted. “Why only fifty?”

“They only license us for fifty. A hundred is twice as much. Chuck would never go for that.”

Bonnie frowned. She didn’t much case what Chuck would say. She was Janey on the spot, and she wanted to know.

“What about the Numbergame?”

Sam blinked. “Well, Chuck didn’t want that.”

“Is it better or worse than the other one.”

“Better.”

“How about expense?”

“They’ll license for a hundred stations for half the price.”

Bonnie looked around the table. “Is there any reason we shouldn’t do this?”

They all looked at each other.

“What?”

“Chuck didn’t want it,” stated Sam.

“Chuck’s not here. Somebody parked in his space, they didn’t park in mine. Is there any real reason. we should go with the Numbergame?”

Silence, a shrug, and Henry, down at the end of the table, “I’ve used it before. It’s really good stuff. It configures perfectly with our software.”

“Anybody else?”

Nancy stood up. “It gets higher ratings in MacRumor.

“Anybody?”

Nobody.

George. See if they’ll give us an even better deal. See if you can make the purchase by the eend of the day.”

George grinend. “Yes, sir!” Then, embarrassed, he said, “Sorry, ma’am.”

“Ha!” Bonnie barked. “ I don’t care what you call me as long as we make more money. Ted, tell me about the forklift situation.

Chuck jerked, then awoke. He had a slight headache and his belly felt a little upset. The computer had gone to sleep and the screen blank, so he didn’t turn it off. He just figured it was off and got up. He went back to the bathroom and peed, then headed out for the chores. It was already eleven, but he had all afternoon. First things first, he did the vacuuming.

La de da! he minced around in his high heels, enjoying the feel of the silk slithering about his legs. Damn. He had just cum, and his pecker was already trying to get hard again. It was that stupid chastity tube!

Oh, well. At least now he knew he could get relief at any time. Just plug in the vibrator and soar into the wild blue yonder.

He didn’t have to vacuum much, the floor wasn’t that dirty, so he was onto the polishing. That looked like the next easiest, so he got out the pledge and went to town.

Spritz, spritz. Rub a dub dub. He sashayed through the house. Do the bannister. The rungs don’t need it. The table, fortunately he didn’t need to move the magazines. Those had been there forever and it would be shiny under them. Through the house he went, and it wasn’t long until the can of Pledge was empty.

“Okay, Ted. Get a better quote on a new forklift. And get a quote for repairs for the old one. Get back to me after lunch.”

Ted made a note on a pad of paper and nodded.

Bonnie stood up and everybody’s eyes followed her. She was short and slender, but she had an imposing, no nonsense attitude about her.

“Okay, guys and gals. This is the point where I sit through your boring excuses and justifications.”

Everybody blinked.

“Look at the statistics on the board behind me. The lines are just meandering along. No spikes. No surges. Business as usual, and it sucks!”

Everybody started sitting up straighter. This wasn’t the way Chuck ran the meetings.

“So, instead of listening to you bozos tell me why a static line is really a good thing, you have an hour to present me with three ideas for making your statics go up. We will meet right after lunch. Questions?”

There were no questions. They were in two much shock to be asking questions. “Then I’ll see you after lunch.”

Blinking, looking around, glancing at her, the department heads left the office.

Bonnie chuckled, and spun around in the swivel chair. Man, this was fun. But it looked like Chuck had a slower, more relaxed style than she did.

Well. that was okay. To each their own. She placed her hands on his big, shiny desk and prepared to get up, and stopped. There was a yellow post it on the top of his computer screen. The message was writing in pink, and there was a big heart on it. She leaned forward and squinted her eyes.

314 at noon

see you then, lover.

And the big heart.

For a second Bonnie had no thought. Just a blankness as she grokked what she had read. Then she had a thought, lots of thoughts, and a growl started to surge within her.

She looked at her watch.

Noon.

Room 314 was right up the stairs.

She stood up and stomped out of the office.

Chuck was hard at work collecting the laundry. Darn stuff was hard to carry because of his high heels. He kept stumbling and his hair was getting in his eyes. He reached the foyer and put the laundry basket down for a second and brushed his hair out of his eyes. Damned hair. He was going to get a haircut as soon as he got back to the office. He was going to—

KNOCK KNOCK!

He jumped back as the door opened.

“Hey, beautiful!” Sarah giggled. She was Bonnie’s bestie, and she had seen Chuck in all his finery just yesterday.

“Oh, whew. You startled me.”

“First day in the big time, eh?”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“So how is it?”

“Boring.”

“Excellent. Got time for a snack and Margaritas?”

“Well, uh…”

“I know. you’re all embarrassed. But there’s this little place downtown with very private booths. We park, walk in through the patio, we sit, we have a chilled Margaritas, and…voila! You are no longer bored.

Chuck perked up.

“I could go like this?”

“Absolutely. Besides. No one can tell you’re a man.”

“Really?”

“Really.” Sarah grabbed his arm and said, “Let’s go, girlfriend. I have a wooden leg, maybe even two wooden legs. Let’s rock it.”

Chuck was dragged, with him in the lead, out of the house.

Bonnie took a deep breath. She turned the knob, pushed the door and stepped in.

“EEE!” A completely naked girl tried to cover herself up. She had been lying on a table, legs spread so her pussy was totally exposed.

“Who are you?”

“The girl ran to her pile of clothes, but Bonnie was already filming her with her cell phone.

The girl had a nice, round butt and big, jouncing tits. Her lips were red and her face was ashen right through her pancake make up.

“Stop videoing!” she begged, as she pulled her panties up.

“Do you work her?”

“I…uh…who are you?”

“I’m Bonnie, married to Chuck. I own this company.” A slight exaggeration, but not enough to be untruthful.

The girl jumped into her skirt and struggled with her blouse. Her eyes were beautiful, but a bit haunted. “You’re…you’re…”

“I’m the wife of the man you were waiting naked for.”

The girl grabbed her shoes and tried to get past Bonnie. “Let me out.”

Bonnie kept the cell phone working. “I am going to post this on Facebutt if you don’t tell me who you were going to meet.”

“Please!” She was begging, her face was drawn and not so pretty now. “I can’t! He’ll fire me.”

“And if you don’t tell me then I’ll fire you.” and a bolt from the blue. “And I’ll send this video to your husband.”

Bingo. The girl actually physically staggered. It was just a guess, but cheaters sometimes go with cheaters.

“Who?”

“Chuck. I was going to meet Chuck.”

“Do you meet him every day?”

She looked down. She was beaten, and looked it.

“Every other day. He said he couldn’t do every day.”

Of course, he had to save a little for Bonnie.

“Okay, Bonnie. I will be checking up on your work. If it’s up to snuff I won’t fire you.”

“But Chuck will!”

“Chuck will not. Now, I believe it’s the lunch hour. Go.”

Bonnie moved aside and ran out the door.

Funny, she didn’t even know the girl’s name, but that was easily found out. She filmed the girl’s waggling butt as she ran down the hallway.

Chuck’s face was on fire. Sarah chuckled and kept her arm linked in his. “You are so blushing!”

“I’m…you’re sure nobody can recognize me?”

“Not a chance.”

They entered a veritable shack. Once inside they turned right and entered a dimly lit area. Sarah led him to a booth and they slid in.

Chuck was now officially terrified, but the waiter came up and asked, “What can I get you ladies?”

Chuck blinked.

“A couple of steak salads would do nicely, and a couple of Margaritas. Salt, please.”

The waiter left and Saarah leaned across the table and took Chuck’s hands. “Told you.”

Her grabbing his hands made him nervous and relaxed at the same time. Relaxed because he was so nervous, and nervous because she was a woman, and he instantly felt a sproing in his groin.

Of course, his dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t mean it didn’t try.

“So how is it being a woman?”

“It’s…cool.”

“It’s sexy, I tell ya. When I saw you the other day my first thought was ‘I gotta get some of that.”

“Really?”

“Really.

Then he sighed.

“What?”

“Well, I can’t.”

“You can’t?” she arched her eyebrows. “But I always got the impression that under all that feminine garb was a really swinging dick.”

“Oh, it’s not that i don’t want to, it’s just that, part of the Female Led Relationship thing involves a…uh…”

“A what? What are you being so mysterious about?”

“A chastity cage.”

“A chastity cage?”

“Yeah. It’s a metal thing that goes around your cock and—“

“I know what a chastity device is. But how did you let yourself get put in one?”

“Well, it’s not to control me. or anything. It’s just to help me not have a boner bump when I’m wearing a dress.”

Sarah laughed, which was sort of embarrassing, then she slid around the booth until she was sitting next to him.

“So you have a chastity cage on.” She slipped her hand down and felt his crotch. Her eyes widened. “Oh, my God!”

The waiter showed up at that moment with their Margaritas. He placed them on the table and Chuck grabbed his. He took a quick glug and Sarah giggled.

“What?”

“You’ve got salt on your lips.”

He started to bring his hand up to wipe the salt off his lips but Sarah stopped him. “Wait.”

“Why?”

She put her hand behind his head and pulled his face to her. She gently nibbled on his lips.

Chuck really felt his cock trying to grow now. He couldn’t believe how hard it was pushing. It felt like it was pushing out and stretching his balls.

Sarah backed away. “Whoo! I think I like kissing women better than I like kissing me.”

Chuck put a hand in his groin and pushed and made a whining sound.

Sarah laughed. She looked down and laughed some more, then she looked up at him again. “We’re going to have some fun, Chuck. Now drink your drink. Would you like to feel my boobs?”

Bonnie walked into the house. “Chuck?”

No answer, but his car was there.

She walked through the house and she frowned. The vacuuming looked like he pushed it around a few times, and that was it. No pattern, not even trying to get it butted up agaisnt the couch.

She almost tripped on the laundry, left in the foyer. She ran a finger over the woodwork and was disgusted. The polish was haphazardly sprayed on, and the woodwork had swirls where it hadn’t been rubbed in.

At this point she wasn’t really thinking, just reacting to poorly done housework. She went into the game room and saw the exercise CDs laying on top of his desk. Apparently unopened.

Then she saw the beer cans. Six empties all in a row. Lined up like the dead soldiers they were.

A bit stunned now, she sat down in his swivel and just stared at nothing. What had Chuck been doing? She expected mistakes, maybe even a little rebellion, but this……getting drunk and…her eyes fell on her vibrator.

What the fuck was this doing out?

She put her hand out to touch it and froze. There was something on the desk, some kind glue-y liquid.

She touched it with a fingernail. It was…could it be…” She sniffed it and her eyes opened. Chuck had figured out a way to jack off!

Beer cans, vibrator, gizm on the desktop. Then started to pick up her vibrator and her hand was shaking a bit, so she merely nudged it. It pushed against the keyboard and the computer screen lit up.

Bonnie was no simpering virgin. She was a full bodied woman with a healthy sexual appetite. But this…she had never seen anything like this!

A woman was on the screen. She was naked and standing with her back to the camera. She had a butthook in her ass. A rope went from the butthook up to the ceiling.

Bonnie tapped a key and the woman tried to bend over. There was a pair of scissors on the floor and she needed them to cut the rope, but the butthook made it so she could only bend over so far, and though she struggled, she couldn’t…she couldn’t…

She looked at the screen. The girl’s name was Sammi Starfish.

Bonnie knew this had to be a mistake. Chuck must have clicked her accidentally.

She reached for the mouse and was about to close the window, then stopped. She shifted the cursor to the back button and clicked.

A log in page, and the computer had automatically filled in user and password. Chuck was a member?

She clicked on the back button again. A site called Wifey’s world. He was a member.

The back button again and again. And Chuck was the member of half a dozen sites, and then it got interesting.

First she saw pussies. Really hairy pussies, some with semen splattered all over them. Then she saw what Chuck had been putting in the search line. ‘Hairy pussies.’

More back button. Girls with cocks. What? Until she reached his search for ‘shemales.’

More back button. Lactating females. Black muscular women. Slut Marion. And, the creme de la creme…’amputee sex.’

Bonnie blinked, and her mouth opened. Amputee sex? Her husband was…he watched…

She stood up and was ready to throw the computer out the window, then she stopped. She hit the forward button until the computer was back where she had found it, then she went to work.

Chuck staggered into the house. Staggered not because of his high heels, but because he was drunk. And happy because he had spent the afternoon in the back of Sarah’s car with her munching on his face. She had stroked his cage endlessly, and even pushed a finger up his butthole.

He, of course, had kissed with equal zest, and he had gotten down and eaten her out until she had a frothy orgasm.

Then she had repaired him make up and dropped him off.

He was looped, but that was okay. He put on some coffee, he still had a couple of hours before Bonnie was due home, and he began doing his chores.

Vacuuming was done, polishing was done. Better do the laundry.

While the laundry was starting he took care of the empty beer cans and her vibrator.

Man, he was still horny. This afternoon had primed him all over again. But he didn’t have time for another session with the vibrator. Sighing, looking forward to tomorrow, he went about cleaning up the house. Finally, he put in one of the CDs, the yoga one. He looked at the table of contents and memorized a couple of postures so he could say he did them. Smiling, he looked around for other things that would make it look like he had done his chores. And he chortled on the inside. The FLR stuff was easy. Man, he was acing it. And Bonnie said it was so tough being a woman. Silly bitch didn’t know how to do it, that was all.

Bonnie spent the afternoon in meetings. She worked with each department head and started them on new programs. The department heads seemed to like it. She could feel their excitement as things they had thought about began the initial stages of implementation. And the feeling of excitement was contagious.

And she took a look at the woman she had caught naked. Marcia Johnson. Worked in legal. Was actually bright and a hard worker. She apparently wanted a career, but she had chosen the wrong way to get it.

Or maybe it wasn’t the wrong way. Hmm. Just before break she paid a visit to legal and had a long sit down with Mrs. Marcia Johnson. When she left Marcia wasn’t worried about losing her job. She had other things to think about.

“Chuck? I’m home!”

“Back here, babe!” he called from the game room.

She walked in and he was standing with an apron around his waist and a can of Pledge in his hand. “I just finished polishing,” he gave her a kiss. And thought about how much more inspired Sarah was. Man, his lips were so overworked they were burning!”

“Wonderful. Then you had no problem finishing the list?”

“Oh, no. It was easy. Want to give me an inspection?”

“Nah. I know what a hard worker you are. Let’s just relax and have some dinner. Maybe a drink or two. Would you like me to play with you tonight?”

Oh, God! His dick was sore from trying to get hard with Sarah. “I think I might have pulled something with the yoga.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. Well, there’s always tomorrow. You don’t mind if I go to work again, do you? Your people are so incredible. You have really trained them well. the company just sails along.”

“Oh, no. That would be fine.”

And so the night went.

And so the week went. Chuck drinking in the morning, making out with Sarah (which blew Bonnie’s mind…her best friend?) and sloughing through the chores.

Each day Bonnie went to work, and she implemented programs, praised people, threatened slackers, and the company, just in the space of a week, was showing hints of rising trends.

Of course the toll on Bonnie was tough. Each day she was too tired for sex (even if she had been willing to unlock Chuck), but that was okay with Chuck. He was tired in his own right. After all, he was having great vibrator induced orgasms.

And, on the surface, everything was hunky dory. A couple in love, adapting to a Female Led lifestyle. And everybody was happy. Until Friday night.


PART TWO

“I’m home!”

“Hey, babe!”

Chuck called from the game room.

She entered the room and said, “Have I got a surprise for you!”

“Really? What is it?”

“Let me go get sexy for you, then I’ll show you.”

“Five minutes later she returned, and she looked good. Chuck was glad she had stopped dressing masculine and had gone back to looking female. He stared at her boobs in the see through gown. He looked at her pussy. Damn! It looked like her pussy had a bit of glistening to it, like it was wet.

He smiled. He was going to get a little.

She said, “Have a seat on the couch. “Let me have the swivel.”

So he did, and she sat down and popped in a DVD and waited for it to boot. While she waited she turned to Chuck and said, “I came across a video of a man cheating on his wife. You won’t believe this. We should have popcorn,” she giggled.

Chuck grinned. A man cheating, lucky she didn’t know about him. Then the video started.

Within ten seconds Chuck was leaning forward, his jaw on the floor, his heart sinking into his shoes.

A video of Marcia. Naked. Gathering up her clothes and trying to get out of the room, Bonnie’s voice questioning her, and…and Bonnie knew.

“Honey….you need to…”

“Hush, it gets better.”

A view of his computer screen, the browser open to a page about hairy cunts. Then a slow series of back clicks, focusing on his user name and password. Back through the sites he regularly perused.

“And I’ve got files like this for every day of the week!” Bonnie bubbled happily.

Then a video of Bonnie inspecting the house. She rubbed her finger in the swirls of wood polish. She pointed out the random nature of his haphazard vacuuming, chore after chore she picked apart.

“Isn’t this fellow lazy?” she remarked.

Chuck was on his feet. He wanted to run away screaming, but…he was rooted.

“Honey, I didn’t—“

“Quiet down now, we’re coming to the good part.

An overview of the house security system showed on the screen, but the cameras had been changed. instead of showing the backyard, one showed his office. He watched himself drink beer, use the vibrator, cum, and even lick his fingers when he was done. Finally, the video was done.

Bonnie popped the CD out and turned to him. She was actually smiling. “You can have this one. I’ve got lots of copies. You can watch some of the other videos I made. Would you like to?”

He felt about as big as a mouse’s dick. He shook his head. “Bonnie, I…uh…”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

“I…I don’t? then you’re not…you’re not…”

“Mad? Oh, Lord, no. A bit disappointed, but…listen, honey, we’re in. Female Led Relationship. That means I’m in charge, and if the workers are unhappy it’s the boss’s fault. So your little peccadillos and foibles? They’re my fault. Heck, even if I was blameless, they’re still my responsibility.

“Then…I’m forgiven? And you’re all right with this?”

“Oh, gosh. No. You’ve broken trust and betrayed me, so I’m not all right. But I will take the enlightened female viewpoint and help you correct your behavior.”

“Oh, honey! That is great! I swear, I’m reformed. I’m going to toe the straight and narrow from here on out.”

“Excellent,” Bonnie interrupted his burbling. “Here.” She picked up a box from the floor and handed it to him.

“What’s this?”

“I got you a nicer chastity tube. I think you’ll like it a lot better.”

He grinned while he opened the box. He couldn’t believe his good luck. He had been caught, and she was fine with everything! This female led stuff really worked!

He took out the black bag and opened it. The new chastity tube was sleek and shiny. State of the art modern.

“Here’s the key to the old one,” she handed him the key and he took it and quickly unlocked himself.

“It’s not getting hard,” she said.

“Oh, well. I, uh…”

“Oh, you had a little vibrator action. That’s okay.”

He grinned. “You’re really not upset?”

“Not really. Boys will be boys. Men will be men. I just need to do my duty as a wife a little better.”

He slid the new tube on and looked at it. “It’s snug.”

“But comfortable.”

“Oh, yeah. Feels good.”

“Excellent. Now, let me put a dab of lube on the lock,” she was holding a little tube in her hand and she squirted a drop into the locking mechanism.

“Wow. No padlock. It’s built right in.”

“Only the best for my baby.”

She picked up the key, pushed it into the lock, looked up at him. She was holding his caged cock and he could feel the warmth of her hands. “You realize that you really shouldn’t have done all those things.”

“I know,” he said, sheep-faced. “I just…I’m just a real man under this dress, and sometimes my desires get the best of me.”

“Well, you won’t have to worry about that any longer.”

She pushed the key sideways and it snapped off right at the shoulder.

His eyes opened and he stared down. The key was broken just inside the lock. No way to grab the rest of the key with pliers. “Hey!”

Bonnie turned to the desk, tossed the bow of the key into the trash, then turned back to him.

“What’s this?”

“It’s superglue. Binary superglue. Can’t boil it off, even if you could get hot water into the keyhole.”

“But how can we get it off? My cock is in there! How can we unlock it?”

“Oh, silly,” she patted his cheek. You can’t. Of course, you could try cutting it off. I’m sure you’d like to play with a Dremel saw and your dick. Though, the people I talked to said this material won’t cut.”

Chuck started to turn pale. “What have you done?”

“Taken responsibility for a lazy slut of a man who can’t be bothered to take responsibility for himself.”

“No! this is impossible. There’s got to be a way!”

Bonnie shook her head, half sad, half smiling wanly. “Well, there is one, but…maybe I’ll tell you some day.”

Chuck stood and stared at his groin. The chastity cage was smooth and fit against his body nicely. He wouldn’t have any bulge at all.

“Of course, I have preset it, so that should afford you some fun, and I can always change the settings. But for right now…”

“Bonnie! How can you do this to me?”

“Shouldn’t I be asking that of you?” She held up a fob. “This is the fob, it is keyed only to my hand, so useless to you.” She pressed it and a warm sensation filled his groin.

“Oh!”

“It only gives pleasure. I could have had it deliver pain, but I’m not that sort of person. Would you like some more pleasure?”

He didn’t say anything.

She began pressing the button.

The feeling in his groin grew and grew. He felt himself edge up, and he was suddenly on the verge of cumming. He grabbed his groin, but the feeling just stayed on the edge, never went over, he felt like his penis was going to spew at second, but it didn’t.

“The pleasure reduces the closer you get to an orgasm. What do you think? Pretty devious, eh?”

“Bonnie. You can’t do this to me.”

“I will leave it set to give you a near orgasm every hour. And, just in case you wondered, you will be receiving your pain in the form of spankings.”

“Honey…”

“Now, let’s go discuss how you will get back in my good graces.” She waked out of the game room and headed for the bedroom.

Caught, Chuck followed her, his mind trying to cope with all he had been told.

She led him into the bedroom, laid down on the bed and spread her legs. Her arms were folded behind her head and she was smiling. “Pleasure me, my little chow hound.”

Chuck didn’t know what to do. He was caught. His mind was flabbergasted and gobsmacked and generally in disarray. “But, honey…”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’ve always got my trusty vibrator.” She patted the vibrator, which was laying on a pillow next to her and plugged in and ready to go. “But sex is always more fun if you have a willing partner? Are you willing?”

“Uh, yeah.” But he wasn’t. Not really. But…he knew he should. There had to be a way out of this mess, and he knew he had to keep her happy. Besides, there was the CD. He couldn’t afford for that to become public.

Cautiously, like he was afraid she would bite him, he crawled between her legs.

“Go on,” she encouraged.

He put his head down and began to lap at her pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” she purred. “That’s the advantage of being married to a horn dog. They always know how to please a vagina.”

Truth, Chuck was devastated, but, also truth, even the most devastated of men will respond when pussy is at hand. Shortly he was getting into it. He was Frenching her pussy with his mouth, swirling his tongue inside her, his hands up and grabbing her tits, fondling them, playing with her nipples.

“Oh, you bad boy!” she moaned, her hips writhing against his face.

He sucked her clitoris into his mouth and began slapping it with his tongue.

“Ooh!” she squealed and her hips gave a sudden twitch. Her thighs were tight against his face. “I think you’re better locked than unlocked. At least you’re sure trying harder.”

Of course he was trying harder. He wanted to cum, and he knew that if he made her cum, then maybe she would tell him the one way out of this infernal chastity device.

“Oh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna..YES!”

She hit the back of his head with a fist and pushed her pussy into his face and began to squirt.

Yes, she was a squirter, which sometimes made eating her out less than pleasant. Chuck didn’t mind fucking her, because it was cool to watch all that liquid spurt out of her pussy. But her squirting in his face while he was eating was not his favorite thing.

Still, whether he liked it or not, she had his head clamped and her hips were jerking so hard he worried she might hurt his neck. Female squirtem covered his face and filled his mouth. He started to gag, but she just held on and kept fucking his face.

Chuck tried everything the next few weeks. He explored the internet with an eye to getting out of chastity tubes. Very easy. Unless it happens to be custom made. He thought he might be able to drill out the key, but even the key was made of high tech metal that wouldn’t cut.

He actually looked at a Dremel saw, and gave up the idea immediately. There was just too much danger, a distinct probability, that the saw would slip and cut right through his favorite friend.

He looked at ways to dissolve the binary glue. There were actually a couple of ways, but the easiest would have him injecting acid into the lock. No way he wanted to do that.

He talked to locksmiths, and that was difficult. He would enter a shop in a dress—his male clothes were gone—and have to strip down and have them examine and even handle his junk. Just a wee bit embarrassing.

So he was caught on that angle.

He snuck into his wife’s phone one day and found her videos unable to be deleted. He could watch one of five different videos describing his activities on the week of his demise, but he couldn’t delete them. And he could tell they were uploaded to the net. He didn’t think he’d be able to hack into the cloud.

And that still left the DVDs in the lawyer’s possession.

The difficult thing was that through all this Bonnie was cheerful and treated him nicely. No yelling. Of course, if he didn’t do his chores properly she spanked him. He had gone through a week of standing up before he started to make enough progress to make her happy.

If she had been mean and nasty, so he could hate her…but she wasn’t.

And he had been virtually locked out of his own company!

She had been on the titles and deeds and bank accounts from the first days he had opened his businesses. Just a precaution in case anything happened to him. Now it was proving his undoing. She could spend his money, the people in his company did everything she said, and…and he stayed at home.

Heck, he was too embarrassed to be seen around the company anyway. He was a full time woman now.

But he had to be home anyway, because he had to do chores. Every day. And the chores included all the things she had done, and a few extras. She had never had to mow the lawn, but he did. She had never had to wash all the window, but she fired the service and made him do it. She never cleaned the pool, but she fired that service, too, and he had to do it.

And he had to cook all the meals! She left recipes, made him watch cooking shows, and…and she never did any of the cooking anymore!

In fact, he was doing everything! And if he didn’t do everything well…he got a spanking.

Quick and efficient, no recriminations afterwards. Just a smiling advice: “Do your chores properly and this won’t have to happen.”

Heck. he was nothing more than a servant. A maid. A…a slave!

His only solace, in this dismal existence he was living, was Sarah.

“Hey, babe,” he kissed her and sat down. They were at their favorite restaurant. “Did you order the Margaritas?”

“I don’t feel like a drink today.” She nibbled her lip nervously.

“Oh, well…did you want to eat? Or just head for the car?”

She gave a sigh, then faced him squarely. “Chuck. I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“What?” Panic shot through his chest. “What do you mean?”

“Meeting like this. Hiding out, sneaking off to the car.”

“But I thought you liked it? And I always get you off! Fingers, mouth, I’ll do whatever I have to to make you happy!”

“That’s just it, Chuck. You can’t.”

“What? Why not? I thought you were having fun!”

“Chuck, it is fun. I love to get you all horny, and that makes me wet, and then my cums…they are great.”

“Then why?”

“Because…” she hesitated, then blurted it out. “…I need cock.”

His heart sputtered and spun into a nose dive.

“I need something stiff and big between my legs. I need to be fucked, like a woman!”

“But I could get a dildo! We can do this! Sarah…don’t leave me!”

People at other tables were turning and looking as his voice rose into a begging wail.

“It’s no use, Chuck. You can’t please me like a man…I need a man…good bye.”

Chuck sat in blind disbelief as she hurried out of the door.

“Would you like to order?”

“No…no,” Chuck waved the waiter aside, then, “But bring me a couple of Margaritas.”

Chuck didn’t get totally wasted, but he got pretty sloshy. Still, he managed to make it home, where Bonnie was waiting for him.

“Out and about?” she raised an eye at him.

“Yeah.”

“You didn’t finish your chores. And you’re drunk.”

“So spank me,” he said, and he just walked past her. Out to the patio where he just sat and stewed.

Bonnie followed him, sat down next to him. She reached over and took his hand in hers. “Trouble with Sarah?”

He blinked and stared at her. “You knew.”

“Of course.”

She patted his hand. “Oh, Chuckles. You’re having such a difficult time.”

“I…yeah.” What was there to say?

She got up and came to his lounge and sat down on his lap. She pressed the fob and kissed him.

Chuck felt the pleasure building. He groaned, and he couldn’t help but kiss her back. Within a minute he was gasping for breath.

“Take me to bed?

Chuck got up, walked unevenly, his groin was swarming with good feelings and his cock was trying desperately to get hard, to the bedroom.

Bonnie got undressed and laid down. She had bought him a strap on and had a variety of dildos. She asked for the big, purple one.

He put it on and then went down on her. He ate and he ate, and all his frustrations came out and he gobbled like a fiend…and Bonnie came. Came hard, too. Then he fucked her, and she came again. And he was like a little boy sitting int he rain, getting soaked but unable to come in.

Afterward he was lying next to her on his back.

He looked around the room. He had been moved to a guest room, and he noticed the absence of his personality in the room.

He turned to her. “So how come you didn’t spank me?”

“You’re spanking yourself. And you’re doing it hard. You needed a friendly face, not a leather belt.”

He thought about that. She was right, but…his mind still wasn’t grokking everything that was happening to him.

“Besides. She’ll get her comeuppance.”

He wondered what she meant, but didn’t ask. She smiled, touched his face tenderly. “Why don’t you go finish some chores or something. I’ll spank you later, if you’d like.”

What a strange thing to say. Yet…it made him feel good. Did he…could it be…was he liking his spankings?

He got up and left the room.

Without Sarah to distract him, and no way of meeting other women, and especially women who would like him as he was, a beautiful woman, Chuck’s work got better. Oh, he went through rough patches, but he was basically a maid 24/7, and there wasn’t much to do, and in the long, lonely hours when he vacuumed rugs, mopped floors, did the thousand and one things that a housewife needs to do, he began to find a certain comfort in the endless cleaning of the house.

He wore a maid’s uniform during the day, Bonnie liked that, and he was free to wear whatever he wanted at night. But he had no male clothes, and he had no way to get more—his credit cards had all been canceled—so he just wore dresses at night.

He watched all the cooking shows and fashion shows on TV. He studied how to do make up on the net and was getting pretty proficient. And he watched less and less football.

He found women’s gymnastics quite interesting. He marveled at the way they moved their bodies. He was eating more and more salads, and doing regularly stretching routines by DVD, and he sort of wished that one day he could do the splits, maybe do a tumbling routine.

His existence became a surreal detachment from all things male.

He woke up and put make up on. He wore dresses and other female clothing. He did chores around the house. And the part of him that was male slowly faded, became less and less.

Bonnie watched his progress with satisfaction. She gave advice when he needed it, she spanked him when he needed it, and she thought about her own needs.

Yes, she had a live in maid, a 24/7 live in maid, but a woman needs something more than somebody to do the dishes and cook the soup. Like Sarah had realized, there is a part of a man that is required for a woman to be truly happy.

So she made a phone call.

It was a nice, sunny day. The birds were flying around and pooping happily, snakes were hiding in the grass. It was that kind of day.

Bonnie went to work for a while, and Chuck cleaned the house. Along about three o’clock Bonnie breezed in.

“Start up the barbecue. Get out a couple of steaks and make a salad.”

“Okay. Who’s coming?”

“It’s a surprise!” she laughed.

Chuck chopped up some lettuce, added some Spam, olives, a bit of mayo, onions and cheese.

Bonnie headed for the bedroom and returned a half hour later. Smelling of rose scented soap, her hair shiny, and wearing a dress that exposed her boobs right down to the nips.

“You’re going to wear that?”

“Hey. I just feel a little sexy.”

Chuck shrugged. He wasn’t getting any, so whatever.

DING DONG!

The doorbell rang and Bonnie headed for the door before Chuck could.

“Hi, guys. Come on in!”

Chuck looked in from the patio and saw Roger and Sarah. He relaxed, for they knew he was part of a female led relationship. They accepted him as a female. Especially Sarah.

And, it proved embarrassing.

When people have been intimate with each other there are always tells. The knowledge is in their eyes. They are awkward in speech, they are embarrassed. While Roger and Bonnie chatted there was this intense sub-level of embarrassment between Chuck and Sarah.

“Delicious steak, Bonnie.”

“Yes. Want a drink?”

“Sure.”

Bonnie turned to Chuck. She smiled. “Be a dear. Two bourbon and Cokes.”

That was the moment that Chuck understood that something was happening.

He and Sarah were eating salads. Roger and Bonnie were eating steaks.

He and Sarah had Hawaiian Fruit Punch. Roger and Bonnie were drinking bourbon and Coke.

He stood up to fetch the drinks and wondered all the way to the kitchen. He was going to have to ask Bonnie what was going on. But he didn’t have to ask, when he brought the drinks back Bonnie said, “Chuck? I called Roger last week and told him that Sarah was cheating on him.”

Chuck’s mouth opened, and he worried. Roger, however, was smiling. He said, “Sarah, show Chuck your new underwear.”

Her face red, Sarah stood up and lifted her dress. Instead of panties she had on a shiny, steel chastity belt.

Roger put a finger between the belt and her skin with difficulty. “It’s a tight fit, but it’s good for her.” he looked up at his wife. “Right, honey?”

“Yes, Roger.” Her voice was low and ashamed.

Bonnie said, “Isn’t that fun? She’s just like you, Chuck.”

“I…I…”

“You don’t have to say anything. Roger understands how weak the flesh can be. Right, Roger?”

“Absolutely. Oh, at first I was a little mad, but then I realized that you can’t get it up, so you’re certainly no danger. However, that doesn’t change the fact that Sarah was intimate with you. So I gave her a choice. Divorce, or chastity. Did you make a good choice, honey?”

“Yes, Roger.” Her face was redder than a sunburned fire engine.

“Of course,” observed Bonnie, “That isn’t the end of it.”

“No…no,” agreed Roger. “And I want to thank you, Bonnie, for helping me out with the surveillance equipment.”

Chuck understood then. Roger had videoed his wife and himself and…and there was the whole game. Facebutt. Mortification at being found to be a cheater.

“You’re welcome. And Chuck, would you like to know what is going to happen now?”

Chuck didn’t. But he had to answer. He nodded his head and gulped.

“Why, you and Sarah get to make love. And Roger and I will watch. You two can rub your little cages together as much as you want.”

Roger smiled a hard smile. “And then Bonnie and I will rub our sex organs together.”

Chuck looked up. He wanted to say something, but what was there to say? If he complained he might get divorced, out on the street with no money. The only clothes on his back dresses.

“Isn’t that great, Chuck? You get to fuck Sarah! As much as you can with your little weenie all locked up.”

Roger and Sarah had a good laugh then. They clinked glasses, and Roger told Chuck to get them another pair of drinks.

Chuck headed for the kitchen. His head was hanging and he felt like burnt buffalo chips.

How had this happened? He had been an executive! Owned a couple of companies! Respected in the community! Now he was a sissy maid, good only for…for cuckolding.

He returned and handed the drinks to Roger and Sarah.

The pair were now sitting on the swing with arms around each other.

Bonnie said, “Why don’t you two get started. Show us how you can fuck without sex organs.”

Roger chuckled.

Chuck didn’t want to, but the look in Bonnie’s eyes, and in Roger’s, he had to. He sat next to Sarah on a chair.

“Take the cushions off the loungers. Lay on them.”

Roger moved like molasses. He put the lounge cushions on the cement and sat down.

“Go on, honey. You said you enjoyed Chuck’s frustration, that that was why you did it. So now you get to experience Chuck’s frustration.”

Her face flaming, Sarah sat down next to Chuck.

“Don’t they look cute together?”

“But they’re so shy. Chuck! Don’t be shy. Take Sarah in your arms and kiss her.”

Slowly, Chuck leaned forward. Sarah stared at him. She had stared at him this way so many times in the back of her car at the restaurant.

He moved his head forward, and she moved hers, and their lips meant.

And they were horny. Incredibly horny, and denied, and hungry, and…they started kissing for real.

They forgot about Roger and Bonnie and began chewing on each others mouths like they might even be able to cum.

“Oh, nice. Such a pure love.”

Roger moved over Sarah and began humping her. He felt her shiny belt under his chastity tube, and it was driving him crazy.

Sarah was responding in equal fervor. She began writhing and twisting and thrusting her hips up at him.

They could almost feel each others meat under the metal. They kissed. Sarah reach down and twisted Chuck’s package until he moaned. He began sucking her tits until she groaned.

After a while Roger and Bonnie got up and left. Chuck and Sarah were so into their sex and frustration they didn’t even notice their departure. They just kept humping and whining and wishing.

Inside the bedroom Roger took charge. He was a strong man, broad in the chest, and he gently undressed Bonnie. He spent a long time suckling her breasts, and Bonnie felt herself getting hot and moist.

“Oh, Roger,” She sighed. “I wish they’d cheating long ago.”

He slid down and began eating her out. He had a long, thick tongue, and before long she was crying and writhing and getting close.

“Out it in me!” she sobbed.

Roger needed no second invitation. He moved up, poised his cock over her pussy, then drove in.

Bonnie arched her back, thrust her breasts up for him to suck, and then began to hump. It had been a long time since she had had a good dicking. Chuck and the strap on were okay, but there’s nothing like the real thing.

Roger took his time, kissing her softly, sliding his big cock into her honey pot. Slowly they built their rhythm up, she bucked and he scooped his hips down as if he was going to scour out her insides with his penis.

“Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck!”

He felt the first stirrings of ignition. “Better hurry,” he said. “I’m close.”

“Okay…okay…I’m almost…almost…FUCK! YES! YES!”

Her body was totally out of control, spasming, jerking like she was having a seizure. Such a delicious cum was enough to set Roger off.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and his cock began to spew deep within her. Big globs of sperm that quickly began to leak out the. sides of her pussy.

For a long minute they lay there, satisfied, complete, in each other’s arms.

Then Roger pushed off and rolled on to his back.

Bonnie looked to the side. “Well, lookie lookie. We’ve got an audience.”

Chuck and Sarah stood just inside the doorway. They looked sad, hang dog.

“We should have charged admission.”

“Next time,” agreed Bonnie. “How’d you like the show, Chuck?”

Chuck just stood mutely. He had been a married man, and then he had cheated. And that had made him pay less attention to his wife, and now look at him.

Feminized, emasculated.

He looked at Sarah. The woman he had cheated with, and she was in the same boat.

“You know,” said Bonnie. “Maybe we should move in together! Then we could do this all the time, and Chuck and Sarah can be our maids…wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

“Super idea, babe. I would love to be balls deep in you whenever I wanted.”

“Say,” mused Bonnie. “Would you like to fuck my maid?”

Roger looked at Chuck, and Chuck was electric. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“He doesn’t have a woman pussy, but have you ever had a man pussy?”

“I don’t believe I have!”

Chuck backed up, his hands out as if to fend off. “No! No!”

But he knew it was hopeless. He had made his bed, and it was time to lie in it.


EPILOGUE

Bonnie came home from work early. She was tired, Roger wasn’t home, yet, so she called Chuck into the bedroom.

“Back rub, babe,” she said, and she lay down naked.

Chuck climbed on to the bed and placed his hands on her warm, luscious flesh. He began to rub his hands on her, he felt her breasts, so large and delicious.

“You may suck them if you wish.”

Chuck couldn’t help himself. His head darted down and he sucked her stiff nipples. A small sob. escaped him and Bonnie giggled.

“You may get me off. Roger is going to do me later, and I want the edge off. I can last so much longer that way.”

Chuck began to move his fingers in her.

She gasped and humped his hand joyously.

Then Chuck stopped.

She turned her head and looked at him. “What?”

“You said, back…when we started this…”

“Yes?”

“You said there was one way you could get this chastity tube off me.”

“Of course. Would you like me to get it off you? Would you like me to set you free?”

“I…yes. I can’t take it any more. I’m horny all the time. I service you, I get Sarah off, Roger uses my butt…you drain me constantly through prostate massage, and…I can’t take it anymore. It’s too much!”

“Oh, poor Chuck. I didn’t realize that you were having such a rough time. You do know the method I will use, don’t you?”

Method? He thought she had a key, or way of busting the lock or something. Method? “No.”

“A simple snip, snip. I can castrate you. Would you like that?”

A year before Chuck never would have considered such a thing. but now, eternally horny, never any relief, he thought about it.

No more dick trying to get hard. No more balls pumping out the endless amounts of testosterone and semen and…and no more frustration. He nodded and mumbled his answer.

“Yes.”

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


Addicted to Feminization!

The secret of male submission!


PART ONE

“You are an addictive personality!’ Liv exclaimed, busting through the kitchen door. “And I’ve had enough of it!”

Owen entered the kitchen behind her, his head was down and he just sank down at the kitchen table. His fists were clenched and he couldn’t take it any more.

“I’m sorry. I—“

“You were sorry last time! And the time before that! But then you do it again!”

“But I didn’t mean to—“

“Of course you didn’t. It’s the whiskey that makes you do it. Or the beer. Well, let me tell you, buster, I have had it and I’m done!”

“No! You…look! I can stop. I can stop drinking. I can! I just…I just need…” he trailed off.

Liv was at the sink, her hands on the sink. Now she spun around, “You need what?”

“I don’t know what I need. I try. Honest to God I try, but then opportunity presents itself and I can’t help myself. It’s like everything shuts down and I just have to drink!”

“And if you drink again and get stopped you’ll lose your license for a year. How will you get to work? How will you get a new job? how will you do anything?”

Owen put his face in his hands. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” He was crying, and Liv’s heart was near broken. She loved him. He was her husband, and if it wasn’t for this problem he would be the perfect husband.

He looked up at her, tears streaming down his face. “Liv…help me! I don’t know what to do! There’a go to be some way to kick this…this addiction.

Liv at down opposite him. She knew he meant it, it wasn’t that he wasn’t trying, but…there had to be some way.

She put a hand on his hand. She was caving in, she knew it, she knew she shouldn’t, but she wasn’t willing to give up on their marriage. Not yet. there had to be some way to curb his addiction. There had to be!

An hour later she had put him to bed. A big, crying baby boy, unable to control himself, knowing he needed help but not sure how to get it.

Liv sat at the table and poured herself a Coke. She paused for a second, then went and got out the bottle of bourbon. It was her own private stock, hidden from him because he would drink the whole thing.

She added a dollop to her drink, put the bottle away and took a sip.

She didn’t have a problem. She would sip a whiskey once in a week, or a month, or a year. Only when she felt like it, and those times were rare.

How could she help Owen do that?

Suddenly, she picked up her cell and tapped the face.

“Liv? It’s late, are you okay?”

“Yes, mother. I’m fine, it’s just that…”

“Uh oh, I can hear it in your voice. Some thing is wrong. Go ahead and tell me. Let it out.”

So Liv told her. She told her how Owen was trying, but failing to control himself. She described his condition, how they were at their wits end.

Her mother listened patiently. Didn’t talk much, and when Liv was all talked out she said, “There is a solution.”

“What? What is it? What can I do?”

Her mother began to speak, and Liv’s mouth opened. Her jaw dropped and her eyes got big.

“Mother…I don’t think I can do that.”

“Then you might just as well give up.”

“Mother, I’m not that strong. You are. I don’t—”

“Well, you’re going to have to.”

And, though they kept talking, there it was: if she was going to save her marriage she was just going to have to.

Owen woke up and groaned. He felt okay, but he remembered the night before. Being picked up, and it was only the grace of God, and the fact that the deputy knew Liv. that he ended up with a ride home instead of a ride to the hoosegow.

Liv was already up, and he dreaded going out and talking to her. She was so disappointed in him. No matter how hard he tried he just…he could stop himself.

He was a drunk. And he didn’t know any way around it.

He got dressed slowly, then went out to the kitchen.

Liv was making breakfast, which surprised him. Normally she was so pissed sh wouldn’t speak to him for a week.

“Good morning,” she spoke cheerfully.

“Uh, hi.” He sat down and waited for her to lay into him.

She poured orange juice and placed it in front of him.

“Sleep well?”

“Yeah.” He was puzzled. What was going on?

“Good. I have some news for you.”

“You do?” What? She was leaving him? And that was why she was so happy?

“I’ve figured out a cure for you.”

“You have?” He blinked, was stunned, but felt a little surge of hope inside.

“Absolutely. Would you like to hear about it?”

“Yes!”

She placed his breakfast on the table and sat down opposite him. “Eat, and I will tell you what we’re going to do.”

He picked up a piece of bacon and began chewing.

She reached over tot he counter and picked up a small white board.

“If you break the rules, if you touch alcohol, you will not be punished. You will be rewarded.”

“Rewarded?” He frowned.

“Yep. You first reward I’ve written down. If you drink you get to shave your head. Bald.”

He stared at her. “But I don’t want to shave my head! People who shave their heads…they’re …they…”             

“You don’t want your reward? Okay. When are you moving out?”

There it was.

“But I don’t want to move out?”

“I know, honey. And I don’t want you to move out. But you either take the reward or the punishment. You’ve reached the end of the trail. I won’t ding you for drinking, but I write down your next reward, and you will be thoroughly honest with me, even admitting when you’ve snuck a drink, and you will get your next reward.”

“This is weird.”

She placed her hand on his. “I know. But do you want to keep drinking?”

“No.”

“Then you will have to give me some control here. I don’t like punishing, so we’ll consider them rewards, and you will get your rewards, or…”

“Or I leave.”

She nodded.

Owen sat back. I don’t think this is going to work.”

“Anything can work, if you make it work.”

He sighed. The trouble was he knew she was right.

“Look, honey. You will know what is going to happen, you’ll know the next step, there will never be any mystery. I won’t make you do these things on the white board, it will be up to you.”

He said nothing.

She said, “If you’re man enough.”

He blinked.

She waited. She had talked long and hard with her mother on this point, and her mother had said men held on to their manhood, would fight for it, and that Owen would give in and start the program. She also said that each step, if he broke the rule, would become harder for him to accept, and easier to do.

“Let me think about it.”

“Of course. This is a decision not to be made lightly. Finish your breakfast and take your time. You have until six o’clock tonight to make up your mind.”

“Six o’clock?”

“Yes.”

Liv stood up, smiled, and went back to the bedroom. She was going to do a little shopping, and it was a wonderful opportunity for him to be alone with his demons.

Owen was still sitting at the table when she came back through the house.

Liv stopped, gazed at him, then got out her private stock.

Owen’s eyes went wide.

She poured a finger into a glass. Sipped it. Then left. And left the whiskey bottle, half full, on the counter.

Own heard her car start up, heard her back out of the driveway. He stared at the whiskey bottle.

Whiskey. His favorite. He could drink anything, and would, but whiskey was his particular downfall. He loved the taste, he loved the burn on the way down. Most of all, he loved the high. That golden feeling of being in the clouds.

The bottle sat on the counter. The morning sun glinted through the amber liquid within.

She was messing with him. No, she was testing him. If he drank then she would have that much more reason to bitch at him, to make him…shave his head bald.

So all he had to do was leave the bottle there. Forget about it. Go about his business. Not drink.

He licked his lips.

He stood up and left the kitchen. He walked into the living room and turned on a football game. Oh, good. Tampa Bay. He was in the mood for for a good game. Of course, he needed some chips. And some Coke.

He got up and went back to the kitchen.

The bottle was there. Half empty. Just sitting on the counter.

He poured some ice into a glass, added Coke. Picked up a bag of potato chips, and headed back for the game.

He stopped at the kitchen door.

The bottle was still there. Funny thing about bottles. They had different shapes, different corks. But they all held liquid.

He wondered what a little sniff would be like. Not a drink, just put his nose to the neck and smell.

Heck, maybe that would be enough to sate his liquid appetite. Just a little sip.

He turned and went back the game.

He watched grown men prance around, catch and kick, throw and…he found himself in the kitchen, looking at the bottle. And it was almost like the bottle was looking back at him.

He popped the cork and sniffed. Mmmm! Ambrosia. The drink of the gods. Nectar of the soul.

He touched his tongue to the bottom of the cork.

Oh, fuck!

A half a sob escaped his throat, and…

The bottle was down to a quarter when Liv came home. She smiled as she held it up and gazed at the liquor inside.

Excellent.

She put her purse down and went to the bedroom where she put a couple of bags down. She had passed the living room where a football game was happening on the big screen. She had seen the top of Owen’s head over the couch.

She returned to the living room and walked to the side of the couch.

Owen was watching the game. He was grinning, a fool. A drunken fool. “Hi, honey.”

“Hello, Owen.”

He caved in right away. His grin just sort of crumbled and and his face narrowed.

“What?”

“I, uh…drank some of your whiskey.”

“Okay,” she smiled. “Thanks for telling me.” She turned around and headed for the kitchen. She hadn’t been in the kitchen but a minute when he followed her in.

”Is that all?”

“Is what all?”

“I drank and you just…say ‘okay?’ And that’s it?”

“Honey, I’ve tried nagging, and it doesn’t work. You’re a ig boy and you can do what you want. I do appreciate your honesty, however.”

“And you’re not going to leave me?”

“Of course I will!” She looked surprised.

“But…honey—”

She held up a hand, “Hold on…look at this.”

She held up the white board.

He stared, a bit owlish, at the line across the top. ‘Shave your head bald.’

“I’m not going to do that!”

“And if you don’t want to you shouldn’t.”

“Wait a minute…what are you pulling on me?”

“It’s your life…your choice. You haven’t agreed to this white board, yet, so you don’t have to shave your head. But if you had, then I would expect you to act the honorable man, to keep your word, and you’d be in the bathroom right now scraping your hairs off.”

She stood up, went to the fridge and poured herself a Coke.

He stared at her back. “This is weird,” he muttered.

“I know,” she sipped. “But it’s your life.”

“But it’s like you’re giving up on me!”

“Nope. I actually have confidence in you. I believe you’re the kind of man who does the right thing.”

“But—“

“Honey, I’ve got things to do, you understand the rules, so…end of conversation.”

She walked out.

He followed her. He wasn’t about to let this go.

“Don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing!”

She picked up her cell phone and tapped the face. While it was ringing she put her hand over it and whispered to him. “Do you mind, dear?”

He did mind, and he complained, so when Jeannie answered the phone she said, “Hey, girlfriend. How about a little lunch?”

A minute later she was heading for the door, keys and purse in hand.

Owen jumped in front of her, grabbed her biceps.

She looked at his hands sadly, and with a little pain in here expression. “You’re actually going to abuse me?”

He let go like she had burst into flames. “I’m sorry…I just…we’re not done.”

“Well, maybe not, but my argument is on the white board. I’ll see you in a few hours.”

A half a minute later he listened to the sound of her car driving down the street.

He couldn’t believe that he had actually grabbed her. He didn’t mean anything, but…it wasn’t him.

He wandered back into the living room. He looked at the TV. Somebody was running the ball back fifty yards. He didn’t care. He was having trouble getting into the game.

He went into the kitchen and stared at the bottle. It was still standing there, beckoning, a magnet for his addictive personality.

He sighed.

Liv returned home a couple of hours later. She walked into the kitchen and saw the bottle on the counter. It hadn’t been touched. She smiled.

As soon as she exited the kitchen Owen was all over her.

“See? I can quit! So we can just knock off this white board stuff.”

Liv patted his cheek and walked into the bedroom. He followed her.

“Right?”

She kicked off her high heels and said, “So you don’t agree to the white board?”

“Of course not,” he scoffed.

“Then this will be the last night we sleep together. Six o’clock will roll around and I will help you pack your bags. You can sleep on the couch and tomorrow morning you can hop in your car and leave.”

“That’s…that’s ridiculous!”

“What’s ridiculous is a man without honor.”

He blinked like she had just slapped him in the face. He stood for a moment, absorbing her words, then, “What if I don’t leave.”

“Honey, if you don’t leave then I will. And I will call a lawyer and sue you for alimony and a share of the house. I will get real nasty and show no mercy. And you know that women are the more vicious of the species.”

She stated this with no rancor, no emotion at all.

Owen stomped out.

Six o’clock came and went.

Liv fixed dinner, hamburger and fries, and whiel they ate she said, “I’ll get your suitcase out.”

“I’m not leaving.”

“Okay, I’ll get my suitcase out. I’m not going to wait for tomorrow morning, however. I’m leaving tonight.”

He glared at her.

After dinner she packed. Lingerie and a few dresses. “I’ll come back for the rest of the stuff as soon as I find an apartment.”

He said nothing.

She rolled her suitcase out the door and put it in the trunk.

She walked to the door and opened it.

She got in and turned the key. She put the car in gear and started to back out.

“Stop!”

Liv turned to him.

“You’re going to throw our life away.”

“I would prefer not to.”

He said nothing. She turned to back out again and— “Stop!”

She sighed. “What is it. Owen?”

He broke. “Okay I’ll agree to your stupid white board.”

“Okay.” She got out of the car. “Will you bring in my bag?”

And he did.

That night they lay in bed. Owen was on his back, staring at the ceiling, his fingers laced behind his head.

Liv turned to him, threw a leg over his and put a hand on his penis.

He acted like he didn’t want to, but he did. The pressure of her demands, being faced with losing a wife…he really wanted to.

“Wake up, little Susie,” she crooned.

His boner was magnitudious and she grinned. “Baby, baby, can’t you feel my hard beat.” She was a fan of oldies.

He turned to her and whispered. “You really would have left.”

“Shut up, asshole. Don’t mess up good sex with a bunch of lip.”

She dove under the blankets and began giving him another kind of lip.

He groaned and put his hands on her head. Her mouth sliding up and down his shaft was heaven, and the way she swirled her tongue around his head…oh, God!

She crawled up his body, nipping him, biting his nipples, nuzzling his throat, then she was sitting on him, covers back, holding his face and chewing on his lips.

Owen always thought it was unfair, this power  she had over him. If he kissed her like this she would respond or not depending on her mood. But when she kissed him like this he had no choice, he couldn't help himself. It was worse than…than…whiskey!

He flipped her over and positioned himself at her hole. She had a hold of his penis and she wrote on her pussy with the tip. “Oh, yeah!” she smiled in the dark.

He pushed it into her, sank into her soft flesh, buried his soul in her slit.

“Fuck!” she wheezed. “God, that feels good! Every time is like the first time!”

He pushed deep, and she gasped. He pulled and she exhaled. He pushed, in and out, and she held on.

And he was aware that he was a little desperate. This whole white board thing…but he had agreed, so…there it was.

“FUUUU!” she cried out, her hips thrashing, coming up to him, holding on to his cock like a weasel holds a chicken.

And he began to spurt. A lot. His groin felt like it was on fire, and he gave himself to her.

The first few days were fine. No hint of unhappiness. It was all below the surface.

They went to work, they came home, they ate dinner and watched TV and made love, and it was all like normal.

On Friday he had a lunch with the bosses, and the bosses were a couple of happy dappies who liked to have a cocktail with their lunch.

And he usually had a cocktail with them, so they ordered one for him without even asking him.

Owen stared at the shiny glass just the other side of his plate.

Bald, shot through his mind.

He determined that he had the will power to withstand, to keep his hands off the alcohol, to just drink water.

Tom and Bill toasted high statistics, and he found his hand with the glass in it. He put the glass to his lips, he forced himself not to touch the liquid.

And he managed to do that, through two toasts. but the third toast, it was just an accident a jiggle of the hand at the wrong time, and the vodka touched his lips.

Well, shit. Now that it was done. He gulped the drink down.

Tom ordered him another one. And another.

Owen knew he was in trouble. He was drunk. Fortunately, he had enough presence of mind, just barely, to take an Uber home.

He walked to the front door, opened it, and entered.

Liv was in the kitchen and had watched him get out of the Prius. His walk was none too steady, and it was plain that he had been drinking.

“Hey, honey, lost your car , eh?”

“I…the bosses mad em have a drink with them.”

“I understand. We can shave your head tonight, and I’ll put the next reward on the board.”

“Hey…uh…”

She looked at him.

“There should be special considerations for when I have to drink with the bosses.”

“Oh, like shaving your ass, too?”

“That’s not funny.”

But she was grinning. She patted his cheek. “Of course it is. And you’ll probably see the humor…once you’ve shaved your head. Now come on in and let’s put some coffee in you. Or would you rather enjoy your high for a while.”

He wanted to enjoy his high, but he was also messed up, and felt that he should sober up.

She assessed his mood accurately. “I’ll just pour you a Coke. Enjoy yourself.

Owen was confused. She was not mad. She was not all over him. She was even…okay with it.

Except that he had to shave his head.

He felt his hair. He liked hair. He had a particularly good head of hair, and to lose it over a stupid drink…hunh!

He stared at the mirror in the bathroom.

“Would you like me to leave you alone? Or help you?”

“I…uh…”

She hugged him from behind. “I’ve very proud of you. Keeping your word like this. But you have always been a good man.”

He picked up the shaver and began whittling. After a while he gave in and let Liv help him. He watched, sad, as his hairs fell on the floor.

Being bald was weird. It made his head cold, and he could feel air currents like a hurricane was blowing on his scalp.

He ran his hand over it, then she ran hers, and…it was weird.

What was really weird, however, was when he passed through the kitchen and noticed the white board.

Use Nair on your whole body

He stared at the words, then walked back into the living room. “My whole body?”

Liv was watching the Kardashians. She looked up with a happy smile, “Won’t that be cute?”

“Having a bald body? Like…my genitals? Everything?”

“Sure. Why not. Girls do it all the time, it’ll feel cool. Ooh, gives me a tingle down thee…thinking of your whole body being hairless.”

He said nothing, just went intot he computer room and started working.Ostensibly. But he was really just staring at the screen. What had he gotten himself into?

And he felt his poor head with one hand.

It felt so weird.

They went to a party down the block. It was the Nelson’s, and they held the shindig twice a year, simply invited all the neighbors over, everybody got drunk and had a good time.

For a change, Owen walked in sober, and he greeted people, and shook hands and accepted hugs, and…he was sober.

Now that was a weird experience.

But, he went with it, and everybody admired his bald head, which was strange in itself, and, the party went on.

They had a couple of hot dogs, then the girl from across the street handed Owen a Coke and he sipped it. And his face panicked.

It had liquor in it!

Of course it did. The girl knew what Owen liked. She thought she had been doing him a favor.

Liv was over talking to Marsha Godwin about plants, and she saw his face. Making a few excuses, she arrowed on over to him. “What’s wrong?”

“Sandy…she gave me a drink!”

Liv took the drink, sniffed it, and grinned. “Oh, Owen. You poor boy. But don’t worry, it’s not like everybody will see your hairless body.”

“But it was an accident! A mistake! I didn’t even know and…and…”

Liv was chuckling as she shook her head slowly.  “Haven’t you watched Kung Fu Panda?” It was one of his favorite movies, “There are no accidents.”

He groaned and looked at the glass.

Oddly, there was a tinge of excitement to this. Shaving his whole body? Even his groin? That was sort of…sexy.

“I’ll make you a deal, though.”

“What?”

“You can finish that drink. You’ve already been rewarded for it, but if you have another drink tonight then you’ll get to have another reward.”

“Drink this but don’t drink again?”

“Sure. Can you do it?” She lifted an eyebrow and he could see how she was enjoying this.

“I can do that.”

“Then bottoms up, my loving lush.”

“Wait a minute…what’s the next reward?”

She leaned up and whispered into his ear, “You have to wear my teddy to bed.

“What?” he squeaked. “Every night?” An exciting thought.

“Yep. But, hey, it’s not like anybody will see you.”

He thought about that.

“Now go ahead and enjoy yourself. I’ll be back later to help you walk home.” She laughed.

He frowned, but her laugh was so infectious that his frown died, and he sipped his drink.

They came home at nine o’clock, and Owen was singing.

The man who shot

Liberty Valance

He shot

Liberty Valance!

He was the…

Liv guided him up the walk and through the door.

“How many did you have?”

“Lotsh.”

“Oh, that many, eh?”

She guided him to the shower and pushed him in. Cold water.

“GAH!” But she held the door shut. Five minutes later, turning blue, he shivered while she  toweled him off.

He was still drunk, but able to function.

She began slathering a cream on his body.

“What’s this?”

“Nair, baby. We’re getting rid of all that ugly hair.”

Maybe if he had been sober Owen would have complained. But drunk, and horny…he just watched, and felt his cock grow.

Fifteen minutes later she pushed him back in the shower and he washed everything off. Everything.

Getting out of the shower he felt like his skin was super alive. Now how could losing your hair do that?

But it did, and he just stood there and absorbed an entirely new world of sensations.

“Wow,” he blurted at one point. “Is this what women feel like?”

“Now you know,” she laughed.

He suddenly grew serious. “Honey?”

“What?”

“Shaving my head, that was tough. I like having a head of hair.”

“Maybe some day you’ll be able to grow it back.”

Maybe. If he could stop drinking.

“You don’t understand.”

“Then enlighten me.”

“Shaving the head, bad, but this bald body thing, that’s kinky.”

“So?”

“So you don’t want to reward me with kinky.”

“Oh?”

“No. It feels too good. I’ll start drinking just to get the kink.”

“Not a problem. You let me know when that occurs and I’ll fix it.”

“Oh…” he had no idea how she would ‘fix’ it, but…he was too busy feeling his new body to worry about it.

“Okay. Well. That’s that,” he said.

“Not quite.”

He looked at her, and he shivered. He knew what was next.

She opened her dresser drawer and pulled out a wad of flimsy material. She tossed it to him.

He held it up, and his cock, which was almost hard, became super hard. It throbbed and pulsed, and a little drop of pre-cum formed on the tip.

“I think somebody like it.” She grabbed his cock, ran her finger along the underside and scooped up the pre-cum. She put it to her lips.

Owen was going crazy. He was shivering and trembling and couldn’t stop looking at the teddy.

“I can’t put this on,” he whispered.

“I know. You’d be less than a man, wearing women’s underthings, feeling sexy, like a woman.”

He stepped into it and wiggled, the garment slid up his body and he put his arms under the shoulder straps.

It was like a bathing suit, but thin, satiny, with little fringes and girly designs. It was rubbing him in all the right places. His cock was pushed up, and it looked like the end of an electric wire in a puddle. Jumping and twitching. All that lacked were the sparks, and he was feeling those in his mind.

“Fuck,” he whispered. He look at her. “Want to make love?”

“With a girl?”

“Yeah!” His mind was fevered. He wasn’t in control.

“Girls don’t fuck, she explaiend gently. They cuddle. So that’s what I want to do, cuddle all night.”

“You don’t want to fuck?”

She got another teddy out of the drawer and put it on. Her boobs were thrust out and her bare pussy was moist and shiny.

“No. But I want to go to bed.”

She crawled into bed, and he crawled in after her. She turned to him, pushed his groping hands away, and snuggled. She didn’t present her pussy for fingering, she let him suck on her tits, but she kept her legs closed and kept rubbing his cock through the teddy.

He felt like he was being electrocuted. Slowly. And it felt so good.

She kissed him, rubbed his chest, his bare chest, and then sucked hi nipples.

“Just like a woman,” she murmured. So soft and smooth.

He arched his back and felt like he was going to cum. Just a couple of strokes and…but she just held to him, and loved him, and treated him like a girl.


PART TWO

“Are you serious?”

She had told him to come to breakfast in his teddy, and he had. He had a good body, and it accentuated his muscles, but in a feminine way.

He had had a sleepless night. He had sobered up just laying there, his hard on bouncing around like a Mexican jumping bean. He was excruciatingly aware of her hands on him.

Every once in a while she would mumble something, adjust her position, and he would become even more electric.

“Sure.”

Ted looked at her. Looked back at the white board.

Tap pants and camisole every day wear…everywhere.

“Tap pants are those frilly panties.”

“Yes. But they’re loose, almost like boxers in appearance, but they feel oh, so good.”

“And the camisole?”

“Like a boy beater. We can get one that’s loose or tight. Whichever you prefer.”

“I prefer not to drink.”

“Oh,” she acted disappointed. “So you don’t want your reward?”

“No!” But he felt an excitement in the pit of his belly. There was something so deliciously naughty about wearing women’s underwear.

“Well, okay. Then don’t. And you’ll have nothing to worry about.” She kissed his cheek. “Now sit down and let’s have some breakfast.”

The week went well. He was not tempted, though he did think about it a lot. But, in spite of any excitation, he was determined to beat his addiction. No more booze for him.

On Saturday they went to an art exhibit. One of their friends had invited them to a showing, and they walked through the gallery. Sometimes oohing, sometimes awing, and sometimes gulping and trying not to choke.

“That’s art?” Owen whispered as they looked at one painting. It was an elephant surfing in the clouds. It looked like a cartoon, and had an enormous price tag. What was even more surprising was that people were talking serious bidding.

“Dumbo laughs,” quipped Liv.

Another painting almost had them in hysterics. Donald Duck poking his head up from behind Mickey’s ass, a surprised look on his face.

“When Disney hears of this they’ll sue.”

They continued down a hallway and into the main room.

In the main room they headed for a table laden with candies. They stood at one end and sampled sugar coated peanuts, chocolates that looked like shells, and other assorted goodies.

Owen picked up a round ball that looked like powdered sugar on chocolate.

“Don’t!” yelped Liv, but she was too late. The round ball went into Owen’s mouth and he sucked on it.

“What?”

“You don’t know what that was?”

“A piece of candy.”

She shook her head.

He got a little worried. What had he done now?

“It’s called a bourbon ball.”

“A what who?” his heart sinking.

“A bourbon ball. A quarter cup of bourbon to 24 balls. You just had a drink.”

“No! Wait a minute! You know that’s not fair.”

She just kept shaking her head sadly. “I tried to stop you.”

“But it’s a piece of candy!”

“You drank.”

“You can’t be serious!

On Monday, wearing tap pants and camisole under his suit, body bald, Owen went to work.

It turned him on.

The loose panties, the material rubbing against him…the camisole, silky and caressing on his upper body, especially keeping his nipples rigid…he was horny all day. Really horny.

“Honey! I can’t do this!” he complained when he got home.

“Do what?”

“Wear this stuff all day! It’s turning me on.”

Liv nodded. She knew it was, but the problem was that it was turning her on, too. When she had dressed him this morning, his cock throbbing, his skin outlined in feminine garments, she had felt herself growing moist. Real moist.

“Well, unfortunately, you’re stuck with it. And have you seen the latest on the white board?”

He went into the kitchen, satin rubbing on flesh the whole way. His boner running around in his pants like a race horse with jock itch.

Dress like a woman for a week.

“Oh, no,” he whispered, turning pale, and his cock getting even more excited.

He reached down, pushed his cock down, and Liv came up and stood next to him. Saw him pushing his cock down.

“Poor Owen,” she said.

“I can’t go to work like a woman.”

“Then don’t drink.”

“You don’t understand…they’ll fire me!”

“Actually, they won’t.”

“Why not?” he challenged.

“Who’s their best salesperson?”

“That has nothing to do with it.”

“You’re saying money doesn’t talk?”

“It does, but not in this case.”

“Furthermore,” she ignored his argument, “Companies can be sued for discrimination against people of other sexual preferences.”

“We’re talking about my job here! Not sexual preferences.”

“Plus,” she prepared to skewer him, “I talked to Beth, Tom’s wife. She runs HR and she said there would be no problem.”

“You…what…I…can’t…but…what…” he babbled on, mind totally disconnected from reality.

“So you see, hubby dear, the only thing standing between you and being a woman for a week is…you. Your drinking habits, to be sure. Don’t drink and you stay a man. Do drink, and…” she shrugged.

Owen was more determined than ever to not drink. When he drove home he took routes that avoided liquor stores. When he was invited to lunches he made his excuses. He poured out every bottle in the house, including Liv’s secret stash.

He was determined to live the straight and narrow. No more alcohol for him. He would be sober. He would overcome his addictive personality. There was no way he was going to dress as a woman. No matter what. No how. Nada.

Then came ‘Alcohol Saturday,’ and the end of life as he knew it.

Owen got up and went to the bathroom. He used a mouthwash.

At breakfast he had a smoothie consisting of bananas, apples and oranges. He also had a roll.

He added Stevia to his coffee.

He complimented Liv on a delicious breakfast. And he felt…weird. Like…almost high.

For lunch they went out and he ordered some braised chicken. Delicious. Again, he felt a strange lightheadedness afterwards.

For dinner Liv prepared beef tenderloin with a chocolate sauce. Owen had two helpings, pushed back, patted his belly and said, “Man! Is that good!”

“Thank you, honey. Now it’s time for the bad news.”

“What bad news.”

“Your mouthwash had alcohol sugar in it, your toothpaste had xylitol, which is a type of alcohol. Bananas, orange and apples all have alcohol in them. Natural, but…alcohol. Your roll similarly was made with alcohol in it. The braised chicken…the braising sauce is made with alcohol. And the beef tenderloin…”

“No!”

The beef tenderloin was made with a chocolate wine sauce.”

“You’re not serious!”

She watched him, her lips pursed, waiting for the shock to run its course. It did, and he blurted, “You set me up! You did this!”

“Guilty.”

“Then you can’ expect me to be a woman for a week!”

“Oh, I don’t.”

“I expect you to be a woman for the rest of our marriage.”

“WHAT!” his voice was a shriek.

She put her hand palm down and motioned.

He was upset, but he was also befuddled, and he knew that there was something more going on here. He listened.

“Honey, these past few weeks, how much alcohol have you drunk.”

He was suspicious, but he recounted: “Well, there was when I licked the cork and got carried away, after that a girl gave me a drink, but then it was bourbon balls, and this shit you pulled today.”

“So you have gone two weeks without seriously drinking. The only alcohol you ingested was inadvertent. An unknown mistake that you wouldn’t have done if you had known.”

He frowned. “Where are you going with this?”

“And how are you doing? Do you miss drinking?”

He thought about that. He wasn’t waking up with hangovers. He wasn’t in danger of getting a DUI. He wasn’t making a fool of himself around people. Even the bosses, that very day, had complimented him on his work ethic the past couple of weeks. And he hadn’t touched a drop of the obligatory cocktail sitting in front of his plate at the weekly meeting.

“I…”

“Are you happy?”

“I’m…I’m sober.”

“But are you happy?”

“I think so. I…yes.”

And why haven’t you been drinking?

That was an easy one. “Because I’ve been so worried about having to dress like a girl.”

“Yet the less you drink the more you turn into a girl.”

That confused him. “Wait a minute…”

“Let me cleanup that phrasing,”Liv said.

Owen waited, his head slightly tilted, a frown on his face.

She stated, “Wearing girly things takes your mind off of the need to drink.”

He started to say something but she held her hand up and concluded, “Being a girl is more fun than drinking.”

He opened his mouth, then stopped. Her words slowly sunk into him. There was a truth here that eluded him, that was obvious and plain to see, but was escaping him.

“Owen,” she took hold of his hand. “Are you horny?”

“Yes!” he stated emphatically. “We don’t fuck anymore, we just cuddle, and you play with me, and it’s driving me crazy!”

“Do you like it?”

His mouth was open to say something and he froze.

“Do you like being horny all the time?”

He did, but he couldn’t say it. But she saw that he did, so she continued. “And does wearing women’s underwear make you horny?”

“Well, I…uh…”

She grabbed him by the arms and looked right into his face. “Owen, would you rather be a woman? Or a drunk?”

He took his time answering, but finally admitted. “A woman.”

Liv nodded. Then here’s what you’re going to have to do. You can’t back into being a woman. You have to deserve being a woman. So instead of making you wear women’s clothes, or make up, or whatever when you drink, we’re going to change that to the longer you don’t drink the more woman we will make you.”

“You…we…you’re going to make me a woman?”

His mind was frazzled with this new thought. He was confused by feelings and sensations. He loved wearing tap pants and camisole, and wearing a teddy to bed. But…could he do more?

And now it wasn’t a punishment, it was truly a reward, and he understood why she had insisted on calling it a reward.

“So you’re going to…”

“You had alcohol all day. No, you didn’t know it. Yes, I fooled you. But I made my point. If you want to continue exploring what it is to be a woman, if you want to spend more time cuddling and loving, instead of fucking and rutting like a mindless squirrel, then you’re going to have to earn it.”

She reached for the whiteboard and the erasable pen. She wrote on the board, then turned it around so he could see it.

You will receive your reward today and be a woman.

If you want to take the next step,

if you want me to make you a woman complete,

then don’t drink for a week.

Avoid even these foods with alcohol in them,

and I will make you a complete woman.

He read her words. He was faint. He could feel his life teetering. But whereas before it was teetering out of control, now it was teetering to in control…in control of his wife.

He was going to have to give up certain things about being a man and…and change.

He liked being a man, but he saw the bad things he was doing. The drinking. Certain attitudes that seemed to have evaporated when he started to feminize.

As the words settled into his cranium Liv asked one last thing.

“Owen, when you get drunk and fuck me, do you enjoy that? Or do you even remember it?”

That question hit him like a sledge hammer. Did he enjoy sex when he got slobbery and literally forced himself on her?

When he rammed his penis in and out and squirted mindlessly, was it truly enjoyable?

Or was he like a rutting animal, divesting himself of need at the cost of another?

She saw the answer in his eyes, and very softly she asked one last time, “Owen, would you like to receive your reward?”

He was starting to tear up when he nodded his head.

They began his transition that morning. They began it, interestingly enough, by shopping.

Liv had some clothes that would fit him, and she had even purchased a few things, but he needed more.

So they headed for the mall. Her as a woman, him wearing tap pants and camisole under his clothes.

They visited lingerie shops and he bought a complete outfit of undergarments. Panties, bra, corset, tummy shapers, garters, nylons…everything.

Liv asked his advice freely, and made no secret of the fact that the things were for him.

Owen turned a bright red at first, but after a half hour of discussing bras and how they fit and how to correctly size cups, he was only a little red.

“You got me a bra, but I don’t have tits.”

She just smiled and led him into a medical store. Prosthetics. A half hour later they walked out with breast forms and chest glue.

They bought dresses. Summer dresses and culottes, evening dresses and simple robes. Some colorful and gorgeous, some utilitarian.

They stopped at a shoe store and bought him a complete selection of shoes. Sandals and pumps. Boots and high heels.

And, the make up store. By the time he was done there he was totally confused, and smelling like eight different perfumes, and even had light pink lipstick on his lips.

Out to the car, a quick drive through, then home again home again.

They unpacked his purchases and he quickly realized he had no place to put everything.

“Move your male clothes into the guest room.”

So he did, and then he found plenty of room for his girl clothes in his regular closet. While he was hanging things up Liv made an interesting remark.

“When you feel like a man you can sleep in the guest bedroom. When you feel like a woman you can sleep with me.”

During this whole time his belly felt like there was a lightening rod in it. And he asked, “When are we going to make love?”

She faced him squarely. “Infrequently, and always the way I want to do it.”

That shut him up. And excited him. And made him very, very thoughtful.

Mid-afternoon they began transforming him.

He bathed, spritzed himself with perfume, and began putting on underwear.

Panties and a bra and a corselet. A very short corselet that just wrapped around his mid-section, flared his hips and his pectoral area.

Liv helped him. She didn’t need to do much, but she kept up a running commentary, explaining things about wearing these types of clothes. 

He slipped his breast forms in and marveled at how stacked he was in the mirror.

Nylons and a dress. High heels. And he sat down at the vanity table and they began opening up and going over his cosmetics.

First were fingernails. Liv put those on him, showed him how to prepare and apply, how to shape and paint. She promised to do his toe nails the next day.

After his nails were done she started on his. face.

She cleaned one half of his face, moisturizing the skin and cleaning the pores. He did the other half of his face, and wasn’t given a pass until she was happy.

She primed one half, and he primed the other half, and this time she helped him. There’s a difference between erasing pore dirt and preparing a canvas.

Foundation, and that was even more difficult.

Then blush and eyes. Surprisingly, the eyes were easier for him. He was adept at fine detail.

Lipstick, and he thought his cock was going to blow up and go to orgasm heaven. His chest had felt like there was a shaft of white heat in it the whole time, but that final canvas, the lips, and he felt like he was going to heaven.

“Okay. Beautiful. Are you ready for a wig?”

He stared at his bald female face in the mirror and gulped and nodded.

She had tried to match his hair closely, and she applied glue and fastened his new hair in place. The difference to his appearance was crazy. He looked female. Totally.

He wore a pencil skirt and a blouse. He would have gone with a summer dress, but he wanted to wear what he might wear to work. All done, he inspected himself, and he was the young professional. Zowie.

Liv was proud and happy and couldn’t keep her hands off him. She kept smoothing his skirt, tugging at his blouse, and finally she sat down and plucked his eyebrows.

“I’m going to have a rough time going back to male,” he mentioned.

“So don’t,” she mentioned right back.

By five o’clock he was done, and in the mirror they posed. There was no way to tell them apart, femininely speaking. He was a woman.

“Okay, we have a couple of things to do before we quit for the night.”

“What’s that?”

“Hop in the car and I’ll tell you when we’re on the way.

He was surprised when they headed back to the mall.

He was nervous. He wasn’t good at walking with high heels, but Liv linked her arm with his and helped him. They walked back through the mall to a jewelry store and he breathed, “You’re going to get my ears pierced.”

“Bingo. Plus, you need a necklace or two, maybe a ring. Bangles. You want men to try to pick you up?”

“What?”

“Then it’s wedding ring time for you.”

He thought about that. Men trying to pick him up. He might be a woman in shape, he might be a cross dresser now, but he preferred women.

That week, every day he got up a couple of hours early and prepared himself for work. Full make up, outfit suitable for work, and he worried about his cock being a bit frisky.

At night he took off his face, laid out his clothes for the next day, repaired his nails, and thought about what he was doing, what he had to do.

That week was one he would remember forever, in spite of the fact that it went smoothly. People at work stared, which he expected, but the girls were outright supportive. Even gave him tips and hints about being a woman. The men were a bit stand offish, but when he entered the men’s room and whipped it out they started to come around. By the end of the day they were even joking about what he was doing.

Every day brought new challenges.

On the first day he learned how to work a computer with red talons on his fingers. Among other things.

On Tuesday some of the girls helped him repair his face, showed him little tricks to help make his cosmetics life easier.

On Wednesday he had a client who got upset. He simply turned the client over to one of the other fellows in the office and continued on.

Thursday he had a long meeting with HR, which was actually a boost. They wanted to know how he was doing, what they could do to help, any problems…he left with a song in his heart.

On Friday, before work, Liv presented him with a chastity tube.

“Lock it up?” he had protested.

“You want your boner showing?”

“Well, no, but I should have control of my cock!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. You’re not getting any sex anyway, and if there’s ever a real problem I’ll unlock you.”

“What about at work?”

“I’ll give Beth a key. If you have any emergency you just go to her.”

“What if I need to pee?”

“That’s not an emergency. You just sit down and do your business.”

He blinked, and worried, but it was a done deal. She had locked him up and simply kept the keys, and that was that.

His cock, of course, loved it. All day long it was trying to get hard, and he began to experience a whole new set of, and level of, frustrations.

He walked into work, gave Beth an envelope with a key in it, and waited until she grinned and said, “You betcha. We’re gonna have fun.” She actually took the little, gold key and put it on a necklace around her neck. It nestled between her sizable boobs and she laughed when he kept staring at it.

“Is that a key between your boobs? Or are you glad to see me?”

Mae West would have found that hysterical.

At lunch on Friday he was treated differently. There were eight people at the Friday meeting/lunches, and only two were women. Now there were three, and he found himself sitting between them. And they kept leaning in and whispering to him, treating him like one of them.

Interestingly, a drink was placed in front of him, and he had absolutely no interest. Didn’t want a drink at all. Asked for a Coke with a straw.

Even management was impressed by his degree of self control.

“Honey! I’m home!”

Liv came in from the patio and gave him a sweet and juicy kiss. He could taste his lipstick more than hers, and his cock started doing the rhumba.

“How was your day?” she tapped his cock cage significantly.

“I think we’re going to have to rethink this chastity tube thing.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. It’s just too tough. I’m erect all the time, at least trying to be erect. It’s hard to think, it’s hard to even drive.

She just leaned against the counter and smiled. “You’ll get used to it. Besides, you’ve been a dream all week long, and it’s because you’re horny. I want to keep you this way.”

“You don’t understand…I can’t stay this way. My cock is going crazy, and I…I need relief!”

“Oh, is that all!” She chuckled. “Well, it’s been a week, are you ready to be a complete woman? Are you ready to get your relief?”

“We’re going to fuck?”

“Absolutely. You have been a perfect woman all week. No drinking. You deserve a reward.”

A grin broke out on his face and he couldn’t stop it if he wanted.

“All right. I wrote your last reward on the white board.”

He turned to the table and looked at where the white board was hanging on the wall. His mouth opened in surprise, and he turned back slowly. “No.”

“Oh, yes. You’re going to do it. You need to. Otherwise all this has been for naught.”

“But it’s not…that’s too much…you—“

She touched his lips with a finger and he shut up.

“Do you know how different you’re acting?”

“Uh…I think so.”

“You have been well mannered. You’re no longer over bearing. You listen and speak considerately. I’d say that you’ve been a perfect man, but, really, you’ve been a perfect woman.”

He was about to say something but she cut him off.

“Honey, men have testosterone. They act like tigers, never retreat, ‘my way or the highway.’ They have no quit in them, and certainly no submit.

“Women are more balanced. They can be hard chargers, but they also have the ability to back up and look at a situation. They balance their aggression with submission. This past week you have achieved that. You have been more interested in learning how to be the other half than to remake the world as you would like it.

“If I don’t give you this final reward that will stop. You will eventually backslide. You’ll almost have to. We’re changing your behavior, but you still have that testosterone rumbling and grumbling and waiting to be heard. Demanding to be heard. Once we give you your final reward, however, you will understand, and you will be able to fight that occasional explosion of testosterone.

“So you see, honey, this has to be.”

A couple of weeks previous Owen wouldn't have seen the logic, he wouldn’t be able to give in, but now, after the last week, he could see it, and he knew Liv was right.

She took his hand and walked him into the bedroom. He followed along. Docile on the outside, a raging country of worry and ‘what ifs’ on the inside.

“How do we do this?” he asked.

“In the most degrading way we can,” she answered, which made him stare.

“Take off your high heels, and lean over and put your hands on the bed.”

Moving slowly, making himself move, he bent over the bed, leaned on his elbows. He could see Liv behind him. He watched as she dropped her dress and stepped out of it, then she put on the strap on.

He felt like his heart was going to pound right out of his chest.

She lifted his pencil skirt and he was able to spread his legs, she pulled his panties down and lubed him up.

He twitched as her fingers soothed his asshole and rubbed lubricant into it. It felt good. He had never been touched like that before, and suddenly he was sorry he hadn’t been.

She massaged his cheek with one hand and inserted a finger.

He gasped, jerked away, but she pulled him back and kept her finger inside him, swirling, reaming, spreading the lube on thick.

“Oh, God!” he whimpered.

“Don’t be scared, honey. Anal sex has been around since Adam and Eve.”

Still, he was scared. his asshole kept tightening up and he kept telling it to relax.

“Are you ready?”

A big gulp, and he nodded.

Slowly but inexorably she penetrated him. Her plastic peter moved inwards, and she kept wiggling and shifting and making it fill him.

“Oh…” he said. “Oh…”

Then he closed his eyes and focused on the delicious sensations erupting from his asshole.

Liv took her time, but eventually bottomed out. She was balls deep in him, holding on to his waist, and she began to slide in and out, giving little side motions so as to wiggle her cock inside him.

“Fuck!” his voice was small, and he started to understand. He wasn’t the fuckor, he was the fuckee. He was the bottom, and there was no way out of this melange of good feeling exploding inside his ass. He couldn’t summon up a magic potion of testosterone. He had a dick up his ass and there was only one thing he could do: submit.

He started to cry. Not because of the pain, but because of the joy of no longer being addicted to testosterone.

And he realized that that was the crux of his addicted personality. He was addicted to testosterone, and that made him addictable, and he was addicted to alcohol, and that was a cry for submission.

And that was why, when he started to become feminized, that his need to drink disappeared.

Liv noted his tears, but she wasn’t willing to stop. This had to be seen through.

“How are you doing, honey?”

“I’m good.”

“Are you really?”

“Please,” he begged. “Just keep fucking me.”

So she did.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized for a Sorority!

Feminization, chastity

and female domination!


PART ONE

“I don't believe you!” Allison snarled, throwing her purse on the couch.

“I didn’t do anything!” Jim followed her through the living room.He had his hands out, palms out, protesting his innocence.

“Yes?” She spun about and grabbed his shirt. “Then what about this?”

Jim blinked and tried to see his shirt collar, but the collar was too close and he couldn’t exactly bend his head in double. “What?” he asked, confused, and he unbuttoned his shirt, grabbed it and pulled it out so he could see what she saw.

A red smudge. “What? What is this?”

“It’s lipstick, as if you didn’t know. And it’s not my lipstick, and it’s on your shirt. How do you explain that, Mr. Innocence?”

“I can’t explain it! I don’t know how it got there!”

“You come home with lipstick on your collar and can’t explain how it got there. Right. Now what’s her name?”

“There is no her, there is no other name, I honestly have no idea how that red stuff got on my collar! Os it really lipstick?”

“Is it really…is it…ARGH!”

Allison stomped down the hallway, slammed the bedroom door, and locked it. Click. And that meant stay the fuck out leave me alone you aren’t sleeping in here good bye!

Jim stood at the other end of the hallway and stared at the bedroom door.

Great. Allison was usually lovey dovey, but when the jealous bug bit her it was Katie bar the door.

Jim sighed heavily. So he was sleeping in the den this night. Fine. The couch was comfortable. But the one thing that he didn’t understand was where the lipstick came from. He had been to a late night meeting at his company, the meeting had been transferred to a bar, and he had imbibed in his fair share. Nothing wrong with that. But he hadn’t kissed anybody, he hadn’t hugged anybody, he had done nothing to cause the red smear.

Sadly, he went to the closet and got out an extra blanket. He went to the hall bathroom and brushed his teeth. He went into the small guest bedroom and got undressed.

He thought over what he had done that evening. Certainly no contact with women at work.

Then he had piled into Buddy Edison’s car and traveled to the bar. No women in the car. Just him and Buddy and Gary. No lipstick there.

At the bar there were plenty of women, but he had taken a table with Buddy and Gary and they had drunk a couple of whiskeys, then switched to beer so they wouldn’t be too shit-faced.

He had gone to the bar a couple of times, and he had squeezed through the crowd. He had been next to a few women, but nobody hugged him, nobody really brushed up against him.

When the spontaneous party dwindled out he had left the bar with Buddy, gotten a ride back to his own car, and come home. No contact with any woman at any time.

So how had the lipstick come to be on his collar?

Shaking his head, mystified, he crawled onto the narrow couch and closed his eyes.

The beer made the room circle and tilt a bit, but nothing serious. He just lay there and enjoyed the ride…except for the mystery of the lipstick.

Down the hall Allison got undressed and checked out her body in the mirror. She smiled.

She worked out at the gym every day, and she had the most glorious implants money could buy, and she had one hell of a hot body. Her waist was narrow and her hips and boobs flared outward. Perfect hourglass shape.

Her toe nails were painted a bright red, her hair was dark and wavy and down to her shoulders. Her face was a delicate oval and her features pert and interesting. Her lips were as red as her fingernails, and…she had what it takes.

The only problem was her stick in the mud husband. He was a good man, but he didn’t know how to have fun. Drinking a six pack counted as fun for him, but she wasn’t about to do that. She had worked too hard to be body perfect to risk it all on a few cans of suds.

She listened and heard Jim get the blankets out of the closet. She smiled. Yes, he was a good man, and quite innocent, and he needed to be brought out of his shell.

She turned and went into the bathroom. She took off her make up, and was still a gorgeous woman, then she stepped into the shower. As the hot water sluiced over her sext body she glanced at her hand. The lipstick she had smeared on his collar was still there, and she picked up the soap and began scrubbing her hand.

She grinned.

Jim was good, but he had to learn, and who better than her to teach him?

Jim spent a restless night sleeping. Sometime beer would make him sleep shallow, even have nightmares. Sometimes it made him sleep deeply. He never knew which type of sleep he was going to get after drinking beer.

This last night had been shallow, and add to that the upset of his wife and he didn’t really have sweet dreams.

He woke up suddenly. It was light out and his mouth tasted like a frog barfed in it. Working his mouth and trying to swallow he got up and went to the bathroom. He sat down on the john and marveled. For all the beer he had drunk he had surprisingly little piss. But he did have morning wood. So he tried to pee, dribbled a little, then drank a bunch from the faucet.

He heard Allison come out of the bedroom and walk down the hallway. He sure hoped she wasn’t still mad.

She was.

When he slipped his pants on and headed for the kitchen she glared at him like he was Jack the Ripper.

“Good morning,” he tried.

“Humph!” she grunted.

He made toast and buttered it, slathered a bit of grape jelly on it.

Allison was busy at the stove and he hoped she was making breakfast for two.

She wasn’t.

She walked to the table and sat down and began eating bacon and eggs.

He cleaned the skillet and started the bacon. While the bacon sizzled he scrambled the eggs. His stomach was a bit queasy, but nothing he couldn’t handle. What he couldn’t handle was the silent treatment his wife was giving to him.

He sat down and started eating. Allison’s face was buried in her iPad and she ignored him.

“I don’t know where that lipstick came from.”

She gave him the gimlet eye.

“I’m serious. I went to the meeting, we went to a bar afterwards, but I sat at a table with Buddy and Gary. The only time I was even near a girl was when I bought a pitcher of beer at the bar. That was a crowd, but nobody brushed up against me, especially not a woman, and I have no idea how lipstick got to be on my collar.”

Midway through his explanation she looked up from her iPad. When he was done she said, “I can’t trust you.”

“Honey, I have done nothing. I am not guilty. You can trust me with your life. I don’t know where that red smear came from…but I am as innocent as the day is long.

“Oh?”

“Yes,” he stated emphatically.

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

“But I don’t believe you.”

Desperate to get this silly situation over with he leaned forward and said, “What can I do to prove to you that I am the same loving, able to be trusted husband that I have always been?”

She stared at him. Her lips tight, and suddenly she nodded. “Okay. I’ve got something. You’re going to be working at home today, right?”

“I do every day.”

“Then you can prove your trustworthiness by wearing my lipstick all day.”

“What?”

“You wear my lipstick. I’ll take the tube with me so you can’t wipe it off, go out, then reapply it. I’ll take the COVID masks, and if that lipstick is still on when I get home than I’ll know that you are trustworthy.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“I knew it,” her eyes narrowed. “You—“

“No! No! Wait.” He held a palm up. “If it’ll make you happy then I’ll wear your lipstick. How do I know it won’t wear off?”

She frowned, and came up with a plan. “I’ll get ready for work now, but I’ve got a way to be sure. I’ll tell you when I’m ready to leave.”

Jim sighed and nodded. “Okay.”

Allison finally gave a small smile, and the tension in the atmosphere lessened.

Fifteen minutes later Allison was ready for work. She was wearing a pencil skirt, a blouse and jacket, and standing tall in high heels.

“Okay, Jim,” she marched into his office where he was already working on the computer.

He turned and she lifted her skirt a bit so she could spread her legs and sat on his lap. She planted her pussy right on his cock, and that made him gulp. He was only wearing a thin robe.

She took his chin in one hand and painted his lips with a bright red. She took her time, changed her position to inspect, and rubbed her pussy on his cock. There were only panties between their sex organs.

She put it on thick, and smiled. “Somebody’s getting excited down there.

Somebody is rubbing their pussy on that other somebody. Is it any wonder that that somebody is getting horny?”

She screwed the lipstick tube in and replaced the cap, then she took out a bottle of lips gloss.

“What’s that?”

“To protect your lipstick. It’ll help it last longer. You want your lips to stay beautiful all day, don’t you?”

“Well, I…” such a weird statement, he didn’t want any such thing, but before he could figure out a response she patted his cheek. “Wow. You are sexy.” She leaned forward, hesitated with just an inch between their lips. “Don’t move,” she said, breathily. Then she touched her lips to his. She backed off an inch. “You taste good, too.”

Jim was turned on. His cock was pressing against the material of her panties, he could feel her labia  on him.

“Why don’t you be late for work?”

She stood up. “The lipstick turns you on that much? We’re going to have to go further.”

“What?”

She swung a leg off him and walked out of the room. “Text me a picture every hour. Show me those beautiful lips.

Jim blinked. Take picture of his mouth and text it? Well, he could, but… “You can’t let anybody see the pics.”

But she was already in the kitchen and apparently hadn’t heard him. He stood up to follow her, and his cock stuck straight out. Oh, fuck! that felt good.

He trotted to the kitchen, but she was already in the garage and the door was opening. He opened the door from the kitchen and stuck his head out. He couldn’t run after her now, with the door open, as his cock was front and center.

She was looking back over her shoulder as she backed up and didn’t see him. When she reverse direction in the street she saw him and waved, and he was left with the incomplete communication.

At that point he should have sent a text, called her on the cell, but he was a little horny, his cock was excited, and he closed the door and sauntered back to the computer room. His stiff and engorged penis led the way.

Jim was in finance. He had been a Broker for years, and he actually didn’t need money. He had a huge nest egg stored up. Of course, you can never have enough money, but now he got to choose how he made it. His preference, now that he was a bit free, was bitcoins. He spent the days researching that intriguing concept of virtual money, and now he was a virtual millionaire. There was no problem making the bitcoins, the difficulty was in translating them into real money. But with his experience it wasn’t really a problem. Actually, for him it was sort of hack work.

So he spent an hour working on the net, and his cock went down, and…his lips tasted so funny. They had a coating on them. They had a taste. There was a feel that wasn’t exactly rubbery, or plastic, but…it was something.

He found himself smacking his lips and feeling the lipstick, which made him worry that maybe he was wearing the stuff off. But when he got up and looked his lips in the mirror they were still bright red.

And sexy.

And suddenly he had a hard on again. And it was big and intrusive and…he liked it.

The result, of course, was that he started to like the feel of the lipstick on his lips, the idea of walking around with women’s lips. It was sexy and horny and cool.

Ten o’clock and…DING! His cell phone rang. He opened the messages and saw the one symbol.

?

He picked up his phone, focused on his lips and pursed them as if he was blowing a kiss into the camera. Click.

Ten seconds later he received a kiss back. And the sight of her red lips puckered up made his boner go…DING!

Or Sproing, or whatever ‘sound’ boners made when they boned.

He went back to work, and now he was horny and he didn’t really need the money, and…damn!

Still, he was a disciplined fellow and he forged ahead, and his erection was gone an hour later when…DING!

Fuck!

He snapped a picture and sent it off.

Then another hour and…DING!

He sighed, snapped a picture and sent it. Two minutes later he received a massive group kiss pic.

He stared at the picture. Allison and three other ladies from the realty office she worked at. All standing in sexy poses, hands on hips, hand behind hair and posing, and one of the girls even had a finger pointing at her groin.

No! Not at her groin!

Jim downloaded the picture to his computer and blew it up. Yep. Pointing at her groin.

And they were all laughing.

He texted,

You weren’t supposed to show anybody!

Allison texted back.

Oops. I didn’t know that.

The girls are really impressed with you.

They all want to come home and kiss you.

SPROING!

Jim stared at the screen. Women wanted to kiss him? It was like being a rock star and his cock was suddenly bouncing.

He stared at the women in the picture. They were all good looking. And he could even see a couple of nips in the pic. Fuck!

He sighed and closed the picture. No way he could work now, and it was time for lunch, anyway.

He made himself a bacon and cheese sandwich, opened himself a Golden Monkey, and went out to the patio and ate.

He could see traces of lipstick on the beer bottle, and he tried to eat little bites with just his teeth, not smearing his lipstick.

He was still wearing just the robe, he often did in the mornings, and his dick was standing up like a flagpole. Stiff, throbbing, wanting.

He finished the sandwich and took hold of his cock. He slowly stroked himself while he sipped the beer. God! That felt good!

But he knew Allison wouldn’t like it if he jacked off.

Heck, he would prefer to wait for her, anyway. And it sounded like she might be amenable to a little in and out when she got home.

He smiled, then stood up, shook off his robe and stepped into the pool. He did ten laps. Naked, he felt his cock sluicing through the water. And he couldn’t stop feeling his lips. He wondered what the water was doing to his lipstick.

He got out of the pool and went inside and picked up his cell phone. Hmm. It was wearing off. Eating, then swimming, his lipstick was a little pale.

He snapped a pic and sent it, and said, “I ate and went swimming.” He thought about it, then added, “Am I still presentable?”

The answer came back a minute later.

‘Nope.’

‘What am I supposed to do.’

That was actually what Allison was waiting for. Her putting lipstick on Jim was good, but Jim putting lipstick on Jim was great. It made him part of the action. He was no longer a lipstick victim, now he was a lipstick wearer by choice.

Vanity. Right drawer back.

Pick the reddest shade.

Use gloss.

She waited, imagined him walking down the hall, and sent another text.

Show me your body.

Which message, she knew, he would translate as ‘show me your penis.’

Yep. He sent her a pick of his throbbing penis.

She texted,

Put a pair of my panties on,

you big dicked horn dog!

One of the girls she worked with, who had been in the group picture, stopped by her cubby. “How’s your horn dog?”

Allison showed her the pics and they both giggled.

“Men are so easy. How far are you going to take him?

“All the way, baby. All the way.”

The woman laughed, fist bumped her, and continued to her station.

Jim walked down the hall, his cock waggling back and forth and feeling mighty big. He entered the bedroom and sat down at the vanity.

He stared at all the potions and brushes and things on the table. Man, woman sure did a lot of things to their faces.

He opened the drawer and rummaged through the half dozen colors. He picked out the brightest and took off the cap. He screwed the pillar of red up and leaned closer to the mirror.

He stopped.

He was a man. Why was he doing this?

Because it made him horny. Because his wife had told him to and…it was really making him horny.

He rolled the color over his lips, puckered and smacked, then put on the lip gloss.

There. His lips were female again. And…they were larger.

He frowned. They sure looked larger.

But it had to just be the perception. Brighter lips looked bigger.

But…no. He understood about perceptions.

He went out to the front room. On the mantle Allison had placed a picture of him. He tried to duplicate the facial pose and took a picture, then he compared the cell phone to the picture.

It wasn’t a perception, his lips were bigger.

Fuck! And, kneejerk reaction, he read the label of the lipstick tube.

‘This product has the latest lip plumpers.’

Lip plumpers? He had never heard of the phrase, but it was obvious what ‘lip plumpers’ were.

He trotted back to the bedroom and opened up the vanity drawer. He took out lipsticks, one by one, and read the labels.

Lip plumper. Lip plumper. Lip plumper. Every single tube had the plumping ingredients in them.

He went to the computer room and looked up ‘lip plumper.’

Fruit extracts, ‘capsaicin,’ from peppers, and…lips were easily plumped up.

He looked up ‘How long does lip plumper last?’

There were a variety of answers, but the real answer depended on the product.

He ran back into the bedroom and grabbed a handful of lipsticks and brought them into the light of day. He read individual labels and queried the net, and…oh, fuck. Allison’s lipsticks were prescription, and the plumper was guaranteed to last weeks.

He stared at himself.

Then he sent a text.

Your lipstick plumper is supposed to last weeks.

She wrote back,

Goodie!

You’ll be sexy for weeks!

I can’t wait to use your lips on my landing flaps.

Allison had a bawdy side to her, and she referred to her labia as landing flaps.

Jim sat there, a little dazed. He was going to have big, fat lips for days? Maybe for weeks? And he couldn’t just wipe the effects off?

DING

You’re going to be doing a lot of kissing,

my fat-lipped pussy boy.

He stared at the message.

He was a bit stunned. It was supposed to be a lark. He would prove he was trustworthy, now he was being…being…disfigured!

He went to the kitchen and opened another Golden Monkey.

Golden Monkey is a potent brew, one bottle dazes you, two bottles makes your eyes work independently of each other. A six pack is equivalent to a bottle of whiskey.

Jim had four bottles left, and a desire to quaff them. All. Now.

He walked into the computer room and sat down and stared at his screen.

He was done working. His dick pointed up obscenely and happily. He stared at the screen. And what do horny, little boys do when they are left to their own devices in front of a computer?

Jim powered up the beast halfway through the Golden Monkey. He pulled up Milfmovs and started perusing.

Large breasted women smiled back at him.

Doggystyle. Cowboy style. On their knees. Big dongs. Jim slowly cruised the site. Then he found himself on Xvideos, looking for large boobs.

Ava. Brandi. Richelle. Woman after woman flaunted her charms for him, and he stroked himself and finished his beer.

He got another beer and started perusing Kink. Then House of Gord. He grinned. So much porn…so little time.

Somewhere in there he went to the kitchen where Allison’s lipsticks were arrayed on the table. He picked up the red one and coated his lips. There was a slight tingle to the lipstick, and he knew what that was now. That was the plumper doing its work.

He was going to have big, red lips. Angelina lips. It frightened him, even as it excited him.

He looked down at his cock. She had told him to wear panties, but he had lost those somewhere during the afternoon.

He stood up and went to get another pair.

Turned loose in her underwear drawer he found red, satin high cuts. He slipped them on. They stretched a bit, and had trouble holding his balls. The fact that he was erect and pressing the material out didn’t help.

He looked at the matching bra. Wow. A bra. But he didn’t put it on. He just rummaged through her drawers and took out items of clothing and looked at them.

He was drunk, wearing panties, and he went back to the computer room. He sat and watched porn and stroked himself. He was getting close now. He was going to shoot the juice if he wasn’t careful.

He stroked a little faster. He was just drunk enough to not care what Allison would say if he jacked off. Heck, his dong was big and powerful, and it was ready. He hadn’t had any for a few days, and…and he was close…almost there…almost…alm—

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING!!”

He sprang out of the swivel chair and faced his wife. His dick was rigid like a pole and shivering from his motion. He looked at the clock. It was early. He looked out the window and the sun was still up in the sky.

“I give you one simple thing to do and you become the world’s biggest pervert. Is this supposed to make me trust you?”

“But…honey…”

His words slurred and her eyes widened. “And you’re drunk!”

For a long moment she didn’t ay anything, then she blurted out, “ARGH!” She turned and stomped down the hallway. She had to turn because she was starting to smile. She certainly didn’t want Jim to see her smiling over his actions.

Jim followed her. “But…Allison…I didn’t mean to…and I didn’t…you stopped me before I could…”

She whirled on him, “But you would have if I hadn’t stopped you.”

Though drunk, Jim realized there was something wrong with the reasoning here.

She walked into the bedroom, stopped, and screeched, “JIM!”

He was right behind her anyway, and he stopped and blinked.

“What did you do with my underwear?”

He looked around. The underwear was out of the drawers.

She went to the drawer of the vanity and pulled it all the way open. “And where are my lipsticks!”

“In the kitchen,” he responded, feeling quite helpless.

“Oh, my god!” she put her hands on her hips and glared at him. Inside she was celebrating. It was difficult to not just throw up her hands and yell hallelujah.

She grabbed his ear and marched him into the bathroom.

“What…what…”

She stripped his clothes off him and picked up a spray can.

“What are you doing?”

“You want to be a woman so badly…” she sprayed his arms and legs, and the spray turned into a kind of foam. She used her hands to slick it all over his limbs. Then she did his torso and chest. She spent a lot of time smushing the stuff into his groin area.

“But what is this?”

She finished smearing his whole body with the foam and said, “This, dear hubby, is a depilatory.”

“A dippy who?”

“A depilatory.” Before he could ask what a depilatory was she  looked into his face and whispered intently, “Why didn’t you tell me you wanted to be more ladylike?”

“But I don’t want to—“

“I really don’t mind, honey. I don’t mind if you want to take hormones and grow big, old boobies. I don’t even care if you want to shrink your cock…”

“Shrink my cock?” he protested.

“…because vibrators are cheap. Heck, I’ve still got some left over from before we were married. I’ve even got butt plugs if you want to…”

“Butt plugs?” His mind was screeching, but his tone was just helpless. He was getting totally overwhelmed by the situation.

“Are you gay? Do you want another man? It’s okay if you do, just let me know so I can find a few good booty boys. Men for you, and men I can call when I need to get laid—“

“Stop!” he finally managed to summon up a bit of backbone. He grabbed her arms and shook her. “I don’t want to shrink my dick. I don’t want men. I love you and—“

“I’m glad to hear that,” she cut in. “Not that it would have mattered. But you are a sexy hunk. In your own way. A soft and feminine way. I’m totally happy to help you explore this—“

“Allison!” his eyes were haunted.

“Now go get yourself another Golden Monkey. We’re going to have some fun this afternoon. Go.”

She turned him, slapped his butt, and pushed him out of the bathroom.

“And bring back my lipsticks!” she called after him.

Jim walked down the hallway. He wasn’t as drunk anymore, and he had this goop all over his body, and what the heck was going on?

He opened the fridge and took out another Golden Monkey. He opened it, took a giant swig.

“JIM!”

He jumped. He picked up the tubes of lipstick and headed back to the bedroom.

He placed the lipsticks on her vanity table and murmured, “My skin is burning.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” She pulled him across the room, into the bathroom, and shoved him into the shower. Then she stripped her clothes off and stepped in after him.

Jim was standing there, drinking, and she began to soap him and rinse him. In a couple of minutes she had washed all his hair off him. He watched as the little curlies slipped into the drain. He looked at his body.

“This feels funny.“

“Well, it doesn’t look funny. I definitely like you better with no hair.”

She pulled him out of the shower and toweled him off.

His cock was pulsing, rising and falling, and it brushed against her body.

“Oh, Jim,” she said, taking hold of his cock and moving his face close to hers. “What are we going to do with you?”

“Nothing. I’m—“

She kissed him. She kissed him deeply and profoundly. He was in a fragile state and she had to imprint herself on him. She had to be the controller.

He responded—how could he not?—by holding her, feeling her, pressing his hips into hers.

Their mouths did battle, and she reached for his cock and started stroking.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, totally turned on.

She pulled him towards the bed. “Jim…”

“What?”

“I can’t have you cumming right now.”

“What? Why?” his drink addled brain wasn’t that addled.

“Because I can’t have you cumming like a man. Not if we’re going to do this.”

“Oh.”

Maybe he was that addled.

“Do what?”

“Make you sexier. Make you hot. Make you into something that is totally fuckable. You want to be totally fuckable, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Of course he did. Who doesn’t want to be fuckable? The world is built on being fuckable. The only really successful advertising has to do with sex and being fuckable. Movies succeed or fail based on the perceived fuckability of their stars. From the first stirring of puberty in school to the limp dicks of old men…sex sells, and everybody wants to be loved, and fucked, or fuck, everybody else.

That is simply the human condition.

“But I want to cum like a man!”

She stared him and frowned. “I didn’t want to do this, but it’s obvious you’re going to need a helping hand.”

“A hand…helping…what?”

She rummaged through her drawers. “Damn. It’s not here!”

“What?”

She went into her closet and started digging through shelves and boxes. Finally she came out of the closet. She was holding a small, black garment and smiling.

“What’s that?”

“I’ll show you.”

She pushed him on the bed and put his feet into the leg holes. She pulled the panties up his legs.

The panties were tight, squeezed his flesh, and she had to tug to get them all the way up. Once up she pushed his cock into a little hole in the panties. That was really a tight fit, his cock being so hard.

“What is this?”

She pulled the built in belt and forced the buckle closed. There was a little round projection with a hole in it. She took a padlock and pushed the end of the loop through the hole, then clicked the lock shut.

“What?” Jim looked down at his skin tight, cock constricting black chastity panties. “What is this?”

Allison smiled. “These are chastity panties. I forget where I got them.” She hadn’t forgot, she had bought them special for an occasion like this, “But they’ll fit you and help you have a little self control. Just let me know when you have to pee, or just go jump in the pool and pee, then sunbath until they’re dry. She patted his cheek. “You’ll love them.”

Jim looked down at the panties. His cock struggled within the panties. He was horny. He wanted to fuck.

But Allison just smiled at him.


PART TWO

Jim sat in a chair in the computer room while Allison went shopping on his computer.

“We need to get you sissy panties. And a real chastity tube. Those chastity panties are okay for a day or two, but we need a better solution. After all, people will be able to see the lines of those panties through a dress.”

Jim was fairly well under the influence now. He was on his fourth Golden Monkey, and he just say there and tried to remember how to actually think.

He mumbled, “Don’t wanna dress.”

“Nonsense. Stand up and let me measure you. Excellent. And look…the breast forms are 50% off!”

“I don’t want…”

Allison spun the swivel around and stared at him. “This is your choice, so stop complaining.” She spoke forcefully and Jim blinked and backed off.

She stood up and walked back to the bedroom. “Come on, Jim. Let’s get you all fixed up for the rest of the day.”

“What? Fixed where?” He staggered down the hallway after her. He wandered into the bedroom and stood silently. He wondered where Allison had gone, then she came out of the closet. She held a bra and she put it up to his chest.

“I’ve heard it said that a man isn’t a man until he has boobs.”

“Who said what?”

She ran the bra around him, fastened it, then brought it up and pushed his arms under the straps.

“What the fuck,” his eyes were bleary.

She went back into the closet and got a pair of breast forms. They were cheap ones, but they would do until the ones she had just bought arrived. She slipped them into his bra and stood back.

“Oh, yeah. Now you’re looking good.”

“Honey, are you sure about this?”

She smiled. “It’s you that’s sure about this. I just put a little lipstick on you. You’re the one who went hogwild horny.”

“But I…”

“Here are some nylons. Roll them up your legs. You’ve seen me do that. Fasten them to the straps on the garter belt.”

She pushed him onto the bed and placed the nylons in his hands. He stared at them, then started figuring out how to put them on.

She smiled, and headed for the front room. In the front room she tapped a number on her phone and waited.

“Yo,” came the voice.

“I’m doing him. Get Kathy and come on over.”

“Already? Holy moley! You are fast!”

“Nah, he’s just easy.”

“Men,” came the snort from the other end of the phone.

Allison headed back into the bedroom. Jim was having a terrible time with the nylons and she took over, smoothed them and straightened them, and shortly he had the sleekest stems a man ever had.

“Okay, I’ve got some help coming for the make up, but let’s take a few minutes and get used to heels.”

She brought a pair of heels out of the closet. They were an old pair of hers, and they were quite strappy. She slipped them on his feet—his toes didn’t hang over hardly at all—and helped him to stand up.

He swayed and put one hand on the bedpost and the other on her shoulder.

“Tough, eh?”

“Yeah. I couldn’t play golf in these.”

She chuckled. “Okay, walk up and down the hallway.”

She helped him at first, but slowly he gained confidence. His ankles wobbled, but at least he wasn’t falling on his face.

“That’s it, let the heels click. And try to place your feet on a straight line.”

“How come?” he wondered out loud.

“It makes your ass sway.”

“It does?” He looked over his shoulder at his ass and fell against the wall. She laughed and righted him.

“Allison?” a voice yelled.

“Back here!”

“Who’s that?”

“Kathy and Barb. They wanted to see you through your transition.”

“Transition? What  does…”

He was interrupted by the two girls rushing down the hallway.

Kathy was a tall brunette, and she gave a quick hug to Allison, then a big hug to Jim.

“Jim, baby! You look scrumptious!”

“Scrunchous?” he asked.

Barb gave him an even bigger hug. “You are the prettiest,” she gushed. “But we really have to help you with your make up.”

“Oh, yeah.” he blinked, not understanding a thing.

Kathy linked her arm into his and walked him back to the bedroom. Behind her Barb whispered to Allison. “You’ve got him drunk.”

“He got himself drunk. It just makes it easier.”

“Did you know he was going to be a sissy boy when you married him?”

“I suspected. All the little signs were there. He likes it when I take charge. He has soft mannerisms. He was just waiting for a woman like me.”

“Like us, girlfriend.” the Two giggled and headed for the bedroom.

Kathy had Jim in the vanity chair and was examining his skin. “He needs a good cleanse, but he has excellent color.”

“Start cleaning. Did you bring a wig?”

“Oh, it’s in the car, I’ll go get it.”

While Barb ran out to get the wig Kathy and Allison ran their fingers through his hair.

“Awfully short.”

“For a guy.”

“You want to shave him bald or get him to grow it longer?”

“Grow it longer. I prefer natural locks. Besides, his hair is so thick.”

“What are we talking about?” Jim mumbled. His eyes were looking like road maps. Red lines squiggling all over the place.

“Make up, dear. Just sit quietly and we’ll get to you.”

Barb returned holding a wig of long, blonde hair.

“Ooh, how do you think he’ll like being a blondie?

“He’ll love it. Why don’t you do his face while we work on his nails?”

So Kathy began cleansing him, and Allison and Barb prepped his toes and began painting them.

“What are you doing?” asked Jim. He tried to stand up but was easily pushed back.

“Hold still, Jim. This is delicate work.”

Toes done, the girls stretched his hands to the sides of the vanity table and began prepping the finger nails. They chose long ovals for his nails and began gluing them on. Then they painted them red.

“My, my. Jimmy boy has a boner.”

They all looked at his lap. Jim giggled.

“You like this, Jim?”

“It’s funny, “ he admitted.

Kathy had him close his eyes and she did his lids, then lengthened his lashes. His face was becoming more and more feminine.

His nails were done now, and the girls blew on them.

Kathy touched up his lipstick. “His lips are perfect. How’d you get them so plump?”

“”I ordered some special plumper. He gets fifty per cent more lip and it last three times longer than the norm.

“Wow. Are you ready for the wig?”

They placed a skull cap over his head and applied glue to the strip. Then they pulled the blonde wig down and made sure it was on correctly.

Finally, they were done. They stood him up and inspected him.

His body was a bit angular, but the clothes hid that. His boobs were really big, and he definitely looked female.

“Okay, girls, time for the show.”

The girls giggled and gathered in the living room.

“Okay, Jim, pretend you’re a model.”

Jim was on his fifth Golden Monkey. He was barely aware, but he still responded to what he was told.

“That’s it, put your hand on your hip and look at us disdainfully.”

He sashayed back and forth, almost falling with every turn, but his walk was getting better and better.

“No, don’t smile…pretend that I just put shit in your shoes and you put them on and it’s all my fault…yes! That’s it.”

Back and forth he went eventually achieving a classic stride. The girls snapped pictures and took videos with their cells. After a half hour of this they took his arms and led him out to his car.

Kathy jumped behind the wheel. “Whee! I always wanted to drive his Maserati!”

“Hey,” Jim leaned this way and that, “Thash my car! I want to drive!”

They just laughed at him and pushed him over the side of the car. He was upside down on the seat, his dress riding up and his panties exposed. The girls piled in and Kathy headed down the street.

Jim struggled and tried to right himself, but the girls kept pushing him back to the upside position.

“Lemme up!” he hollered.

They passed cars and there were honks and cheers.

WOOOooooOOOO!

“Uh oh. Police time.”

Kathy pulled the car over and a motorcycle cop pulled in behind them. The cop dismounted, grabbed his ticket book, and sauntered up to the driver’s side. He looked at the upside down Jim and shook his head.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?”

In the backseat Allison said, “Because you wanted a blow job?” Barb had her phone out and was videoing.

The cop blinked and his face colored. He did keep his aplomb, however. “License and registration, please.”

“You don’t want a blow job?”

The cop heaved a sigh.

“Big, strong man like you doesn’t want to get his weenie sucked?”

Jim finally managed to right himself. He looked around, blinked, and said, “I been kidnapped.”

“What?”

“They dressed me like this and kidnapped me.”

The cop stared at Jim. Jim looked like a girl, but he had the voice of a man.

The girls were giggling and laughing. Kathy said, “How about if we make sure he wears his seat belt.”

The cops lips were moving, he was biting them, but suddenly he burst out in laughter.

The girls cheered.

Jim looked around stupidly and said, “Yea?”

The cop folded his ticket book up, said, “Yes. Make sure the seat belt is fastened, and with him in the upright position.”

“Thank you, officer. Are you sure you don’t want that blow job?”

The cop just waved a hand and got on his motorcycle. He waved Kathy on and she signaled and joined traffic.

They pulled into the parking lot of Charlie Coyote’s, the swankest nightspot in LA. It wasn’t night, so the place was working as a restaurant. They piled out of the car and headed inside. They surrounded Jim on either side and made sure he didn’t fall.

They took a table on the patio, back in a corner, and ordered Margaritas for themselves, and A Coke for Jim.

“Oh, good, Coke,” Jim blurted.

Then they ordered him food.

“Wash happening?” he asked. He had a severe case of double vision and thought there were six girls around the table.

“We need to sober you up, honey,” Allison explained.

“Oh.”

For the next hour they chatted amongst themselves. Jim ate a big Fajita, drank Coke after Coke, and slowly he began to sober. He tried to ask questions, but the girls ignored him.

Finally, when he could move without stumbling, they took turns taking him into the main room and dancing with him.

He was getting a little tired now, and he yawned a few times.

When it was Allison’s turn to dance with him he hung on and she guided him around. It was more like she was leading, but that was okay with him. He was becoming more and more aware.

“Why am I dressed like this?”

“You asked to be dressed like this.”

“Did not,” he yawned.

“Honey, we’ve got pics and vids of you dancing and prancing around. Believe me, you asked to be made like this. You wanted to be our little girl.”

Jim burped, and thought about it. He didn’t remember asking, but the way Allison was talking…

They returned to the table and Kathy took over.

“Why we got to keep dancing? I wanna go home and sleep.”

“Oh, no,” murmured Kathy, guiding him around the small, parquet dance area. “You need to wake up, get your second wind. We still have surprises for you.”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. We have lots of fun in store for you.”

“Oh.”

Another hour he was almost out on his feet. The girls were getting a little tired of dancing, which was them holding him up and moving him around, so Kathy found a couple of young men and brought them back to their table.

The two men were muscular studs, and they were gay. Their names were Lance and Dick.

“Hey, gentlemen. We’re playing a practical joke on my husband, could you keep him dancing while we take pictures.

Lance grinned. “I love a good joke.”

“Just don’t get carried away, honey,” Dick murmured to him demurely. “Remember who you came to this party with.

“You know I can control my dick.”

“Listen, he’s got chastity panties on, so you can get as frisky as you want.”

Both men oohed.

So Jim was now being squired about the little dance floor by a man. Pics were clicked and vids were shot.

Jim slowly realized that he was dancing with a man. “Hey…who are you?”

“I’m your date, honey.” Lance swirled him, dipped him, and brought him back up. The girls were all at the edge of the dance floor and clapping and cheering. The other patrons in the restaurant were pulled in by the action, and shortly a crowd was cheering and yelling. The attention, being in physical motion, Jim started to perk up a bit. He was tired, but he was now getting over the drink and actually perking up.

“But you’re a guy?”

“I know. Isn’t it grand?” A quick pirouette under Dick’s hand and then Dick was holding him in his arms.

“But…”

“Shush up and enjoy, honey.”

On the sidelines Lance said, “Dick works as a professional dancer.”

The girls snapped more pics, took more videos.

Finally, Jim said, “I have to pee.”

Dick brought him back, the girls thanked the two young men, and Kathy and Barb steered Jim down a short hallway to the rest rooms.

“Dicks or cunts?” asked Kathy.

“Better dicks,” grinned Barb.

They laughed and guided him into the ladies’ room.

There were half a dozen women in the room, two in the stalls and four preening at the big mirror. They turned and looked at Kathy and Barb.

“Got a cross dresser here, ladies. Anybody who doesn’t like it can go across the hall to the men’s room.

Smiles appeared on faces. Two of the women laughed and left, two stood back and watched. A flushing sound was heard and one of the women in the stalls opened the door to watch.

Kathy lifted his dress and Barb used the key to unlock the panties. She pulled them down and Jim’s cock popped out. It was doubly hard; it was full of pee…and horny.

The girls in the restroom considered his member. “Not bad, for a white boy.”

“How much do you think he’ll pee?”

“How much has he had to drink?”

“A six pack of Golden Monkey, half a dozen Cokes.”

“Oh, Lord. He’s ready to pop.”

Kathy started to turn Jim to the toilet, but the. other girls in the room  pushed Jim back to the sinks. “We want to watch!”

They pushed Jim up against the counter and pulled his dick out and aimed it into the sink.

“Let it loose, Jim, baby.”

A small chant erupted.

Jim looked down at his cock. He had to pee, but sometimes it was hard to pee through an erection. He grunted, his face turned a little red, then the stream started. One of the girls was taking pictures on her cell and another one went to her stop watch app and started timing him.

Jim peed. At first a big, healthy stream that splashed against the back of the basin. Then the stream relaxed a bit and just came out.

“One minute,” stated the girl keeping time.

“Keep it going, Jim. Relax and pee slowly.”

Jim didn’t really try to relax because he was already relaxed.

Barb held his dick and Kathy reached under and squeezed his balls. “He’s got a load still,” she grinned, “but it ain’t all pee.”

A woman came into the restroom, took one look, laughed, and stepped into a stall.

“Two minutes.”

A bladder is an interesting thing. It stretches. It’s like a balloon. It can hold an amazing amount of liquid. At two minutes and forty-five seconds Jim dribbled…and stopped.

“I don’t know about his fucking, but he sure can pee.”

The girls chatted about Jim’s feat and Barb and Kathy pulled his panties up and buckled them. It was hard getting Jim’s cock into the little sheathe inside the panties, but they managed it, and they finally exited the bathroom.

Peeing had emptied Jim, and he was becoming even more aware.

“What am I doing here?” he asked.

“Drinking and dancing and having a good time,” answered Allison.

“But why did you dress me up like this?”

He was sitting with his elbows on the wrought iron table and his hands surrounded a glass of Coke.

The girls all glanced at each other. Jim was getting sober enough to explain the situation to. The only question was how was he going to take it?

Allison, being married to him, decided to do the honors.

“Jim, you’re a wonderful man.”

“Well, thanks. I love you, too, but I don’t understand what’s happening here.”

“What’s happening is that we three girls were all members of a sorority. Pi pi pi. Triple Pi, or Tri-Pi.”

“You are? Were?”

He stared around the table. His double vision had disappeared and he studied each girl individually.

Allison, shapely, sexy, he loved.

Kathy, shapely, sexy, but…he had only talked to her a few times. She was a friend of Allison’s, but…he remembered how Allison had left him alone with Kathy a few times and they had gotten into interesting conversations.

Barbara. Barb. Shapely, sexy, and he hardly knew her. But it was obvious these three girls all knew each other. They acted like old friends, they conversed like people who knew each other well.

“So why have three beautiful women decided to gang up on me?”

“We made a pact while we were at college. It concerns the men we would marry. Any man chosen by one has to be approved by all.”

Jim frowned.

Allison chuckled and patted his hand. “Jim, you’re about to be handed around like a party favor. You’re not going to cum because we want you to last through all of us. Finally, we will initiate you to our little group. If you pass the test, that is.”

“What test?”

“You have to please us. All of us. You do that, then we initiate you and you and I stay married.”

His eyes opened a bit wider.

“You’re going to leave me?”

“Not if you pass the test and get initiated.”

“Oh.” he was sober, but just barely. He was confused, but coming around. Mostly, he was horny. “How are you going to stop me…how can I not cum…if I’m going to fuck three beauties?”

“Don’t worry. We’ll help you.”

Allison said, “The girls know I love you. They want you to pass this test. We’ll do everything we can to make sure you pass it. But it’s still going to take some work on your part.

“Some real discipline,” Kathy said, and Barb nodded.

It was dusk when they exited the restaurant, now starting to function as a nightclub. The parking lot was filling up and the night was one of those sweltering LA nights.

They laughed and they joked, but not as much as when they had arrived.

Jim managed to get in without falling down, and he sat in the backseat with Allison. Barb drove his car and Kathy rode shotgun.

They meandered through Hollywood and up into the hills. Fifteen minutes and they drove through the gate and stopped in front of Jim’s house.

They piled out of the car and stood for a moment and looked over the city. It was dark, but with the glow of the lights of the city you wouldn’t know it. Layers of smog colored the horizon. A plane was gliding into LAX. It was a big plane, but delicate in the sky.

“Okay, girls,” Allison said. “It’s time.”

The three women and Jim walked into the house. From the rear they looked like four women.

They took Jim to the bedroom and Kathy lifted his dress and once again the black panties were taken off, this time all the way off.

Allison brought out a small spray can and sprayed the head of Jim’s dick.

“What’s that?”

“It’ll numb your penis.”

Kathy began putting condoms on him. She rolled three condoms down his shaft, smiled, and his his balls a squeeze.

“Who’s first?”

“Barb, why don’t you sample the goods?”

Barb was only too happy to. She stripped out of her clothes and joined Jim on the bed. “Lay back, baby, let me take charge.”

Jim lay on his back and the woman squatted over his erect penis. His penis looked bulky with the rubbers on it, but she slid down his shaft with no trouble and let out a big groan.

She smiled and moved up and down. Her big breasts bounced above him and he reached up and felt them.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned.

Allison went to the kitchen and brought back a tray of cookies, cheeses, meats and veggies.

Kathy undressed and pulled a chair around. Allison sat on a corner of the bed and the two women commented on the action as they snacked.

“Nice. He’s got nice hip action.”

“Wait until he gets on top.”

On top of Jim Barb had pushed her legs back and she was sitting like a frog, grinding her pussy onto his cock.

Jim was having no trouble not cumming. His cock felt nothing. It was like he had a dildo for a cock, no sensation, and he watched Barb groan and moan and he marveled at her horniness.

“Flip her over, Jim.”

Barb looked up, Jim grabbed her hips and pushed one of her legs down, then he turned her over and dropped his weight onto her, driving his cock into her depths.

“Oh, fuck!” She wheezed. “Fuck!”

Allison giggled. “I love it when he does that to me. It feels like his dick is going to shoot right through your whole body.”

“Are you feeling anything, Jim?” asked Kathy.

“Nope,” he grunted. But he was sweating.

“Better hurry. The numb spray only lasts a half hour, and if each of us takes 15 minutes…” she shrugged.

“He’ll make it,” murmured Allison. “He can do it.”

Jim wiggled his numb cock inside Barb and sucked on her tits. He managed to snake a hand down and began rubbing her clit.

Barb gasped, then, “It’s harder when you don’t feel the flesh.”

“Poor girl,” said Kathy, and she and Allison laughed.

At almost exactly fifteen minutes Barb gave it up. Her toes curled, her eyeballs rolled, and her back arched. She was sodden with sweat and Kathy and Allison pulled her off the bed. Kathy hopped on and grinned. “Okay, tiger. Show me.”

Jim nodded. He was totally sober now, and he was wired. His cock was not feeling anything, but the idea of fucking was so totally exciting…he slid his penis into her and began ramming.

“Fuck!” Kathy muttered. “It does feel big.”

He grabbed her hips and lifted them and held them while he punched his cock into her.

For ten minutes he ground into her, swizzled his dick in her depths, pulled and sucked on her tits, and then she popped.

“Fuck!” Little tears squeezed out of the corners of her eyes as she held on through the grand bang. Her hips were spasming, out of control, and Jim rag dolled her ruthlessly.

“Two down, honey,” said Allison. “Are you feeling anything yet?”

“I think so.”

“We better hurry then.” She climbed on the bed and kissed him deeply.

Now he was in familiar territory. This was his wife and he knew her quirks and preferences. He began taking long, scooping motions into her. He drilled her, he poked her, he savaged her hole with his rubber clad penis.

But he was starting to feel his dick now. Sensations were starting to run through him, and he groaned.

“Hurry, Jim. Hold on. Don’t cum.”

The other two woman stood by the side of the bed. Kathy leaned forward and slapped his face. “No cumming!” Barb grabbed his shaft at the base. “Don’t even try!”

Jim was almost crying when Allison broke. His face was red, and his cock was purple, but Allison grabbed him with her arms and held on and and eked her orgasm out.

Then they were done.

For the moment.

One last thing to do.

Kathy and Barb got off the bed and put on strap ons. Their dicks were about the same size as his. They grinned.

Allison said, “We all have to own you, Jim. You have to make it through this.”

He gulped. Allison had put a finger up his ass while making love, but this was dicks. Three dicks, when Allison put hers on.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Barb said. “I’ll be first for this, too.”

Jim knelt on all fours. His butt was pointed out and Allison began rimming him with lubricant. She ran her finger in and out, pushed lube into him, and went to two fingers.

Jim moaned. He had never known anything could feel so good.

Allison took her time, added fingers, and when she had four up his chute she nodded. “Okay, girlfriend, it’s time.”

Allison withdrew her fingers, leaving Jim with an empty feeling, but the feeling only last a few seconds, then Barb was knocking at his back door with her plastic penis.

Allison went to the other side of the bed and faced him. She took his ears and held them and kissed his mouth tenderly.

“Her dick isn’t as big as my four fingers, so you can do this.”

With that bit of advice Barb slid her penis all the way into Jim.

He jerked, arched his back, and almost collapsed his arms.

Allison held him up, kissed him again, and then the fucking started in earnest.

Barb knew how to fuck like a man. She had certainly been fucked by enough men, and she had used the strap on on many men. She took her time, grinding it in, rubbing the veins on the side of the big cock against the walls of Jim’s anus.

Jim had never felt anything so good in his life. The way it filled him, the sensations were better than when his dick was being used. Suddenly, he understood women and what drove them. He realized that  most men never knew how they were missing out.

Kathy, meanwhile, was playing with his balls. She lay sideways to him and had her head under his belly. She played with his balls and sucked his cock. Never enough to get him off, just enough to keep him on the edge.

After five minutes Barb said, “Time for the second team?”

“I’ll do him,” said Allison. Kathy’s busy down under.

The two girls switched places, and Allison, as she drove her peeny into Jim, asked, “How’s he doing, Kathy. Is he close?”

“Mmmph mumpp.”

The other girls laughed and Allison went to work. As when Jim had known what she liked, she knew what he liked. She took her time, sliding and corkscrewing and listening to his guttural moans.

Jim was out of his mind. His body was pushing back, his butt screwing the dick for all it was worth. Suddenly he had the urge to pee. Before he could tell anybody, however, Allison withdrew. “All right, Kathy. Time to get your dick dirty.”

Kathy came out from under him, took her place behind Jim and inserted her dick. He was gaping now, and it went in smooth and easy. “He’s close,” she said. Then, “Do you feel like peeing, Jim?”

“Uh huh,” he grunted as she plumbed his depths.

“Let it go. Don’t hold on to it.”

While Kathy fucked him Allison and Barb crawled under and looked at his penis. They didn’t jack him, or give him head. They played with his balls and encouraged him.

“Come on, Jim. Let it go.”

“Go, Jim. Go!”

The need to pee arose again, and he started to say something, but then it was too late, he could feel the pee draining out of him. It felt good and warm and he felt his insides relaxing. For a minute he peed, fits and starts, and it even felt like little globs and strings, then he was done.

“He’s done.”

“Good,” said Kathy. “That’s a bit of work.”

“But fun,” Allison smiled.

“A lot of fun.”

The girls standing up and taking off their strap ons, Jim felt loosy goosy. He rolled over and yawned. “What…are we done?”

“What? You want more?”

“No…uh…sure…I mean…”

The girls all laughed. Allison came and sat down next to him. “You did well, Jim. You passed all tests and I’m going to keep you.”

Kathy said, “Yes. Flying colors. And tomorrow is going to be fun.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Oh, he doesn’t know.”

The girls glanced at each other and chuckled. Allison turned to him. “You’ve been drained, Jim. You didn’t pee, that was all your cum draining. You probably don’t have a speck of semen in you right now.”

Barb added, “It’s much more efficient than regular squirting during sex.”

Jim looked puzzled. There was something they weren’t telling him.

Kathy: “You are empty, but your head doesn’t think so. Your mind is still thinking that you’re full. The result is that you’re going to be harder than ever…”

Allison: “But you won’t be able to cum.”

Barb: “And the other girls are coming in tomorrow.”

Kathy looked at her watch. “They’re probably already arriving, we need to get to the airport.”

“But I don’t understand,” blurted Jim. “What other girls?”

Allison, touched his hand and said, “Surely you didn’t think that we three were the whole sorority, did you?”

“Kathy, “We’ve got over fifty sisters coming in tomorrow, and they’ll all be wanting to fuck you, and be fucked by you.”

Allison smiled, “And we’ve prepared you for them. You’ll be horny, erect, and unable to cum. It’ll be fun.”

Jim stared at the three women, who watched him with big grins.

“But…but…but…”

“Truer words were never spoken,” said Kathy. “Butt.”

Allison slapped him on the ass and the three girls walked out.

Jim sagged back on the bed.

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


A Man Becomes a Woman

and a woman becomes a man!


PART ONE

“Hey, honey, look at all this good stuff!”

My gorgeous wife, Janey, looked up from the box she was digging through. “This is amazing!”

“And you never really met her?”

“Mom used to say she doted on me, but I was too young to remember that. Then we moved away. But she always sent me letters and things. I’d answer her when I got older, but…I don’t remember her that well.”

“Well, she sure remembered you.”

“Funny. You wouldn’t think a woman so brainy would be all emotional over a baby,” she shrugged.

The attic was jammed and crammed with boxes and furniture and old clothes. It was all old stuff, too. Her grandmother, ‘Grandma Nancy,’ apparently never threw anything away.

A brainiac, in charge of the research and development department of the US Army, she was also a hoarder.

I picked up a photo album and started leafing through it.

“Hey, look at this!”

Janey put down a vinyl recording of Caruso, scratchless and probably worth a mint, and sauntered over to me.

The attic was tall, and it had thick plywood over the floor. It could have been used as a regular room, if we wanted.

“What you got?”

“Your granny’s history.”

There was a big couch at the far wall, right under one of the dozen lightbulbs that lit up the big space. We sat on it, and laughed when dust engulfed us, and I opened the book.

Man, people’s lives are interesting. The very first page showed a little girl in a a shift standing on the prairie. She was sucking her thumb and holding a rag doll. Her eyes were very knowing.

“That’s Gram. She grew up in Nebraska. Said she left it as soon as she could drive. And I think she lied about her age so she could drive early.

“Wow. There’s nothing there but…waving wheat.”

“Mom said she hated the wind. Growing up with those big winds sweeping across the plains, she would walk into a building if it started to blow.”

I flipped the pages, saw her sitting on a branch on the only tree on a vast plain. We chuckled. She looked proud to be up on that limb.

More pages. Sitting at a table, studying a book. She looked very intense.

“Homeschooled.”

“Homeschooled, and she ends up the biggest brain in the world.”

Janey grinned. “Maybe not the whole world.”

“Ah, the whole world,” and we laughed.

More pages in the album. Her a teenager, that same intense look in her eyes. Books under her arms.

“She didn’t go to an official school until she was 20, then she got her doctorate in two years.”

“Two years? That’s impossible!”

Janey shrugged. “Times were different back then. You were measured by your accomplishments. She wrote a thesis that apparently changed a lot of people’s minds. Something to do with spacial relationships in a vacuum versus electromagnetic anomalies in the human brain.”

“What?”

“I know. That’s a mouthful.”

We flipped more pages, and there was her granny, cap and gown, same piercing looked. More pages, and we started seeing a fellow.

“Who’s that?”

“Beats me. Some classmate?”

“Could be a boyfriend.”

“Grandma never married. Never spoke of a boyfriend.”

“Hunh.” Janey flipped some some more pages, and I noticed she had placed a hand on my thigh. I smiled inside.

Pictures of her at various institutes. NASA, of course, an Oceanography school. There was even a picture of her next to Brainiac. A braniac standing next to brainiac, the world’s first super computer. How appropriate.

And there were programs. Usually lectures on science concepts or programs. Lot of those.

And that guy showed up a lot, too.

One picture, at the Smithsonian, she had somebody take a picture of her standing under the skeleton of a dinosaur, holding her hands up as if scared the dino would eat her. On the very next page was that guy, same pose.

I flipped back and forth between the two photos.

“What?”

“Same pose, exactly alike. And, look, it’s almost like they had the same clothes on.

“The same…you’re right!”

Grandma wore slacks and a jacket, very professional, though a little unorthodox for the day. On the next picture it looked the guy had the same slacks and jacket.

“They’re about the same height. I wonder who he was?”

“The mystery boyfriend.”

They probably went home and changed clothes for sex. Granny was a crossdresser.”

Janey pushed me with one arm. Then placed her hand back on my leg. A little higher.

Shortly we were done with the book. She had other books, but this seemed to be the main one, and I put it aside and thought about it. “What a life.”

“Yes,” and Janey launched herself at me.

“Argh!” I yelped as she sat on me. Then we both started coughing for the dust, and then laughing.

“Let’s go downstairs,” she said.

I grabbed her hand and led her to a corner of the attic. There was a folding bed there.

“Not going to be much dust here,” I said, and I unfolded the thing.

It was narrow, but that was okay. I wiggled out of my clothes, and she stripped hers off, and she pushed me back on the bed.

“Hey! No shoving! Ya big bully!”

“I like to shove!” She growled playfully.

“You should have been born the boy.”

“And you the girl? I can really see that.”

I laughed. She was sitting on me again, her hands holding my arms down. Her breasts hanging down and brushing my chest.

“If I had a big pair of boobs like you it probably wouldn’t be too bad.”

“Oh, ho! His true colors come out!”

“Here’s my true colors,” I said, and I tried to rise up, to get my dick into here.

“What, no foreplay?”

“Just looking at you is foreplay enough for me.”

“Yeah, but you get to look at something beautiful. What am I looking at?” She was holding herself over me, brushing the head of my cock with her pussy.

“You get a stud.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Yeah?”

“Fuckin’ yes!”

She sank down on me. It was a quick motion and thank God she didn’t miss. Would have bent my dick in half. As it was I plunged into her and gasped.

We froze, she held my wrists tight and she said, “A motionless fuck.”

“No.”

“Yes. Or I’ll get up and leave you high and dry.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“You know I would.”

And I did know. Janey was not only gorgeous, she was mischievous. It wouldn’t be the first time she left off in the middle of a fuck just to laugh at me all night long.

“Okay,” I gave in.

“Until I say.”

We lay there, her in the superior position, and the minutes passed. We kept strict eye contact, the first one to look away lost in these nefarious games of hers.

“Your cock feels pretty good,” she whispered.

“You talked!”

“I can, you can’t. I feel your penis, it feels like it’s poking my insides. It’s making my hole hot. Can you feel my juices?”

“All I feel is your warmth. Let me move.”

“Nah. If you move you might cum, and I want this to last.”

I gulped. This was such sweet torture.

She leaned down slowly, “Don’t move,” and she kissed me.

I have never wanted to move so much in my life. The soft press of her lips on mine, her warm breath entering me. Connected by sex organ.

“Don’t cum,” she warned.

“Then fuck me.”

She got a truly evil look on her face.

“Only I can move, and you’d better not cum.”

“Oh, you bitch!”

She giggled, and rolled her hips in a circle, once.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

“Don’t cum!”

She went up and down. Once.

“Please!” I begged.

Then, her eyeballs rolled and she pushed off me and put her hands to her pussy. She brought her knees up and her thighs were quivering. “Oh…god! Yes!

I stared, my mouth open. “You came without me!”

She lay next to me, a big shit eating grin on her face. “I did, didn’t I.”

“Let me in! I need to get off!”

“Nah. I like you like this.”

“But…but…”

She rolled off the bed and stood up. Her form was statuesque. Big boobs, round hips, thin waist. She had shades of the same piercing look that her grandmother had.

“Oh, you bitch!”

“I is, ain’t I?”

I sat up, my cock quivering. I grabbed it and started stroking.

She leaned down real quick and grabbed my wrist. “No, no.” Those beautiful, blue eyes driving into me like spears.

“But—“

“I want you horny for a while.”

“Well…when?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.”

“I can’t last that long!”

“I know,” and she giggled. “Now go fix me dinner. You’re the bitch in this relationship, and now I’m the man!”

“You wouldn’t be saying that if I had the pussy and you were cock hungry!”

“Shut up, bitch!” She grabbed my cheek with one hand and brought my lips to hers. She devoured me for a while, then backed away and laughed. “Besides, you know you enjoy being horny.”

“Not that much!”

“Yeah. That much.”

We had dinner on the porch. The house was big, two story turn of the last century, and it had one of those wonderful porches that wrapped around the whole front of the house. And, it was screened. No bugs to bug us.

“I can’t believe you fixed us TV dinners,” groused Janey.

“I was too horny to figure anything else out.”

She laughed. “If you’re going to play that game I will play too. this time next week you’ll be a blithering idiot.”

“Aw, honey. One look at you and I’m already a blithering idiot.”

We ate our dinners and watched the sunset. It was a glorious red with sheens of purple lacing through it.

“Gonna be a moon tonight,” I observed.

“Tom?”

I looked at her. She was suddenly serious.

“Who do you think that man was? The one in her clothes?”

“Some crossdresser.”

“I wish we had a better picture. I’d like to see how deep the similarities went.”

“Visitor,” I said.

At the far end of the long drive a car had just come into view. It barreled down the road raising a rooster tail of dust.

“Seems to be in a hurry,” she observed.

“Hunh!” I grunted.

We were done with our dinners, so I took them into the kitchen and popped them into the garbage. I was washing our silverware when I heard the clomp of feet on the porch. The window was open so I listened to a faceless man.

“Hello.”

“Hi, you are?”

“Morgan Slye. And you must be Jane Haswell.”

“I must be.”

I could feel a distinct coldness in Jane’s voice. She was the kind of girl who liked everybody, but if she didn’t she made up her mind pretty fast. She didn’t like this guy.

“I’m sorry about your grandmother’s passing.”

“Noted.”

Holy fuck, her voice was a hundred degrees below freezing.

“Here’s my card, I specialize in estates. I’d like to make you an offer for this house, everything in it.”

“Thanks.” Nothing. I could almost feel Janey’s eyes piercing into this guy’s.” I turned off the water and moved closer to the window.

“Have I done something to offend you?”

“Nope.”

“Would you consider my offer?”

“Nope.”

“Would you tell me why?”

“It’s mine.”

“Well, could you at least let me inspect some items? I’m pretty particular, I’ve got an idea of what I want.”

“Nope.”

The fellow was getting pretty antsy.

“Could you put your dog back in your car?”

“Butch here?” A pause. “I think you’d better consider my offer. Right, Butch?”

I heard a growl. It was deep and throaty and threatening.

I picked up a big carving knife and headed for the door.

“Mister. You get that dog off this porch right now. You get in your car and you stay gone.”

“Butch.”

Butch growled louder.

I opened the front door and stepped out. “Hey, Janey.”

The man spun about and stared at me. The dog at his feet spun, too, and he growled.

The man was taller than me, and he had muscles. I didn’t know why he felt he needed a dog. His face was rugged looking, but he seemed…slick. that’s the only word for it. Dark hair greased back, dark eyes that looked a little mean.

The dog was a pit bull. It had a big scar on its face and it was definitely unfriendly. It growled at me.

Janey: “This is Mr. Slye. He was just leaving.

Slye was caught, but he still had the dog. His lip curled back.

I stepped all the way out and he could see the big knife in my hand.

“Mister,” I said. “I love dogs, but I’m not scared of them.”

Slye’s lip slowly uncurled. He was one of these cowardly bullies. As long as he had the upper hand he let you know it. But if you looked willing to fight back he’d back off.

He turned back to Janey. “You should consider my offer. I don’t think I want things to get unpleasant.”

“You’re already unpleasant.”  She picked her cell phone. “Do you know the number for 911?”

Slue glanced back at me, at Janey, with her finger hovering over the face of the phone, at me.

Butch growled, and I tightened my grip on the knife.

Slye gave up. “I warned you,” he blurted, then he was out the screen door, down the steps, his pit bull waddling beside him.

We watched Morgan Slye get into his rented car, glare at us, and drive away.

For a second neither of us said anything. Then: “Who the fuck was that?”

“That was my friend, Morgan,” Janey spoke wryly, and I chuckled.

“Weird friends.”

“He sure wanted something.”

“He said he was particular, knew what he wanted.”

“Well, are you ready to pull an all nighter?”

I looked at her.

“Whatever that asshole wanted I want first.”

“Okay.” I nodded. Mr. Morgan Slye had made me curious, too.

“First, however, let’s go to bed.”

I grinned. “Bed?”

“You know how fierce you looked standing up to that man and that dog with just a knife in your hand?”

“I didn’t feel fierce.”

“Well, you were. So you earned your reward.”

“You mean I’m not going to have to wait a month?”

“Not unless you want to.”

“I don’t.”

“Come on, then.” She stood up and walked past me, tugged my hand, and I followed her to paradise.

We started at about eight in the evening. There was plenty of room in the attic and we simply pushed everything over to one side, then started pushing things back, one at a time, and making a big list, complete with descriptions, of everything in the attic.

“Couch. Green, three cushion. Claw feet. Stain on the left arm.”

“Got it.” I scribbled her description down on a clipboard.

“Box of clothes. Let’s see, four dresses. Old. Looks hand sewn. One is faded pink with pattern of tiny, white fleur de lis’s.”

“How do you spell Fleur?”

She told me and I finished scribbling.

“The next dress is…”

I scribbled through the dresses.

“Phonograph. Got a horn on top. Wood is scratched. Wind up.”

“Got it.”

“Bookshelf. You ready for the titles?”

“Yep.”

She described each title and the physical book itself.

We worked for hours, and took a break every once in a while. At midnight we scored a bourbon and Coke each, reward for our dusty endeavors. Then we kept working.

Finally, we were down to the last wall of items. Lots of boxes, a writing desk, a few odds and ends, including a wooden leg, and…that was it.

We took another break, sitting in matching rocking chairs, and I said, “Who walked off without their wooden leg?”

“Hah,” Janey grunted. We were tired.

“Well, you ready for the grand finale.”

She turned to me. “You realize we have to do the rest of the house?This was just the start.”

“I was hoping we could take a break. Maybe head for town. Have breakfast.”

She looked out the window. She smiled at the pitch dark. She turned back to me. “But it’s sort of fun, in a way.”

“In a way,” I agreed. “But we haven’t found anything this Morgan jerk might want.”

“It’s funny,” mused Janey. “He shows up out of the blue, says he wants something specific, but…” she shrugged.

We began working on the last bit of junk—I was tired and thinking junk, not antiques, by now—and when I pulled a rack of clothes away from a wall we both stopped.

And stared.

“What the fuck?” Janey whispered.

The wall was not a wall. It was ajar. If it hadn’t been ajar we never would have seen it. It was crafted to look like a wall.

“You never saw that before?”

“I’ve never been here past when I was two years old.”

“It’s hidden.”

“It must be important.”

I stepped to the wall and pushed gently. The wall moved back. It didn’t make a sound, which indicated that it was kept greased. And we stepped into a whole, new world.

Whereas the attic was rough, plain, unfinished plywood floors, two by fours with no paneling or anything, this room was finished.

It had a hardwood floor. The walls were covered with some kind of exotic wood. There was a little space heater and a writing desk. The space heater looked efficient, and the writing desk looked used.

There was a big bookshelf against one wall, and a machine against the other.

“Whoa,” I muttered.

“Looks like we found her workspace,” Janey said. In one corner was a box full of tools. Soldering iron, wrench, pliers, power drill, etc.

“I think we found out what Mr. Slye wanted.”

“I think you’re right.”

For a long second we just stood there, gazing at the workshop.

The books on the shelves had to do with everything from molecular transfer to nuclear fission. Big, thick, weighty tomes with big, thick, weighty names.

I inspected them, and had no idea what “Interstitial Transfer of Micro-Energy on the Cellular Level’ meant. That one was written by her grandmother.

Janey walked over to the machine. It actually looked like a couple of machines hooked together. There were bars and struts, coils and motherboards. There was a seat in each machine, and the seats faced each other.

I was at the desk now, and there was a small box, about the size of one of those old satellite phones. It had a large, raised, red button on it.

“What does this do?” I pressed the button.

I felt the shock start in my finger and shimmy upwards. It felt like somebody was shaking my finger, knuckle by knuckle into my hands.

“Tom!” yelled Janey.

The shaking went up into my wrist, it felt like my bones were literally being shaken apart, but, the odd thing, it felt good. I didn’t feel pain.

The shaking was going up my arms now, and thought it was suddenly hard to concentrate, it felt like my brain was being shaken, I could tell that my arm was becoming…different. It felt smaller under my shirt. It felt…delicate.

The weird, shivering sensation went into one shoulder. It began traveling across my shoulder and down my back simultaneously.

I knew my mouth was open, it felt like my teeth were being shaken. The sensation went down my other arm.

On my body it felt like my spine was being vibrated, then the vibrations split in two and continued down my legs. I was trying to breath, my eyeballs felt like they were juddering int the sockets, and I sat down.

Technically, I collapsed, but I had just enough control over my body to collapse in a sitting position. I sat there and shivered, and was aware that Janey was brushing my hair out of my eyes.

My hair out of my eyes? But I had a short hair cut!

“Tom…Tom…are you…where’s Tom?”

Panic was in her voice. She was touching me, but it was like she was afraid of me.

“Janey?” I blinked. My voice sounded high pitched, girly.

“Tom?”

“Janey?” I looked at my hands. They were now slender, and my arms were thinner. More…more girl like.

“Tom? Are you Tom?”

I looked at her and the world was different. I saw colors brighter, and I could detect all sorts of shades that I had never seen before. And I could smell things. I could smell odors that were part of the attic, a hundred years of odors.

“Are you Tom?”

I looked at Janey. “Of course.” but my voice was so…different. “What happened.”

She was shaking, afraid, but she managed to blurt, “You…changed into…a girl!”

Her words made no sense, and it wasn’t that I didn’t understand them. It was that what she said was so…crazy!

“But…but…I’m…”

“Can you stand up?”

“I think so.”

I stood, but it was weird. I weaker, but it wasn’t that, it was that I was out of balance. It was like all my muscles were…changed.

“Are you all right?”

“What’s wrong with me?” I kept looking at my new, slender arms, my long fingers.

“You’re a girl!”

“I’m…not. No.”

It felt like some part of my mind was breaking down.

“Look!” She tugged  on my hand and led me out to the big room of the attic. Against one wall was a large mirror. It leaned slightly, but I could see myself perfectly.

I was the same height, maybe an inch taller than Janey. My hair was in disarray, but it was long. And my face was rounder, had more fat on it. My lips were full and plump.

“Oh,” one word, a guttural utterance. I felt like I had been punched in the stomach.

Slowly, watching myself in the mirror as if me in the mirror were the real one, and I was the fake one, I lifted my hands to my chest.

I was wearing my male clothes, but I could see that I had large breasts. I touched them, felt them, lifted them.

Meanwhile, Janey was walking around me. She touched my skin, she touched my hair, my face.

“Oh, my God!”

I looked at her. “What happened?”

“I don’t know. I heard a clunk and turned around. You had apparently been holding a little box thing with a red button on it. Your hand started…vibrating, I guess you’d say. The vibration made it seem like you were out of focus, and the…the ‘out of focusedness’ went up your arm and through your body. When you became…not a blur…you were female.”

“I’m a girl? A…a woman?”

“Yes. Do you have a cock?”

I felt faint as I reached into my pants. My pants were a little looser and I felt my groin. My package was gone. I felt faint and I said, “I have a…a pussy!”

We were in shock for a while, and we just kept feeling my body. Everything worked. Worked better, actually, I seemed to have more acute senses. I did have less muscle, however.

“I’m the same height, I think.”

“Looks like. But you’ve lost weight.”

“What am I going to do?”

My eyes must have revealed how shaken I was. Janey hugged me then. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

I felt tears in my eyes, and I tried to blink them away.

“But what happened?”

“We’ll find out.”

“Should I touch that thing again?”

“Not yet. We don’t know what it’s doing. Better not.”

“But…”

“Tom. I need you to relax. I know it’s a shock, but you just have to breath and take it easy. We’ll figure it all out. Now, come on. Let’s go downstairs.”

I stood there and Janey closed the door and pushed the rack back in front of it, then she took me downstairs.

We went into the kitchen and she fixed me a drink. A big one. I needed a big one.

We sat at the table and stared at each other.

“You’re actually pretty good looking.”

“Yeah, but…I’m a girl!”

Janey grinned. She was pretty complacent about everything. But then she hadn’t had her sex changed.

“Is being a girl bad? I haven’t found it to be a terrible experience.”

“That’s because you’ve always been one.”

“And now you’re one. How does it feel?”

“Weird.” I took a big glug of my drink.”

“Wait right here.”

I waited, sucking my booze, and she ran out of the room. A minute later she was back with her purse. she opened her purse and took out a hair brush. She moved behind me and began stroking my hair.

“What are you doing?”

“Sometimes just relaxing and looking after yourself is very calming.”

I started to say something, but didn’t. She was right. It did feel good. And the longer she brushed my hair the better it felt.

Long strokes, wiggling through the tangles and straightening them out. Little twists of the brush to give a wave here, a shape there. I began to breath easier.

“How are you doing?” she finally asked. She stepped back and picked a few strands out of her brush.

“Pretty good,” I admitted.

She sat down in front of me and reached into her purse again. She took out a golden tube and grabbed my cheeks, made me pucker.

“Wait…what?”

“I just want to see what you look like.”

“Aren’t we su—“

“Hold still now.”

She rolled the paint onto my lips.

In my mind I was still a male, and I resisted, I was…afraid.

“There.” She turned the base of the tube and the pillar of red sunk back into the tube. She smiled. “You really are quite striking.”

I felt so weird, the taste of lipstick, the waxy feel on my lips.

“Of course we really to do a thorough job. Give you a make over.”

“Aren’t we supposed to be figuring out what happened? Why I changed into…into…”

“A girl. You changed a girl. A very pretty one. Stop being so scared.”

“You change into a man and see how you feel!”

She just smiled and put the tube back into her purse. She sat back and she said, “I know who the man in my grandmother’s photographs was.”

Bing. It hit me. “It was her!”

“Yes. She changed into a male version of herself.”

“That explains that one set of photos at the Smithsonian. She had somebody take a picture of her as a woman, then she probably went into a bathroom, changed, and had somebody take a picture of her as a man.”

Janey nodded, then got up and made a coupe of drinks.

“I don’t want to get drunk,” I stated.

“You’re still freaked out. Just this one, then we’ll head back upstairs and see what we can see.”

So I drank a second bourbon and Coke, and she drank her first, and we discussed the change.

“This might explain why Grandmother never got married.”

“How could she share this secret? Do you think it’s all connected with that machine upstairs?”

“Maybe. But the main gimmick is that box with the red button that you dropped.”

Hmm. I dropped it. Not good. I hoped it still worked. I wanted to change back…but here was the weird thing. I was starting to enjoy my new way of looking at the world.

But…I wanted to change back.

“Are you ready to head back upstairs?”

“Yep.”

So we headed up the stairs.

Everything was as we left it. The bookshelves laden with high tech books, the mysterious machine, the desk, and the black box with the red button.

I picked up the box and looked at it. I was very careful not to touch the red button.

Janey stood next to me as I turned it over and looked at it.

“I wonder if it has batteries.”

“I’m afraid to open it.”

She nodded. “Let me see it.”

I handed it to her, and she turned it over and over, examined all six sides, peered at the button.

“I should probably see if I can change back,” I said.

“You know, there’s one thing I want to check before you do.”

“What’s that?”

She smiled, and pressed the red button.

“Janey!”

Her hand vibrated so fast it became a shimmy, a blur, and the blur moved up her arm.

“Oh, my God!” I grabbed the box from her.

The shimmy went across her shoulders, down the other arm, up into her head and her eyeballs began to shiver. Her spine began to shake and her whole body momentarily blurred, then her legs, and…she changed.

Where she blurred she became thicker, stronger, more masculine. The blur left her arms and she had big, weight lifting biceps. Her little waist thickened out. Her boobs vanished and her hips became straight.

“Janey!” I cried. Her head stopped shaking and her long, beautiful hair was gone. What was left was a short mop of hair.

She still had a bit of make up on her eyes, but it had mostly been shaken off. the same was true for her lips.

At this point I was holding her up with one hand, and holding the box with the other.

She looked up at me, and a wan smile crept out of her.

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, fuck,” she said. “This is…this is…cool!”


PART TWO

I stared at Janey. She was always pretty impulsive, downright adventurous, but…but this changing sex thing was a big step.

“How do we know we can change back?”

“We don’t. That’s the fun of it.”

“But your grandmother could.”

“So let’s cross our fingers.”

“I think I’ll try to change back.” I reached for the box, but she pulled it away.

“Hey!”

“Not yet.”

“But I want to…” I tried to reach over her arms, but I received an unpleasant surprise. She was stronger than me, and she pushed me away easily.

“Hey!”

“I said not yet. I want to play with this for awhile.”

“But I want to change back!”

“I said no.”

I stared at her. “That’s not fair.”

She just grinned. “Come and take it, if you can.”

Her body had much more muscle than mine had, even as a man. There was no way I could overcome her.

“This…you’re being a bully.”

She went to a shelf and put it up. She came back to me and took my hands in hers.

“I’ve always had a hankering to see what it’s like being a man.”

“You shouldn’t be a bully.”

“Oh, honey. If you really want to change back, I’ll give you the box. But give me just a minute to make my case.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Haven’t you ever wondered what an orgasm is like for the opposite sex?”

“No,” I lied.

“And what about a dress? High heels? You seemed to like that lipstick you’re wearing.”

Truth was, I did. It was bizarre, but I did.

“Of course it might take some mental strength to adjust to all the new experiences,  and if you can’t cope I understand.”

Oh, man. That was hitting below the belt.

“I can cope. I just don’t want to right now.”

“So when? You’ll feel like putting on girl clothes when you’re back to being a man? When they’ll no longer fit your body?”

“I…”

“No. It’s right now, while everything is happening, before you get a chance to back out.”

“This is not right!”

“Honey, I’m going to do something I’ve been dying to do.”

I turned my face slightly and my eyes shut a little bit.

“I’m going to take out my prick and play with it.”

I opened my mouth, but what could I say? I mean, it was her body, right?

She was wearing jeans and a plaid shirt, good for grubbing in attic. She undid the buttons to her shirt, and I realized how tight the shirt was on her. She had lots of muscles.

Then she unzipped her pants. She grinned. She began hauling out one of the biggest hogs I had ever seen.

“Fuck!” I whispered, unable to do anything but stare at it. It was as thick as my wrist, my girl wrist, and it looked to be about eight inches.

“Damn!” She whispered. “Is this bigger than yours?”

“I think it is.”

She looked up at me, a very evil look in her eyes. “Baby, be afraid. Be very, very afraid.”

“You’re not putting that thing into me!”

I backed away. She jumped forward and grabbed my arms. “You’re not getting away from me!” I could feel her bare cock touching my front.

“Janey, you’re not going to do this.”

“Oh, yes. I will. I am.”

“What about ‘no means no?’ What about the fact that that would be rape?”

“Oh, that would be true, if you didn’t want it, too.”

“But I don’t want it.”

“You just don’t know that you want it.”

“Janey, let me go!”

She didn’t. She moved closer to me, pulled me closer with her stronger male arms. Our faces were inches apart.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked softly.

“You’re…you’re a man.”

“So? You’re a woman.”

“No…I mean, yes…but I have a male mind behind the hair and the lips.”

“And the boobs,” she added.

“You said you’d let me change back. I want to change back.”

“Honey, I will. And, let’s face it, your points are well made. I’m not going to rape you, or force you to do something against your will.”

She was still right in front of me, her lips two inches from mine.

“But I’m going to have to insist that we go downstairs and have a drink.”

“It’s been a long night, and I’m tired.”

“That’s okay. We can talk, just talk.”

“I don’t want to!”

“And I want to.”

“You can’t make me do something against my will!”

“I could, but I’m not going to. Now, come on. I’ll even fix you breakfast. Haven’t you ever wondered what bacon tastes like to a woman?”

“That’s sexual!” I accused.

She blinked, then grinned. “I guess it is. Come on.”

I blithered and blathered, but she had a firm grip on me. She turned me and walked me out of the room. When we were out she closed the door and did something. I couldn’t see what.

She walked me down the stairs, and I felt so odd. I was moving around as a woman, and it took totally different balance. First, of course, were the big boobs on my chest.

Second, all my muscles were changed. Third, and this was something that stunned me, I didn’t have anything dangling between my legs. I always had something dangling. And sometimes that something got hard. But now…there was nothing there.

I could cross my legs without crushing my balls.

Next to me, helping me down the stairs, Janey said, “Wow! How do you walk with this big thing between your legs?”

I didn’t say anything. I was having trouble with the stairs. As a man I had no trouble with the seven inch up eleven inch deep stairs. As a woman I was struggling.

Still, we made it to the bottom of the stairs, then down the next flight, and into the kitchen.

Janey put me at the table and mixed a drink. She placed it in front of me and watched me.

I took a sip, and…GAH!

“That’s how bourbon tastes. But after a few sips it’s good.”

Well, I sort of knew that. I took a quick second sip and tried to relax. The bourbon was already working down my gullet. I felt it poof up in a wet heat. Man, that was different. I mean, it was the same, but it was different, too.

Janey moved around the kitchen, she cracked eggs and muttered.

“What?” I asked.

“I’m not used to such big fingers!”

“Why don’t you put your cock away?”

She turned and wiggled her hips and waggled her cock at me. “Are you kidding? If I had known it felt like this I would have made you go naked all the time.”

Well, she was right about that. It did feel good.

She put strips of bacon in a skillet, and shortly the sweet smell of breakfast was wafting through the room.”

She sat down across from me. “God. You are beautiful. Do you know what I’ve got?”

Of course I knew. “A boner.”

“Yep. Do you know how cool this feels?”

“I’d like to feel it again.”

She grinned, “Honey, don’t you feel in the slightest horny?”

“Nope.”

“I want to kiss you.”

“I don’t want a man to kiss me.”

“But you want to kiss a woman.”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

She shook her head.

“Honey, before the day is out I’m gonna kiss you, and having been a woman I know about women, so you are going to get turned on, and you are going to find it better, and worse, all at the same time.”

“That’s a weird thing to say.”

“You’ll find out.”

“You’ve still got traces of make up on.”

She nodded. She got up and found a wet rag and wiped her face clean. “Thanks.”

She served us breakfast, and another drink. Breakfast woke me up, and now the drink didn’t make me tired. It made me feel funny. Down there.

Janey grinned at me. “I recognize that look. It’s a warm feeling down there.”

I felt a bit flushed. “You gonna let me change back?”

“Not yet.”

I sulked.

She took one of my hands and lifted me up. I was light in her grasp. “Come on.”

She dragged me towards our bedroom.

“Hey! Wait a minute!”

“Nope.”

“I don’t want to fuck!”

She just grinned. “Neither do I. At least, not while you look like a hag!”

That hurt. “I thought you said I was beautiful?”

“You are. But you are a gem unpolished. I want to polish you.”

She placed me on the bed, then went to her dresser. “Take off your clothes.”

I don’t know why, but I did. I think curiosity was finally winning out. Besides, I was curious about this new body of mine.

I kicked my clothes to the side and looked down. I had large breasts, with large nipples. I touched one of my nipples and a current ran through me, a sudden shock, and I jumped.

“Feels good, eh?”

I couldn’t deny it, but I didn’t say anything.

She was holding a bra and panties, but before she gave them to me she said, “Feel your pussy.”

I stared at her, then I couldn’t help it. I reached down and traced a finger along my labia.

“Oh,” I grunted. Man, that felt good. In fact, I wanted to do it again. And again. But my sensibilities stopped me.

“Put these on.”

I stepped into the panties and was surprised when I had no package to overflow the crotch. The thong felt really good on my asshole. I was starting to breath deeper, and I suddenly didn’t feel so strongly about…about everything.

“Nylons, baby. Try them on.”

I unrolled the nylons, and found that I had more flexibility than I had had as a man.

“Nice legs,” she nodded. “Now, sit here.”

I sat at a vanity table and she opened up a little traveling case and took out all sorts of make up and things.

“What are you going to do?” I was nervous, and hesitant, and immensely curious.

“Let’s start with your nails.”

She placed my hand on the table and began prepping the nails. After a few minutes she fitted some fake nails to them.

“Aren’t those too long?”

“I’m wondering whether they’ll stay on when you change back.”

I blinked. I was full of breakfast and bourbon, and I was getting curious, and I had this warm feeling in my groin.

She painted them bright red, and when I raised my hand and inspected it it took my breath away.

“Let me do the other one. You want to slide your feet into those high heels under the table?”

She had left her heels there, and I was able to contort a bit and slip my feet into them. They felt narrow, and slanted, and…weirdly cool.

“I’ll do your feet some day, if you like.”

“My feet? Like some kind of pedicure thing?”

“Yep.” She was almost done.

I looked in the mirror and studied my features. It was me, I knew it was me, the same brown eyes, the same ears, but….different.

“Okay. Let’s do your face.”

I almost objected, but my hands were beautiful, and I was feeling tingly all over.

She cleansed my skin, which didn’t take much because I had just changed, and the change must have shaken the stuff out of my pores.

Then came the primer, and the foundation, and color. My face felt truly alive. It was so intimate having her touch my skin so gently.

“The eyes are the hardest,” she said. “She shaded my lids a soft charcoal color, and I saw how my brown eyes suddenly started to pop. Then she did eyeliner, lengthened my eyelashes, and…more lipstick.

Finally, she stood up and said, “Check out the hot, new chick.”

I did, and…if I had a dick it would have been erect. And I suddenly understood the difference between a man being horny and a woman being horny.

I felt a heat in the pit of my stomach, and a warmth that was headed for my groin.

But the warmth just stayed above my pubic area, and it was almost irritating.

She was right. It was better in a way, but more frustrating, and I understood… “That’s why you like to make me horny!”

“Bingo!” She grinned.

It was delicious, and frustrating, and made me want sex, but without the tremendous heat that a man felt.

“Oh, that’s cruel.”

“In the neatest way.”

I nodded.

“Okay, now I have done my best to make your experience the best, and I’m going to ask you to do something.”

I wasn’t so resistive now, and I looked at her. At him. I was starting to understand a basic something about us. I was now the her and she was now the him. “What?”

“I want to kiss you.”

I didn’t say anything.

“You can close your eyes, if it helps to remember me as a girl, that’s fine. I’ll be gentle, and…and it’s me, honey. It’s Janey. No matter what shape our bodies, we love each other. Now, close your eyes and just go with it.

Now bursting with curiosity, seeing myself as more feminine, I closed my eyes.

I heard the soft sounds of him leaning towards me. I could feel his breath, then I felt his lips.

The panic that had threatened me suddenly disappeared. This was Janey. The lips were different, but the feel, the spirit behind them, that was the same.

Different but the same.

I sat there and she kissed me softly, delicately, like a woman…but with man’s lips.

Somewhere in there, I have no idea where, I began kissing her back. She backed off a bit, and I became hungrier. Then we were equals, our mouths meshed, and our tongues did gentle battle.

I felt her hand gently take my breast. My breasts were big, and she couldn’t grip them fully, but she didn’t need to. I felt her lift them, and she rubbed the nipples with a thumb, and I moaned.

She stopped kissing me and lowered her head. She took my nipple in her mouth, and suddenly I was assailed by dizzying sensations. I found myself hugging her head, holding her lips to my nips. That feeling down in my pubis was hot, hotter, exploding, yet there was no relief, and I knew what the relief would be. I needed a cock in me.

She took her mouth off my nipples and whispered, “You must always, the first thing you do with a man, make him go down on you.”

“Why?” I gasped as she slithered down my frame.

“That sets the standard. If he licks your pussy he is subjugating himself to you. If you just let him fuck you he is in charge. But if you make him eat your pussy he will always remember that you made him submit first. Very important.”

Her words escaped me at that point. I felt her mouth latch on to my pussy, and the sensation was like nothing I had ever felt.

Yes, I had had blow jobs. And I had eaten pussy, but I had never had my pussy eaten. It was like a perfect match, it was two surfaces that fit together, and it was like she was sucking the horniness down from my pubic region right into my hole. At last! I gloried. At last! And this was the closest a woman could come to complete horniness of the hole.

Again, I pressed his head into me, but this time with hands and not arms.

She gobbled me, and I felt like my mind was leaving, dissipating to the cosmos.

The weirdest thing was that I kept thinking of her…or him…and it didn’t matter! It wasn’t the sex of the sex that mattered, it was the spirit of the sex, the uniqueness of somebody you loved, and who loved you.

“You’re properly wet now, baby. Shall we play with the dick?

“Can I…can I suck on your…”

“Absolutely!” She was on her knees and I was looking at my first, real live penis. Well, second, but I don’t suck myself off. Although, after all this I wouldn’t have resisted the notion.

I took his head in my mouth, and it was huge. I slipped my lips down his shaft. I licked the under part of his helmet.

He groaned, and I squeezed his balls. It wasn’t long before she said, “It’s probably time to do it.”

She slid down and positioned herself at my hole. She pressed my dick to her snatch and paused. She whispered. “It’s like bandaids. It’ll hurt a little the first time, but we can go slow…or we can rip it off.”

I was horny. I understood that now. And, in a way, I was male horny. I understood what both sexes were going through, and I was getting horny anxious.

“Rip it,” I blurted.

She jammed it into me, and the world changed. I felt the glory and the power. I felt filled and complete. I felt sublimely happy, and there was a bit of pain.

But not much.

I was properly prepared.

“Oh, mother fuck!” I sobbed into her shoulder.

“You’re not a mother, yet,” she whispered to me, and she began to move.

She had been a woman, and she knew what a woman needed. She knew when to pause and wait, when to corkscrew, when to speed up or slow down.

I lost all sense of anything. I just laid there and he pleasured me. I couldn't think, all I could do was feel the tornado in my pussy. Around and around, up and down. His lips sucking on my tits. His big, strong hands moving along my flesh, as if I was a sculpture and he was creating me.

I don’t know how long we fucked, but the end was inevitable. I felt myself exalted, tossed on waves, and then he started to cum. Big spurts of semen, filling my pussy. For a long time he came, and then he sagged on me.

“Heavy,” I said.

He rolled off me, and he was breathing hard. For a long time he just laid there, but he finally turned to me. “How was it?”

“Good,” I said, and I felt extremely sad.

She laughed.

“What?”

“You didn’t cum.”

“I…I don’t know.”

“It’s like that for a woman. Sometimes you need a little help.”

“What do you mean.”

He got to his knees and knelt next to me. He placed on hand under me on a bun, and put his other hand to my hole. I was curious, I didn’t understand, and suddenly he shoved his fingers into me.

“OH!” I gasped.

He began to jerk his fingers back and forth, pumping them into me. It was crude and violent, and exactly what I needed. I was frustrated, ready, wanting, and I just needed that extra push to get over the hill.

“Come on, baby,” she whispered between grunts. “Cum!”

I felt more of his fingers, three  or four, I don’t know, and it was like they were reaching right up into me and grabbing my horniness pulling it down, and I felt the explosion.

Oh, God! I never felt anything like that! A massive tsunami of a wave just reached right up and swallowed my body. I was suddenly jerking and twitching, spasming totally out of control.

I came like gangbusters, a long, ripping sensation that tore me apart even as it remade me.

And I gave up. I submitted, and the white heat flew me to the stars…and back again. I lay there, stunned, unable to think.

Janey removed her hand. “You want to change back or sleep?”

I was done. I couldn't move. For answer I just rolled over.

“Well, well, well.”

I heard the voice, didn’t recognize it, and thought I was dreaming.

“Get the fuck out of here!”

I woke up. I sat up. I screamed, just like a girl, a little eek that wouldn’t do much damage.

Morgan Slye stood in the doorway to our bedroom. He was holding a pistol in his hand. Butch was growling next to him.

“Looks like you found what I was looking for.”

“I’m calling the police.”

“I will shoot you, and your girlfriend, and find what you found on my own.”

Silence. I was very aware of how I was sitting up, my boobs on full exposure. My clothes, my female underthings, were laying next to the bed where we had thrown them.

“Or, you can give me what I want and I’ll leave.”

Yeah. Right. He was going to shoot us, and that was it.

But what could we do?

“Okay,” whispered Janey.

He waited while we got out of bed and put on our underwear.

“Did Nancy’s gizmo make your cock that big?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’m going to have a big cock.”

To go with a little mind, I thought.

“How do you know about grandma’s invention?” I asked, fastening my bra.

“We used to hang, back in the day. I saw her as both male and female and knew that she must have made some incredible discovery. Looks like she has, eh?”

Yes, he knew that I was a man and Janie was a girl.

“What are you planning to do with it?”

“Change people who want to change. Make a lot of money. Maybe I’ll change people who don’t want to change, then make a lot of money changing them back.” He shrugged. “There’s a lot of ways to use this gizmo.”

We led him upstairs. Butch following along. What else could we do? If we stalled he might hurt one of us. Not that he wouldn’t eventually, but at least we had a little time to think.

Into the attic and to the secret room. Janey fitted a key to a lock, that was what she had been doing when we had left the room, and she opened the door.

“Go on. In.”

We stepped into the room and he followed us. Butch waggled in, and I noticed that now that Morgan was talking to us the dog was okay. Of course if we did something a bit too quickly that dog could get hostile real fast.

“Where is it.”

“The big machines there,” Janey said.

He grinned. “Nope. It was small enough so she could carry it. Try again.”

Janey went to the shelf and took down the box. She returned to him. She was holding the gizmo by the back, the red button was facing outward.

He held out his hand, and he made the big mistake. He lowered his gun.

Janey stepped in and hit him in the chest with the gizmo. The red button pressed on his chest, and he started to vibrate.

It was the button. The button wasn’t just a button, it was a connection. I had pressed the button and changed, same for Janey. I wondered if we would have changed if we pressed the button with a stick, or a glove on, and only been holding the box by the back.

But I didn’t have to wonder, Morgan began shivering. The shivers went out from the spot where the red button had pressed. Out his limbs, through his head. Shivering so hard he was a blur, he dropped the gun. I picked it up.

Butch looked up at his shaking and shimmying owner, and he walked his butt around until he was facing Morgan.

Morgan started to collapse, but he was no longer Morgan. He was a slender girl, no boobs to speak of, and very messy and plain black hair. As a woman he wasn’t very attractive.

And, as we already knew, he wasn’t even charming.

And, what was worse for him, he had lost all attraction for Butch.

He collapsed on the floor, a kneeling sitting spread open posture. He looked up at us. “You—“

Janey grinned.

I aimed the gun.

Butch…growled.

Morgan looked at his dog.

“Looks like he doesn’t recognize you anymore.”

Morgan tried to scoot backwards, out of the room.

“We’ll secure this gizmo where you can’t find it.”

Butch took a waddling step forward, his teeth, very sharp, glinted.

Morgan pushed and slid his butt backwards. He tried to get his feet under him.

“And we’ll take care of Butch for you.”

Morgan got his feet under him and sprinted out of the room and across the attic.

Behind him Butch was barking and stumping along.

Somehow, probably because pit bulls are made for fighting and not running, Morgan managed to stay ahead of him.

We listened as Morgan ran down the stairs, Butch barking behind him.

Down more stairs, and…the slam of the front door.

A minute later and butch came back up. He seemed a bit confused, but happy enough. I reached out and removed a swatch of cloth from his teeth. It looked like the seat of some pants.

“Well, well. Looks like we might have a puppy.”

“What do you say, Butch. You want to be friends?”

Butch waggled his butt, looked between us, then stepped forward. I rubbed behind his ears and Janey found the Jimmy spot on in front of his tail. His legs quickly splayed out and he was loving the way Janey was rubbing him..

“Hey, Tom?”

I looked at Janey. “Yes?”

“Do you want to change back now?”

I thought about it. Then: “Actually, would you mind if I stayed a girl for a while?”

Janey chuckled. “I knew it. How long you want to be the girl?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.” I added, “I’m going to need a lot of orgasms, but, uh…”

“What?”

“No cum for you.”

She laughed. “I was afraid of that…you bitch!”


EPILOGUE

We saw the woman that was Morgan a few times, but Butch chased her off. I think, before Butch chased her, that she might have seen the huge safe that we had brought in.

We also had barbed wire, electrified, surrounding the property, and various alarm systems.

We didn’t want to bother with Morgan Slye, or whatever she was calling herself, ever again.

Butch gets all the steak he wants. And he wants a lot. Good dog.

And me? I’m the female in this relationship most of the time. And Janey is quite happy to have a big, old, swinging cock dangling between her muscular legs.

But, every once in a while, when we get the hankering to be the other sex…

END
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were.

Too Tough to Feminize


The Bank Robber was a Lady

Crime, Femdom and feminization!

Also published as: I Feminized a Bank Robber!


CHAPTER ONE

“Everybody on the floor!” BANG! BANG!

Stunned, I froze, except for my head which swiveled towards the source of the gunshots.

 I was walking across the big lobby, between the door to the cages and Joe Samps’ office. He’s the president of United Banks, and I was bringing him $10,000. Small bills. In a little bank bag, the kind you put in the night deposit bag. He had just made a loan to one of our oldest customers, Tom Wheeler, of Wheeler’s Wheels, the fancy hub cap place over on fourth street.

The man who had fired his gun into the air was slender, about my height, and dressed all in black. He wore a nylon stocking over his face, but even from ten feet away, and in the middle of the shock of it all, I recognized him.

Around me people were diving to the floor. Laying down and spreading their arms out or just covering their heads.

The young man with the gun moved towards me. “I said everybody on the floor! On your faces! Don’t fucking move!”

“Tommy?” I whispered.

And Tommy Johnson finally focused his eyes on me. And I knew he recognized me. He should. We had been neighbors for 12 years growing up, and for the last year we had been living together. Until he had left. Just left. I came home and he was gone. Broke my heart. And here he was again. Waving a gun in a bank.

“Fuck!” he whispered, knowing he was busted.

So he did the only thing he could do, he held the gun to my head and backed up, out of the bank, with me holding $10,000.

“Fuck!” he screamed. “What the fuck were you doing there?”

We had left the bank, hopped into a car which wasn’t his, and driven away like gangbusters. He screamed around corners on two wheels, was doing over a hundred, and was yelling at me.

“I got transferred last week. But what the fuck were you doing there?”

I wasn’t shy in my volume, either. I loved the damned guy, and here he was…knocking over banks!

He didn’t say anything. Which wasn’t surprising. He was always sort of a shy guy, and I tended to push him around a little, which made his aggressive bank robber act even stranger.

“Take off that stupid nylon!”

He ripped it off his face and threw it at me. “It’s yours, anyway. I took it when I left.”

And here is where it got sort of funny. I mean, he was robbing a bank, had taken me hostage, and I shifter over to, “Why did you leave me, anyway?”

He still didn’t say anything.

I studied him. Same old Tommy. Slender but strong body. Thin face with a narrow chin. Lips a little plump. Long lashes.

And I loved him. I loved the smell of him. I loved the way he kissed me. I loved the way he treated me so nicely, even when I was a bit of a bitch.

And, oh yes, I could be a bitch. But, considering the situation now, I wondered if being a bitch was the right thing. After all, he had left me…was it because I was a bitch?

“Tommy,” I spoke low, without anger, and I leaned towards him and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder.

“What,” he answered sullenly, a spoiled, little boy. Caught. But at least he had said something.

“Where are we going?”

“Turner road. I can leave this car at an abandoned shack up there and take my motorcycle over the trails to Westville. I live there now.”

I watched him drive. Watched the way he pulled the wheel, feathered the gas. He was good with driving, and especially with motorcycles. Being light and having quick reflexes, he had a talent for the big machines.

“Okay. I guess it’s pretty obvious that I’m going with you. Can we have a talk.”

“We’re talking,” he complained.

“I know, but I’ll keep my voice down, I’ll listen, and I won’t get on you, no matter what you say.”

He glanced at me quickly, then returned his attention to the road. We were winding through turns faster than the Road Runner farts, and we were only a few minutes away from the abandoned shack he had spoken of.

“I mean it. I know my tongue can be like a cat’s claws, and I promise I’ll control it. Cross my heart with pinkie shake fingers.”

He sighed, and I knew I was getting through to him.

“So, first things first, any explanation is appreciated, how come you’re robbing banks?”

“I don’t know.”

I wanted to raise my voice then, but I held myself in check, and I realized something. I realized, watching Tommy hold on to himself, watching how he responded to the soft touch, that it had, indeed, been my flesh peeling ways that had driven him off.

“I know why you left me,” I said. “And I’m sorry. I should never let the bitch out. You don’t need me screaming at you or treating you like shit.”

Now he really glanced at me.

Then we were at the shack. There was a tree next to it, a big, old oak, and he slid the car under the thickest part. No helicopter would be able to find it.

“Come on,” he leaped out of the car.

Oddly, I was still carrying the bag with $10,000 in it. I looked at it as I followed him, and gave a mental shrug. $10,000. WTF.

His bike was inside the shack. It was his pride and joy. A Yamaha R-1. 180 MPH. I didn’t normally ride with him because, honestly, he was just too fast. But now I climbed on and held on. He took the money sack and slipped it inside his shirt and buttoned up. Then we were off.

I have never gone so fast in my life. He was riding on dirt roads with street tires, he slipped this way and that, he sailed over ruts, and the speedometer was always over 100. In the hills. On fire trails.

And I remembered the other reason I didn’t go riding with him. The vibrations through the seat shook my pussy, and I started to feel it. It was like riding a big dildo. A vibrating dildo. One of those Sybian machines.

“Fuck,” I whispered, and I clasped my hands over his hard belly. I was going to have to hang on.

The shimmy worked its way through my groin, I felt the first waves start up. Sitting as I was it was like waves were washing through my hips, making me weak.

Tommy suddenly realized what was happening. He slowed down, held one of my forearms with his own hand, and the first orgasm hit me.

“Oh! Fuck!” I yelled against his back. My hips lurched and my arms got weak. He held me fast. Then it was over.

That was the thing, the orgasms hit hard and fast, but they didn’t last long. I would be given a couple of minutes before the next one hit.

Tommy laughed. He yelled over his shoulder, “If I get caught it’s because you can’t control your pussy!”

I would have laughed, but I was too weak. I refastened my hands around him.

He sped up, then slowed down, then stopped. We were on a switchback. We looked down and saw a cop car speeding long the road. He was heading to Westville, and he was going to cut us off.

“My parent’s house,” I said. “They’re on vacation.”

He did a half donut, me hanging on the back, and headed to the last cut off, in a second we were winding down the mountain side, heading back to the town where he had just robbed a bank.

I think, if I had asked him then, he would have let me off. He knew I would never turn him in. He would have done it. But I didn’t ask him. Heck, I loved him, and he was in my arms, and there was a part of me that didn’t want to let him go. Ever.

We arrived at the bottom, cut across the road when there weren’t any cars, and zoomed through the woods. We were on more of a path than a road, but Tommy kept his speed up. Fifteen minutes later we were at my parent’s house.

My parents live on a cul de sac, and the houses on that street have large back yards. He turned off the motor and coasted down a slight decline, then onto the back patio. He was under the awning, out of sight, and we were safe. And I had managed not to have any more orgasms.

“Okay,” he said, getting off the bike. He didn’t look at me, just walked to the back door and stopped. The door was locked.

“I’ll go through the front. Hold tight.”

I circled the house, found the key under the pot, and entered the house. I closed the door and locked it behind me.

My home. The place where I grew up. And now the place where I hid out with bank robbers on the run.

I opened the back sliding door and Tommy entered.

It was cool in the house, and Tommy looked around. He was probably confused. He had never imagined ending up here. I was a done deal in his life. Or was I?

If I had driven him off with bitchiness…couldn’t I get him back with kindness?

Maybe.

“I’m going to fix a couple of sandwiches. Why don’t you watch TV?

So he did. He sank on the leather couch in the TV room and picked up the remote and I heard the TV mumble into life as I put together a couple of tuna sandwiches. An after thought, but a good one, I raided Daddy’s liquor cabinet and poured us a couple of drinks. Him stiff, the way he liked it. Me not so stiff, though I probably needed one.

“Here go,” I placed his sandwich in front of him, along with the frosty glass of bourbon and Coke.

He looked at the glass, then at me. “Thanks,” he said, as he took a drink.

I went back for my sandwich and drink, and by the time I got back he was done with his sandwich and half done with his drink.

“What’s happening on TV?”

“Just showing the inside of the bank.”

I could see Mr Samps talking to a cop. The tellers were clustered at the far end of the bank, talking quietly amongst themselves.

“What about me?”

“They’re looking for you.”

Pause.

Then he put his head into his hands and moaned, “What the fuck have I done?”

I didn’t say anything for a long time. Then I picked up the remote and turned off the TV. I faced him.

He looked up at me, “What?”

“I know you don’t want to, but we have to talk. So, you want another drink? Or can we get started?”

“I’d like another drink,” he mumbled.


CHAPTER TWO

“So, how come?”

He was sipping his whiskey, and looking down, and he didn’t speak. I knew this was going to be rough for him, so I started it. I laughed, and he looked up.

“You scared the crap out of me, shooting a gun like that! I actually saw some plaster come down.”

He grinned ruefully.

“Yeah.”

“Where’d you get the gun?”

“It was my brother’s.”

His brother had died in the war. Fuck.

He pulled out the gun and placed it on the coffee table. It was a revolver. Six shots. He had spent two at the bank. Interestingly, I knew a little about guns. Not a lot, but daddy was a big gun buff, and I had picked up a little from him.

“How come you didn’t get a Glock? Six shots isn’t enough when…when things get gnarly.”

“I didn’t have the money,” again with the mumbling.

“Is that why you robbed the bank? For the money?”

“I…I didn’t…” he clammed up again.

“Is that it, Tommy? Did you rob a bank just to—“

His head snapped up and he yelled, “I did it because of you.”

I froze. He never got mad, hadn’t raised his voice the whole year we lived together.

Finally uncorked, he continued, “You treated me like shit! Everything was Tommy to do this! Tommy, why did you do that? Tommy you need to get your thumb out of your ass and…”

And his anger drained away, or at least was stoppered up again.

My face was white, and I knew that it really was my fault. He just wanted the money so he could get away. From me. I had been a bitch. But…I loved him.

“Tommy?”

“What?” Surly, shattered, a good man ruined by a stupid woman.

“Can you do me a favor?”

He didn’t say anything, but he was listening.

I stood up. “Come with me.” I held out my hand.

He looked up at me but didn’t move.

“It won’t take long, but I’ve got to…I need this favor.”

He finally took my hand. I walked, almost dragging him along, down the hall and into my parent’s bedroom.

“What?” he asked.

For answer I began taking my clothes off.

He stared at me.

“Tommy, I’m the stupidest person in the world. I had the best man in the world and I treated him like shit.”

“I don’t want to…”

But he did. The bulge in his pants betrayed him.

“Then you’re going to watch me get myself off. But I’d rather you did it.”

He stood, unable to run, unable to move forward.

I took my bra off, my boobs fell out and I sighed. I began to shimmy out of my skirt.

“I need this, Tommy. I fucked you over, and now I need to make up for it. I need you to take me. To fuck me. To use me any way you want. I’ve got a lot to make up for.”

He was looking at me with haunted eyes. All the times I had mistreated him, spoken meanly to him, all those times were revealed in his brown eyes.

“Tommy.” I was naked now. I stood before him, I’m a good looking woman, even if my tongue is a little too sharp. “I apologize for every mean thing I ever said to you. I will spend the rest of my life making up for how stupid I’ve been. But you’ve got to help me. Tears were coming out of my eyes now. And the longer it took him to move, the more the tears would flow. I really didn’t want a major break down. I held out my hand and begged. “Tommy?”

And he finally came to me. He took a small step, then he rushed, and then we were holding each other. I was crying. He was crying. And I began to rip his clothes off him.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I sobbed, then I had his shirt off and was fumbling with his pants.

“I’m sorry,” he said, and I think he was talking about the bank robbery thing.

Then I had his pants off. His penis was straight out, big and beautiful, the head purple and the shaft thick and veined. I sank to my knees and kissed him.

He groaned.

I said, “You kept it shaved, thank you.”

I slobbered over him then, deep throating him, holding his balls with one hand and stroking the shaft with the other.

He started moving his hips back and forth, then he reached down and lifted me up. We fell on the bed, I scootched back and he scrambled to stay between my knees, and then I felt that heavenly touch of his cock against my cunt.

“Oh, God!” I moaned. I reached down and grabbed his penis, put it between the labia. I was moist, I needed him, I needed him to penetrate me, to assert ownership of me, to make me complete.

He shoved, and it was done, we were locked together. The world was shut out and all we could do was hold our breath and stare at each other.

For a long moment we just stayed that way, glorying in the lush sensation of cock and pussy, then I kissed him, and he began to drive into me.

I kissed his lips, tears still streaming from my eyes. I chewed on his mouth. I gobbled his lips and sucked on his tongue. All the while he wiggled and moved, pushed and pulled, and scoured my depths with that wonderful, big cock of his.

I couldn’t help myself, my hips were bucking, meeting his downward thrusts with upward tilts.

He suckled my tits, pulling on my nipples with his mouth until I thought they would near fall off. He gripped my boobs with his hands and squeezed, and he pushed so hard with his penis that I was being shoved across the bed.

“Fuck,” I breathed out in wonder, reveling in the fact of finally feeling him open me up again. I had missed this so much, and I wondered, not for the last time, how I could have been so stupid as to drive him off.

And then the orgasm hit. It was hard, and it was fast, and I felt all my muscles clamp down. Little earthquakes rippled through my groin, and I felt him holding on, riding the whirlwind.

Then, just when I was done, starting to come down, he let loose. I felt his hips drive into me, and his cock felt like it was halfway up to my chest. His fluid started to spew, and I just held on, clamped my legs around him, and drank his essence into my body.

Then we were done, lying next to each other, staring at the ceiling, and I knew it was time to do some serious talking. We had to figure out how to get out of this bank robbery thing.

We sat on the couch and watched TV. We were both naked and hugging and not wanting to let each other go. His cock was a bit slimy, so I cleaned it with my mouth. I was dripping his juices, so he got down and cleaned me out. And we went back to watching TV, like an old married couple, except we weren’t watching Grey’s Anatomy, or the Kardashians. We were watching the aftermath of a bank robbery.

The big news stations were there now, and Tommy’s crime was being dissected, piece by piece.

“The robber abandoned his stolen car at this shack off Fire Trail 43. Police are looking for fingerprints or other evidence of DNA, but thus far…”

Tommy hadn’t left DNA He had worn a cap, and gloves, and he hadn’t even put his arm on an armrest. They wouldn’t find anything there.

“…no trace of the hostage, Kimberly Janssen.” A picture of me on the screen. It looked like they had taken it out of my high school yearbook.

“…surrounding the area. Units from…”

“I really fucked it this time,” Tommy was absolutely miserable. The joy from our coupling was evaporating fast as he watched the law make a circle and close in.

“No. I’ve got a plan.”

“To get me out of this?”

“Yes. And, trust me, it’ll work.”

He looked at me. “What kind of a plan?”

“Well, first I have to turn myself in. I’m surprised the cops haven’t shown up here, but they will. So I need you to hide in my room for a while. No lights. No TV.

“I’ll walk back to the road and stumble around. When they’ve picked me up they’ll interrogate me, and then let me go. I figure I can get back here tonight. Can you hold out that long?”

“But they’re making a big circle. They’re looking for a guy on a motorcycle. They figured out I dropped off the car and took a bike. It’s only a matter of time until they check out this house, and then they’ll have me.”

“No, they won’t. I’m going to disguise you, then I can drive you out right under their noses. Once you get back to your apartment you can hang out until everything cools down. Let yourself be seen. Then we’ll get back together.”

“Disguise me, eh? How’s that going to work?”

“Trust me. I don’t have time now, I have to get picked up, and I should have the money with me. Okay?”

Tommy nodded.

So, an hour later, holding the bag with $10,000 in it, I stumbled out onto the road and started limping towards town. I had rolled in the dirt and even dragged my forearms on the ground until they were scraped raw. It wasn’t two minutes before a cop skidded to a stop next to me.

“Kimberly Janssen?” came the loudspeaker.

I turned and ran, limping towards the cop car. “Help me! I got away! Help me!”

And, five minutes after that, I was being driven through town to the police station.

I described the robber to the police. Red hair. Tommy had brown. I didn’t know what kind of motorcycle he drove because I had jumped out of the car before he abandoned it. I had rolled down an embankment and he had stopped for a second, then roared off.

He was slender, couldn’t get around that, and his eyes were blue. Tommy’s were brown.

A doctor came in and looked at me. Wanted to take me to the hospital, but I just wanted to go home.

The newspapers wanted to interview me. After all, I was a hero. I had not only escaped, but I had brought the money back to the bank.

But I shook my head and said I was just going to go home, and then hide out at a friend’s house.

The cops understood, and a cop drove me to my apartment on 4th street, and now the fun started.

I cleaned myself up and waited until dusk, then I set off for my parent’s house.

It was a five mile walk, and I entertained myself by trying to stay out of sight. Since I had grown up in Pittsville I knew the town inside and out, and I made the five mile walk in just under three hours. It was ten o’clock when I finally limped through the front door. And I was limping because I was sore from such a long walk, not from jumping out of a moving car, which had been fiction.

“Tommy?” I called.

He ran down the hall and hugged me. God, he felt good.

We ate dinner, watched ourselves on TV a little more, and studied how the police were putting up barricades.

“I could probably hike across country,” mused Tommy, at one point.

“My way is safer.”

“Okay.” He studied me. I still hadn’t told him what I had in mind. “So when are we going to make the Great Escape?”

“Right after Mr. Thompson checks on the house. He and daddy always watch each others houses when they go on vacations. He should be over pretty soon, what with us having the lights on.”

Tommy watched TV then, and I got things ready. Inside, I was feeling a little glee. Not only was I making up to my boyfriend for having been mean to him, I was saving his ass. And I was saving it in a way that turned me on.

Really turned me on.

I had been wanting to do this for ages, but Tommy always scoffed and backed away. Well, he had no choice now.

Knock. Knock.

“Hi,” Tommy said, opening the door.

I was hurrying down the hall and heard Mr. Thomson ask, “Who are you?”

“I’m—“

“He’s Tommy, Mr. Thompson. My boyfriend.”

“Oh my gosh! Kimberly! I saw you on the news. Are you all right?”

I had known Mr. Thompson for a dozen years. He had even taken me to the hospital when Daddy had his heart attack.

“I have never been so scared in my life!”

“And you really jumped out of a moving car?”

“Well, the robber had to slow down for a corner…I was pretty lucky.”

“I’ll say! So are you just going to hang out here?”

“Tommy said he’d come over and take care of me. I really just need a little sleep.”

“Well, just call if you need anything.”

“I will.” I gave a small yawn.

“Nice to meet you, Tommy. Take care of Kimberly. She’s our favorite neighbor.”

Tommy said he would, then the door was closed, and we were ready for my plan.


CHAPTER THREE

“Take a shower, and use this. Don’t get it on your head or eyebrows.”

“What is it?”

“Nair. It’ll wash your hair off. It’ll feel good when you’re really baby naked.”

“Baby naked,” he mused, then he looked at me. “And this is the plan? To disguise me by getting rid of my body hair?”

“It’s the start. Now, get to washing.” I slapped his ass and he headed for the bathroom.

I had my make up ready, and some undergarments. What I didn’t have Momma had, so all I really needed was some kind of dress.

That’s right. Tommy was going over to the other side. He was going to walk on the wild side. And it was going to be fun. I was already feeling a little moist down there at the thought of prettying him up.

Fifteen minutes later Tommy was out of the shower, looking down at his hairless limbs. “Man, this is weird.”

“But cool, eh?”

“Well, I don’t—“

I shook his dick. “Mr. Hard On says so.

He blushed, and I loved it. Seeing a boy turn red always turned me on. And I realized something.

I treated Tommy like crap, and I should have been just embarrassing him. Making him blush. Then I would have got turned on, and he wouldn’t have felt so bad.

“Okay, let’s cream you up.” I had a big bottle of skin softener, and I squirted a big dollop in my hands and started smoothing it over him.

“Yikes! It’s cold!”

I laughed and slapped a big glob on his nuts. He jumped, then laughed. He was having fun, and that was a good sign.

As I put softener on the rest of his body he said, “So how is soft skin going to get me away from the cops?”

“Simple. They’re looking for a man.”

He got it fast, but it took a long second to percolate through him.

“Wait a minute.”

“I won’t wait, but go ahead and tell me you don’t want to do this.”

“I don’t want to do this.”

“You’d rather get caught and spend ten years in prison.” I grabbed his dick and pulled him to me. I whispered fiercely into his face. “You expect me to wait ten years for this dick?”

“Well, but…I’m a man!”

“Not in an hour. Within one hour—well, maybe two—I’m going to have you looking prettier than me.”

There was a look of fear in his eyes then. He really was scared.

“Are you scared of being a woman? Tommy? Tell me the truth.”

It took a while for it to come out, but it did. “I’m not the biggest guy, and I’ve got…soft features. Kids used to pick on me.”

I grinned. Zingo bingo. Right where I wanted him.

“Do you think I’m going to pick on you?”

“Well, no.”

“And, here’s the kicker, what if you did get caught? Nobody’s going to pick on you. Everybody will think you’re some sort of criminal mastermind.

Oh, baby, that did it. I could see the light in his eyes.

“And you can really do this? Make me look like a woman?”

“Does the pope shit in the woods?”

He giggled. Not laughed, but giggled, and I knew that I had finally tapped in on the source of Tommy’s problems. He wasn’t one of these big jock types, he was a gentle soul, and he had been abused.

And I knew there was something soft and feminine inside Tommy that wanted to come out. And that was his real fear. That was why he drove like a maniac. That was why he took chances, even robbed a bank. He was trying to prove he was a man…when he was a gentle person, and all he really needed was love.

“Honey,” I kissed him soft and slow. I stroke him. “Are you man enough to be a woman?”

And he started to grin. Not one of those half assed grins. Not a concealing type of grin. But a real, soul revealing grin.

“Okay. Let’s put on your clothes, and then I’ll fix your make up.”

Tommy struggled into my mother’s corset and I helped pull it tight.

“Uh!” He grunted as I pulled the last string. “Does it have to be that tight? I can’t breath.”

“Take shallow breaths,” I muttered as I tied it off. “And look at the mirror.”

Tommy turned and stared. “Geez, is that really me?”

He had a perfect hourglass shape, minus the boobs. But I’d take care of that.

“Okay, sit down and let’s roll up these nylons.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and watched as I encased his legs in electric smoothness.

“Man, that feels…”

“Good?”

“Sexy! Why don’t guys wear these?”

“‘Cause they’re not as smart as you,” and I snapped the nylons in place. “Okay, put this on,” I tossed him my mother’s bra. She had bigger tits than I, and she had a pair of DD breast forms. Poor girl had gone through a double mastectomy.

Tommy fouled the bra all up and I started laughing. He started to look sullen, but I laughed him right out of it. “How are you supposed to know?” I asked, as I turned it around and showed him how to pull it up over his tits. If he had tits.

“Okay, but—“

“But you thought I was laughing at you.”

He actually looked sheepish at that point. Another endearing look I loved. I kissed him softly. “Tommy? Love? If you knew how hot this was making me you wouldn’t worry about me laughing at you.”

“Really?”

I took his hand and mashed it into my groin. “Feel.”

His eyes opened wide. “You really are wet!”

“Any wetter and they’d have to follow me with a mop.”

He laughed at that, and I mimicked his face and pouted. “Are you laughing at me?” which made him laugh harder.

“Okay, let’s give you some boobies.”

I pulled his bra out and shoved the breast forms in, one after another. Suddenly, it took my breath away, he was stacked.

“Here, slip this on.” I gave him a simple dress, just a little flare at the waist to disguise his bump, which the corset was holding pretty well. The dress went on easily, except for the boobs, but I managed to pull it down and smooth it out. then I stepped back and looked at him.

“Fuck!” I said, and he could see the awe in my eyes.

“What?”

“Look in the mirror.”

He did, and his mouth opened. His body was perfect. Hourglass with big boobs. The dress was a slick blue with a couple of lines on it. His boobs looked totally natural.

“I’ve got a girl’s body!” It was half protest and half delight.

“When you don’t have this stuff on, you’re all man. But right now, yeah, you’re all woman.”

Tommy couldn’t stop staring, and I loved it. I could see him accepting himself, accepting that part of him that was more than male.

“Come on, let’s put on some make up.”

He sat down, and he was actually eager, though he tried to hide it.

“Okay, first a moisturizer.” My fingers swirled cream over his skin, rubbed it in, and made his face female soft.

“That feels cool.”

Don’t you mean sexy?” I spoke wryly.

“Uh, yeah.”

“Okay, now for the primer.”

“What’s that for?”

“Primer is like a foundation. It hides lines and fills in pores. It also helps your make up last longer.”

He closed his eyes and I used a gel pad and smoothed the primer in.

“Now for the foundation. This is the hard part for me. It’s coloring, and you have to blend it with the foundation.

For a long few minutes I concentrated on him. He was a different skin color than me, and I had to work to find the right blend. Finally the foundation began to disappear, and I knew I was on the right track.

I went light on the concealer, he didn’t have many lines to cover, and I had already done a good job with the foundation.

I had to work at the bronzer though. His skin was dark already, and I thought, for a minute, that maybe I should have skipped the bronzer. He had enough tan. Then it all came together and I heaved a sigh of relief.

“Okay, what’s next?”

“What’s next, girlfriend, is I should lie down on the bed and you should eat my pussy. You’re making me hotter than your alter ego ever did.”

He giggled. God, I loved that sound, and I wanted him to jam his boner, hard, into my bush.

But, work comes first, especially when you’re saving your boyfriend’s life. “Blush. And then highlighter. And this should be easy.”

It was, and, finally, I was ready for the heavy lifting. The eyes.

I made them smokey hot. I shadowed the lids gently, graduated the color down to the eyes, then took a pencil and outlined the eyes.

“You want real eyes or fake eyes?”

“I’m scared to answer that.”

But he wasn’t scared. He was having the time of his life.

“Okay, I’ll choose.” And I chose real eyes. He had long lashes, so I curled them, applied mascara, and I was almost done.

Correction, he was almost there. He was so fucking beautiful I couldn’t believe it. He was making my breathing quick and shallow. I wanted to lay him down and fuck him stupid right there.

Discipline, I forced myself to the matters at hand, and I chose a deep red stain. A stain with a heavy plumper in it. I wanted those lips kissy gorgeous.

I didn’t want him licking at his lips because he wasn’t used to the waxy taste. Stain might last longer, maybe a lot longer, but that was okay with me. I intended to be chewing on those lips like my life depended on it. I took my time and, bad me, I made sure the stain was extra thick, double coated, and then I applied a light layer of lip gloss.

“Okay. You just sit there. Don’t move. Don’t look in the mirror. I’ll be right back.”

I dove into Mommy’s closet and found her wig, and suddenly I realized it wasn’t going to work. I had applied make up for a brunette, which was Tommy’s hair color. Her wig was blonde.

I said a dirty word, came out of the closet and held the wig up to him, and knew I was right.

“What’s the matter?”

“I sat on his lap and faced him. I would have kissed him, but he was too perfect. I said, “We’re going to have to cut your hair.”

He frowned, then lightened up and shrugged. “We’ve come this far.”

“And we can always cut it back to a male style after we get you home.”

So I got scissors and comb, and a brush, and Daddy’s old shaver, and we set to work.

Cutting hair is one of those jobs that, if you do it right, it is a dream, and the result is a dream. If you do it wrong, then you have to put a bag over your head and find a beautician, and I mean quick.

Fortunately, I was pretty good with a pair of scissors, Mom had me work on her hair all the time, and I pulled it off.

I tapered the back, gave him some bangs, and feathered it along the sides. When I was done it was perfect for his face.

“Okay, gorgeous, check yourself out and prepare to be awed.”

He stood up and looked into the mirror, and I waited. Oh, it was perfect, I had outdone myself, but I still crossed my fingers. After all, this was a guy, no matter that he had a soft spot in his soul, and one can never tell how a guy is going to act. Especially when he has been made into a woman.

“Wow,” he said. And he touched his face.

“Oh, crap!”

“What?” he looked a little alarmed. He had liked himself, and now I had backed off on him.

“It’s not that. We have to give you some nails.”

“Nails?”

He looked at his hands.

Hands that worked on motors. Gnarly and cracked and all full of knuckles.

“Sit down, put your hand on the table. I’m going to have to work some real magic.”

I cleaned his hands up. Made them soft and gentle looking, prettied up the nails, then I selected some fakes for him.

And, perverse, little, old me, I chose some long ones.

I couldn’t help it! He was too gorgeous to give him a bunch of stubby, little things! He deserved the best! He deserved some claws worthy of a beautiful woman!

He wasn’t paying attention. He was looking in the mirror and marveling, so I picked out some stiletto nails. Long and pointed. He could scratch my back any day.

I glued them, with extra strong glue, and shaped them, and then I began painting them.

Stroke after stroke of luscious red, to match his beautiful lips. Three coats. A fixer. And he was done.

“Oh. My. God!” he blurted, looking at his talons.

“You like them?” I was nervous, but I wasn’t nervous. They might be extra feminine, even dangerously feminine, but I had done a good job.

He held his hands up to his face. His lips matched perfectly. His eyes were alluring. His hair was shiny and framed his face perfectly.

“Okay, last thing. I know you can’t wear these, it takes practice, but I want to see how you look in heels.”

I slipped a pair of mother’s tan straps on him. They had a five inch heel, and his legs bent funny, then he concentrated and straightened them out.

“Walk into the other room.”

He tried. His ankles wanted to go one way or the other, but I held him, and he grabbed walls and chairs and whatever, and he made it into the living room.

I grabbed my old camera and started snapping pictures, and he began to pose. As long as he took his time and moved slow, he looked exactly like a woman in heels.

God, he was beautiful. He was gorgeous. He was a woman and a half, and I was in love. I was also so wet I needed a drip pan under me. I have never been hornier in my life.

“Okay, what now?” he finally asked.

I stepped up to him, and we faced each other. “Now we wait until it’s light out, and then I drive you right through John Law.”

“Only one problem.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m so damned horny, my dick’s so hard, we need to make love.”

I laughed at that, be it a bit sourly.

“We can’t. I can’t risk smearing your make up.”

“So…what? We just stand here and look at each other?”

“Sounds like.”

And we did. We stood in the living room. Well, actually the foyer, and leaned against a wall and gazed at each other.

And I apologized again for being a bitch.

And he apologized for robbing a bank.

“Of the two, bitches or bank robbery, which is worse?”

“Bitches,” he returned, as solemn as he had ever been.

“Well, I hope I’ve made up for that. And if I haven’t…I’ll try harder. You’re the most beautiful man I have ever seen.”

“Don’t you mean woman,” he primped his hair gently and grinned.

“Both. And…can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

And I knew that our relationship had changed. His anger was gone. He was happy.

I said, “When I get you home…can you stay a woman for a while?” I began to hurry my words. “I mean, just a little while…I want to…I need to…I want to make love to you as a woman. I…”

I blathered on for a while, then stopped when I saw him smiling.

“I was going to ask you if I could stay a woman for a while.”

“You were?”

“Kimberly, you’ve done something to me. You’ve opened my eyes. All my life I’ve been trying to be tough, even competing with guys that were bigger and stronger than me. But now, what you’ve done, what you’ve made me see, I don’t have to. I love the way I feel. I don’t know how far I want to take this…I’m still a man, but I’m willing to accept the fact that maybe I’m not a manly man. Maybe…just maybe…I’m a womanly man.

Somewhere in the middle of his speech I had collapsed into his arms. I felt his fake tits pressing into mine. His breath was sweet and washed over me. I moved my hand between his legs and started petting his bulge.

“Oh, God!” he moaned. “Are you sure we can’t, like…do it a little bit?”

I moved back, happy in my heart. “Not on your life, buster But when we get you home…” I left the threat unfinished, and we just stared into each other’s eyes.


CHAPTER FOUR

We talked and talked, and about three in the morning we sat on the couch and cuddled, and went to sleep.

And awoke suddenly.

Knock! Knock!

“Oh, no! Oh, no!” Tommy was panicked. First, he was panicked because he was a bank robber on the run. Second, he was panicked because he was a woman.

“Don’t worry,” I soothed him, leaping to my feet. “Just stay here.”

It was the cops. It was six in the morning, the sun was starting to lighten up the world, and it had to be the last shift.

“Hi.” I opened the door.

“Oh, hi, Ms Janssen.” The cop recognized me right away. He had been the one who had driven me back to my apartment.

“Good morning.”

“You really did go into hiding. I never would have found you, but we’re checking outlying areas for the bank robber.”

“Yeah. This is my parent’s house. My girlfriend came over to sit with me.”

“Good idea. It looks like you’ve recovered nicely from your experience.”

I could feel Tommy in the other room, and I knew he was probably ready to run screaming into the hills.

“I’m still so nervous, I actually took one of daddy’s pills. One of his heavy duty relaxing pills. I don’t think I’m supposed to, but I was so…it was so scary.”

The cop chuckled. “If I went through what you went through I’d be drinking a quart of whiskey right now.”

“Well, thanks for understanding.”

“Is it okay if I take a look around the backyard? Make sure nobody’s  trespassed?”

“Please do,” What? I was going to say no? “And have a good night.”

He smiled and, as I closed the door, he circled to the side yard and went through the gate to the back yard.

“I’ve got to hide!” Tommy was a mess. He was ready to bolt. “He’s going to see me!”

“He’ll see nothing but a beautiful woman.” Then I had a thought. “What about your bike?”

“I moved it into the garage.”

“Oh. Good.”

It was getting lighter outside, we could see the cop, but he still needed his flashlight. He was at the far end of the back yard. We didn’t have a fence, but we had a wood pile that stretched the length of the yard, then there were a few fruit trees, and then the great out doors.

“I’m just hoping he doesn’t notice any tire tracks.”

We watched him, and I turned on the TV and we tried to appear normal. He poked around for a while, but didn’t seem agitated by anything, and he finally left.

“Oh, man!” moaned Tommy. “That was close.”

“Actually, baby, it wasn’t.”

I climbed on his lap and he looked up at me. In the flashing glare of the TV his face was innocent, open, trusting. It was the Tommy I had always wanted, but hadn’t known how to get.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean…you know he looked in here while he was out back. He could see us plain and simple. And he thought nothing of my girlfriend.”

Tommy’s brows furrowed. I had plucked them, and I loved the delicate expressiveness it gave him.

“Yeah, but—“

I shushed him with a kiss. I pressed my mouth to his and inhaled him. I had been staring at him all night, getting hornier and hornier, and I was near tempted to rip off his clothes and have my way with him.

But I didn’t. It was almost time to make our getaway.

I broke our kiss, was breathing like a panting dog. “Heysoos Xristo!” I blurted. “You are so fucking sexy. I just want to…”

“Can we get me out of—“

“No. But I’ll tell you what we can do.”

“What?”

“We can watch The Getaway. The old one with Steve McQueen and Ali McGraw. And you can get normal. Like stop worrying. And I’ll fix breakfast and then fix your make up…”

“What’s wrong with my make up?”

I almost laughed at that. Manly man Tommy asking about his make up.

“Nothing. You’re so hot I could cook eggs on you. But we need to make sure you’re looking your best when we make our own getaway. ‘Cause that’s what we’re going to do after I do some repairs to your face. We’re going to get away.”

He stared at me, was silent. Was thinking about everything I had said, and I could see it in his eyes. There was a chance. I think, up to that point, he had just being going along, fantasizing. But now, now that we had survived one encounter with a cop, he was thinking about getting out of town, for real, and resuming his real life.

So. I put on ‘The Getaway.’ And we watched as Steve worked his cool magic, dumfounding all pursuers with style and class.

We ate a good breakfast of sausage and biscuits, heavy on the grape jelly, thank you, and I had to teach him how to eat while wearing lipstick. Not that his lipstick would be coming off, that stain was looking more and more permanent. Then, the movie over and breakfast done and even the dishes cleaned, I gave him a few lessons.

I taught him how to walk with heels. I had given him short heels, two inchers, but he still staggered a bit.

I told him about sitting and crossing his legs at the knee so you don’t flash anyone.

I schooled him on looking demure, and casting innocent glances that turned the boys on and yet gave away nothing.

He giggled at that. Giggled. No guffaw, like the old Tommy, but a polite titter.

And he said, “Being a lady is crazy. You have to remember so much stuff!”

“We don’t have to remember, or obsess on remembering things, it’s just sort of natural, passed down by example. It’s about as difficult for me to remember how to be a girl as it is for you to remember how to be a boy.”

“I still think it’s weird.”

By nine o’clock we were ready. I turned off the TV, locked the doors, and grabbed the key to Daddy’s Lexus. We walked out to the car—I waved to Mr.Thompson, who was getting some morning watering done—and we drove off down the street.

“Man, oh, man, oh—“

“Turn on the radio,” I suggested, trying to calm him down.

It was pretty much nothing but news, but he managed to find an oldies station. By now we were coming to Main Street. A simple left turn, ten miles on a two lane road, and we would be at his apartment. Maybe 15 minutes. But it was going to be the most excruciating 15 minutes of our lives.

We came to Main, waited for a break in the traffic, then zipped into line. There were a couple of cop cars parked at Smiley’s Donuts, but other than that, nothing.

We followed the line of cars, normal for this time of day, and headed for Westville, the next town over.

I turned up the radio and nudged Tommy. “Stop trying to look so sexy.”

“I’m not—oh. Okay…I know, relax.”

“Now you got it. I tapped the wheel in time to the song on the radio, which was an old America tune, ‘The Horse with No Name.’

“Been through the desert on a horse with no name…come on, Tommy, you know this one.”

Tommy tried to sing, and finally, by the time the song ended, he was singing. Then the cup song came on. “You’re gonna miss me when I‘m gone, You’re gonna…”

We sang, and he finally started to relax. Heck the weather was beautiful, traffic meandered along, good, old familiar cars, and we harmonized and were actually having a good time…road block.

“Oh, God!”

“Oh, shut up,” I countered, cheerfully.

I watched as cars approached the barrier. Most of them were just waved through, but if it was just a lone guy, even a guy in a suit, it was stopped and two cops would scrutinize the interior.

Tommy was so nervous he started to shiver.

I turned to him. “I want you to start breathing. Or I’m going to hit you in the face.”

His eyes snapped to me. Wide and panicked eyes. He said, “What?”

“I went to a lot of trouble to get you this far, and you’d better just control yourself, or…or…”

“Or what?” and there was actually curiosity in his eyes.

“Or I’ll turn into a bitch again!”

He blinked, and, for a moment, I thought I had said the wrong thing. Then he smiled. It was a weak smile, but it was a good smile. “Oh, God…not that!”

I giggled. “So that’s the secret. Make you beautiful, then, when you don’t please me, treat you like crap.”

And he laughed, and it showed how far we had come. One night and everything was shaking out of him.

“I’ll be good,” he promised, and his voice was normal and level. Then: “‘Cause I want to get you home and…and…”

“And what?”

“You know.”

“No. I don’t. What are you going to do to me once we get to your apartment.”

Defiantly, he blurted “I’m going to fuck your ass off.”

My turn to giggle. But this talk of sex was just the right ticket. Tommy came back to earth, and then we were at the barricade.

The cops didn’t even give us a second glance. They just waved us through.

Ten minutes later we drove up to the back of his apartment. Everybody was at work, and I parked the car, we went up the back steps, and into his apartment. Zingo bingo. We had made our getaway.

And now it was time for my reward.

His apartment was small. A studio with a bed in the front room.

I locked the door and pushed him, and he half twisted as he fell on the bed. His corset slowed him down or he would have fully twisted.

“Hey!”

“Hey, what?”

He saw the look in my eyes and grinned.

“Hey is for horses, and cows that go moo.”

“And jail sentences are for assholes who rob banks.” But I had learned. I was smiling, and I took the bitch out of my words.

“Yeah,” still, he sobered up a bit.

“Are you curious what kind of a sentence you’re going to have to serve?” I was sitting on him now, and his hard on was pushing so hard I could feel it through the corset.

“What?” A look of curiosity flitted across his face.

I kissed him. A deep kiss designed to take men’s breath away and make babies.

“First, since I’m in control, I get to be the judge, jury and executioner.”

“You’re the judge?” He spoke with dubiosity.

“I’m the judge.” I pulled his dress up and then his corset. His dick popped up like a Jack in the Box.

“So what’s the sentence?”

I squirmed and wiggled and pulled my panties to the side and sat on him. Both our eyes went wide as I slid on to him. Apparently being escaped convicts is very wet and moist work, if you get my drift.

“First off, I’m sending you to a woman’s prison. It’s one room. This room, in fact.”

I wiggled and he groaned. I could feel his dick massaging my inner walls.

“Furthermore, there’s only one guard. Me.”

“This sounds like solitary confinement with Miss America.”

“You betcha.” I slipped my shirt off, then reached behind to undo my bra. My breasts tumbled out and it felt good. He reached for them, grabbed them, pulled me down to suck on my lips.

We kissed, and then I pushed back and stared down at him. “You can’t believe how sexy those lips are. And I have a confession to make.”

“What?” He was having trouble thinking, I was grinding on him in the most provocative manner.

“I put lip stain on you. Not lipstick. A special kind of lip stain. It lasts a week, maybe more, and I’m going to put more on you. And I’m going to keep those eyes dark and mysterious.

“Oh, God,” and I could tell I was getting to him. I could feel his cock surging.

I quickly got off him.

“Hey!”

I grabbed his penis and held it, squeezed it so he couldn’t cum. “Your sentence isn’t over, sister, and there is no cumming when you’re in my prison.”

“There’s not?” His eyes were wide. From the way his hips were thrashing I could tell that he liked this game.

“Bad boys don’t get to cum. Only good girls get to cum.”

Again, his erection throbbed. Just talking this way was driving him over the edge.

I crawled up his body, keeping a firm grip on him, and began kissing him again. This served to keep him hot, but gave his dick time to back off from that edge.

“Now then,” I broke the kiss and remounted him. “Do you understand the rules?” I put my hands on his falsies and squeezed, and I swear, he moaned like he could feel my hands. He was responding to this game in the best way.

“I do.”

“I do?” I mocked him. This isn’t a marriage proposal! This is a prison. And you know what happens in a prison?”

“What?”

“You pick up the soap.”

He froze then. He knew exactly what I meant.

“So I’m going to fuck you until I cum, and then I’m going to fuck you till you don’t cum.”

He was a little confused at that, but he didn’t object. What man would object? With his dick stuck up a horny, old pussy?

I rode him then. Hard, and stopped when he got too close.

And I rode him again, and stopped.

And, third time, I managed to have an orgasm. And it was good. The kind that curls your toes, that rolls your eyeballs up so you’re trying look inside your forehead. The kind that make the whole body lock up and you lose track of time.

Then I collapsed on him.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I am so horny. I’ve never been so horny.”

“And you’re going to get hornier. Are you ready for me to pop your cherry?”

He gulped, but didn’t say anything.

“Afraid?” I taunted.

“No.” But he was.

I kissed him, swarmed his face with my lips, worked his cock with my hand, and I said, “Don’t worry, honey. I’m going to be so gentle…”

Now, problem. I didn’t have a dildo. I had one at home, but that was at home, and I didn’t have any harness to wear.

Well, where there’s a will there’s a way. There’s lots of dildos in this world, if you know what to look for.

I looked in his refrigerator. There was a cucumber there, but it was too big. I wanted to love him, not rape him. I wanted him to like this so much he begged for it.

Then, in the bathroom, I found a hair brush. Excellent. Small handle, smooth, no edges or roughened grip. Just long enough to reach his prostate. I grabbed a jar of Vaseline and came back into the one room.

Tommy was laying on his back, hands clasped behind his head, looking exactly like a woman should.

“Get on all fours.”

Dutifully, and shivering with excitement, Tommy rolled over.

I sat on the edge of the bed and lubed him up. I smeared thick gobs of the stuff in his back door, and I reamed him with first one finger, then two.

He groaned and his back arched, and he even gave a few uncontrollable lurches.

“If I had known you liked it this much…” I grabbed the hair brush and covered the handle with Vaseline.

He looked over his shoulder. “Are you going to do it now?”

“Oh, yeah.”

I placed the handle at his butthole. I didn’t push it or anything, I just circled it around his rim, crossed the star, watched him jerk and twitch at the delicious sensations.

After a couple of minutes I slid it in. It went easy peasy, smooth as silk, and Tommy’s back arched like a cat’s.

“Fu-u-u…”

I began to work it in, slowly, taking my time, waiting for the asshole to accept, to pull, to want more.

Tommy was writhing now. His arms and legs collapsed and he fell on the bed. I kept the handle in his ass, rode him down to the sheets.

“Ah…ah…” His head moved this way and that, and I could see drool coming out of his mouth. His eyes were closed and he was lost in another world.

“Tommy?” I slowed down, sawed slowly in and out.

He came to himself enough to mumble, “What?”

“It goes without saying that I don’t want you robbing anymore banks.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, and I knew he was. He had fucked up royally, but we had somehow gotten him out of the mess. He was grateful.

“And about this woman thing.”

He was listening now. I pulled up gently on the handle and watched his butt rise in the air. He couldn’t help but moan.

“I’m going to keep you as a woman. Oh, maybe you can go to work as a man, sometimes. And maybe if I feel like being seen with a man, but for the most part…your man days are over.

He was making gurgling sounds. He was drooling. His butt was lurching as he tried to screw back, but I had the upper hand. I crawled over him, sat on his ass facing towards his feet and used both hands. I went in and out, angling it against the prostate, and I loved the guttural sounds he was making, and the feeling of helpless love coming out of him.

We had found what made him tick, and I was going to keep him ticking. And we were going to have a good life together. A great life. And I said, “I think maybe you should get some real tits.”

He came hard then. Actually almost bucking me off. His dick spooled out rope after rope of the good, white stuff. Finally, when he was done, I left the handle in him so he could enjoy it, and I crawled up next to him. I laid on my side and faced him. One arm over him, kissing his ear.

“Okay for you?” I asked.

He managed to mumble. “Yeah. Yeah.” And I knew he was excited to finally have the life he needed and wanted.

I kissed his ear and let him fall asleep.

END
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I Gave My Man Boobs!


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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Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world.


The Feminization of the Uber Driver!

Hot, hungry, crossdressed and feminized!


PART ONE

“So what’s the big deal?”

Ruth gave a heavy sigh. “The big deal is that long hair must be dealt with. I have to wash it, comb it, trim it, and it’s a bother.”

“It’s beautiful, so it’s worth the bother.”

“Say’s the guy who doesn’t have long hair.”

Ruth and James were standing in the bathroom, face to face, and neither were happy. Ruth was tired of caring for hair day after day. James loved her look.

“Look,” he tried,” it may be a bother, but I have to look at you every day, and I like to look at beauty.

“Great, so you’re saying I’m ugly without long hair.”

“Don’t put words in my mouth. You’re beautiful no matter what, but you’re extra beautiful with long hair.”

“What the heck is going on?” Cherry entered their room. “I can hear you outside.”

“Mr. Numbnuts doesn’t want me to cut my hair.”

“Miss Excitable Pussy…”

Both girls cracked up at that one, and James grinned before he continued his argument, “…wants to go butch. She wants to be GI Jane.”

Cherry looked at Ruth, “Your turn.”

“Mr. Hair in his Crack thinks women aren’t women unless they have long hair.

Cherry looked at her brother. “Your turn.”

“A girl without long hair is like a girl without tits!”

Both girls stared at  him and he suddenly realized he had gone too far. “Well, uh, can I modify that?”

Cherry shook her head. “You not only don’t get a point, you lose a point. She turned back to Ruth, “Your turn.”

“Mr. No Balls Who is Less than a Man has no right to judge womankind.”

James blurted: “I get penalized for the tits remark, but she scoots by with ‘No Balls is Less than a Man?’”

Ruth chuckled, “Yeah.”

Cherry grinned, but said, “Nah, he’s got a point. We’ll adjust his score appropriately.”

“Appropriate for who?” groused James.

Cherry asked, “Whose turn is it? I lost count.”

“I don’t know.”

“Neither do I.”

Rush was about to cut her hair, and James quickly said, “But she can’t cut until we settle it.”

“It’s my hair!”

“We’re married, so community property…it’s half my hair.”

Cherry blinked. “Wait a minute…”

Brother and sister both looked at her.

“I mean, don’t cut your hair, not yet.”

Ruth frowned and was about to speak when Cherry quickly said, “At least wait one hour. Then you can cut it. If I haven’t convinced you.”

“Are you going against the sisterhood?” asked Ruth.

“No. I just had an idea and I want to talk it over with you. Then you can cut.”

“And what about Mr. Numb Nuts?”

James made a face at his wife.

“If James doesn’t agree to my solution then I’ll stand with you and face him down.”

Ruth looked undecided. She had the scissors in her hand and wanted to start cutting.

“Come on. I’ll open a bottle of wine.”

“Bourbon,” said James.

“Wine for us, and bourbon for Mr. Numb Nuts.”

“Hey!”

“Sorry, but as your sister I call ‘Sister’s Prerogative.”

“Sister’s Prerogative? What the hell is that?”

“That’s when I convince your wife that long hair is wonderful and she should always have it.”

“Oh. why didn’t you say so?”

They adjourned to the kitchen and the girls sat at the kitchen table. James poured a couple of glasses of wine, then a bourbon and Coke for himself.

Ruth turned the radio on and soft music filled the air. Sade started singing about the greatest taboo, and they all smiled. Truth, none of them liked to argue.

“Okay,” said Cherry, “Let me sum it up before I give you my solution.”

“All right,” James and Ruth looked at each other and nodded.

On one hand Ruth has beautiful, long hair, and James wants to preserve her beauty, and I correct?”

“Yep,” said James happily.

“Ruth sniffed and said, “Keep going.”

“On the other hand Ruth spends a lot of time caring for her hair. It is a bother, and she’s tired of it. Am I correct?”

“Yep,” said Ruth cheerfully.

“Well…” James hemmed and hawed.

Both girls looked at him until he finally gave in. “All right,” he grunted.

“So, we have one point each side, tie score, nobody has the advantage, Mexican stand off. Right?”

Ruth and James looked at each other nodded.

“So who really owns Ruth’s hair?”

“I do!”

“We married so we do!”

The glared at each other.

Cherry took a big sip of wine, grinned, and said, “Okay, so James wants long hair, I think he gets my vote.”

Ruth jerked her head around and her mouth opened in protest. James grinned in victory.

Before Ruth could get started on her, Cherry said, “So tomorrow morning we’re going to go to the beauty salon and get James his long hair.

Confusion crossed Ruth’s face.

“What?” James frowned.

“Simple. Tomorrow morning we’re going to go down to Sally’s Hairport. Sally is a friend of mine and I’ll arrange it tonight. She will cut Ruth’s hair off and Sally will make extensions and weave them into Jame’s current locks.

“What? No!”

Cherry looked her brother right in the eye. “Chicken?”

Ruth had the advantage now, and the win, and she wasn’t about to let the moment pass. “Bawk bawk.”

“That’s not fair.”

James was done with his bourbon and Coke and Cherry stood up and mixed him another one. She made it extra strong. She put it in his hands and smiled at him. She winked at him, and James suddenly got the idea that Cherry was gonna help him put something over on Ruth. She had winked, after all. So…so all he had to do was bide his time.

“What’s not fair about it?” asked Ruth. “You’d look good with long hair.”

“It’s not exactly the same color!”

Cherry stated, “I don’t think that will prove much of a problem for Sally.

“Yeah, but I can’t go around with long hair!”

“Why not? You drive for Uber. You can have hair as long as you want.”

“The customers will probably like it. After all, her hair really is beautiful.

“Yeah, but—“

“But what?” interrupted Ruth.

“But this is a plot!”

He was drinking quicker now, and didn’t realize that Cherry was playing him. He was waiting for her to deliver on the wink, but Cherry wasn’t delivering.

Also, one thing he had never known was that drinking, between him and his sister was like yawning. When she yawned, so would he, and vice versa. But what she was doing was yawning and taking a sip of wine. And this was working on James. He would give a yawn, and didn’t realize that he was also taking a drink, and whereas she was sipping he was glugging. She poured him another glass and put it in front of him. He picked it up and she removed the empty and he had no clue.

“Look, be reasonable,” he said. “It’s a guy and girl thing. Guys wear short hair. Girls where long. That’s the way it’s always been, and that’s the way it should be.”

Ruth snuggled up to him and through a side of her hair over his head. Her hair was down to her waist, and it hung over his head right down to his shoulder blades.

“What do you think?”

“I think James should give in.”

“I shouldn’t!” He was aghast. He couldn’t believe he was losing this argument.

“You know, he’s got a soft face, long hair would really help. In fact, if you give him long hair and nails and red lipstick…his customers won’t even know he’s a he.”

Ruth sat back and inspected her husband. “You’re right. There’s a few things we could do that would help, but…he’s a natural.”

“A natural what?” The liquor was taking effect and he was getting confused.

“A natural girl.”

“Am not.”

“Won’t know unless you have the balls to wear long hair.”

“I’m not wearing long hair!”

“You know it used to be that men had all the long hair.”

“How long do you think Samson’s hair was?”

“Yards and yards, hung down to his ass.”

“And he was one manly sucker.”

The girls giggled. They could feel themselves winning this argument.

“Am not,” said James.

But Cherry kept pouring and yawning and drinking, and James slowly stopped thinking logically, and Ruth stopped drinking and watched the two bicker.

Then, James officially drunk, Cherry picked up her cell phone and hit a number.

“Sally! Girlfriend! I have a question and you have the answer….of course I’m drunk!…The question is, could you cut off Ruth Thompson’s hair and put it on her husband’s head? Like make extensions and weave it them in and…you can?”

James goggled. His eyes were a little vacant. He looked at his wife.

Ruth: “Will you do this for me, James?”

At this point James had lost all idea of what they were talking about.

“Oh, sure,” he said.

Ruth kissed him. “You are such a man, and you make me so happy.”

“Yeah,” he grinned stupidly.

Cherry hung up the phone, “Okay, kids, let’s go.”

“Go where?”

“Sally is busy all day tomorrow, but if you want to do this she’ll make it happen tonight.”

“Tonight?” James looked around and wondered what was going on.

Cherry leaned towards her brother and asked, “You’re sure you want to do this?”

“Oh, yeah,” Jame burbled.

Cherry held up her cell phone, turned so that he back was towards James and Cherry, and spoke into the phone. “James wants to go get Ruth’s hair cut. He then wants Sally to make Ruth’s hair into extensions and weave the extensions into his own hair. He wants to have Ruth’s long, beautiful hair for himself.” She had been speaking directly into the phone and just loud enough so that James couldn’t hear, but it looked like everybody could hear. She turned to James, keeping the phone focused on him. “Right James?”

“You bet,” he drunkenly burbled.

“Okay, hats and jackets, let’s rock!”

The three headed for the door.

The Hairport was located on fourth street and Sally was waiting. She unlocked the door and they all crowded in, drunk and giggling. James wandered around, stupid drunk and thinking he was going to stop Ruth from cutting her hair.

Ruth and Cherry were confabbing with Sally, and making their own plans.

“He’s drunk. Are you sure he’s not going to wake up pissed?”

Cherry showed Sally the cell phone with its ‘video contract.’

“Well, okay. I guess that answers that. So what do you want to do with him?”

“First and foremost, we sit him down, get him comfortable, and keep him occupied while you shave Ruth’s head….”

“You want me to shave your head?”

“No. Just above the shoulders. Make it simple so I don’t have to mess with it. I’ve had years of playing with that mess.”

“And he’s ready to play with it?” Sally was a bit dubious. “Does he know what he’s getting in for?”

“He has no idea, but he’s a man so that’s his natural state.” They all giggled.

James was looking at the pictures of haircuts on the wall. He liked beautiful women, and he was starting to get a little hard down there.

“Okay, we cut, we make extensions, we weave it in. What else?”

Ruth and Cherry looked at each other, then Cherry asked, “What do you mean ‘what else?’”

“Hey, girlfriend, I do a lot of trans people. I make men look like women, I make women look like men. So how far does he want to go?”

Cherry aimed her phone at James and called, “Hey, James! How far do you want to go?”

“All the way!” James grinned stupidly.

Sally chuckled. “You’re bad. Okay, let’s do this, and we’ll do his nails, too, and a couple of other things. You ready?”

“Rock and roll,” blurted Ruth.

James had wandered over to a chair and sat down. The three girls went over to him.

“Okay, James, why don’t you just close your eyes and we’ll take care of everything.”

“Okey dokey.”

He clasped his hands behind his head and leaned back. Being silent, Cherry put Ruth in a chair and Sally got out her scissors. “Move that chair behind her. I’ll clip straight across and you make sure the hair falls over the back of the chair.”

Cherry put her arms under Ruth’s long hair and got ready.

Sally clipped quick and sure and within seconds Ruth was laying the hair over the back of the chair.

“Okay, I’m going to layer it and…

“ON-N-N-K!”

Startled, the girls looked at the next chair. James snored mightily a few times, then calmed down. The girls all looked at each other and giggled.

“He’s really making this easy for us.”

“Okay, save him for later. Let’s do this.”

Sally quickly used razor and comb and chipped away at Ruth’s remaining locks. She shaped her hair, got it about an inch above the shoulders, layered it, and…voila!

“This was simple,” remarked Sally, as Ruth grinned at herself in a mirror. “James is going to be a little more time consuming.”

They moved the chair with Ruth’s hair on it behind James and Sally began weaving and bonding Ruth’s hair into James’ hair. It wasn’t difficult, just laborious and requiring attention to the fine details.

“This is going to be a work of art,” muttered Sally, her tongue sticking out the side of her mouth.

She moved around James’ head, and Cherry asked, “Do you want us to give him nails?”

Sally grinned. “Oh, yes. Look in that drawer there.”

Ruth and Cherry opened the drawer and examined the various kinds of nails.

“Use the gels. They last longer. And use the glue on the left side of the sink. That’s the strongest I’ve got, and men usually lift their nails if you don’t use that.”

James’ gave light snores and was totally unaware as the girls spread his hands on little rolling tables and went to work.

They filed and sanded his nails.

Cherry wanted to give him stilettos, but Ruth thought that was too much. She thought ovals would do. They finally compromised and settled on almond shaped nails. James’ fingers became longer, and the girls talked about color. Cherry wanted bright red, but Ruth was afraid that was too much.

So they argued and argued, and finally Sally stepped in with, “Make them a neutral pink color. Ruth’s right. HE’s going to have a hard enough time adjusting to nails, and bright red will just make it that harder.”

So they colored his nails somewhere between pink and a natural color. It would be shocking to James, but livable. And they could always paint them red later.

Sally was almost done with the extensions, and the joining was seamless…except for the color.

“What color do you want his hair?”

They spent a bit of time going through the shades, and finally decided on one that was slightly lighter than his natural color. He wouldn’t be a blonde, but he would be a light auburn color. Most important, the light color change wouldn’t be noticeable as he grew his own hair longer.

Sally dyed his hair, and she and Ruth left James to slumber while they went out to the sidewalk and enjoyed a misty early morning.

“He’s going to be one surprised puppy,” commented Sally.

“Yes, he will. So how’s business?”

“It’s not bad. That fake corona scare is over, and people are coming out, so…” she shrugged.

They talked politics then, and Cherry came out of the salon. She had a big grin on her face.

“What’s the haps, girlfriend?” asked Sally.

“I put lipstick on him.”

The girls giggled.

“And you talked me out of the nails, so I made them bright red.”

“Oh, Lord.” Sally shook her head.

They talked a few more minutes, then re-entered the Hairport.

James slept, and Cherry had done more than just lipstick. She had plucked his eyebrows, cleaned them up, and while he didn’t have total arches, he was more feminine.

The girls stood around and laughed, and then Sally sobered. “What kind of lipstick did you use?”

“The brightest I could find. It’s on the sink there.”

“Oh, crap.”

“What?”

“That’s not lipstick…that’s the newest lipstain.”

“So what?”

“So he’s going to be red lipped for a month.”

Ruth and Cherry blinked, then broke into laughter.

They were done, and the last problem would be to get James home without waking him up. Which was impossible, so they woke him up.

He had been sleeping for a couple of hours, and he was very loggy, mumbled nonsense, blinked blearily, and just wanted to go back to sleep.

Until he felt the weight of the hair on his head. Then his eyes, though still looking like roadmaps, opened wide.

“What the fuck is this?” He looked at his wife. “And what the fuck happened to your hair?”

The girls stood before him, biting their lips. He was totally unaware of how feminine he looked, and there was a huge difference between a manly man chewing them out and a girly man chewing them out.

We put Ruth’s hair on your head,” explained Sally. These are state of the art extensions, guaranteed to last for months. And you can come back anytime if you want them fixed up.”

“But…but I don’t want hair this long!” His face showed his shock. He was aghast. He reached around and held the long tresses. His hair was down to the middle of his shoulder blades.

“Well, you’ve got it, so deal with it,” Cherry commented, his lips twisted in humor.

“Cut it off! Cut it all off right now!”

“Don’t you even think about it!” Snarled Sally. I just spent a few hours working on you. You are a living work of art, so don’t even think!” She waggled a finger in front of James’ nose so viciously that he actually took a step back.

Cherry held up her cell phone. “And don’t tell us you didn’t want long hair!” She played the video where he agreed and, surprisingly, he didn’t even sound drunk. Well, not too much.

“But…I didn’t know…” he blathered.

“This will stand up in a court of law,” Cherry snapped.

“A court of law? Why would I go to a court of law?”

That was what Cherry was waiting for, just a single ounce of back up. She dove in with a vengeance.

“Yes! Why would you talk about a court of law? Are you planning on divorcing Ruth? Just because she got her hair cut?”

James was still befuddled by drink. “But I didn’t say that!”

Ruth hopped onto the train. “You were thinking of divorce?”

“But…no! I never said anything about divorce.”

“Come on, Ruth. Let’s go home.”

“But we need to do something about—“

“Bye, Sally. you did a wonderful job. Thank you so much.” The girls all hugged and air kissed.

Ruth and Cherry headed for the front door and Cherry turned at the door and asked, “Are you coming, James?” Her tones were icy.

“Yeah, but…oh, crap!”

Sally took his arm and guided him towards the front door. “Now only wash your hair every three days. Use the sulfate free shampoo I gave Ruth. If you don’t the extensions will start coming loose, and they will make a mess. You don’t want to walk around when extensions are coming loose at odd times.

“But…I…can’t…”

She kissed James’ cheek, “You were wonderful, James, and don’t let anybody tell you that you aren’t the most beautiful thing in the world.” She shoved him out the door.

James stood there, confused. He was…beautiful?

“James?” Ruth and Cherry were standing at the car.

He clicked the fob so the doors unlocked and the girls got in.

He put the fob in his pocket and just stood there for a long minute. The hair was heavy on his head. He hadn’t realized that it weighed so much.

And he felt it on his shoulders. He started walking across the sidewalk and he felt the hair moving. He felt it brushing against his body. He stopped. He ducked his head forward and the long hair shifted in front of his face. He reached up and brushed it back.

And…he liked it.

He not only liked it, but his cock started to get hard.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“James? Will you stop playing with your hair and get in the car?”

James made himself walk, feeling the hair shift and bounce. He opened the driver’s door and started to get in, and realized his hair wasn’t getting in with him. It was too long.

“Let me help,” said Cherry, and she reached forward from the backseat and moved his hair behind him so it settled easily.

James sat there in shock. He had hair. He could envision his face, and he felt himself growing even more horny.

“Start the car, brother,” Cherry quipped.

“Oh…okay.” He turned the key and the car started. He drove through the streets, heading for home, and he noticed his fingernails.

He skidded to a stop. “What the fuck?” He looked at his hands. They had done this to him, too! And he was still a little drunk so he hadn’t noticed!

The girls giggled. Cherry said, “We thought you needed the full experience. You need to know what it is like to handle hair with a woman’s hands.”

“But you gave me these fingernails!”

“Barely noticeable,” murmured Ruth. “Cherry wanted to give you big daggers the color of a fire engine.”

Cherry threw up her hands, “Wheee! I’m going to a fire!”

“This isn’t funny. How am I going to drive tomorrow?”

“Why wouldn’t you be able to drive?” asked Ruth. “You like it when I have long fingernails, and I drive okay.”

“But you’re a woman!” he wailed.

“And is there something wrong with being a woman?”

“There is if you’re a man!”

“Oh, are you a man?” Cherry remarked.

“ARGH!”

But there was nothing he could do. He pressed the gas and the car continued on its journey, and he hadn’t even seen his lips yet.

At home James went straight to bed. He was in a royal funk, and he just walked into the bedroom and threw himself down. His hair went easily and he didn’t have to do anything.

“He’s taking it pretty well,” observed Ruth.

“Not,” said Cherry.

They giggled, then went to bed themselves.

James awoke at the normal time. Five in the morning. He only had three hours sleep, but he was young, and he was used to such things, and it was time to get to work.

He was still dressed, so he just got up, got a Coke out of the fridge and refreshed himself. He stared at his fingernails for a long minute, then realized he was going to have to grip the steering wheel with his fingers bent all the way over so people couldn’t see them. He grabbed his keys and walked out.

He felt his hair swinging back and forth as he went down the stairs. He was still upset, but he was also realistic. Most of all, he liked the feeling of long hair brushing across his back.

His fingernails were something else. To him they looked inordinately long, though logically he knew that they weren’t even as long as Ruth’s.

He stopped by a bush and watered it, then got into his Prius. He figured out the best way to arrange his hair, and buckled his seat belt. He started the car and opened up the Uber App. A minute later he got a call.

James drove through the darkness of the morning. The ride was up in Chevy Chase and he wound through the hills. He liked driving, and he liked these early morning airport runs. He pulled into the driveway and saw a couple of suitcases.

Very self conscious of his hair, he got out and loaded the suitcases. A business man came out of the house, smiled at him, and said, “LAX.”

They got in the car and James headed for the freeway.

The man stretched in the back seat, glanced at James in the mirror, and said, “Don’t you worry about driving alone at this time of night?”

“Nah,” said James.

The man raised his eyebrows slightly, then looked out the window.

It was an uneventful ride. There was little traffic on the streets and the little Prius zipped along. They arrived at the airport and James hopped out to get the luggage out. He placed it on the sidewalk and the man offered him a bill. “Good ride.”

James took the bill and got back into the car, then he looked at the bill. It was twenty dollars!

“Woo!”

He glanced at the mirror, but the man was gone.

Twenty bucks! That was a good tip and a wonderful way to start the day.

He left the airport and got another call. He headed for the little community just north of the airport. He picked up an old man with a big suitcase. It was going to be back to the airport.

James hopped out and opened the trunk, but the old man suddenly picked up his suitcase and put it in the car.

“Oh.”

And James returned to the airport.

The old man got out of the car and grabbed the suitcase as soon as James opened the trunk. “I’ll get that, miss.”

James blinked, and got a ten dollar bill for a tip.

Crap! This was turning out to be a rich day. But that old man must have been blind. Even with his long hair James didn’t look like a girl.

But, the girl comment aside, he watched the app and waited for another ride.

He took a pair of ladies out to Brentwood. And they gave him a twenty just for a ten mile ride.

Well, he wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. It must be national ‘Give Your Uber Driver a Tip’ day.

He picked up a businessman and gave him a ride to Netflix off the 101.

$10 dollars, and a leer.

A leer? What the fuck? The guy must be gay!

Now James was in the groove. He was in Hollywood during rush hour, and he had a series of short rides. A couple of school kids gave him nothing. But outside of that the tips were good. Not twenties, but fives, and for short rides. What a day!

By nine o’clock, when he normally knocked off for the day, James was $150 up, and it was mostly tips. Sure, he had a streak, and a couple of long rides, but it was the tips that was making him rich.

He headed for a McDonalds and his breakfast. At the McDonald’s he got out and sauntered in.

Nobody was looking at his hair. Well, a few glances, but those were more complimentary than ‘what the fuck.’

So what was the big deal about having long hair? It was sexy? And he had had a hard on most of the morning. Every time he got out and felt his hair he bonered. That silly Ruth.

“May I help you, ma’am?”

James blinked. Ma’am? That old guy was senile, but the young, black girl who had just called him ma’am wasn’t senile.

“Number 6 with a Coke.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Now James was starting to get irked. But he wasn’t the kind of guy who got in fights, especially over some idiot’s bad manners.

He took his tray and headed for a table at the window. He liked to watch the traffic pass on Santa Monica Blvd.

He sat down and picked up his potato patty and munched on it. There was a car dealership up the way, and he watched as Porsches zipped by and into the dealership.

Man, he’d love to have a Porsche. He could imagine himself picking up rides in a Porsche, if Uber let him drive a two door race car. Heh.

He finished his potato patty, sipped his Coke and ate his McGriddle.

He was a little tired, long night, but he felt good. A hundred and fifty bucks up. Now that was talking. Heck, if he could do that every day he’d be able to afford a Porsche.

He picked up his tray and Coke and put the tray over the trash bin. He walked back to the bathrooms and entered the men’s room.

A big, black guy stopped and stared at him.

Oh, fuck! Not a fight! He didn’t want to be in a fight.

But the black guy just edged around him and went out the door. Like James was made of Kryptonite or something.

James chuckled, was relieved, and he headed back to the urinal. He stood there and relaxed and aimed the yellow stream into the bowl. He studied his nails while he peed; they hadn’t been a problem at all. Nobody noticed.

He sighed. Long night. This long hair thing was crazy. But over a hundred and fifty. Man! What a day.

He pushed himself away from the urinal and turned to wash his hands. He looked down, flipped the lever on the faucet and washed, and looked up.

Red lips. Arched eyebrows. Long hair.

His heart felt like it was exploding.

He looked like a girl.

He made a strangled sound, his face turned a brilliant red, and he ran for the door.


PART TWO

BANG! James slammed the door. He ran into the kitchen where Ruth and Cherry were munching on croissants. The stared at him as he reached above the fridge for the bottle of bourbon. He took a big glug, turned to them and said, “What the fuck did you do to me?”

“We gave you long hair?” Cherry was actually confused. He had seen his long hair and nails last night.

“But you…you did my eyebrows. And my lips are bright red!”

The girls started biting their lips as they suppressed laughter.

“It’s not funny!” I didn’t notice my lips until my shift was over! I was in Santa Monica! In a men’s room! Everybody saw me! All morning long! Everybody…”

Cherry’s laughter popped out like a fart. Which started Ruth laughing, then they were both looking at each other and laughing hysterically.

James couldn’t believe it. He took another big drink, then went into the bathroom. He stared at himself in the mirror. Yes, his eyebrows were trimmed into little arches, very feminine.

But it was his lips that were killing him. They were bright red, They made a tomato look pale.

He touched them. The waxy feel and taste of lipstick was not there. His lips were actually changed color. They were stained or something.

After a few minutes the girls came in search of him.

“Oh, James,” said Ruth. “It’s not the end of the world!”

“You don’t have to drive with a clown face.”

“James…did anybody say anything this morning?”

“A girl called me ’ma’am.’”

“And that is bad?”

He was bright red just thinking about it. “I’m a guy!” he whimpered.

“Not to everybody. That girl this morning, she was fine with you appearing feminine. She’s a girl and she didn’t recognize you for a guy.”

James took another drink from the bottle.

Ruth took the bottle from him. “That’s enough of that.”

“I can’t believe you did this to me,” he mumbled.

“Self pity isn’t your strong suit, James,” Cherry admonished him.

“Being a girl isn’t, either.”

“So you drove as a woman and nobody but one girl said anything, and she treated you like a woman.”

“But it’s embarrassing.”

“Did anybody act funny towards you? Did anybody threaten to beat you up or fuck you up the butt?”

Ruth glanced at Cherry, then shrugged.

“No,” grumped James.

“Then what’s the big deal? You passed as a woman! You’ll never see these people again, they don’t even know…I would say you should just shut the fuck up and relax!”

“You don’t understand. I’m a man.”

“And I’m a woman! I understand about people looking at your booty or calling you ma’am.”

“Nobody looked at my booty.”

“That’s ‘cause you don’t have one,” murmured Cherry. And she whispered, “yet.”

“What?”

“James?”

James looked at his wife.

“How’d you do today?”

“I did okay.”

He saw it coming. He knew if they knew he had done well his arguments wouldn’t hold water in their eyes.

But they could sense his evasion.

“How much? asked Ruth.

“A hundred and twenty-five.”

“Well, that’s not too bad. For a Wednesday. That’s usually a slow day for you.”

But Ruth sensed something more.

“Is that including tips?”

James tried to get out of the bathroom, but Cherry stood in his way and she wasn’t bothered at all about using physical force to shove him back.

“Is that with tips?”

He muttered in a very low voice, “No.”

“What? What was that?”

“No!” He snapped.

He made it out of the bathroom then, but the girls were on to him. They followed ham back to the kitchen.

“So how much did you make in tips?”

“I did okay. Okay!?” He raised his voice, but he was still evasive and lacked any real anger.

“How much is okay?”

“A hundred and fifty. Okay? I made a hundred and fifty!”

But he was still shading; he was expecting that they would think he had made a hundred and fifty total.

Cherry grabbed his arm and spun him around. “Is that…what’s the total?”

Ruth hemmed him in and the girls backed him up.

“What’s the total, James?”

“Two hundred and seventy-five,” he mumbled.

The girls went silent. Ruth’s jaw dropped.

“You made more on tips than the rides?”

“You made two hundred and seventy-five dollars?”

James opened the refrigerator door and bent in. He saw some bacon and he grabbed it. He stood up and closed the door and the girls were staring at him.

“What?”

Ruth grabbed his arm and pulled him around to the kitchen table. Cherry pushed him back and he sat.

“Hey!”

They sat down next to him. Ruth said, “You made almost three hundred bucks on a slow day, were all your rides men?”

“Most of them,” he begrudged.

“So they thought you were a woman, a sexy woman—don’t give me that look—and they opened their wallets for you.”

“No. It was just a good day.”

Ruth and Cherry looked at each other. “Okay. We get up with him tomorrow and get him ready.”

“He doesn’t need full make up, he wouldn’t know what to do if he had to repair it.

“But we have to give him better clothes.”

“And he has to speak in a higher tone of voice.”

“I’m not going to—“

“Oh, my God!” blurted Cherry.

James was overloading, Ruth asked, “What?”

“He needs boobs!”

“What!” James popped to his feet.

Cherry pushed him back down.

The two girls studied him like he was a piece of meat.

“His eyebrows are good.”

“Jewelry. He needs to get his ears pierced.”

“I can do that, and I’ve got some stuff he can wear.”

“Gloss. Make it look like he’s always licking his lips.”

“Do you carry bags for people?”

James head was swiveling back and forth between the two girls. He couldn't believe what he was hearing.

“Look, I’m not going to be a girl!”

Both women stared hard at him, then ignored him.

“We need to get rid of his body hair.”

“What about his dick? We have to make sure nobody can see that if we put him in dresses.”

James put his head in his hands and moaned.

James didn’t stand a chance. The girls talked around him for a long minute, then they tugged him into his and Ruth’s bedroom and began undressing him.

“Hey!” he yelled as his sister undid his belt buckled and pulled his pants down.

“It’s okay. I saw a dick once.”

Ruth chortled. “Yeah, but was it scary? Like this one?” She grabbed James dick and held it up. It didn’t require much holding because it was hard.

“Hey, that is scary. But you’re going to have to stop having sex with him.”

“I am?”

“Sure. You don’t want to be a lesbo, do you?”

Ruth contemplated James. “Well, I don’t know…”

“You guys get out of here! Let me alone!”

He was trying to get his clothes back on, but they were two and he was one, so they undressed him twice as fast as he could dress.

“Stop it!”

Cherry ran out of the room and came back with a spray bottle. “Depilatory. This will do it.”

“You aren’t going to do this to me!”

Ruth had had enough of his resistance, however. She grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Listen, bozo. You have a chance to make some decent money here. We can pay off our bills, save up for a house. You want to be a slave for the company?”

“No. But—“

“Then you do what I say, if not to make us a better life, then for another reason.”

She was squeezing him hard now, and his voice was squeaking.

“What reason?”

“If you don’t do this then you’ll never get in my pussy again.”

“You can’t do this!” But he was begging now.

“I can and am. If you can’t suffer a red face just to get us a million dollars…then what kind of man are you?”

“But—“

But it was a done deal. The girls were meaner and tougher, and they meant business.

Cherry sprayed the depilatory foam all over his legs, his arms, his body. She giggled as she coated his genitals.

Ruth made sure every square inch was covered, smushing the goop into his flesh with her hands. Fifteen minutes later James felt the burn. He complained and they shoved him into the shower. He watched in dismay as his short and curlies washed down the drain.

He felt stupid because, in addition to everything else, Ruth had made him wear a cap on his head so he wouldn’t get his hair wet.

The only good thing to come out of this, in his mind, was the fact that his dick was about as hard as it had ever been Even though one of the women was his sister, being manhandled by two beauties was sort of cool.

As soon as James stepped out of the shower Ruth began rubbing him with some kind of lotion.

“Hey, that’s smelly!”

“That’s the fresh washed smell, you’ll keep it all day and it’s good for your skin.”

Cherry held up a bra to him. “This is good. I think a two inch extender, but…no. He needs a bra specifically sized for his chest.” She ran out of the room and returned with a tape measure.

Ruth held out a tummy shaper, “Step into this.”

Between the two girls they had his feet in the shaper and pulled it up his legs. It felt sexy going up his bare skin. Heck, his bare skin felt different, and he suddenly understood why women shaved their legs.

“You want your dick up or down?”

“Hey! Hands off!”

“Point him down,” said Ruth. “Get rid of the bump.”

Cherry shoved his dick down between his legs and snugged the tummy shaper up. Hard.

“Hey!” James’ voice was a squeak and his face twisted up. His own sister was manhandling his penis.

“Okay, put the bra on him anyway. I want to get the whole picture.”

Ruth slipped the bra around his waist, showed him how to close the clasp, spun it around so the clasp was in the back, then pulled his arms through the straps.

“This way your hair doesn’t get in the way and you don’t have to be all flexible.

“Look at those saggy cups.”

“I’ll pick up some breast forms. There’s a sex shop on 8th street.”

“Get him a chastity tube, too. We’re going to need to handle that dick without stuffing him in a corset.”

Ruth sat him down and showed him how to roll stockings up his legs. “We’re going to need garters.”

“Ooh, sexy.”

They worked  quickly and efficiently, and within a few minutes James was wearing culottes and a silvery blue blouse  His hair trailed down his back and had a simple blue clip at about the neck level.

“The clip will make it easier when you get in and out,” his wife explained.

Final touch, they gave him a pair of Mary Janes. Which didn’t fit. So he was allowed to wear his own sneakers. A little clunky looking, but who was going to look down when he was do delightful above the feet?

They stood him in front of the mirror in the foyer and James was stunned. He was a girl. Well, he lacked a few curves, but the idea was there, and it was convincing.

“God, I wish he could wear high heels.”

“I know.”

“Why can’t I?” he blurted, then realized what he had said and blushed.

“It’s hard enough to walk, for a beginner. But the real thing is that you’d have a hard time working the pedals.”

“Oh.”

“Okay, we’ve got the basic concept down, and we need to go shopping.”

“What?” he gulped.

“Don’t be a sissy,” Cherry said. Then she realized what she had said and laughed.

“I don’t want to go out!”

“You’ve been out all morning. Now you’re even more convincing, and you’ve got two babes as your, uh, ‘wing persons.’

They linked their arms through his, clamped down, and headed for the door.

“Okay, that’s the bra, give us a couple of them, and…let’s look at some corselets.”

They were in a department store, surrounded by women, and James was terrified.

“Try to relax, Jamie,” Ruth used his official girl name. “Nobody is going to beat you up.”

The girls thought it was funny, and they were either calling him a sissy, or telling him to speak up, or to speak in a higher pitch.

He actually didn’t have to do much, the girls knew what he needed and it was simple glance or two, maybe a tape measure, and they bought him a couple of outfits, lingerie, and a couple of other things.

The truly scary part, for him, was when they took him into a shop to get his ears pierced. He survived, and walked out with a couple of studs in each ear and a couple of long danglies.

“Why are you walking like that?” Ruth asked.

“Like what?”

“Like you’re pooching your butt out. It would work for heels, but not for those new Mary Janes you’re wearing.”

He whispered to her, “My cock is hard and it’s being pushed down. It doesn’t feel good.”

She laughed. “What a whiner.” Then she patted his cheek, “”Don’t worry. We’ll take care of that. Next stop the Le Sex Shoppe.”

They looked like three giggly girls. Well, two giggly girls and one blushing bride type of girl.

They walked out of the mall and James heard the clicking of his sister and wife’s high heels. Even though he was fighting what appeared to be a case of terminal mortification he wished he could make that sound.

The sex shop, Le Sex Shoppe, had everything they needed, and a few other things they just wanted.

First was a chastity tube for James, then Cherry got into the butt plug section and went wild. James was wandering around behind the girls, trying to curb the red glow of his face, when Cherry leaned over to Ruth and whispered in her ear.

“There’a something not right about all this.”

“I know. He’s acting so scared. He can’t go out like that.”

“Well, I have an idea about that.” She whispered the idea, and Ruth blinked. “Oh, my gosh. I think you’re right,” she answered.

Ruth peeled off then, left Jamie and Cherry to themselves. A little later they headed for the car with a big bag of goodies.

Back home they went, laughing and giggling, and Jamie trying to smile. He couldn’t believe what was happening. He had just wanted Ruth to keep her hair, and now…he was dressing like a girl.

They arrived home and headed up the stairs, and once in their apartment the first order of business was putting Jamie in chastity.

“We’ve got to get that dick down before we go any further.”

“You could always pleasure me,” he suggested.

Cherry shivered and said, “I don’t mind handling it, but having you actually cum in my hand?”

“I didn’t mean you!” Jamie blurted.

“I hope not.”

Ruth was listening, and thinking. She had all the equipment, and it had to be done, maybe she better just get it out of the way. She cleared her throat.”

“What?”

“Have a seat at the table. I want to talk to you.”

Jamie frowned, but sat down at the kitchen table. Cherry had a feeling for what was about to happen, and she sat on the edge of the couch, removed from the conversation, but ready to jump in if needed.

Ruth made a bourbon and Coke and placed it in front of Jamie.

“What’s this? This is the middle of the day and you don’t like me drinking in the middle of the day.”

She got out some potato chips, made some onion dip and placed it in front of Jamie. She poured herself a glass of wine and sat down opposite him.

Now Jamie was even more confused, and a little leery. The girls didn’t treat him like this unless they wanted something. And they looked like they really wanted something.

“Jamie,” Ruth started, and stopped. She turned to Cherry and said, “I don’t really know what to say.

Cherry knew what to say. “What my dear sis-in-law is getting around to is that you are a stinking, poor girl.”

Jamie felt his heart sinking. He didn’t want to be a girl, he didn’t think, but he thought he was doing okay.

“Get that look off your face. You’re all right looks wise.”

“You’re beautiful,” whispered Ruth.

Cherry nodded, “But you act like a simpering, scared virgin.”

“Uh…” he had no clue what to say to that.

“So we’ve decided that you must have the full experience of being a woman if you’re going to pull this off.”

Jamie frowned, and his mind started speeding up but going nowhere. He didn’t understand.

Ruth: “I want to deflower you.”

She reached into the big shopping bag with Le Sex Shoppe on the side and pulled out a strap on with a penis already screwed into the front. She placed it on the table.

It sat on the table like a snake at a reception.

Jamie picked up the glass and drank half of it. Slammed it down. “No!”

Ruth leaned across the table and put her hands on his.

Cherry pulled a chair over and sat next to him so he couldn’t get out.

“Listen, brother. You stand to make a lot of dough. But if you’re nervous and stupid then people won’t be willing to tip you.”

“But if you have a look in your eye, like you know what it’s all about, it enhances your beauty.”

“Being a virgin isn’t all it’s knocked up to be. It makes you dumb, there’s a big mystery taking up your mind, what’s it going to feel like when some bozo sticks his big weenie up your hole?”

“If you let me do this you’re not only going to love it, but when you talk to people they’ll realize that you know, and they’ll treat you differently.”

“You’ll get bigger tips.”

“Why do you think gay people do it so much? Why do you think some people are gay in the first place?”

“Do it with Ruth and she’ll be gentle. She’ll show you all the tricks. She’ll make you feel like a real woman.”

Back and forth they went, chipping away at him.

Jamie kept looking back and forth, and sipping his drink, and then a second one.

“Look, honey, you like your long hair, right?”

“Well…” he did, but he was afraid to give in on one point, that would lead to dominoes falling and…

“And, let’s face it, your lips are sexier than shit. I’ve been wanting to kiss you all day long. I want to take you in the bedroom right now, not just to educate you, but to kiss you.”

“Well, I…”

“Oh, crap! We forgot one thing!”

Jamie and Ruth looked at Cherry.

“His boobs!”

Cherry grabbed the big sack and pulled out the breast forms they had bought at Le Sex Shoppe. She plopped them on the table.

“Put your boobs on, Jamie.”

Both girls stared at him.

He stared at the mountains on the kitchen table. They were perfectly shaped with large, erect nipples.

“Take off your blouse and bra, put on one of the ones we bought you, and put your tits on.”

Sighing, unable to suppress his curiosity, he unbuttoned his blouse.  In a moment he was naked topside. Cherry handed him a bra and he put it on the way he had been shown.  He picked up one boob and hefted it. It was heavier than he expected, and he could feel the nipple rubbing his palm. It was strangely sexy.

He put it into one of his cups, then inserted the other one.

He stared down at his chest, and he was almost in shock, and his cock…it was going absolutely wild.

“Put your blouse on.”

Jamie felt like he was out of his body as he put his blouse back on.

His chest felt enormous. It poked out and the imprint of the nipple could be seen through the material.

“Beautiful,” murmured Cherry.

“I want him,” agreed Ruth.

Jamie stared down at his tits. He drank some more.

“Speak in a higher voice.”

He tried, and his pitch was a bit up, but the bourbon made his voice ragged, a bit smoky.

“Oh, that’s even better. It’s sexy.”

“It’s better than just speaking high. This sounds like you’ve got something to hide.”

“Okay,” Cherry looked at Ruth.

Ruth nodded at the silent communication. She stood up, reached down and took Jamie’s hand. She pulled him up, then led him towards their bedroom.

“I don’t…I don’t…” But he was looking at his breasts in wonder, and the last thing Cherry heard before Ruth closed the door was, “Do women feel like this?

Cherry smiled.

Inside the bedroom Ruth put the strap on on. Jamie sat on the edge of the bed and stared at it.

“The main thing is to remember to relax,” Ruth said.

Jamie nodded. He felt so funny, but in a good way, in a natural way. This was his wife, and he trusted her.

She came to him, her hips swaying and the cock waggling slowly back and forth in front of her hips, and his face.

“It will make it easier if you speak to it, if you suck it.”

“Hi,” he said, embarrassed and compelled at the same time.

“Kiss it.”

Tentatively, he leaned forward, and stopped.

“Take it in your hands, feel it, kiss it.”

Jamie reached up and grabbed her cock. She gave a sigh. He leaned forward further and touched his lips to the head.

“Open your mouth.”

He did, and she gently moved forward, and the cock slid between his red lips.

“That’s it, honey. Suck on it.”

He moved his head back and forth and felt the dick slide in and out. He reached under the plastic peter and found some balls, big balls, and he held them with one hand. Soon he was stroking and sucking like he had been doing it all his life.

“Yeah, baby. It’s easy. Now, I want you to let go. Pull your tummy shaper off and get on the bed.

He lifted his hips and pulled his tummy shaper off. It left red lines on his flesh, and his cock sprang up like a jack in the box.

“Fuck,” he whispered, moving back on the bed.

Ruth moved to a side table and opened a jar of lube. She smothered her cock with slick goop, then moved between his legs.

“You’re going to like this, honey.” She put her fingers to his rectum and started massaging it.

Jamie gasped. It was electric, and it was better than the feeling of slipping his dick into her. Using his dick felt like he was borrowing a sensation. This felt like he was owning a sensation.

She reamed him slowly, lovingly, and he found his hips giving small, uncontrollable twitches.

She went to two fingers and opened him up.

“Are we going to do it like this?”

“Like what?”

“With me on my back?”

“Would you like it doggy style?”

He shivered as she went to three fingers. She was really taking her time and doing it right.

“I think so,” he gasped when the shivers waned.

She smiled. Doggy style was more submissive, and she liked that. The truth was she liked wearing a cock, acting the man, and to find that he wanted to submit to her was absolutely delicious.

“Okay, honey. Up on all fours and let’s do this.”

He wiggled around and got up on all fours. This positioned him better, put him at the right height, and presented his back door perfectly.

She stepped in between his legs and held her dick, touched it to his pulsing hole.

Underneath his cock was as rigid as she had ever seen it. A big drop of pre-cum drooled down onto the bed.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered.

He was ready, slick, open, and she moved inexorably into his hole.

His mouth opened in shock and pleasure flooded through him. He moved away at the initial contact, then moved back, pushing his butt at her.

Ruth sank deeply into him, and they just stayed like that for a long moment.

“Oh, God…oh, God…” his voice was frightened and filled with wonder at the same time.

“Okay, honey,” she said, and she began to move back and forth.

“Oh, fuck! Please! Oh, fuck!” He was actually sobbing with the feeling of being filled and loved.

She started to reach under him, to jack him off, but he said, “No…I’m going to pee. We’d better stop.”

But they couldn’t stop.

“Oh, God! I’m peeing! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

But he wasn’t peeing. She was pressing on his prostate in such a way that she was forcing semen out of his shaft. He dripped and drooled and a big puddle of sperm formed on the bed spread.

They fucked for about five minutes, then they both felt it. They were done. She pulled out and he collapsed forward. He had a big, satisfied smile on his face and he just laid there.

“You came,” Ruth said, touching the puddle of goo between his legs.

“I did? Is that why I feel so…loose and warm?”

“It is. Hey, Cherry?”

Normally, in such a position, Jamie would have objected, but he was too satisfied.

Cherry entered the room like she had been listening at the door.

“Yeah?”

“Look, he came.”

“Wow!” she leaped on the bed and hugged her brother, kissed his face, and said, “You are now a woman. Isn’t it grand?”

Jamie just nodded. The world was totally different for him now.

Ruth took off the strap on, unscrewed the dick and placed it in the bathroom sink. Then she went out to the kitchen. She returned a minute later with a little box. She opened it and took out the chastity tube.

“Roll over, honey. We’re going to put you in chastity.”

“Chastity? Why?” He rolled over. He was too lazy to object.

“To control your penis bump, so you can wear more outfits.”

Cherry sat up and the two girls figured out the rings, then slipped the tube on his cock.

Jamie was so relaxed, and his dick so limp, that it went on easily. They snapped the lock and stood up and inspected their work.

“Beautiful.”

“Wonderful.”

“Every man should wear one.”

“I don’t get it,” said Jamie, struggling to his elbows.

“Honey, this is going to control your cock. It might be a little uncomfortable at times, and you are definitely going to be feeling the heat.”

“The heat?” he looked at her quizzically.

“The heat. You’re going to try and get hard, and won’t be able to, and that will make you want to get hard even more, and you’re just going to get hornier and hornier.”

He frowned. “But what about sex?”

“Oh, you can forget about that. I can keep doing what we just did to keep you happy and healthy—you do like the way you feel right now, right?”

“Well…” it was obvious he did.

“What about you?” asked Cherry. “If you don’t fuck him, how are you going to get your jollies?”

“I’ve been thinking about that.”

The two girls faced each other.

“I mean, I’ve got that dildo, and we can get more. Big ones, small ones, dog dicks and horsey wangs, alien peckers and monster dongs…”

“Are you saying you and me…?”

“I don’t know. I thought about it. You want to try it and find out?”

“Well…” and the look on Cherry’s face was hot and hungry.


EPILOGUE

Jamie entered the apartment. He was wearing a summer dress, his hair was now down to his butt, and his face was fully made up. In the last six months he had learned everything there was to know about make up, and there was nothing he liked better than sitting at the vanity and getting ready for work.

He placed a thick wad of cash on the kitchen table, poured himself a coke, and headed for the bedroom.

In the last six months he was averaging over $4000 a week. He was speaking in a sexy voice at all times, and his nails were long and red. He had paid their bills and they were saving money. A lot of money.

In the bedroom Ruth and Cherry were asleep, twined in each other’s arms. They slept in this room now, and Jamie was sleeping in Cherry’s old room.

“Hey, sluts,” James chirped, shaking the bed.

The girls moaned and rolled over and opened their eyes.

“What do you want, slut girl?”

“Two things. And you know what they are.”

“Oh, no!” groaned Ruth.

Cherry closed her eyes and put a forearm over her face. She stuck the other hand up and raised an index finger.

“One, it’s that time of month. One of us is going to have to fuck your pretty ass.”

“Yep,” Jamie smiled happily.

Cherry lowered her index finger and raised her middle finger. “What’s two?”

“It’s time…somebody needs to take me to the doctor’s.”

“”Oh, God!” moaned Ruth. “We’ve created a monster!”

Cherry smiled and sat up. “Yes, but he’s our monster.”

She got out of bed and said, “Come on, baby brother, let’s go get you some real boobies of your own.”

Ruth sat up. “All right, you take him, but it’s my turn to fuck him.”

“You had him last month!”

“Did not!”

“Did so! I wrote it down!”

“Sluts…sluts…sluts,” chuckled Jamie. “You can both do me.”

The girls grinned at each other.

END
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


A Man Caught


CHAPTER ONE

“Okay, baby. Don’t wait up for me.” Janet Mason inspected herself in the hallway mirror. She was a knock out. Spike boots up to her knees. Creamy flesh to the short skirt that just barely concealed her thong. Above the waist she wore just a halter top. Her leather jacket would keep her covered until she was at the club, and then it was ‘baby got boobs!’

She had fine breasts. Large, perfectly shaped, and on a cold day those nips stuck out like thumbs in the eyeballs.

Above the neck she was drop dead gorgeous. A wide and generous mouth with full, red lips. Dark eye shadow that gave her the most mysterious eyes since Nosferatu, long lashes, and scintillating eyes, and all surrounded by dark hair that seemed to fall forever and catch the night.

Johnny stared at her. She unnerved him. She fixed herself up like this once a month, disappeared for long hours, and came back with thousands of dollars.

He wasn’t a bad looking fellow. Rugged, brown eyes that could express different emotions, and longish hair. Heck, his hair was long enough for a pony tail, though he wouldn’t ever make himself up like that.

And his torso was slender, but possessed of whiplike muscles.

Unfortunately, all those handsome good looks were backed up by a jealous nature.

Where was Janet going? Why wouldn’t she tell him? They had been together for a year, they were planning to get married. He loved her like no other girl he had ever known. He would die for her, and she had this deep, dark secret.

“How late?”

“When the cows come home, baby,” she teased him as she passed him in the doorway, smelling of French nights and degraded days.

“I don’t see why you can’t tell me where you’re going,” he whined.

“Because I made an agreement. A serious agreement. And it’s nothing bad, nothing that you need to concern yourself with, so…” she shrugged as she picked up her car keys.

Actually, Johnny knew where she worked. He had followed her last month, and what he had discovered had not reassured him.

On a dark and lonely street, in a bad part of town, she had gone into a warehouse. He had approached the warehouse later, and had seen the simple sign next to the door.

Slaves despair

Enter here

Nothing else. No ‘open 24 hours,’ or ‘no shoes, no shirt, no…blah, blah, blah.’

Just a door made of thick and solid looking wood. The doorknob was made of iron. There was no keyhole. And Johnny knew there had to be another entrance.

Johnny had stepped back, inspected the shabby looking warehouse.

Brick. Boarded up windows. Posters, old and ragged and ripped, pasted on the side of the building.

He walked around the building.

There was a back entrance. A long flight of stairs. The stairs were rickety looking, and the door looked solid. But next to the stairs, a little below the door, maybe reachable if an enterprising fellow wanted to monkey over to it, was a window.

Not a big window. A small window. Just big enough for a slender man to slide through. And there was no board covering it up. And there was no glass. It was just a black hole in the side of a building.

And he was going to go into that hole tonight. But first he was going to follow Janet and make sure that was where she was going.

But he was positive she was.

She grabbed the doorknob, turned it, and then let go and turned to Johnny. She enveloped him in a massive hug. She didn’t want to kiss him and mess her make up, but she wanted to reassure him.

“Johnny, it’s just a job. A weird and kinky job, but I’m in no danger, and I’ve signed a very significant non-disclosure agreement. Tell me you understand. Tell me it’s all right.”

He whispered into her hair, loving the small of her, “Baby, it’s all right. I understand.”

But, when she closed the door and clicked her heels out to her car, his eyes narrowed.

It wasn’t all right, and he didn’t understand.

A woman shouldn’t have secrets from her husband to be.

And, in the back of his mind, he wondered if she was having an affair. Johnny was a fan of porn, and he went to sites that had dozens of men blasting their cum over big titted women. He marveled at how these women could take all those men, in all of their holes, and then lick all the juicy spunk that issued from all the over-sized cocks.

Was Janet doing that? Was Janet a cum sucking whore?

He knew she wasn’t, but he couldn’t stop the images in his mind. He didn’t realize that he had watched too much porn, and that it was affecting his mind.

He listened, heard her car pipes rattle as she backed into the street, then roar as she drove away.

Like a human cannonball he burst from the door and ran for his own car.

Janet drove a Golf. It smoked a little, especially when she started up, and it was easy to find her tail lights, dim behind small clouds when she started up from stop signs and stop lights.

In the glare of lights from an all night service station he ascertained that it was her. But he knew it was, she was on a direct route for that building in the bad part of town.

He slowed down a bit, watched her from a hundred yards back. He wasn’t worried about losing her. He knew where she was going.

He trailed her, careful not to be seen, listening to ‘Nothing Else Matters’ on his car stereo.

God, he was in love. He had never felt this way. His heart surged when she stepped into his sight. And to actually feel her velvet skin, to suck on her rigid nipples, to kiss those ultimate lips…he had to find out where she was going and what she was doing.

Janet pulled into a parking lot next to the warehouse.

Johnny parked down the street. Far enough not to be seen, close enough to see.

She said hello to a security guard in the parking lot and walked to the single door in the side of the building. It opened before she arrived, and she greeted somebody and stepped into the building, out of Johnny’s sight.

He sighed. He gripped the steering wheel in frustration. He wanted to bang his head on the wheel.

What was she doing in there?

Slaves? Despair? What the fuck was up with that?

It certainly didn’t sound like some of hoity toity bar where people tipped hundred dollar bills.

Finally, after a couple of minutes of his own heart wrenching despair, Johnny got out, locked his car, and sauntered down the side of the street.

The guard in the parking lot glanced at him, then ignored him. Fooled looked to be scratching his nose.

Johnny walked along the weed grown sidewalk. Man, this was a shabby section of town. Boarded up windows, or just plain broken out. Dented aluminum siding. He passed a tent which was filled with snoring bums.

He reached the end of the block, he crossed the street, and turned right. From across the street he found a niche and stepped into it. It was dark, and he watched the big warehouse for along minutes.

Nothing.

Nobody.

The light at the top of the stairs was out. He would be in streetlights for thirty steps, and then he would be in shadows. He could slink alongside the back fence, all in the darkness, then go through a hole in the fence. From there he could monkey up the wooden steps, go int the window, and find out, once and for all, what was going on.

Still he waited.

He thought of Janet, and his heart ached.

In that moment it crossed his mind that he should go home. Forget about it. Trust her.

But he couldn’t. The jealousy that possessed him wouldn’t let him.

He stepped out of the nook and crossed the street. He did so slowly, pulling his jacket over himself, trying to look like a homeless person, at least in his gait.

He reached the other side. There were no cars. No people. He slid along the fence and came to the place where a couple of boards had been broken. He slipped through the hole in the fence and looked around.

It was dark, the yard was bare, even of weeds, and he had a clear path to the stairs.

Still, he waited. He didn’t want to be tricked. He didn’t want to be caught.

Finally, he darted across the small yard and stepped into the shade of the stairs.

He looked up. The window gaped at him. It was like a mouth forever open, and all he had to do was climb up a couple of struts, and shimmy in the window.

He took deep breaths. He was breaking and entering, and even though he had a clean record, it was something to think about.

And he thought again, he should just go home. He didn’t need to know what Janet was doing.

But he couldn’t.

He reached up and grabbed a two by four, walked up a slanted cross beam, and did the same for the second two by four.

The window was two feet away. Easy peasy. All he had to do was step across, put a foot in, sit down, and slide through. He was sure there had to be a floor under the window. And, even if it wasn’t, it wasn’t that high.

He put a foot out, slithered it in, kept a hold on the stair two by four, then sat down. He couldn’t see inside, but it was okay. He knew it as okay. He would drop in, nose around, then figure a way out. Worst comes to worst, he waits for daylight and walks out when nobody is there.

He pushed, slithered through the window, and dropped.

And landed on a floor.

The boards were old and creaked, but he had managed to avoid any real noise.

He looked around.

Now that he was inside, his eyes got used to the darkness and he began to make out shapes. Boxes and crates. looked like a piano in one corner. A couple of things that looked like…pillories? Stocks? Those things they used to lock people in when they got to drunk?

Huh!

And, across the room, maybe twenty feet away, was a thin sliver of light. It was the bottom of a door.

Johnny tip toed across the room. As he came closer to the door he heard noise. A dull rumble. People talking, and laughing, and the sound of ragged blues. Karen Lovely singing about ‘Still the Rain.’

He got down on his hands and knees and tried to peer under the door.

The door was apparently high on a wall. He could see across a platform, a landing, and then across a lot of heads, but that was about all.

But he could tell that people were partying, and the music was definitely Karen Lovely, and he realized: she was telling the truth! She just tends bar. And these people were just rich people slumming, high tippers, avoiding the spot light.

He grinned. No more jealousy. What a load off his mind!

He stood up and looked around. He was in some kind of storeroom, and the only exit was the door he was standing by. Or, maybe there was something behind the big curtain at one end of the room.

He sauntered to the end of the room, felt the giant curtain, probably from some old time movie house, and found where the two parts of the curtain came together.

Behind the curtain was a whole ‘nother room. And another curtain on the right. A bigger curtain. And Johny realized he was standing on a stage.

There was a little more light here, and Johnny walked across the stage.

In the center of the stage was another pillory. It was about three feet tall, and attached to what looked like a rolling platform.

Johnny grinned. When he was a boy his father had taken him to a Renaissance Fair. They had had a pillory like this, and some fellow made up like a drunk, his nose all painted red and his hair all askew, had stood in the pillory. The top bar had lowered down on his neck and he stood like a fool. People laughed at him, and some of the younger boys wanted to throw things at him, but a beefy ‘King’s guard’ had foiled that.

Then, when some windbag was talking about punishment in Merry Olde England, a young lass, all made up and with big boobs, had tip toed behind the windbag and kissed the drunk on the cheek.

The crowd howled. And the windbag turned around, slowly enough so the girl could skip away.

Merry Olde England.

Johnny walked around the the pillory, ran his hand over the wood. It was polished wood, apparently in good use, and nobody wanted to get splinters. It was heavy wood. No way somebody was going to get out of that thing once it was locked!

Johnny grinned. He put his neck across the center hole. It fit just right. He put his hands in the side holes. He turned his head this way and that, pretending he was struggling. And then images of a big bosomed lass kissing him on the cheek came to him. He smiled, rapturous with the memory, and he must have made some move, shook the thing somehow, and the top bar slammed down.

It didn’t hurt him. His head was solidly in place, but now he was trapped!

His eyes opened wide. He tried to raise his head, to push the top bar up, but it wouldn’t move, and Johnny realized what had happened.

When the top bar had landed the latch on the end had swung down.  He was caught!

He struggled for a moment, then stopped. There was no way he was going to bully his way out of this, and he tried to imagine what the mechanism that had locked looked like.

A simple piece of metal with a slot in the end. The slot had fallen over the loop that the padlock goes through. If he could just shake the thing sideways a little, maybe he could swing the latch out from the padlock ring and raise the bar.

He shifted his weight sideways. The pillory was solid, though, and didn’t move.

He tried to somehow move his neck against the bar, then he tried to stretch his hand through the hole and reach the latch.

And he panicked and began struggling. For a long minute he struggled, and then he realized he was just wasting his strength. He was going to need help to get out of this mess.

But…who would help him?

If he made noise they would find him. Breaking and entering. At worst, hilarious laughter at the fool who had caught himself.

Still, what else was there?

If he didn’t get help, if he didn’t get out of this thing, he would be stuck in it all month!

He could die!

And all because he didn’t trust Janet!

He cursed himself then, and grew smarter. But it was a little late.

Finally, already feeling a little stiff and sore from being bent over, he made himself relax. He would have to wait until most of the people were gone, then he could call for help. Then he could—

THE CURTAINS STARTED OPENING!

A shaft of light sprang across the stage and started widening.

Johnny felt like somebody was shrieking in his head, he wanted to scream and run. Instead, he just stood mute.

Fortunately, he had put himself in the pillory the wrong way. He was facing away from the audience. So nobody could see his terribly red face.

“Hey! I thought you said nobody volunteered this week?”

The buzz of voices became a roar as the curtain parted further and further. Johnny could tell that everybody was gathering at the lip of the stage and looking at him.

He choked back tears and waited for somebody to release him.

“There wasn’t! I don’t know who he is!”

Somebody clambering on the stage. Footsteps, and a shape walked around to face Johnny. Johnny couldn’t look up. All he could see was a belt buckle, long dark pants, and fancy, old boots.

“Well, hello. And you are?”

“I’m Johnny. I’m sorry. I messed up. Can you get me out of here?”

The man walked to the rear of Johnny.

“His name is Johnny! Johnny Come Lately!”

Cheers. People hooting and yelling. Clapping. Then the music died down, and Johnny knew he was the center of everybody’s attention.

The man circled the pillory and stopped in front of Johnny.

“Please? Can you let me out?”

“Well, therein lies the problem, young Johnny Come Lately.”

“What?”

“Do you know what we do here?”

“I have no idea.”

“So you never read the sign next to the front door? You never wondered about slavery and despair?”

“I don’t care what you do. I just want to go home.”

The man walked around again, stopped to yell at the audience. “He wants to go home!”

Laughter, jeers, and one voice yelled out, “He wants his mommie!” More laughter.

The man arrived in front of Johnny again.

“We have very tight security here. And video cams. And I’ll bet we will see you looking at our sign. And it is obvious that you snuck in. Are you a thief?”

“No! No! I just want to go home! I’ll never tell anybody about this!”

The man walked around him again, and this time he yelled to the crowd, “He says he’s not a thief!”

Laughter.

He arrived in front of Johnny again.

“Well, Johnny Come Lately, do you know what we do to thieves?”

“But I’m not a thief!”

The man ignored him, he raised his voice so the whole crowd could hear him. “We take down his panties…and we…PADDLE HIM!”             

Cheers erupted as the whole crowd showed its approval.

“Hey! No! you can’t…You’ve got to let me go!”

But the man was not listening. He walked towards the audience, stopped behind Johnny, and said, “Does anybody have a pair of scissors? Or maybe just a really, really sharp knife?”

A moment, and somebody did, and there was more laughter and catcalls.

Then Johnny felt the man slicing his pants off.

“Don’t move Johnny Come Lately. It would look terrible on your death certificate, man dies in stocks.”

Everybody was shouting advice from the crowd now, telling the man to be careful, to not be careful, and when he began slicing Johnny’s pants around the crotch everybody went wild.

“Cut deeper!”

“I think you missed something!”

“It’s harvest time!”

Johnny was crying now. He was terrified, and was sure that he was in the hands of patients from an insane asylum.

Then it was over. For the pants.

“Oh! Look! Underwear! Who would like to tear his underwear off?”

Several voices rose up, and they all sounded feminine. Then there was the sound of ladies being helped up on the stage, and small hands grabbed his underwear and pulled.

Johnny wiggled, was ashamed, and the cloth began to rip. Cheers, and the ragged remnants of his underwear were tossed about.

“Well, now, what do we have here? Is this a butt!”

“It’s the moon? Are you in love?” Yelled a voice.

Oh, I am in love. That is without a doubt. What am I bid for this delightful piece of ass?”

“NO!” screamed Johnny, but the crowd only laughed.

“One thousand!”

“Two thousand!”

The bidding rapidly rose to 20,000 dollars.

“Wait minute…Johnny, are you a virgin?”

The audience went silent.

“What?”

“Have you ever felt a choo choo up your poo poo?”

Laughter, but it was subdued. People were waiting for an answer.

Johnny blurted, “I don’t swing that way!”

The man roared out, “Johnny Come Lately doesn’t swing that way! Do you know what that means?”

“Oh, hell,” shouted a man. “He’s a virgin!”

“That’s right! Now what am I bid for this delightful and…NEVER SULLIED…piece of ass?”

“Thirty thousand!”

“Forty thousand!”

The bids rapidly rose to 240,000 dollars.

Johnny’s mouth opened.

“Only 240 thou? What a mere pittance! For what is obviously the finest piece of ass in the whole western world, and parts of the eastern world, too!”

“300,000!”

“Come, come, ladies and gentlemen.”

Silence. It looked like the bidding was over.

“I know, let’s have a two for one sale! How many of you ladies brought your dildos?”

Now the warehouse filled with shouts and screams. It was like being at a rock concert. Johnny wanted to clasp his hands over his head and wish it all away.

But, of course, his hands were trapped.

“500,000!”

“Now we’re getting somewhere! Who’s next?”

“600,000!”

“All right! Okay!”

Then there were no more bids. The man came around to the front and said, “600,000 dollars, Johnny Come Lately. Are you worth it?”

“Please…please…” Johnny begged.

The man walked back to his rear. “SOLD! To the man with the big pocket book, and the bigger cock! Come claim your prize, sir.”

Johnny heard the noise of somebody being helped onto the stage. Soft footsteps, then hands patting his fanny.

“Oh, yeah. This is going to be good.” Then: “Anybody got any vaseline?”

Nobody did, and there was much laughter.

“How you gonna catch the hog if it ain’t greased?” Somebody shouted the misquote.

A quick conversation behind Johnny, and he picked up enough to understand what they were saying.

“He’s virgin, I expect him to bleed, but I don’t want to split him in two.”

“Noble, sir. How about…we need slick liquid…how about if we use sperm?”

The new man sounded suspicious. “How do I know somebody won’t slip his dick in while we’re juicing him up?”

“We put the honor system in place.”

Scoffs.

“Okay, how about one million dollars if somebody punctures this young man before you. That’s a tidy profit.”

The man thought for a moment. “Yeah. I guess that could work.”

Again, the first man addressed the crowd. “We are desperately in need of lubrication, and since none of you had the forethought to bring any lube, we are asking for donations of sperm. To be applied directly to this young man’s ass…BUT!”

The crowd went silent. “Anybody taking advantage of the moment will be fined one million dollars.”

Cheers, and several men climbed up behind Johnny. They moved closer to him, and he tried to kick them.

“Quick, fix his feet.”

Johnny couldn’t see, and it was easy to grab his ankles, hold them down, and chain them in place.

Johnny was stuck now. He was sore, he was about to be brutalized, and nobody seemed to care.

The men crowded behind him, he heard zippers, and then the sound of fapping and hard breathing.

“God!” Murmured Johnny. “Please!”

But God wasn’t answering requests on this day, and Johnny felt the first white hot spatters of cum on his ass.

“Ahh!” groaned a man.

The liquid trickled down Johnny’s ass crack.

Another man spurted, and another.

The crowd, following the action, cheered each semen eruption. Johnny could hear side bets being made as to who was going to shoot their seed on his ass next.

After five minutes, and a half a dozen creamy spurts, the man who had bought his ass moved up. Johnny felt him fumbling his dick forward. He tried to lock his ass cheeks.

“Don’t do that, young fellow,” and he slapped Johnny’s ass. Hard. Johnny yelped and the crowd chuckled and watched in rapt fascination.

“Turn him around!” yelled somebody.

And, to Johnny’s horror, several men began to wheel the whole pillory around.

He could see the room. He could hundreds of people watching, and many of them had masks on. Old masks, like some kind of Viennese party. Masks with long noses, like during the plague. Masks that looked like donkey faces. Masks that were nothing but Zorro strips.

Some of the masks were half masks, covering only the top half of the face, and these masks revealed sharp, white teeth, mouths open in laughter and gaity.

And all of the masks revealed the bright glitter of excited eyes.

He felt the man pushing his prick between his buns. It felt like two men were holding his buns apart, making for easier access.

“Don’t do this!” screamed Johnny.

Across the room, Janet was working hard. She poured drinks, she smiled, she didn’t mind it when some old fellow would slip a hundred dollar bill in her halter, and let his fingers linger a while.

Tell the truth, she pretty much ignored the floor show.

The floor show was a regular occurrence. One of the members of the club would volunteer, he would get a spanking, they would butt fuck him, and everything was hunky dory. The members apparently didn’t mind a little rear door action, everybody was happy, and Janet made more in one night than she made in a month. More than two and even three months. These fellows and gals were big tippers.

When the curtains had been opened, and somebody had been found in the stocks, Janet had smiled. Somebody had volunteered and not told everybody.

And when the name ‘Johnny’ was shouted out, she smiled again. She felt sorry for poor, jealous Johnny. Sitting at home and worrying. He was such a catch, and she loved him so much…and she glanced at the figure on the stage, her vision obscured by the crowd moving about, and she thought nothing of it when she saw the figure bent over, getting his pants cut off. She didn’t get enough of a glimpse to recognize Johnny.

Then the crowd had moved in on the bar, everybody wanted to get a drink and then get close to the stage to watch, and Janet poured drinks and mixed cocktails, and earned her living.

But, finally, everything died down. Everybody was watching all the men masturbate on this poor fellow’s ass. And shortly a little anal sex would occur, and then they turned the pillory around.

Janet gasped. It was Johnny! Her Johnny! And she screamed, “JOHNNY!”

Just as the man shoved his cock into Johnny’s bunghole.

Johnny heard the scream, but he was too distracted by the invader in his poop chute. He felt his ass give way. It felt like it was splitting apart, then the lubrication worked and the man was inside him.

Johnny gasped. On one hand, his ass felt like it had just received the ultimate spanking, with a cat of nine tails. On the other hand…it felt…good?

The man grunted and pulled back, and pushed forward.

Johnny lurched in the stocks. His eyes were glassy, and he couldn’t believe it. Yes, it hurt, but…but his asshole felt like it was celebrating.

At last! Yes! It needed something to go the wrong way in it!

His nerves woke up. The man’s big cock slithered in, rubbing the nerves, sliding along Johnny’s anal walls.

“No?’ asked Johnny of everybody and nobody.

People were watching his face, cheering. Talking. Pointing at him.

All Johnny could do was feel the vast pleasure begin to consume him.

A woman sat on the stage, scootched over to him on her butt, held a drink to his lips.

Johnny drank, and behind him the man was getting close. Harder and harder, deeper and deeper, all traces of pain leaving.

Johnny, as if in a dream, saw Janet pushing through the crowd towards him, somebody else held a glass to him, this one had a straw in it, and Johnny inhaled the contents.

“Yes…yes…YES!”

Johnny felt the man’s pecker stiffen, he felt the glorious feeling of warm liquid spattering in his asshole, then Janet was on the stage, sitting in front of him, holding his face with both hands. Crying.

“Johnny! Johnny!”

“I’m sorry,” And Johnny began crying.

The man backed out of his ass, his dick flopped loose, and there was a space between his legs. Johnny felt a vacancy in his asshole. It missed something.

“Hold up!” yelled the man who had been ‘announcing.’ His big hand reached down into Johnny’s sight and lifted Janet by the upper arm. She rose from his eyesight, and he wanted to reach out to her, grab her, bring her back, but he was secured in the stocks.

Somebody moved between Johnny’s legs and began fitting a cock to his hole. It was hard, no give to it, and Johnny realized that it must be a dildo. And it felt like a big one.

“I said hold up,” and the figure between his legs, it felt like a woman, smaller legs and nylons, stopped moving. She held the cock at his back door, but didn’t move forward.

Johnny waited, and the crowd quieted down and listened. Then the only sound was the sobbing, choking sounds of Janet.


PART TWO
 

“Well, friends, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here. Janet, do you know Johnny Come Lately?”

Janet was snuffling, and she managed to whisper, “He’s my boyfriend.”

The crowd gasped. A few people laughed. But there was a general air of expectancy.

“Oh, my. And you have signed a non-disclosure agreement. Yet here is your—“

“I didn’t tell him!”

“What did you tell him?”

“I just told him I was tending bar for a bunch of rich people.”

A few people in the crowd were whispering. There were no smiles now, no laughter. Even the lady with the pecker pointing into Johnny’s asshole backed off.

“Johnny Come Lately, is this the truth?”

“Yes,” Johnny muttered.

“So how did you come to crash our little party?”

“I was jealous. I Followed her. I snuck in the back way, then got caught in this thing.”

A few titters, but everybody was still listening.

“Friends! Our rules may not have been broken, but we are compromised. What shall we do?”

Though the man shouted, he was asking for actual comments. People in the crowd began to whisper.

“Ishmail!” called the man. “Bring us some drinks, if you would be so kind. Leveticus, if you could push a table and a couple of chairs over here?”

Shortly a small table was set up next to Johnny. The man and Janet sat down and three drinks were brought. One had a straw, and this one the man held so Johnny could sip. And Johnny did sip. He was embarrassed, his ass felt bad…and good, and he was on display for literally hundreds of people.

“Well, my friends? Who has an opinion?”

A male voice called out, “We could simply disappear them.”

“Kill us?” Johnny blurted.

“Janet: “You can’t do that!”

“My dear. If you haven’t noticed, we’re rich. We can do all sorts of things the peasants can’t do. One of the sheep disappearing off the range is easily accomplished. And, I dare say, two sheep might even be easier.” He raised his voice. “I would back such a proposal, except that Janet is a pleasant diversion, and she has kept her word. And young Johnny Come Lately…he’s a clever lad. I have to tell you, in the few short words I have exchanged with him, he has proven to be an agreeable sort. Yes, Ruth?”

A lady with a sultry voice offered, “if we kill them then the fun is over. And, let’s face it, finding a virgin on the stage provided us with quite a spectacle. I don’t think I have ever seen Leviticus bid so high for a simple piece of ass.”

The crowd chuckled. Then a voice from behind Johnny. “Whatever happens, I would like to complete my bought and paid for fuck.”

“Ah, yes. Go ahead. Don’t mind us.”

The crowd laughed, and Johnny felt the woman step between his thighs again. The big pecker was pushed against his hole, worked around, and slipped in.

“Oh!”

The man lifted Johnny’s head by the hair. The crowd could see the dazed wonderment on Johnny’s face as the woman slowly sawed in and out.

“How can we kill somebody who is so much pleasure? Eh?”

For a while the crowd tossed out ideas. Everything from ‘beat them severely and leave them naked in a ditch,’ to keeping Johnny and Janet hostage and making them permanent entertainment. At this last, the man conducting the ‘ceremonies’ cleared his throat.

“Bronson. You have such a beautiful mind. And you have made me wonder something.

Johnny was grunting. The woman behind him was pushing into him hard. He could feel plastic balls against his own balls, which were swinging and slapping back.

“Esther, if you could take a break for a moment, and everybody, listen, this is what I propose.” A complete silence descended on the crowd. Apparently the fellow do the talking  was important, and his words held much weight.

The woman pushing into Johnny stopped, and Johnny was left with the full feeling of a dildo jutting into his butt, but not doing anything.

“I propose that we…make them one of us.”

Silence. Then a guffaw cut off short. Then a few titters, then everybody was roaring with laughter.

“You’re going to make a peasant into an elite?” yelled somebody.

“Have you not hard of My Fair Lady?”

“We’d have to give them money and…educate them?”

“And you don’t have a million or two stuck in your mattress?” A light chuckle went through the crowd and one wit quipped, “Touche, Rastus.”

The man turned to Esther. “If you could go back to your duties, I prefer to hear Johnny’s moans and groans while I sip my libation. Speaking of which…Ishmail?”

Johnny felt the woman start up again, and a sense of wonder enveloped him. He realized that he missed the motion, and he pushed back.

“Please, let us go,” Janet begged.

Johnny could tell, from shadows and glimpses, that the man was patting her hand.

“Tell me, my dear, would you like to be rich? So rich that you never had to take another bath and everybody stilled loved you?”

There were a few laughs, and some yelled, “Go Mattis!” And Johnny finally had a name to put to the voice.

Mattis rose to the occasion. He raised his voice. “So rich you can order revolutions at your whim!” Cheers rose in the warehouse. “So rich the president sucks your cock!”

More cheers, and somebody yelled back, “He sucked mine last week!”

“So rich you can order life or death at your whim!”

The yells and cheers were becoming a monster that rose and fell with Mattis’s every word.

“So rich you can raise a peasant up,” he stood up and lifted Janet’s hand, and she stood up, confused and trembling. He let go of her hand and lowered his palm towards Johnny, “or send them down.”

Now it was like a rock concert in the big room. Everybody cheering and screaming things at Mattis.

Mattis held his hands up for silence, and the screams and shouts dwindled, became a deep silence.

“Friends. Would you bid for these breasts?” He opened his hand in the direction of Janet’s well filled bra. “Lovely Janet has provided us succor in the form of well prepared liquid oblations. She has not objected when we filled her already full brassiere with presents, and she has murmured not a word when we became overly friendly and groped a bit too much. Yes?”

“Yes!” The crowd roared back.

“And this young man, Johnny Come Lately, he has wormed through the streets, broken into our abode, and stands for our pleasure. Yes?”

“Yes!” came back the monstrous roar.

“So I say that the Gods have brought us these honest, hard working people, and asked…nay, DEMANDED…that we transmogrify them into proper miscreants! Yes!”

And now the sound was deafening. Johnny would have covered his ears had his hands been available. Janet did cover hers.

Mattis motioned for Janet to sit. His rabble rousing at a pause, he spoke low and confidently to the crowd. “Then, friends, we have but one thing to do…”

“What?” asked Janet. Things had gone beyond what she had ever expected. She was supposed to go home with a handful of cash, now Johnny was on the stage, and something was being offered to her. “What is going on?”

Mattis said, to Janet and to the crowd, “we must sell Johnny and Janet on the idea of learning how to be truly degraded.”

And, as if on cue, the woman behind Johnny yelled, “YES!” Her body froze in orgasm. Johnny’s eyes were wide, and the crowd, as if they had just witnessed a sign from the Gods, began clapping.

The crowd was back to reveling. They were drinking and carousing, the music was playing, Jim Morrison and ‘A Moonlight Ride,’ yet it was relatively silent in the rear of the stage.

Johnny had been unlocked and helped to stand up. His butthole was oozing cum, and it felt like he had a hemorrhoid. He wanted to scratch his hole, but he was afraid. He was afraid he would be bleeding.

Three chairs had been placed facing each other, so close that knees almost touched.

Mattis sat, smiling and relaxed, and watched as Johnny hobbled back to the chairs. Janet was helping him.

“Careful there, Johnny Come Lately.”

Johnny sat gingerly, afraid of more pain, and was surprised to find that sitting actually rubbed his poor asshole and gave a slight modicum of pleasure.

Janet sat down next to him, held his hand, and the two looked at Mattis.

Mattis lit up a cigarette, his motions were sure and delicate, and mused as he inspected the couple. He was five foot ten, 160 pounds, and his hair was just starting to grey. His nose was slightly curved and he had an Errol Flynn mustache under that nose. He was a handsome man, and a commanding figure. In the world of money he was envied by the rich. In the world of sex he was an authoritative figure of degradation. Which is to say…he drove a Rolls Royce and liked to wrestle with pigs.

Johnny was looking pretty wild. His hair was mussed, he was sitting tenderly, and his eyes fluttered back and forth. Yes, there had ben a certain amount of pleasure, which pleasure merely served to conflict his morals.

It was wrong for a man to take it up the ass. And he lived by that, even being a bit of a homophobe. But he had enjoyed the experience, sort of.

Janet was really worried. She had seen people on the stage. People who were of the crowd, who had been savaged and near ripped apart, taken down from the pillory with bloodied assholes and sobbing.

She had never wondered who these people were, she had just come across the job, taken it, and went along with whatever happened because, darn it, it filled her purse once a month. All of which indicated a compromise of her own morals.

“Well, Johnny Come Lately and the Lovely Janet, would you like to be rich?”

“I don’t understand?” said Janet.

Johnny was gulping, trying to figure out how to use his voice again.

“Simple. If you decide to join our club, we will educate you. The choice here is plain, risk our ire, whatever that might be, or put aside your morals, take lessons in degeneration. Learn how to laugh at pain, eat an asshole freshly shat from, fuck who you want when you want, and get rich.”

Johnny blinked. He had stopped gulping and was following the conversation. When Mattis offered money, he listened.

Janet was having none of it, but then women usually are of sounder moral fiber than men.

“Let me explain the actual procedure.” Mattis blew a thin stream of smoke into the air, then smiled at them. “For fifty weeks you will be…how should I say it…you will be our students. You won’t have to work. You will have to learn what we teach. Sometimes that will be finances., or banking, or some other ‘trade,’” He smiled. “Sometimes you will have  to suck a cock, spank an ass, lay in a dungeon all shackled and bound, be beaten or have your sexual organs spanked until you have uncontrollable orgasms.

“Each of the people you serve, yes, serve, that’s a good word, though inadequate, will have a talent. Some in real estate, some in banking, my own, as I said, is in finance. And somewhere during those 50 weeks you will likely find a talent, a liking for one field or another, and you will be encouraged in that field.

“Each week a million dollars will be put into an account for you. If you complete the 50 weeks, you will be able to access that account, and you will have the education to make yourself richer than God’s Savings Bonds. You will be educated, you will be one of us, you will have complete access to our network, and to all our advices.”

“And if we don’t complete the 50 weeks?” asked Janet. Johnny was already counting money in his mind.

“Then you disappear.” Mattis spoke so conversationally, so nonchalantly, that it was obvious he felt nothing about the idea of killing somebody.

Both Johnny and Janet blinked at his relaxed manner.

Ishmail arrived with drinks. Johnny marveled at how he could actually use his hand to hold a glass. Janet took a big gulp. Mattis ignored his drink and just smiled a Cheshire grin.

“Well, would you like to be rich?”

“Can we talk about it?” Johnny asked.

“Go ahead.”

“By ourselves?”

“If you wish.” Mattis stood up and wandered away. He began talking to a woman standing on the lip of the stage and ignored Johnny and Janet.

Johnny swiveled his head towards Janet. “I am so fucking sorry. I should have trusted you. I really fucked up. I got us in this mess.”

Janet sniffed.

“But we now have a real problem. We’re going to have to do this.”

“No way! I’m not going to let a bunch of weirdos do sick things to me! Johnny, you haven’t seen what these people do! Not week after week, like I have.”

“I know. But we have no choice. If we don’t do it…they ‘disappear’ us.”

Janet was stopped by that. She had seen cruelty on the stage, and she had heard people talking. At the time she had been more concerned with drinks and the size of her tip jar. Now her complacence was coming back to bite her.

“Listen, I love you, and you love me, so what does it matter if we have to endure some unpleasant things?”

“Unpleasant? Johnny, do you realize that you have just been buttfucked?”

“I can take it.” Then he added the kicker, “If it saves your life.”

“Oh, fuck!” Janet looked down. She didn’t want to do this. She REALLY didn’t want to do this. She was a moral girl, she had gone to Sunday school when she was a child, she liked to help people, and now she was being asked to be a slave, to be degraded and treated like…like she didn’t know what.

“Janet? Baby? It’s this or we die!”

She found her head nodding. Up and down like a death knell. Her thoughts scattered in a buzz, yet focused in a fear so bright she could taste it.

Johnny called Mattis over.

“Yes?”

“We’ll do it.”

Mattis smiled wanly. He was a smiling man. “Then, if you are serious, simply go put your head back in the stocks.”

Johnny looked at Janet. He wanted to kiss her, to hold her, to reassure her that they would get through this, and that would have reassured him that they could get through this.

Instead, acting the man, he stood up. He was still naked, but the semen was dried off, or all done oozing from his butt. His pecker stood out like a tire iron, which was something unexpected. After having been anal-ized he expected to be limp. And this tickled at the underbelly of his ability to realize: did being degraded make him horny?

Still, horny or not, conflicted or not, he strode across the stage.

People in the audience stopped what they were doing and watched. Many of them were grinning, but in an almost evil way.

Johnny stepped up to the pillory and studied it. A simple construction of wood. A few bolts to keep it together. A latch that, once closed, would not open until somebody else opened it.

In one way, what Johnny did next was the hardest thing he had ever done, but it was also the easiest. He reached up and brought the top bar down. He slipped one hand in, and his head. then he moved his other hand into the second hole, and let the top bar close.

He heard the metal latch click shut.

Cheers! An abrupt celebration. And, in a way, Johnny felt this in the back of his mind, an acceptance.

Then he heard footsteps, and saw Mattiss’s and Janet’s feet come into view.

Mattis unhooked Janet’s bra, but didn’t take it off. He held the ends together and turned to the crowd. “Friends!” he roared in his stentorian voice, “What am I bid?” And he pulled off Janet’s bra and dropped it on the floor under Johnny.

Johnny stared at the bra. He recognized it. He had taken that bra off her many times and enjoyed her exquisite charms. Now he was staring at what had been a doorway to pleasure, a holder of bounties, a barrier to his lips and mouth, and knowing that , in a sense, he had just given her away.

Tears began to well in his eyes.

“Ten thousand!”

“Twenty thousand!”

Within a trice the bids were over a hundred thousand dollars. So much money, yet Janet stood with her head down, feeling like a slave on the block. Her head was down, her hair draggled over her face, and she was ashamed and blushing furiously. And her breasts, her breasts were large, and Mattis held one up for the crowd to see.

“Observe, the fruits of innocence!”

Over two hundred thousand. He stepped behind Janet, made her pull her shoulders back. He brushed her hair out of her face. He made her stand as if she was proud.

“My dear,” he whispered in her ear, “When you have what you have…flaunt it.”

She tried. In spite of the doom and dread descending on her, she tried to look proud. She succeeded in presenting a weak defiance, but that was all. The crowd, however, didn’t mind it; they loved it.

They knew this girl. She had poured them drinks and laughed at their jokes, and didn’t even object when they got a little too frisky when depositing bills in her bra. With this familiarity on her side, the crowd loved her, lusted for her, and combined with the spirit of the proceedings…three hundred thousand dollars.

Next to Janet Johnny grunted, but she avoided looking at him, even though her heart was breaking.

A big fellow with a hairy chest and a stubby cock was stuffing his meat into Johnny’s rear. His eyes were rolled back and he chugged away like a choo choo.

Four hundred thousand dollars.

Mattis raised a hand and the crowd quieted. “She’s a virgin!”

Even Janet was surprised by that, he was so obviously lying. The crowd loved being lied to, however. They cheered as if she really was, and yelled encouragement to him.

“Tell us!” Somebody screamed.

Mattis went into pitch mode. He raised his voice and said, “Maybe she’s not a complete virgin, but, I guarantee, she’s had only the smallest of cocks!”

Everybody laughed.

Mattis: “Yes?”

“YES!” was roared back at him.

Six hundred thousand dollars.

Johnny felt the cream shoot into his ass. It was warm, and he loved the way it made him feel. His ass just got so ooshy squooshy.

The chubby man backed out and another man took his place.

“SOLD! Seven hundred thousand dollars to the man with love in his heart and an iron rod in his pants!”

Mattis whispered to Janet, “You brought in more than Johnny. You are truly a delicious treat, my dear.”

A tall man, his cock already hanging out of his pants, came to the stage. He jumped out, his dick flopping. It was hard and long, longer than Johnny’s, but not as thick. He took Janet’s hand and led her back into the darkness of the stage.

Johnny saw her legs move past, out of his sight, and he mourned, as best he could. He was actually preoccupied with the grunting, shoving pecker deeply embedded in him.

And, a squirt. A thick stream of hot white. He moved his ass. Odd, he wasn’t sure how he should move to make the best of a situation, but his wiggle was appreciated. A big hand slapped his buttocks and the man moved away to make room for another.

In Johnny;’s mind: Fifty million dollars!

Suddenly, as if he had heard Johnny’s thought, Mattis squatted next to him. He had a large vase in his hands. It was light green, dirty, probably just a stage prop, and Johnny stared at it.

“Just a taste, Johnny Come Lately. A token, to let you know how serious we are. It will fill, and I will put it aside for you, for the end of a year.”

Then Mattis stood up and walked away. Johnny heard him bantering with people as he faded in the distance and was absorbed by the crowd.

And he watched the vase.

Somebody came up and tossed a penny in it. There were a lot of laughs, and people jeered, and the donater insulted back, and then he put a hundred dollar bill in the vase.

Johnny stared at the vase, at the bill. Crumpled up and not very clean. A hundred dollars.

The man in his ass groaned and deposited another load into Johnny’s rectum. Johnny felt the scum oozing down his thigh. He looked at…three hundred dollar bills. Four. Five. Several fifties in a wad. More hundreds. Nothing less than a fifty.

Another man positioned himself between Johnny’s legs. Another prick surged forward into his depths. He grunted. He was getting used pretty hard now, but he tried to hang on to the pleasurable parts of being gang raped.

Except, he had stepped into this himself. He wasn’t being raped, just used. For their pleasure For his pleasure, if he could find it.

More hundreds.

People yelling and drinking and losing clothes in the big room.

A woman cams and sat down next to him. He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her. She grabbed his cock and started stroking.

Another man squirting, more bills.

He felt like squirting himself. The woman’s hands were talented, but she stopped when he was close. She stopped, and giggled, and waited…then she stroked again.

And suddenly, horny, filled with cum, desperate to cum himself, Johnny had a thought: Janet?

The man led Janet into the semi-darkness of the stage. He was fondling his prick as he strode through the darkness, and he moved so fast he was almost dragging her.

“Here’re some rugs. Better than the floor, eh?” And that was the end of his foreplay.

He kicked a small roll of rug so that it unfurled. He laid her down, pulled off her thong, and stuck his cock in her.

Janet gasped. She had not had many men, and the ones she had had had been gentle, caring. This man, for his expensive clothes and the claim that he was richer than ‘God’s Savings Bonds,’ was crude, impatient, and harsh.

“Oh, yeah!” he grunted, pushing hard. His dick slid up high and fast, filled her up, and it was so different than Johnny’s or any other man’s she had ever had.

But, then, every cock is different, if one has the sensitivity to accurately estimate the depth of the plunge, the heat of the walls, the smack of the balls on the ass.

He ravaged her then, and she had a thought of poor Johnny, putting up with dicks assaulting him. Poor Johnny, who had never felt a man’s cock, let alone up his ass.

“Better move a little, bitch,” and the man slapped her tits.

Janet lurched up, placed one arm over her tits.

“Yeah, that’s it!”

That was the moment that Janet realized she was in for the ride of her life. This man, this pencil-dicked man, was inadequate, and he knew it, so he made up for it with bravado and cruelty.

“Fuck me back, bitch!” he moaned, slamming into her, bouncing her ass off the rugs.

“Fuck you!” snarled Janet, feeling the reality of the emotion. She hadn’t wanted to be fucked. She didn’t want to be in this mess, and the anger suddenly spurted out.

“HAH! I knew I had you pegged right.”

“You? With your skinny dick!” She grabbed hair on his chest and pulled.

“OWWW!” he howled. One hand went to his chest, but in the darkness, though he had felt pain, because he had felt pain, the man grinned. His teeth were a slice of sword in the dimness of the back stage.

“That’s it, bitch!” He picked her up then, turned her over, and she scrambled to get he hands and knees under her.

He slapped her ass and made a ‘yippee!’ sound and plowed into her.

The position was unfamiliar to Janet. Johnny hand her had done doggy style, but never with this ruthlessness, this savagery.

“You fucking asshole!” screamed Janet.

“Fuck your asshole!” He pulled out, and he was slippery and slimy from her juices, and he shoved it up her poop chute.

Janet gave way. The violence pushed her down, his weight body slammed her, his dick belly flopped her.

She grunted, lost her breath, and tried to figure out what to do. But she didn’t have to do anything. He did it all. He had her flattened out, at his mercy, and he sank his weight straight down into her rump.

She had never taken it up the asshole, and to be taken in this violent fashion, it was more than she could stand. She screamed. Her scream was heard in the big room, but, except for a few glances, nobody cared.

And he kept shoving into her, bruising her, making her orifice bigger and more gaping.

Now anger was gone from Janet. Now she felt the truth of the sad condition of being totally under the thumb, or the cock, of somebody else.

She lay there, unable to move, tears streaming from her eyes.

Then, suddenly, the man backed off. He pulled out, and he grabbed her and spun her around.

“Sit up,” he snarled.

Janet sat, in the dim light her mascara was trickling down her cheeks. She was dusty on the front of her body from the rug.

He stood in front of her and presented his cock.

It stuck into her face, long and hard, with bits of brown on it.

“Clean it off. Suck it.”

He grabbed her head and pulled it forward. She forced herself to open her mouth, and she felt the sickening taste of her own feces as she cleaned him off.

“Oh, yeah. “Now we’re fucking.”

But Janet didn’t think so. They weren’t fucking, they were brutalizing, they were degrading, and Janet suddenly realized some of what Mattis had told them. And she finally had a vision, a true vision, of what waited for her and Johnny for the next year.

She had seen Johnny being fucked, and her heart had broken. Now, being so cruelly use herself, her heart was more than broken. It was shattered. Destroyed. Rendered obsolete.

And the man came. He held the sides of her head and lurched and throbbed and…pumped.

She felt his slime course down her throat, and she gagged, but he wouldn’t let her go. He just kept spewing his seed into her.

End of the night. Johnny stood up next to the small table. He didn’t feel like sitting.

Janet sat and held to the table with her hands. Her head was down, she was crying.

Mattis watched patiently. “The first time is always the most difficult,” he observed. “Don’t worry. It will get better. It will even get sublime. But you’ll have to earn it.”

“Earn this…this degradation?” Janet stared at him. Her eyes were thousand yard eyes. She had been in the worst kind of combat a woman could be in.

“I’m sorry,” said Johnny.

Mattis chuckled. Then, “It will help if you hug each other.”

They blinked and looked at him. In a way, it was the thing they desired least. They were tired of human contact. Yet, in a way, it was the thing that would benefit them the most. The comfort of love, the feel of some one who actually cared.

Janet stood up. She moved slowly, hesitantly.

Johnny moved forward slowly. He, too was timid. They were almost afraid of touching each other. They had been sacrificed to the Gods of filth, and they felt filthy, and yet…now started, they couldn’t stop themselves. And then they were hugging, holding, trying to get closer than flesh would allow. And they cried, and sobbed, and felt each other sobbing and shuddering and shaking.

Mattis watched approvingly. After a long couple of minutes, minutes in which they couldn’t stop themselves from purging themselves of the dirt that had been done to them, Mattis spoke: “It will be a long year. Sometimes you will be apart. Sometimes you will see each other. you won’t be allowed to fuck each other. Things will be done to you, and you will do things you never imagined. But, in the end, you will have each other. If you survive. If your spirits can endure and hold to the truths within you.

Johnny and Janet stared at the older man.

Then Janet asked, in a low voice, “Why do you do this? Why do you hurt people and…and treat them this way?”

Mattis regarded her with amusement. “My dear, the time between birth and death, it is yours to do with as you wish. How can you ask?”

“But I do ask! To hurt people. To treat them with such contempt. It is..it is…” words failed her.

Mattis was openly grinning now. He said, “Janet, Johnny come Lately, I used to ask myself that very question, way back when I was but a tadpole. And I finally figured out the answer.”

they watched him.

“I do what I do because it is fun. If you can live a life where you can transmute pleasure into pain, where you can find pleasures from sources others deem irredeemable, then you have found paradise on earth. Of course, I don’t expect you to believe me.”

They waited. He wasn’t done.

“I expect you to find out for yourselves.”

It wasn’t much of a sop, and all they could was stand and stare at Mattis.

“Well, then, fun and games are over for the night. You’ll be coming home with me for a week. Are you ready?”

They weren’t, but they had to be, so they both nodded, and Mattis led them out of the warehouse.

END


About this series…

A Man Caught is the first in a series I have tentatively titled, ‘The Third Gender Series.’

Johnny and Janet are trapped in a deal with the devil. A man known only as Mattiss has offered them fifty million dollars, a million dollars a week, if they can last a year performing services for the members of a secret sex club: ‘The Third Gender Society.’ Each member of the club will bring different quirks and kinks, and Johnny and Janet will be taught how to be servants, how to be the opposite sex, how to suffer, how to take pain and make it into pleasure, how to make a life out of sex and degradation. The only real question, however, is this: at the end of a year…will they still love each other? Is love eternal? Or can simple degenerates ruin what is pure and beautiful.

This first book, ‘A Man Caught,’ details how Johnny and Janet are trapped into a deal with the devil.

Remember, it only hurts if you fight it.

Enjoy the fight.
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Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing.


He Wanted a Real Chest!

So I gave him one!


PART ONE

“God, I envy you.”

“Of course you do, honey. What’s not to envy?”

Cooper stared at me. Well, to be precise, he stared at my boobs. The poor boy is so flummoxed by my breasts he literally drools. This has given me a wonderful power over the dear boy. He’s my husband, but because I have tits I wear the pants. Figuratively.

He realized he was staring and lifted his eyes. “Did I say something?”

I giggled. The poor boy was so besotted with my breasts he didn’t even know when he was talking.

“You said you envy me. And, of course, you were talking about my breasts.”

“Sorry,” he mumbled. “I know I sort of lose it around you. But…I am just mesmerized by your figure.

“Coop, I don’t mind at all that you are dumbstruck by my beauty,” I patted his cheek. “I just wonder if you would still love me if I didn’t have these big mothers.” I hefted my breasts and he gulped.

Credit to the boy, he managed to get his gaze back to my face. He said, “Honey, I’ll always love you. I just…I’m sort of fixated.”

“Obsessed you mean.”

He nodded glumly.

We were in our bedroom, getting ready for a party. A small party of just a few friends, and I had a surprise for Cooper. A good surprise. Heh heh.

I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was auburn and wavy over the shoulders. I’ve got deep brown eyes, they almost look black when the light is dim. My make up looked good, red lipstick always adds a little bounce to poor Coop’s dick, and I was wearing a svelte, black dinner dress. Svelte except for the bulge up top.

Look, I’m not shy about it. When a girl’s as big as I am they learn to either walk hunched over in a sack, or to strut it proudly. I didn’t feel like walking hunched over, and…I got ‘em so I flaunt ‘em.

“What are they?”

“Size? Oh, I don’t know, I stopped measuring at double D. I mean, what’s a D or two among friends, eh?”

He gulped again.

He was dressed, and I just had to fix my hair. “Did you want to stroke yourself while you’re waiting?”

He nodded. He was just a sad boy.

“Well, go ahead. I don’t mind. And maybe tonight I’ll let you slide that big rod between my awesome boobs.”

He almost lost it right there. I swear, his pants looked near to busting, and they were pulsing, and I expected to see a wet spot appear at any moment.

I fixed my hair and he pressed his groin with one hand and reached up to rub a nipple with his other hand.

I smiled as I brushed my hair out. I do so love a helpless man. Makes me sort of hot, if you know what I mean. And if they get helpless enough I actually start to get wet. Actually wet. Like drip drip wet!

“Okay, babe. Let’s go live the life.”

I sauntered past him and he followed me, and he was so dazed by my awesomeness he tripped over his own feet and almost fell.

“Hey, everybody!” We entered the party in style. My style being my boobs entered the room first, and when all eyes were on them, I entered, and the eyes would quickly shift to me.

Oh, it is so funny. These macho guys, they’re all pussy whipped. Well, boob whipped.

Martha greeted me and we hugged and air kissed, then I made my rounds. Jimmy and Tanya, Russ and Maxine, Martha and Sammy.

The girls hugged me without problem, they all had big boobs and we girls aren’t averse to the feeling of having boobs touch. I mean, we’re wearing clothes and everything, so what? Right?

But the guys, all of them, were self conscious. Even though they had wives with big ‘uns, they kept their bodies a bit apart. It was almost like they were afraid of boobs other than their wives’.

So I, quite the devil, usually tried to close the distance and give a good hug. Make them feel my awesomeness.

Some would gulp, some would turn a little red, but all of them would have an instant boner. And this was fine with their wives because these guys were all in love with their wives, and they would take their boners home and put them in the right places. And I knew better than to go after a married man. After all, I had my own married man, and I wouldn’t want somebody to go after him. Right?

After greetings were done I turned and saw that my husband was red in the face and mumbling. Poor boy, that was my surprise for him. These girls were all in the local la leche league. They were lactating to a gal. Breastfeeding. And they wore bras with snap on fronts that made their bosoms look even bigger than they were.

Poor boy, and I grinned as his eyes didn’t know which way to look, and any direction he looked in had a boob or two in it and his face just kept getting redder and redder.

Drinks were served, and we all got a little tipsy. We chatted about this and that, and we kept the guys by our sides because we all hated it when guys went off by themselves and talked about something stupid like…well, football.

I mean, grown millionaires, getting all hissy over who can carry a misshapen ball further.

Actually, I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but I know why football is so popular among men. The football is shaped like a boob. Go on, take a look at a football. Cut it in half and you have a big boob. Maybe a triple J or something. And that is why men are stuck to the screen on the weekends. they are watching a big boob being tossed around, and they wished they could do some tossing. Or catching.

Heck, women know that men are always horny after a football game, and they know why. And that is why some women like their men to watch football, or don’t. If the woman likes sex, she likes here man to watch a game because he’s going to get all horny and bone her. And if the woman doesn’t like sex she’d prefer her man not to watch football.

It’s sort of funny listening to a woman who doesn’t like sex degrade a man watching a football game. She’s trying to emasculate him before he gets horny and wants to have his way with her.

Fortunately, I don’t have to worry about that. I like sex. My man wants to watch football, go for it! If we’re alone I’m going to be getting poked by half time. But even if we’re at a party or something, when we get home he is going to be all over me. Sucking on my football-sized jugs and trying to, ahem, ‘score.’

Anyway, we’re sitting there chatting, and the men are trying to appear nonchalant and not ogle, let alone let their tongues out to drool, and the subject matter turns to breast feeding.

Natch. Heh heh! Coop is going to get an earful, and I’m going to be wonderfully pleasured at the end of the night.

“I sometimes think I should stop lactating,” sighed Maxine. She’s a redhead with breasts almost as big as mine.

“But why?” Martha asked. She’s a brunette with smaller breasts, but not too small, and a dedication to milking them in the hopes that they’ll get bigger.

“Oh, just having to lug these puppies around, and sometimes they get so full, I don’t have time to milk them, and they get a little painful.”

I looked at Maxine’s husband, Russ, and waggled my finger. “You let your wife’s breasts get too full? You bad boy!”

He looked a little embarrassed, which caused all the girls to focus.

“Well, uh, Russ, uh, he’s developed an allergy. An allergy to milk.”

Mouths dropped. Poor Maxine. Titties all filled and no relief in sight.

“Are you okay right now?” asked Martha.

“They’re a little full,” Maxine admitted.

“Do you want to use my pump?”

The men were starting to perk up. Pumping her breasts meant she would simply pull her dress down and start pumping, and they would all get an eyeful of super-sized boob. I could already see tongues licking lips.

“Well…I guess I could. That would be nice.”

Martha went into the kitchen and brought back a breast pump. “Why don’t you sit right there,” she pointed at the end of the couch, “And take care of yourself.”

“Thank you, Martha.”

Maxine sat down, undid her top, unbuttoned the flaps on her bra, and her big bazookas were out in the open.

She has a nice set. Pink areolas, nips that are unusually distended from constant milking, and, of course, they are big.

The party adjourned to the living room so we could all chat while Maxine milked herself. But one squeeze of the handle and the breast pump broke.

“Oh, no! I’m sorry!”

“I’m sorry I don’t have another one. What will we do about your milk?”

Everybody looked at each other, and it was obvious what the men were thinking. So I, with a smirk, pointed out, “We’ve got three suckers without allergies, if Russ doesn’t mind?”

“Oh, hell,” said Russ. “Look at how big her boobs are. I always needed help.”

I turned to Cooper. “Coop? Do you want to volunteer your services?”

I thought he was going to fall over. He actually reeled on his feet. The other guys were also sort of dizzy from the suggestion, and us girls started to giggle.

“Maxine? Do you want to use my boob headed hubby to drain your boobs?”

Maxine giggled. “Are you sure it’s all right?”

“Oh, hell. We all know these men have a boob fetish. He’s going to be in heaven for weeks over this.”

Then, with a few quips and jokes, I pushed Cooper over to Maxine.

“I, uh…”

“Get down on your knees,” suggested one of the guys.

“Sit here, Cooper. Tanya made room for him. Tanya’s the blonde among us. Surfer blonde, and when she goes to the beach and struts around with her puppies hanging out all the boys fall off their surfboards.

So Cooper sat down, slunk down a little, was very self conscious, looked at me, and I nodded my reassurance, then he began to suck on her breasts.

Now suckling a breast is supposed to be for feeding. Yes, it is an erogenous zone, but in this situation it was not supposed to be about sex.

Tell that to Cooper’s dick.

I nudged Martha and nodded towards Cooper’s crotch. It was bulging, and even growing a little wet. He was actually dripping! And I wondered if he might actually cum from sucking on Maxine’s big mountains.

Then, so as not to let the moment become too awkward, we all started talking again. And we ignored the elephant in the room, my hubbie suckling a world class set of breasts, gulping down massive amounts of milk, and in a whole ‘nother world of horniness and pleasure.

Time passed, and finally Maxine was empty. “Thank you, Cooper. You’re a good breastfeeder. I envy you, Amanda.”

“Not a problem. My sucker is your sucker,” and we all giggled.

Cooper stood up, and his pants were wet, but I think just from dripping, not from cumming, though it was probably close. And he looked so manly, so proud of himself. Red-faced, but proud.

“Easy, Tiger,” I laughed as I linked my arm through his.

And the party went on…and was eventually over.

Cooper was driving and I was sitting in the passenger seat, turned towards him, laughing inside.

“Didn’t expect that, did you?”

He shook his head. Then: “You’re not mad, are you?”

“Hell no. I suggested it. Give you a thrill. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if Maxine drops by in the next few days, needs a little more milking.”

“Oh.”

“And, yes. It’s okay if you take advantage of the situation. I know how you like your boobs.”

He grinned. then he sobered, and he said, for the second time that night, “I envy you.”

I was a little high, and I was feeling pretty good about giving Cooper that little ‘gift,’ and I blurted out. “You should get your own pair.”

He was silent. And I didn’t notice because we were almost home. He pulled into the driveway, turned off the car, and we got out. We walked into the house, his arm around me, my head on his shoulder, and right into the bedroom.

Then, me giggling, I slid right out of my clothes. Bingo, I was naked in two seconds. For a change, he was moving a little slower, almost like he was a thinking.

I know, that’s a rare thing for a man, but he was actually doing it, thinking.

“Hey,” I said. “Don’t hurt yourself.”

“What?”

“You’re thinking too hard. Don’t hurt yourself.”

He stared at my unfurled boobs. Bingo, back under my thumb. No more thinking for him. Now there was only one thing on his mind.

“Oh, baby,” he muttered, and he launched himself at me.

Cooper’s not a big man, but he’s strong. Wiry strong, and he pushed me back on the bed. His head was aimed for my breasts and I hugged his head and helped him nose in for a landing, then he was sucking on my nipples and pressing on my tits.

“Oh, yeah!” I moaned. When somebody sucks my nipples it goes right to my groin. Little electrical shootings that make me hornier than a brass section in a marching band. A big marching band.

I reached down for his cock and found it agreeably ready. I fondled it, his hands found my pussy and began finger banging me. I humped his digits and my hips were going out of control and…

“OOOH!” He moaned, and I felt his fluids spurt all over my legs.

What? I couldn’t believe it! The son of a bitch had actually ejaculated! All over me! Not in me, like he’s supposed to, but on me!

“Oh, no!” I pushed him back. He slid to his knees on the floor and his cock was still spurting.

“Sor…sorry…” he shivered and trembled as his seed leaked out.

“But…I needed…you were supposed to…”

“I’m sorry, honey,” his spurting had stopped, just a little bit of white oozing out of the tip of his cock. “But that scene tonight, it got me so horny…”

I lay back on the bed, totally frustrated. I couldn’t believe it. The big goof had shot his load without me. Fuck!

He struggled to his feet, then fell on the bed. That’s the unfortunate thing about my tit-obsessed hubbie. He cums easy, and cums a lot, then he passes out.

“Hey!” I shook him. “Get me off!”

“Huh…wha…” snore.

I mean, really. He was out that fast.

I stared around the room. His mess was on the floor. Clothes were scattered. My poor pussy was aching for some action.

So, as I had done before, when finding myself in this situation, I went to the dresser drawer and took out old faithful. My nine inch buzz happy substitute dick.

I lay on the bed, right next to Cooper, and began playing with myself.

He snored.
I played with my nipple, rolled it around. like I like it, and I teased my labia with the head of my monster cock.

He snored.

I slid that puppy into home plate and heard the stands go wild. Screaming, cheering…

I worked my arm, pumping and pumping, and I rounded first. The crowd was throwing their hats in the air.

I stirred my pussy, feeling the big head scouring my insides.

Rounding second, arms pumping, feet flying. The crowd screaming and throwing beer cups into the air.

Oh, yeah. I could feel that warm sense of ignition swelling up under me.

Rounding third…people screaming and fighting in the stands!

I crossed the plate! “OHHHH! OHHH! OHHHH!”

I shuddered and shook, and my tits wobbled all over my chest. Heysoos, it was a good one.

But it wasn’t dick inspired. It was plastic generated. And I wanted that warm, living, flesh feeling inside me.

Cooper snored.

And I made up my mind, right then, that I was going to do something about the situation.

I woke up, and Cooper was still slumbering. I elbowed him. “Hey! Wake up!”

“Huh! What?”

“You forgot to do me last night.”

“Oh, crap. I’m sorry.” He was looking at me…and trying not to look down at my tits.

“That’s okay, but you need to make up for that error. Now get busy!”

I threw the covers off us and spread my legs.

I might just as well have kept them closed because he went for my boobs. Silly man, he just came, and still he’s obsessed with my breasts. I could feel his dick getting hard all over again as he played with my boobs.

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered excitedly.

“Come on, honey, my pussy is down there, it’s hot and ready.”

“Okay, yeah,” but I had to shove his head down to get him off my tits.

Finally, he was down there, licking and sucking, and man, did it feel good. His tongue slathered my labia, he munched on my clitoris, and he began to use his fingers. Oh, I loved it. I moaned and held his head down. Then: “Are you hard enough to fuck me?”

“Uh, no,” he mumbled up at me.

Yet I could feel his dick. Bastard.

I pulled his ear and made him move up. “Stick that candy cane into Santa Land.

He sighed. At this point, after having cum and being a little over sensitive down there, he would rather eat me to a cum, or just finger fuck me. Or even get a dildo out and…hmm. A dildo. My mind, in spite of the delightful way the boy chewed on me, started to work.

Fake penis. Hmmm.

He put his dick in me, and it felt go-o-od. Spread me out, made me drip, and the raw, raspy pleasure of a dick scraping my insides…oooh!

But I had a thought in my head. I stopped him from fucking.

He stared at me.

“Do you like fake tits?”

“Huh? you mean like silicone?”

“Yeah. Whatever. Would you still like my tits if they were fake?”

“Of course!” He actually looked offended. “I love your tits!”

“Well, he liked them natural, and I was sure if he would love them fake…but he probably would. I mean, he was a boob man.”

“Good, now fuck me.”

Confused, but willing, feeling his poor, abused dick stay hard, he went back to sliding in and out.

I groaned and fucked back. I corkscrewed my hips and felt the wonderful goodness of…I stopped.

“Can you tell the difference between fake tits and real tits?”

He was looking a little exasperated. “Of course!” Like he was saying ‘Duh.’

“How?”

Fake ones ride higher, they don’t bounce as much, they don’t shimmy.”

“But you don’t care if the woman you are fucking has fake tits or natural.”

He paused, his mouth open, then he suddenly shoved his irritation back. He answered honestly. “Honey, we know my problem. I see a tit and my boner kicks my brain out of the saddle and takes over. I’m sorry. I can’t give you the answer you want.”

“What makes you think I want a certain kind of answer?”

He stared at me like I was the one who was brain dead. “Because you keep stopping me to ask the same question.”

I laughed, and reached down and grabbed his nuts.

He jerked and his head rose up and his eyes open.

“Honey, you answered perfectly. Now fuck me good, and I won’t stop you again.”

He cocked his head. Curiosity. Then he tentatively moved his hips.

“Oh, yeah. Fill me up, buttercup.”

He started banging me hard. Heck, maybe he just wanted to hurry up before I stopped him and asked any more stupid questions, but it was just what I needed.

He drove that hard cock into my nethers, he slapped his balls against my fanny, and he grabbed a tit with each hand and pulled on them.

“AHHHH!” I almost screamed. I was definitely loud. Neighbor waking loud.

“Shhh!” he whispered.

Fuck that!

“AHHHH YEAH!”

He tried to put his hand over my mouth, but it did not good. I was having a good cum and I didn’t want him stopping it. I shook my head free and gave one last shriek. “YESSSSS!”

Then my body stopped spasming and I began to cum down, nothing left but mini-twitches and that warm, wonderful feeling. Ah seen mah duty and ah done it!

A shower, got dressed, with a half bra that would expose my nipples and drive Cooper mad, then breakfast. We ate silently, thinking our own thoughts. The sun was shining in through the kitchen window.

Cooper: “Did you mean it?”

“What?”

“That if Maxine came over and needed me to…relieve the pressure…I should go ahead and…do it?”

“Sure. And I don’t even care if you have a spontaneous ignition of sperm. As long as you keep that dicklet in your pants.

“Dicklet?” he smirked. “It wasn’t a dicklet when I was balls deep in you.”

I grinned. “You got me on that one.”

We were silent again, then I dropped the bomb.

“You envy me.”

He stared at my boobs.

“You love these big honkers.” I put my hands under them and lifted. They weighed a lot.

“Oh, yeah.” He was so intent he was almost cross-eyed.

“And I love the fact that they keep you so horny, because that means…well, you know what it means.

“It means you get all the loving you want.” He actually looked at me.

“So I’m just wondering…”

“What?”

“How you would be if you had your own set of tits.”

He blinked. I could see his mind disconnecting, and not in a bad way.

“You mean…like boobs. On my chest. Real boobs.”

“Or fake boobs. There’s lots of ways, you know.”

“So that’s why you were asking if I liked fake tits.”

I shrugged. I stood up and cleared the table and started doing the dishes. He just watched me. I knew his dick was doing the thinking, I could feel him staring at my nice, round ass, but I also knew that, in spite of his dick, he was doing some actual thinking. Like with his skull.

I finished the dishes, took him by the hand and led him out to the living room. I put some music on the TV, lifted my blouse, and pulled him to me.

He lay by my side, palpating my boobs, sucking them, feeling them. His mind going a million miles an hour.

I sighed. This was the life. I felt warm and good and I felt little sparks of sexual electricity shoot form my nipples to my pussy.

“You’re serious,” he mumbled over a mouthful of tit.

“Just a thought,” I shrugged it off. You bet I’m serious. I’m dead fucking serious!

He adjusted himself and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss, one filled with all sorts of things besides just sex.

“Me with with tits.”

“I can see it,” I murmured, holding him tight. “You’d have to get your own bras, and around the house you could wear sexy tops. When we go out you could bind them, or not, your choice.

“Heysoos,” he whispered, his eyes far away. “Walking down the street, actually bouncing, my flesh shivering. People checking me out.”

“Men?” I asked.

“I hope not.” He sat up. “What would other women think of a man with tits?”

“Depends. If they’re nice, big honkers they’d probably be jealous.”

“I’d have to avoid men. I’m pretty sure men would have a tough time with me having boobs.”

“Maybe. But probably not the men from last night.”

“Hmm.”

“But you’re not the kind of guy who hangs out with men much, anyway.”

He twisted his lips a bit. “But if I’ve got my own boobs…what would that do to us?”

“Depends. If you could suck your own boobs you wouldn’t need me. But if you can’t, maybe even if you can…there’s a lot of pleasure in sucking somebody else’s tits.”

Tell me about it,” He said, wryly. Then he had a thought: “Why don’t you ask the ladies from last night? If anybody is going to have an opinion about men having tits it would be members of the La Leche League.”

“Good idea.” I leaned back and was able to reach my phone on the side table. I opened contacts and selected Maxine.

“Now?” mouthed Cooper.

I shrugged. “Might just as…Hi, Maxine? Oh. Fine. Yes, it was fun. The reason I called…I have a question that might seem a bit over the top, but Cooper and I were thinking about giving him boobs. Yes, real boobs. Don’t know, big as we can, I guess. Really? No! I’m sure he’d be interested in that. Sure, I’ll call the others and…no, no. Okay. Got it. Okay, talk to you later.”

I hung up and hit another contact.

“What’d she say?” asked Cooper.

“Shh—Hi, Martha. Listen, the reason I’m calling, I have a sort of a goofy question, but I’m serious, we’re thinking about giving Cooper his own set of ta tas.”

I finished talking to Martha, and then Tanya, and I hung up the phone.

“What’d they say?” Cooper was anxious, almost desperate.

“You heard some of it, so you know they were supportive…”

“Yeah?”

“And, actually, they were all excited by the idea. Tanya called it groundbreaking. Martha said she wished she had thought of it for Sammy. Says he’s needed a good set of boobs from the beginning.”

We were silent then, and for once he didn’t stare at my boobs. Instead, I think he was staring at his own set of tits in his mind.

Cooper Haddon, a man with a big chest. Wears a bra. And a blouse. Maybe even a little make up.

And dangly earrings, and suddenly I realized that I was getting warm.

“Heysoos,” I breathed.

“What?”

“This is making me so horny. I can’t believe how wet I am. I just fucked, had a great cum, and yet here I am, all ready to go again.”

“From the idea of me having tits?”

“Yes.” I stood up, determined. “Come on.” I led the way back to our bedroom. I handed him an old bra. It was stretched out, and shabby, but I thought it would fit him. He wasn’t one of these big chested bozos.

“What?”

“Put it on. Take off your shirt and wear it.” The lust in my voice was plain. I wondered if I had a dark spot in my crotch. This was almost like having sex. Good sex. Really good sex.

He took off his tee shirt and fumbled with the thing. Finally, I stepped in and turned it the right way and fastened the clasps. I put the straps over his shoulder and stood back.

He looked at himself. A dismal expression on his face..

“What’s wrong?”

“It looks stupid.”

“Just wait.” I went to the closet and took down a box. Aunt Jasmine had had a mastectomy and I still had her fake tits. I don’t know why I had kept them, she had passed a couple of years ago, but I did. I handed the box to Cooper.

He opened it, and his breath caught. He took out one breast form and studied it. He felt it. His fingers sunk into the spongy material. “Wow.”

“Come on, put them in before I have a squirt attack.”

“A squirt attack,” he snickered, and he slipped first one form into a cup, then the other. He smiled.

“Oh, yes.” I said. I wanted to reach down and rub my crotch. Right there. In front of God and Cooper. In fact, I was going to need a drip pan.

“Heysoos is a duck in a feather factory!” he whispered. “Look at my crotch!”

His boner was pushing, hard, and his pants bulged out.

“Take off your pants.”

He stripped quick, pulling the pants over his cock and letting the monster out to breath. On one hand, it looked funny. A man with a set of tits and a massive boner. On the other hand…it wasn’t funny. It was sexy. I could imagine him in nylons and garters. High heels. Maybe even a dress. At least a nice blouse.

“If you let your hair out a bit. In fact, come here.”

I sat him down at my make up table and started combing out his hair. I brushed it and. teased it and made it fluff out. Finally, I sprayed a bit of hair spray on him.

“Wow!” he said, looking in the mirror.

“Double wow,” I murmured. “This can work.”

Then he looked up at me, “Am I going to be gay?”

The expression on his face was so worried I had to laugh. “No, Coop. Gay men like men. You want to be with a man?”

“No!” he was offended.

“What do you say to getting dressed up and sinking that cock to the hilt in my plush pussy?”

He grinned. “Oh, yeah.”

“There’s your answer.”

He looked at himself some more, then he asked, “So how do we do this?”


PART TWO

We did it slowly, one step at a time, with plenty of research, and plenty of help from the ladies of our La Leche chapter.

First, we compared the differences between silicon and natural. The comparison was favorable, but there was one thing natural boobs had that silicon didn’t…lactation.

That’s right, men can lactate. They have all the equipment, and all they need is the right stimulation. There are certain chemicals that can cause lactation. Usually they are used for women who are having trouble with milk, but they work on any body, even the male body.

So we were going to go natural, and the girls, Tanya, Maxine and Martha, were very supportive. They were fascinated by the idea of a man having boobs. Heck, they were all large women, in the breast department, and they knew the fun of having a giant set of knockers, and why shouldn’t men have that kind of fun?

A week later, while Coop and I were scouring the net, making notes, and trying to decide on what chemicals, how much, and so on, Maxine showed up at the house.

I saw her through the kitchen window and I waved her in. She entered and came in to the kitchen.

“Hey, honey, how’s ‘The Boob.’

We laughed, and that ended up being his nickname. All the girls, and even me, started referring to him as ‘The Boob.’

He liked it.

“Coop! Come see who’s here!”

Cooper came in, was a little red-faced, but hugged her, his arms out a little to keep distance between them.

“Oh, Hell, Coop. Hug the bitch like you mean it. She’s here to help.”

So Coop went in for a good hug, and he gulped as he felt her giant bosoms squash into him.

And she actually goosed his pecker!

He jumped and I laughed, then he laughed, and the ice was broken.

“A couple of things,” said Maxine. “First, I’m full up, I need some draining. Can I borrow Mr. Boob?”

“Absolutely. And no need to ask from here on out. And I don’t have to be here. I’m not your baby sitter, and Cooper knows the ground rules.”

“Keep it in my pants,” Cooper said solemnly, and Maxine and I laughed.

“Second, I brought Cooper a present.”

She had a bag and reached into it. She brought out a very classy red bra. “I actually bought this for Russ, but he dug in his heels. Silly boy. But it’s from Japan, where lots of men wear bras. It is designed for the male body, and the cups stretch a bit, if you want to put something in them they’ll accommodate just fine.

Cooper took the bra and held it up to his front and whistled. “Wow. That’s sexy. Thanks, Maxine.”

“Thank me by trying it on. Right now.”

Cooper took off his shirt, quickly, and slipped the bra on. It was a perfect fit. And the cups weren’t saggy.

“Wow,” Maxine’s stared at his chest hungrily. “I sure wish Russ had your guts.”

“It’s pretty. I should…my breast forms are too big for this.”

“You could try water balloons, or condoms. They would probably fit nicely. Now, about my problem?” She raised her eyebrows and made a face and squeezed a boob.”

We all went into the front room and Maxine got comfortable, then unleashed her beasts. As I said, she’s almost as big as me, and Coop dove right in.

“Oh, that’s good!” She exclaimed, and I could see that being suckled was turning her on.

“So, we’re looking at various possibilities. There are some drugs that will block testosterone, and there are drugs that pump up the estrogen…”

“Be careful of the blockers, or using too much estrogen. You don’t want a wishy washy willy on your hands.”

So we talked, and Cooper chewed on his meal, and I could tell that Maxine was getting all hot and bothered.

“Are you getting horny?” I asked, a smile on my face.

She nodded. “I’m sorry, but he’s so good. And Russ hasn’t, uh, done me for a week.”

“Why not? I thought he liked your boobs?”

“He loves them, but, uh, he’s sort of freaked out.”

“Why?”

“Because of Cooper.”

Cooper lifted an eye and looked at her, but he didn’t stop his feeding.

“What about Cooper?”

“Just the whole idea of having breasts, of being womanly, it freaks him out. Russ may like boobs, and ‘got milk’ would make a fine bumper sticker for his car, but he thinks wearing woman’s clothes is weird and…I think he’s some sort of homophobe.”

“Reach down and feel Cooper’s package.”

She reached down and felt him, and her eyes went wide. “Wow! That’s big!”

“And hard. And, just between you and me, and anybody else you’d like to tell, since we started this program, I know it’s only been a week, but he’s like a rock! And he rocks my world every night. And he cums more. And he ain’t no sissy.”

Maxine pursed her lips and thought, and said, “Imagine that. Being more manly because you can handle your female side.”

“That’s it.”

“Other Side, Mr. Boob.”

Cooper switched tits and continued sucking. I noticed that his pants were all wet in the front.

Maxine was squirming a bit.

“Maxine, do you want to borrow a vibrator or something?”

“Oh, God! Can I?” She gasped. “I’ve never felt this horny when getting suckled, but Mr. Boob, the idea of having a manly woman sucking my titties, it’s driving me crazy!”

“Hold on,” I said, and I went to the bedroom and brought back my vibrator. I plugged it in and handed it to Maxine.

“Oh, fuck!” she gushed, and she pressed the knob against her pussy. “This is so great.”

“I love cords. No batteries to run out, and they seem to have a more violent vibration.”

I sat in a chair and watched as Cooper sucked and Maxine dissolved into a puddle of lust.

And it was good. Getting sexual precedents established I knew there would be no problem with Cooper straying.

After a minute Maxine began to shudder and shake.

“Suck harder, Coop.”

Coop did, and Maxine went over the top. “Ahhh! Oh…yes!” She spasmed, her body locking up so quickly that it knocked her tit out of Cooper’s mouth. He quickly popped it back in, though, and Maxine shivered to a collapse.

Watching her get off that way made me horny, and I asked for the vibrator. A dazed look in her eyes, she handed it to me.

“Keep sucking, Coop. This is turning me on.” I unzipped my pants and got the knob right down on the flesh, then I turned it on.

“Oh, heysoos on a boat with no sails. Just watching him suck your boobs…it’s too much!”

Cooper tried to wiggle around to watch me, and Maxine moved a little to help him, then he was groaning himself, and holding his crotch. Hell, he had orgasmed! Which put me over the top.

“Fuck!” I whispered, then I arched my back and straightened out my legs. The spasms shot through me, and I felt that white, hot feeling of pleasure rock me.

“Yeah! Go girl!” Maxine urged me.

For a long minute I shuddered, and my legs kicked out a couple of times, then I was done.

And, so was Cooper. Maxine’s other breast was empty and she pushed Cooper away, unceremoniously, but giggling. “Enough, you tit hound!” She tucked herself back in and buttoned up her blouse.

Cooper grinned. He still had a slight redness to his face, but not much. He was adapting well.

Maxine stood up. “God, I hate to say it, but I’m coming back. Don’t tell Russ, but Cooper is better than him. And that vibrator…wow!”

We hugged, and I walked her out. I waved as she drove away. I turned back into the house, shut the door, and walked in to confront Cooper. “Did you have an unauthorized orgasm?”

He looked down. “Sorry. I couldn’t help it.”

“Bad boy! Bad Mr. Boob.” I picked up a newspaper and touched him lightly on the nose. I was kidding, I wanted this to be light, but I wasn’t kidding, either.

“I’m sorry, honey, but…” he shrugged.

“Well, Mr. Boob, let me tell you what your punishment is going to be.”

“Huh?” He turned the concept of being punished for cumming over in his mind.

“You’re not being punished for cumming, but for unauthorized cumming. Next time you want to have a cum you must ask permission.”

“Really?”

And yet, it looked like the idea turned him on.

“So your punishment is that you must walk around in your cum filled panties. All squooshy. Just as I sometimes have to sleep in a wet spot after you’ve had your jollies, now you have to walk around in your own wet spot.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

And he nodded. “Okay.”

Oddly, the idea appealed to him. And the idea of punishing him appealed to me.

Oh, I didn’t want to spank his ass or anything, I just wanted him to  take a little more responsibility for his orgasms. I wanted to train him to control himself, so that he lasted long enough for me to get off.

The next Saturday night, two weeks after we had started ourprogram, we held another small party. Just the original four couples. Cooper and I showed up and a little bourbon and Coke made its appearance, and we all talked about the week and the happenings. And, of course, Cooper’s situation arose. And it arose because the other men were shutting him out.

We girls noticed it right away, and we got a little grim. After all Cooper was our boy. He had helped Maxine out twice more over the last week, and Tanya had dropped by and let Cooper drain her boobs. Simply, Maxine had gushed so much about Cooper that she simply had to try him out.

But now the men were getting freaky. They excluded him, made a few cutting remarks. Then Martha stepped into the breach.

“Sammy, no sex for you for two weeks.”

The guys’ jaws all dropped.

“And for you, Jimmy and Russ, I would suggest that you fix your attitudes, because I have a certain amount of influence with your wives.”

Sammy couldn’t help it. He was a lusty fellow, and to be upbraided, and in such coarse fashion, right in front of his male friends, it was too much. He didn’t want to talk about this, but he blurted, “Honey? What? What are you saying?”

“I am saying that Cooper is my friend. And he’s yours. And I have heard you bitches talking down to him, and I will not have that.”

The guys were all looking down, muttering, not sure what to do, and  Cooper, bless his heart, said, “I…I don’t think…”

“Spit it out, Coop,” I said.

“Well, if you punish the guys on my account it just causes more resentment.”

“Nope,” Martha said. “Because these bozos know that I’m right. We’ve all been friends for years, and for them to mistreat you just because you have courage, the courage of your convictions, well, it’s not right and they’re wrong.

Tanya grunted and said, “Sauce for the gander is sauce for the other gander. Jimmy. That’s two weeks for you. And I don’t want you sneaking off into the bathroom. Do you understand me?”

Jimmy was caught. He looked at Tanya with wide and frightened eyes, then he looked down and mumbled in the affirmative.

“Don’t think you’re getting off, Russ,” Maxine chimed in. “Two weeks for you. Now all of you apologize to Cooper.”

They didn’t even hesitate.

“Coop, I’m sorry.”

“Maxine is right, I guess we fucked up.”

“Yeah, Coop. It won’t happen again.”

We girls smiled and glanced at each other. This was the first time any of us had really used our power, and, I have to tell you, it felt good. FUCKING good. I could tell that it wasn’t going to be the last time.

“Now then, girls, and guys. The night is late, but let’s have another meeting in two weeks. I want to check on the guys’ progress with politeness, and I want to see how Cooper’s boobies are growing.

Everybody sort of chuckled, a little ruefully, but honestly. And the night was over.

The next week Cooper was kept busy. Every day he had to drain one of the ladies, and he was drinking so much milk I had to cut a meal out of his day.

“But, honey! I need to eat!”

“Breast milk is pretty nutritious, and by my figure you’re getting a couple of extra meals a day in milk. And we don’t want you getting chubby like a baby, do we?”

Interestingly enough, Cooper found that he was able to maintain his svelte figure on two meals a day, and lots of milk.

In fact, I guess it’s one of those oddities, he was getting more slender. Like you give a child speed and he slows down. That’s what Ritalin does, and that’s what I think was happening with Cooper, but the next week I realized I was wrong. It was the hormones we had him on. We had picked out the most powerful and quick acting hormones we could find (and the safest, believe me, safety was top of the list here) and he was responding. His body was already changing. His hips were reshaping, he had little bumps on his chest, just swellings, and his face, I couldn’t believe it, his face was becoming softer.

I loved it. I loved my manly man looking so soft and juicy. I dreamed of putting make up on him. But I held myself back. He was just getting used to bras, and some nylons, and an occasional night in high heels. I didn’t want to blow him out of the water.

Anyway, the first week he was busy drinking tons of milk, and I kept the vibrator on the side table in the living room, plugged in and ready to go. And this all contributed to my love life. Cooper being the partner, without penetration, of so many orgasms, he was in a constant state of horniness.

And it didn’t help him that I gave him two weeks of no cums.

Well, of course I did!

If his friends had to suffer, so did he.

Besides, as I told him, he was responsible for letting that scene happen in the first place. If he wasn’t so wishy washy, like a man, he would have confronted his friends and saved them a little squirt drouth. Specifically, I said, “Why don’t you man up and be more like a woman.”

Oh, the look on his face. Heh heh!

Anyhoo, where was I, oh, yeah, the next party.

Coop and I showed up, me in a wonderful, low cut dress that had the men gulping every time they stared at my boobs. And they couldn’t help but stare.

“Oh, it’s that kind of game, eh?” Martha quipped. “Next party I know what I’m going to wear.” And I thought, uh oh, I’m in the big leagues here, I’d better be careful.

Cooper was wearing manly attire, including a tee shirt and a light leather jacket.

So we drank a little, chatted, and we were all happy to note that the guys presented a solidified front. No more bitchiness. And I even heard one of the guys asking Cooper if he had problems dealing with the hormones.

And it was obvious to all that Cooper was taking tons of estrogen. What wasn’t so obvious that his hormone therapy had been carefully tailored to make sure his cock didn’t shrink or go limp. And it wasn’t. The front of his pants was still getting wet, and almost every night he was balls deep in me. Spreading me out, plumbing my depths, and making me cry for the ecstasy of it all. But without cumming. Heh heh.

Then it was time for the big unveiling.

We were standing and sitting, and Martha brought it up. “You ready Cooper? We all want to see your progress.”

Cooper nodded. And he wasn’t red-faced. My little boy was growing up. He was learning how to cope with a world dominated by big boobed creatures. “I guess so.”

Oh, the confidence in his voice made me want to cream right there.

“Okay. Take off your jacket and shirt.”

Cooper stepped to the center of the room and took off his jacket. He handed it to Sammy, and just turned around.

Even with the black tee shirt on, it was obvious that he had large pecs, shaped pecs, or, if you will, small boobs.

Very small, but distinct.

“Wow,” the girls gave a few yelps and hooyahs, and the guys just sort of shook their heads.

“Okay, Coop,” Maxine said. “The shirt.”

“Wait a minute,” I said. “Before he does, has anybody appreciated that tee shirt.”

There were blank looks, but the girls got it first. It was designed for a female. It was light material, a slight Vee in the front. Cut so that the body would be better accentuated.

“A fashion show, too,” quipped Tanya.

Then Cooper took off his shirt.

His boobs were small, not in the drooping stage at all, but without the shirt they were more defined as mammary glands.

Everybody applauded, and Cooper did blush then, but it was a good blush.

“Look how his waist is slimmer.”

“And his hips are starting to flare a bit.”

Coop, asked Sammy, “Are you losing muscle mass?”

Cooper nodded. “But I don’t really feel weak, just sort of…I don’t know, delicate? Is that the right word?”

It was.

Then the big unveiling was at an end, but Cooper being the center of attention wasn’t. We girls had been with him all week. We had talked with him, joked with him, discussed his progress in intimate detail. But the guys, this was a time jump for them. They hadn’t seen him for two weeks, and the difference was bigger to them than us. So they started asking him questions, real questions.

“Is your cock…has it shrunk at all?”

“Nope.” And he explained about the types of hormones he was taking.

“What about…is it just as hard as ever?”

“Yeah. And a little longer lasting. I used to be a premature ejaculator…”

“God, I have that problem,” blurted Jimmy.

Everybody chuckled, but it was a good chuckle.

“Try some of these hormones,” suggested Cooper.

Nervous laughter on the part of the guys.

And the night went on, and life went on, and we agreed to meet two weeks later.

The next week Cooper started wearing more girly clothes. Not because he was swishy, but just because they felt better. But it wasn’t long until he realized that they not only felt better, they looked better.

His hair was longer, too. We started puffing it up, I gave him some bangs, and we looked at his finger nails…but he wasn’t ready for that, yet.

Yet. But it was only a matter of time.

And he helped the girls out quite a bit, he was draining at least two girls a day, and if he hadn’t been so obviously slimming down I would have cut out another meal.

But the best thing was his staying power.

I don’t know, maybe it was he had too much testosterone, but, whatever, he was in balance now, and his dick was staying hard for longer periods of time, and when it did shoot, he was really shooting the juice. He had never been much of a cummer, just a few moderate squirts, but now he was shooting a half a dozen thick ropes.

Mind you, before you go out and take estrogen and start expecting cupfuls of sperm, I think it was the very educated blend of hormones, and specific to his body.

Anyway, I was finally getting happy in the bedroom, real happy. And I was so horny, all the time, that I was constantly walking with a squishing sound, afraid I was going to drip on the floor maybe leave a trail of girl juice splatters behind me.

All right, okay, I know, over the top, but I was that horny. And I certainly was wet. And I was happy.

The next meeting got canceled, a death in Tanya’s family, and we all figure we wanted everybody to meet. It just wouldn’t have felt right if there were only three couples.

And the next week was canceled because Sammy had to go out of town.

Man, by the time the next meeting was scheduled we were all dying to see Cooper unveil himself.

Sure, the girls all had glimpses of him. They noted his hair was up, and that he had touches of make up, but he didn’t usually dress up when they were around. Truth, Cooper liked running around the house naked, and he just threw on a robe, or some jeans and a tee when the girls came over for their milking. so by the time the next meeting came along everybody’s breath was bated.

Cooper and I arrived early, and he sat in a chair, bundled in a big sweatshirt—heck, all his sweatshirts were big now, he had shrunk, except for his tits—and waited for everybody to arrive. He had a blanket covering his legs.

And they arrived, greeted Cooper, noted the smile on his face, and everybody tossed a drink or two down, and then it was time.

“Okay, Coop,” I said. “Time to show your stuff.”

Cooper stood up, happily, no trace of the red-faced boy anymore. Now he was smaller, but packed with confidence. He stepped to the center of the room and everybody literally held their breath.

Cooper tossed the blanket off his legs. They were long, slender stems, his legs were shaved and he wore sleek nylons. He wore a onesy with a short, pleated skirt. I knew that under the sweat shirt he wore a top that hugged his body.

And high heels. Stylish high heels that arched his calves and made his butt stand out.

“Whoa,” blurted Jimmy.

Cooper smiled at Jimmy, then he took off his snow cap.

His hair fluffed out. He was wearing just a trace of make up, and his ears could be seen plainly. They had some awesome pretty earrings dangling from them.

Then he shimmied out of the sweat shirt and everybody gasped.

He had boobs. Not small, not big, but perfectly shaped and appropriate to his slender body. His waist was thin, his hips were round, and…he was beautiful. Quite beautiful.

Suddenly the room was filled with hand clapping. And then the guys actually started stamping their feet and giving wolf whistles.

Tears came to Cooper’s eyes and he blinked them back, and couldn’t stop smiling.

And the party started. We girls were amazed at how the guys gathered around Cooper. They complimented him, asked him questions, and were positively enthralled.

Martha stepped into their circle. “Only one thing missing, sweetheart,” she said. Then she painted his lips a bright red. The guys laughed, and it was obvious that they were enthralled, that they wouldn’t have minded kissing a face like that.

Unfortunately for them, Cooper wasn’t interested in men. He was married, and he loved his wife, and that was as it should be.

We drove home late that night. A bit tipsy, thoroughly happy, and I loved the way Cooper’s mouth was so red and kissable.

Interestingly, I drove. When we had started Cooper was two inches taller than me. Now he was two inches shorter. He said he had to move the seat forward to drive, but didn’t want to inconvenience me, so I drove.

I think he just liked being toted around like the Queen of Sheba. I drove and he just watched out the window, happy in his thoughts.

We arrived home and had a nightcap. We sat in the living room and laughed and joked, and I noticed that his laugh was turning more into a giggle.

It was cute, his slightly high pitched laughter.

“Well, honey,” I said, “Time for bed.”

“That it is.” He said.

“What do you think, is tonight the night?”

Cooper was still for a moment, then he nodded.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be very gentle.”

“It’s funny,” he said. “I know you need to be gentle the first time, but I almost wish it was rough. That you’d just take me and rock my world, treat me like a whore. Fuck me like I was a rag doll.”

“That day will happen. Now, come on.”

We walked into the bedroom and I turned on some soft music. When It urned around I saw Cooper starting to take his skirt off.

“Nope.”

He looked at me. “No?”

“Not yet. It’s going to feel better if you feel more feminine. Just  take off your panties and kneel on the bed.

He was actually shaking a little bit, a combination of fear and wonder and anticipation. He knelt on the bed and presented his fanny.

I took off my clothes, I was naked. A twist on the CFNM (clothed female naked male) scene.

I opened a dresser drawer and took out a strap on harness. I stepped into the harness, adjusted it, then picked up the dildo Coop had chosen for his deflowering. I clicked it into the harness and picked up a bottle of lubricant.

Stepping between his legs I squirted heaping helpings of lube into his asshole. I massaged his buttocks. I rimmed his asshole. I shoved more lube into him.

All the time I whispered to him. “Honey. I love you. This is the most manly thing you can do. You’re going to love this.”

Then I stroked his cock. I moved my hand up and down his shaft and massaged his big balls. He shivered and I said, “I’ve been thinking about a chastity tube for you. What do you think?”

“Sounds good. I need to control Mr. Happy. He’s pushing my dresses out a little bit too much.”

Finally, I stepped closer and put my dildo right to his star. He jerked.

“Easy, big boy. This is going to feel good. But you have to relax.”

“Heysoos!” and he gave a big shiver with his whole body. “I can’t help it. This is so exciting!”

I smiled, then I simply pushed in.

He wasn’t expecting it, and his mouth dropped and his eyes opened wide. I was two inches in, and I just held it there.

“Oh, God. Oh…Oh, God!” His voice was just a whisper.

He relaxed. It took a long minute, but I could finally feel his muscles let go. I moved forward an inch.

“Oh…oh…” but he didn’t tighten up. Actually wiggled a little bit.

I went all the way in. Coop had picked out a big dildo for his first, and he gasped for breath. His arms half collapsed and his face buried into a pillow.

“Okay, Coop. Here it comes.” I was whispering, but he heard me, and I could see his head nodding on the pillow.

I began to move in and out, he moaned and his ass began to move.

In and out, and he lurched, flattening out a bit more, then he found his arms. He pushed up a little, and I began to dig deep.

“God…oh, please…”

For a long five minutes I just fucked him. And he moaned and twisted and pushed back. Then I took it out of him.

“On your back,” my voice was husky, throaty, and I didn’t even recognize it.

He rolled on to his back. His legs were spread and his hole presented perfectly. I grabbed his cock and began to stroke it even as I fit my cock to his rectum.

Now we could watch each other, and it was spectacular. The look in his eyes as I shifted his manhood over to me. The blossoming in his eyes as he absorbed my womanliness. I have never felt anything so electric and perfect.

“Okay, baby, let’s get you off.”

“All right,” his voice was an awed whisper.

I plunged into him, and he arched his back and groaned. His hips tilted and he absorbed and gloried in the feeling of being penetrated.

In and out I went, gently, lovingly. Appreciating this wonderful gift he had given me, his manhood.

“Play with your nipples,” I commanded.

He pulled his top down and exposed his breasts. His nipples were large, very hot, very erect and wanting. I had sucked them and they truly were delicious.

“Oh…” he moaned. “That feels so…so…”

I pushed in and he gasped. He was reaching the point where he couldn't speak coherently. There was just too much pleasure firing in his body, overwhelming his brain.

I moved my hips in a circle and his eyes went wide as he felt the tip of my cock move across his anal walls. It felt like I was stirring his insides.

I bent down and managed to get the top of his cock into my mouth.

“Oh, ah…yeah!”

There we stood for a long minute. Him pulling on his nipples, me balls deep in his ass, sucking on the head of his cock, then I felt him start up.

“Unh…uh…” His eyes started blinking, and his hips started shivering,

I jammed harder, and he exploded. Truly exploded. His hips arched up, his ass pushed back, and his cock spit huge streams of cum into my mouth.

“Oh, yeah…oh…yeah!”

He grunted as he spewed, and I was hardly able to keep up, to swallow fast enough. I could feel his muscles rippling on my cock. I could feel his ass clamping down.

He locked up, his chest lurched back and forth, his eyes rolled back, and I gobbled. Then he simply rolled his head back and groaned out the most guttural sound I had ever heard.

“FUUUUUUU…”

Then he collapsed. Just went limp, and his eyes started to close.

Yes, he had shot harder and more, and he had had an orgasm up the butt, but he still had one habit…after cumming he went to sleep. No matter what.

That was okay with me. I pulled my cock out and took off the harness. I pushed him—he didn’t even wake up—to his side of the bed. It was easy because he had a lighter woman’s body. Then I cleaned up, slid into bed, and watched him sleep.

He was so peaceful, so happy. And so manly. And I knew that, until a man had done what Cooper had done, they didn’t know what it was to be a man.

Then I heard my phone ring.

Cooper didn’t wake up, but I rolled out of bed and sprinted through the house. This late at night, it was either a wrong number, or pretty damned important. It turned out to be important.

“Amanda?” Maxine gushed excitedly.

“Yes?”

“Russ wants to do it. He’s going to do it!”

I smiled happily. There was hope for the world, after all.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.

This has been the first two chapters from
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