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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Models and dancers, unbelievably beautiful women. One look and you want to buy that dress, that cereal, that car.

But it’s more than skin, it’s an inner character that shines through.

There is a basic difference between men and women. Men do the drudgery. They make society work.

Women are the beauties, and why men work.

What does feminization do?

It brings out the inner beauty in a man.

Enjoy, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


My Husband the Model

He had to wear a bra or…bust!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

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

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

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

“How am I…we need a model.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Can’t we hire somebody else?”

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

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

We sat in our living room and pondered wearily.

We sold high dresses and lingerie. People came in and expected to be shown. They don’t walk down an aisle and pick out cheap stuff from bins, they watch the model and then make a decision. No model, no decision…no decision, no sale…no sale, no money. It was that simple.

Since we had opened Dorey had been the model. It wasn’t difficult, I’d put out the cheese and crackers and wine, champagne for the real big spenders, and she’d duck into the back room for a fast change or four, and it all worked out.

But now she was going to be busy making a baby, and I was going to be in charge in the store. No way I could duck into the back and slip into a bra, or negligee, or whatever.

“Of course, there’s Belinda.”

I looked at Dorey. “Seriously?”

Belinda had a weight problem. She was big and hefty and…and good for just about everything else in the store. But there was no way she was going to slip into leotards and prance around on high heels.

Look, I’m not being mean, that’s just the way it was.

So we sat, and talked, and brainstormed, and came up with nothing.

“Well, we can ask Belinda what she thinks tomorrow. After all, it’s a couple of months. It’ll all work out.

But things were looking grim.

The next day we went to work, and we were not in a good mood. We entered the store without the normal morning cheerfulness, we greeted Belinda dourly, and went right to stocking and returns and dusting and sweeping and…we were gloomy.

“Heysoos, are you guys grumpy. What the heck is wrong?”

It was break, and Dorey and I were sitting in the office, watching our donuts cool and our milk grow warm.

I sighed.

Dorey said, “Have a seat, Bel.”

Suddenly looking nervous, Belinda pulled up a chair and  settled into it. She stared at both of us for a moment, then blurted, “What?”

Dorey sighed. “I’m pregnant.”

Her face lit up like Christmas. “That’s great! That’s wonderful! You’ve been…” at our lack of enthusiasm she sobered. “It is great, isn’t it? I mean, I thought you wanted a baby.”

“We never realized how it would impact the business,” I explained.

“Oh, don’t get us wrong,” Dorey said, “We want this baby. I mean, under the tears and desperation we’re leaping and jumping for joy.”

“Could have fooled me,” Belinda quipped.

I grunted.

That’s the thing about Belinda. She’s the eternal optimist. You give her a pile of horse shit and she’ll look for the pony.

“So…I don’t get it.”

“In a matter of months I will be losing my figure”

“Well, that’s expected, babies and…oh.”

I nodded. “Dorey won’t be able to model anymore.”

Again, “Oh.” A little deeper, a little more solemn.

“We might have to let you go.”

“Oh…crap!”

Belinda couldn’t get by on what we paid her under the table, and she couldn’t get by on unemployment. She needed both. And she said something ridiculous. “My cats.”

She had two Siamese cats. Love of her life. She called them ‘Salt’ and, get this, ‘More Salt.’ I kid you not.

Dorey blinked. 

I kept my mouth straight.

Dorey cracked.

I made a muffled sound.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Hey, it wasn’t funny, but we had had enough of the gloom and despair. Dorey put her head on the table and pounded on the surface with one fist. I slipped off my chair and started rolling on the rug.

“Well, hey…” Belinda muttered weakly.

“We’re sorry, Belinda. It just,” I wheezed and tried to sit up. “It just struck us funny.”

“Yeah. Real funny. She gets fat. I lose my job. And my cats starve.”

Which set Dorey and I off again. Damn it, it wasn’t funny, but it just…it made us laugh.

Finally we calmed down and I said, “Dorey, we’ll make it. I don’t know how, but we’ll make it.”

Belinda didn’t look too happy, however.

Dorey said, “If we have to feed our cats ourselves,” and there we went again. I fell back on the floor and Dorey tilted back in the swivel, and the swivel was weak springed and the chair tilted over. Dorey jerked to try to regain her balance, but it was a lost cause. The chair went all the way over and she splatted on her back and lay there, stunned, and then started laughing.

And I laughed, and even Belinda started to laugh.

Cats. Huh.

The day went slowly. Mrs. Jensen came in at ten and Dorey modeled several dresses and we sold one. A thousand bucks. Which, in our posh Beverly Hills location, paid the rent for a couple of days.

John Springfield, the old senator, dropped by with his wife and girlfriend at noon. Hey, it’s Beverly Hills, right? He bought them both bathing suits. Ka ching, another couple of days rent. It was the beginning of the month so we were still working on the rent. By the tenth we would have it. Then a few days of working for Belinda. Then a week paying off the IRS, and finally, about the 22th, Dorey and I worked for ourselves. And let me tell you, we hated February. That short month had us eating peanut butter sandwiches for dinner.

But we had made it, month after month, struggling, scraping by and now stats were up and we were actually pulling in good bucks. We were actually starting to pay ourselves before the 20th!

Then…the baby. More expenses, time off for doctors and things, and less money to cover it all. Maybe a lot less. Like close the doors less.

Then Belinda had a bright idea. And, God, did I hate it.

“I’ve got it!” She had a big grin when she flounced in.

“Herpes?” I asked.

“Shut up, Jason,” murmured Dorey.

I looked at her.

“First bit of cheer in a week. Let’s take it while we can.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry. What’s your idea, Bel?”

“Tell you at first break. We have customers this morning.”

And we did. Dorey was kept busy sliding in and out of night gowns, dinner dresses, high heels, bras and shapers.

I watched her moving quickly and lithely as she tried on the various clothes. Heysoos, but she had a good body. Her waist was tight and her boobs were big. Sometimes, when the dress was overly tight, it happened every once in a while, I had to go help her stuff herself into a dress. Actually push on those bazooms with my bare hands and get them pushed down enough so the nipples didn’t show. That was a part of the job that I liked. After that I would always be grinning. And horny. And even Belinda would laugh at the silly expression on my easy to please face.

And Dorey was going to sacrifice that killer body.

God. We wanted a baby. There had to be some way…

“Okay. Break time We have two hours before the Johnson kid shows up. Let’s have a seat and brainstorm.”

We sat down in the showing room, it had the plush, comfortable chairs. Dorey sat near the hallway so she could step out of sight if the door opened. She was mid change and clad only in bra and panties.

“Okay,” I said, settling in to the cushions. “What’s this great idea you’ve come up with?”

Belinda grinned a Cheshire grin. “Jason.”

“Yes?” I wrinkled my brow.

“That’s it. Jason is my idea.”

Dorey tilted her head in puzzlement. I blinked. This made no sense.

Belinda, for her part, she sat and smiled at us like the cat who had just eaten the 100 pound mouse.

“Don’t you guys get it?”

“Get what?” I was truly mystified.

She sighed, and held out her sketchbook.

She was a good artist, and she often drew design ideas, or even drew pictures for clients.

I opened the first page and stared. It was me. But under that smiling face was a dress.

“Huh?”

“Turn the pages, silly, and let Dorey see.”

I turned the book so Dorey could see and flipped the pages.

Me. Me. Me. In gowns. In negligees. In dresses. Parts of my body. Hands with long gloves. Feet with high heels.

Me.

“I don’t…”

“Oh, my God!” Dorey breathed out.. “It could work.”

“Like a charm,” announced Belinda happily. “You keep the store, I keep my job, you have the baby, and I have my cats.”

We didn’t laugh this time.

I still don’t under—“

“Jason,” Dorey laid it out for me. “You’re our new model.”

“I’m what…no. This is…” I tossed the sketch book aside.

Dorey turned to Belinda. “He’s slender. In two months he can be skinny.”

“And we’ve got corsets if he isn’t skinny enough.”

“We’d have to work around bathing suits…”

“Hey, wait a minute!” I interjected.

“We don’t sell a lot of those, and I don’t think most women care about us modeling those.”

“Underwear is…what about boobs?”

“Will you guys stop this?” I tried.

They ignored me.

“Falsies will work. We’ve got lots of breast forms, and we can get different sizes and shapes if we need.”

“Cheap enough from Sally.”

Sally was one of our bra vendors, and she was a real source for breast forms. Cheap ones. Like big discount, or even free.

“Shoes. He’s got to wear high heels.”

“You guys have to knock this off.”

“Won’t take but a day to get some made in his size.”

“Hair.”

“He wears it long, and then we could always just give him extensions.”

“I’m not going to wear all these clothes!”

They both looked at me. Pointed, serious, then they turned back to each other.

“What about his penis.”

“He can wear a gaffe.”

“Heck, why not a chastity tube? Or even a full belt? That would keep the hamster in the cage.”

“I am not going to be the model!” I stood up.

“Honey, sit down,” Dorey didn’t even looked at me. “There are greater minds than yours at work here.”

They chitted and chatted and plotted out my future for the next two hours. And when it came time for lunch Dorey ordered me a…salad. A (choke) salad.

“But I want a sub! With meatballs and cheese and gravy dripping down the front of my shirt!

“Ha!” spouted Bel.

“Nonsense,” grinned Dorey. And it was an evil grin. At least I thought it was evil.

“We need to slenderize you, get you ready.”

“But I’m not going to do this!”

Dorey finally turned to me. “Oh. Yes. You are.” And, man, was she serious. “You are not only going to do it, you are going to like it.”

“I am not!”

“Do you ever want sex again?”

“That’s not fair!”

Bel actually came to my rescue on that one. “Hey, horn dog needs his relief. Maybe you could just withhold it a bit.”

“A lot,” Dorey glared at me.

Oh, man. This hurt. I liked my sex. I liked to squeeze her body and lick it all over and suck her nipples and…and most of all I liked to plumb my cock to her depths. In and out, in and out, it was my favorite sport.

Then Dorey softened a bit. “You play this right and you might even get more sex. After all, you know how I appreciate good looking women, and if the woman actually had a dick then I might be willing to turn Lesbian.”

“Ooh. That’s a wicked thought,” Belinda mused, scratching her chin.

“Dress you up in lingerie, maybe a little make up…that’s sort of a horny thought.”

“It’s even got me horny.”

Dorey and I turned our heads and looked at her.

Defiantly, “Hey! I have sexual appetites, too, you know?”

All afternoon we argued, and I have to tell you, I was losing.

I mean, I didn’t want to, but the girls REALLY wanted me to.

And, that night, Dorey really went after me.

First, she changed into a veddy sexy negligee. Her breasts, proud and pointed, were plain to see. The nipples rubbed against the soft material and became excited. And it didn’t help that every once in a while she palmed her breasts and pulled the nipples. And put one hand over her mons and twisted her knees and groaned.

Yeah, I know. I’m a sucker. Right. But what do you expect from a man, huh?

Then she made her face up. Put on the model’s make up, shaded her eyes blue and painted her lips red. And flounced around in front of me. Whipping her hair across my face. Rubbing that incredible, voluptuous body against me. Giving me a lap dance right in the middle of (choke) FOX news.

Heck, Trump could have appeared naked on the screen and I wouldn’t have noticed.

Okay, maybe that was a bad analogy, but you get the idea.

Then, the knell of doom for me, bed time.

I slipped under the covers. Erect. Dripping. Looking forward to the old in and out.

She took off her clothes, cold creamed her face, and started putting her hair up in curlers.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I thought we were…you know.”

“Oh, I only go to bed with people that turn me on.”

“That’s not fair.”

She turned to me. “Honey, you’re going to give in. You’re going to do the modeling. Now the only question is how much do you have to suffer before you give in. You can have me every night. All night. Every hole. All made up and hot and eager…or you can have me like this.” She turned back to her dressing table and put another curler in her hair.

“That is really not—“

She turned to me, and now she was serious. “Honey. It’s only clothes. Heck. You might even like them.”

“And make up and…and high heels…and not eating anymore.”

She chortled. “Oh, you’ll get your salads.” More serious again. “But I am fighting for our business, our home, our brand, new baby. What are you fighting for?”

That stopped me. That made me blink, and my mouth to open and close.

Heck, even my dick went down. I turned away from her, rolled over and stared at the wall.

Dorey finished putting curlers in her hair, then slipped into bed.

She didn’t touch me. Just laid on her side of the bed and went to sleep. It didn’t take long before she was softly snoring.

I didn’t sleep.

Just clothes. And make up and stuff.

I knew within a few months, by the time Dorey showed a little baby bump, I would have learned enough. Belinda could help teach me, and Dorey would be able to show me things right up until she went to the hospital.

I had worked in the industry for years. I knew my way around dresses. I knew the tricks for shimmying into a tight pair of jeans, or how to get a bra on, how to plump up the tits so they looked bigger…I  knew a lot about make up already. Watching models, and especially Dorey, apply make up over the years…it wouldn’t be much trouble.

And we could get special clothes for me. Shoes and gloves and things.

So what was stopping me?

At midnight I said, “I’ve got a problem.”

Dorey woke up, she must have been listening in her sleep, for she said, “What problem?”

“I’m a man.”

“Yeah? Really?” then; “Sorry. Sarcasm not appropriate. Me bad.”

I said, “I want to stay a man. I don’t want…I don’t want to be effected by this.”

“Isn’t that up to you?”

I didn’t say anything. Dorey rolled over and grabbed my penis. “I’ll tell you this, lover mine. I fell in love with you. Dick came later. Sexy clothes came much later. And, let me tell you the truth, you could be gay and I would still love you. I fell in love with the man, not all his accouterments.” She shook my dick, which was pretty damned hard by then, to emphasize.

She rolled over and went back to sleep.

I laid on my back. My dick in the air. Thinking.

A woman. Wearing falsies. Prancing around.

Okay, not prancing around. That is only the transvestite stereotype some people have.

For a baby. And to keep the business afloat. For Belinda and her stupid cats.

Well, actually, they weren’t that stupid. They were sort of cute. Dorey and I had been over to Belinda’s house and one of the cats, Salt or More Salt, I couldn’t tell which was which, had climbed into my lap and purred.

Stupid cats.

I grinned in the dark.

I stopped grinning.

A new baby. What was I willing to sacrifice for a new life? And I knew. Once that kid was born I would be willing to lay down my life for him. Or her. So why couldn’t I wear a few clothes?

At three in the morning I made up my mind.

“Okay,” I whispered.

I don’t know how Dorey did it, but she must have been ‘sleep listening’ again. She spun over, climbed onto my body and yelled, “Curler sex!”

I started laughing, and she positioned my weenie and slid down.

Oh, God! That felt good!

“Lover. You will never be sorry.” She tweaked my nips.

“I will make you the happiest cross dresser in the world.” She reached under and grabbed my balls. I gasped with pleasure as she squeezed and played with them.

“You are going to be so sexy that every woman will want you. And the men. but don’t worry about the men.”

Men?

She felt my thought and laughed. “Hey, you’re a Lesbian! You don’t care about men, right?”

She was tilting her hips, writhing, squirming, and my penis was starting to throb.

“God, just the thought of screwing you while you’re all en femme…it’s making me so horny!”

She kissed me then, and the combination, nuts, nips, her chewing on my mouth, it was too much.

“UN!” I grunted.

“Let it come, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “Let it come.”

I couldn’t help it. Not that I wanted to. I jerked and my hips thrust up and I felt the sperm shooting up the shaft. That white hot feeling of pleasure engulfed me, and I came and I came and I came.

“He’s in,” announced Dorey.

Belinda gav a clap of her hands. “Goodie! When do we start?”

“We already did. He’s wearing a bra under his clothes. And a garter and nylons and even panties.”

“How cool!”

And, I swear, it looked like Belinda was even getting a little bit turned on.

We worked that day. We didn’t have a lot of customers, but we had a lot of alterations to make. And every half hour Dorey had an outfit laid out for me.

“Time!” she would yell.

I would strip off my clothes and put on the new clothes. Dorey would stand there and tap her foot and watch the stop watch on her cell.

“Stop!”

And they would critique me.

“Your bra strap is tangled.”

“You didn’t get your shoes on fast enough.”

“Turn the skirt more to the front. Zipper, baby. You know where the zipper goes.

Chastened, and even a little embarrassed, I would nod and think over my mistakes until the next episode.

“Time!” And I would slip out of one outfit and into another.

And they really mixed the outfits up on me. Sometimes it was a dress. Sometimes it was a corset. Sometimes it was a bathing suit.

I know, we weren’t going to do suits, but they wanted me to know everything. They needed me fast and efficient.

Heck, if Dorey could do it, then so could I. Right?”

At the end of the day I was exhausted. “Man,” I blurted, sinking back in the passenger seat. “I didn’t know it was this much work!”

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet. Wait until your boobs come in.”

“Oh.” I was actually feeling a little dispirited.

Dorey laughed as she turned up our driveway. “Hey, don’t worry, lover. We girls have had a lifetime of getting dressed and undressed in sexy clothes. A couple of months and this will all be old hat to you.”

I hope so,” I yawned.

She stopped the car in the garage and looked at me. “How’s the old dickie doo?”

“Oh, God. I never thought I’d be too tired.”

“But seeing you all day, your bare flesh slipping into and out of outfits, the bulge in your pants…”

“It was bulging, wasn’t it?”

“I think you like this. Think you can fuck me?”

“Oh, God,” I whined. But I was grinning.

“Come on, Iron Man. Don’t give out on me now.”

“But I just came this morning?”

“Hey! You don’t have to cum, just provide me with a human dildo for a while.”

“Well, if you insist.”

She did. We got out of the car and pulled me through the house and into the bedroom.

She threw me on the bed and climbed on to me.

“All aboard!” she bellowed, then laughed.

She began to go up and down, pulling her tits, slapping her mons.

I tried, oh, I tried, but I was exhausted. I actually yawned when she came.

Can you believe that? Yawned?

She sank down on me, lay on my chest and played with my nipple.

My cock was still hard inside her. Pulsing, but not cumming.

“God, that was good.”

“Excellent,” I yawned again.

“Who ever would have thought that seeing you in drag could be so exciting?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She kept talking, but her voice became a mumble, a receding mumble, then I was asleep.

And dreaming! I didn’t usually dream, but…woman’s clothes. I was wearing them. Changing them, putting on shoes and nylons and bras. Slipping into dresses. Modeling in front of a mirror. Changing again, and again, and again. And it was all jerky, like an old movie. And it went on for a long time.

“Oh!” I stretched, and I felt good. The dreams had waned and I must have slid into a deep sleep. I felt quite refreshed.

Except for the boner under the covers. Oh, yeah. That. I hadn’t cum.

“Come on, lover babe. Time for work!”

Dorey came in and threw back the drapes. She was fully made up and ready to go.

I sat up, “Did I oversleep?”

“Yup. But alterations until noon. Still, get your lazy ass in gear.”

I reached for her, pulled her to me. “First…there’s some unfinished business.”

She pushed me off and wiggled away. “Tonight. Don’t want to mess me up.”

I slipped out of bed. “Pretty soon it’ll be me saying that.”

She blinked, then giggled. “It will, won’t it.”

I slipped into the underwear she held out to me. Panties and garter. Nylons. Bra and…slip?

“Why a slip?”

“Because you’re going to wear a skirt to work.”

“Really?”

“Why not? the more girl clothes you wear the sooner you will be expert in them.”

“I’m already expert,” I complained as I got dressed.

“No. You’re a know about, not a real expert. But we’ll fix that.”

She helped me with make up. And I listened and watched as she cleaned me up, prepared my skin and began applying lotions and powders.

It felt weird.

But it felt sexy, too.

And the sexy was helped by the friendly, little bulge in my skirt.

“Oh, we’re going to have to do something about that,” Dorey said, giving it a squeeze.

I tried to grab her but she was quick to fend me off. “Not now, horny boy.”

“Don’t you mean horny girl?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I mean,” she laughed.

Finally, I was ready. Eyes done just right, red lips feeling so strange. And really, really aware of myself. I mean, I felt like I was out of my body. This wasn’t just a quick change, this was a lifestyle change.

We drove to work. Well, she drove. I wasn’t ready to do much more than fall on my face in my high heels.

But when we walked in, Belinda gushed. “Oh, my God! You look so…so incredible.”

I glanced in the mirror. I did look pretty good. My hair was a trifle short, we would have to make it all mussy or something. And my chest was flat, Dorey was already getting me the forms.

“You know, when I got this idea,” Belinda walked around me, scrutinized me, “I never imagined…I mean I did…but the reality…you’re good looking!”

“Thanks, dahling,” I struck a pose.

“Uh oh.”

“What’s wrong,” asked Dorey, stuffing a form down my bra.

“The mouse won’t stay in his hole,” Belinda pointed at my lap with her chin.

I looked down. I had a big hard on and the skirt was being lifted up.

“Cripes. I just did him yesterday.”

I didn’t say anything about the hornicizing effect of being ridden to her own cum and the heck with me.

“What do we do?”

“I don’t think a gaffe will do.”

“Let me look at chastity belts.”

“Can’t we just tie it down?”

“If it’s stiff it will hurt. If he’s wearing chastity it won’t get hard and we can bend it around.”

I cleared my throat and they both looked at me.

“We could just get me off. No offense, Belinda.”

“None taken. And if you want to use the bathroom for a minute…”

But I wasn’t ready for the big squirt, yet. “Can’t we just work around it today?”

“I guess,” Belinda stood there, one hand under elbow, one hand under chin, and looked at my crotch.

Hey, she didn’t make me horny, ours wasn’t that kind of a relationship. She was more like a sister, but it sure made me feel weird. Oh well, I would just have to get over it.

All that day we had me changing. A new set of forms came in and they fit me better, but getting the clothes on over a chestful of tit was…different.

Pulling the cloth over the mounds I had to pull on the dress in different ways, and I actually popped two zippers.

“It’s all his man strength. Don’t pull so hard,” Belinda groused, fixing one of the zippers.

Lunch. A salad. I was starting to actually feel weak. “You keep feeding me this slop and I’ll be too weak to break a zipper.”

They just laughed at me, and tossed a few extra croutons onto the blue cheese.

All afternoon getting into and out of dresses. In between stocking and altering and answering the phone.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

By the time five o’clock came around I was frazzled. I got into the car and went to sleep. Dorey drove me home, woke me up long enough to get me to bed, and I slept.

Heck, I even missed that delicious salad she fixed me for dinner!

But, the next morning I woke up, and even early. I got out of bed, and my stomach felt like somebody had drilled a well into it. And the well had gone dry.

I shuffled into the kitchen and looked at Dorey.

She kissed my cheek and said, “Big treat today! Grape nuts!”

Oh, God. I looked at the glop in my ball. She had sliced a banana into it, and sprinkled a few blue berries, but it was still glop. Unappealing and even disgusting.

Still, it was what women did to keep their figure. I ate it. Every mouth watering bite. Gah!

Off to work.

We had a couple of shows, but that was okay. I worked behind the scenes, helping Dorey into and out of.

“Man,” I griped at one point. “You get your own personal dresser.”

“But you won’t when the babies due.”

“Okay,” I pushed her tit down.

“Easy, boy.”

I looked at her. “Sorry. I’m frustrated.”

That afternoon Dorey had to drive down to LA and pick up some fabric. Usually I went with her, but today it was more important that I practice getting into and out of clothes. So Belinda manned the stop watch and I practiced.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I slipped in and out. And I was feeling pretty good, and sexy, all the clothes rubbing against me, wearing the filmy underthings, I started getting erect. Like big erect.

Finally, Bel had had enough. She looked down at my crotch and said, “Wait.”

I stood there, figuring I had a crooked seam or something, but she reached right down for my lap and pushed my cock down.

“Oh…ow!”

She looked down in disgust. My cock had slipped out the bottom of my panties. “Can’t you control yourself?”

“Nope,” I didn’t actually bad about my condition. Heck, a boner can be a wonderful thing.

“This is why I didn’t get married. This is why I like cats more than people.”

“Sorry,” I murmured, looking down at it.

“Oh, hell.” She grabbed my cock.

“Hey!” I squeaked.

“This is going to hurt me more than it does you.”

She began to stroke me.

“Don’t…you can’t…”

But she could.

And I couldn’t get away. She had a grip on me. And I was in a corset and couldn’t twist away.

“Come on, come on,” she manipulated me, reached down with her other hand and palmed the head.

I was horny, I was weak kneed, I couldn't fight back.

“Come on,” she was right in front of me, our faces just inches apart, and she worked my cock as we breathed on each other.

“Come on, I don’t want to have to suck it. Come on.”

That did it. That sucking remark. My knees almost buckled and I shot out my load.

She smiled.

I groaned.

I pumped out semen and filled her hand.

Then she blew my mind. she stepped back and licked the semen out of her palm. “Mmm. I always did like the taste of this stuff.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me with my mouth open. She tossed over her shoulder, “Come on, change. We have to practice.”

Dully, moving slowly, robbed of my vigor by the shock of my employee’s educated hand, I changed.

“I jacked Jason off,” Belinda stated, when Dorey returned to the store. We were lifting folds of material out of the back of the SVU.

“Oh,” Dorey glanced at her.

“It was getting in the way.”

Dorey looked at me, and there was everything in that gaze. Wonder, shock, surprise, and, most of all, inspection. Inspection of me.

We weren’t newbies when it came to sex. We played with different holes, she had even fingered my butt a couple times. And we had jerked off for each other Well, I had jacked off, and she had jilled off. Great kinky fun. But to be jerked off by another woman? Had I crossed a line?

I felt small, and embarrassed, and I shriveled up inside.

Dorey watched me. Watched the shame in my eyes. She stood up and came to me and held my face with both hands and stared straight into my eyes.

I blubbered, “I’m…I’m…”

She nodded. “It’s okay. If you have to do it again, that’s fine. But I can’t wait for that chastity belt to arrive.

“But…but…”

Dorey turned to Belinda. “How was he?”

“Lot of sperm. Tasty, too.”

“Oh? You like the taste?”

“Love it.”

“I thought I was the only woman who got off on eating semen.”

“Oh, Lord. I’ve always loved eating it. I had a boyfriend once, he was a red head, and he tasted like…”

They devolved into a conversation about semen and taste and jerk off methods.

I sagged inside in relief. I wasn’t in trouble. At least I didn’t think so. Until that night.

“So you got your jollies with another woman.”

“I’m sorry!”

I was eating a salad. She was eating a big, juicy hamburger. I could smell it, my mouth was watering, my stomach hurt, then she surprised me.

I said, “I didn’t mean to, it’s just that…Belinda had a hold of me, and I…I thought you said it was all right?”

“What I say and what I say are two different things,” she murmured, staring at me over her delicious hamburger.

“So you don’t want her jacking me off again?”

“Oh, I don’t care. Especially considering what we’re trying to do, and considering the sacrifices you’re making. But I would prefer it if you could save it for me. I get hungry, too, you know.”

“Oh. Well. I’ll try.”

We were silent for a second. Then: “Speaking of hungry, is there a chance I could get a bite of that hamburger?”

She grinned. “Mmmm, this is the best burger I ever ate. So juicy. dripping with delicious fat, and the onions are cooked to perfection. Mmm.”

She continued to goad me until I felt like crying.

The chastity belt arrived, and it was no lightweight thing. It was stainless steel, fit all the way around, a tube for my cock. My butt exposed just enough for the bathroom. None of those plastic, little tube thingies.

Dorey loved it. It was a tight fit, she had to help me, and we bent and tugged, but when it was on it was snug, and there was no way I was going to get erect. Heck, my front was smoother than a baby’s butt.

Dorey inspected me. She ran her hand over the front and smiled.

And, man, did that do something to me. I knew her hand was feeling me, but I couldn’t feel a thing. But the idea was there and my cock wanted to get hard.

No chance.

“Oh, this is cute,” she grinned and kissed me. I felt my dick trying to surge, but getting nowhere.

“Honey, I don’t know if I can handle this.”

“Nonsense,” she quipped. “If I can wear a tampon then you can wear this.”

“Those have nothing to do with each other!”

“There’s a similarity of frustration. If you’d ever had a period you’d know.”

“No thanks.”

I was grumpy all day at work. To make it worse, both Dorey and Belinda took to knocking on my front plate. Rap rap, and I could feel the vibrations inside. My poor cock was so frustrated.

And, to make things even worse, wearing the chastity device made it hard to bend and contort enough to slip into female garments. The panties were easy, and they covered the device. But when I tried to bend over for stockings I had trouble.

“Don’t worry about it,” observed Belinda. “You don’t need to put stockings on much. Once on they’re on you only need to worry about dresses.”

“And corsets.”

“Well, yeah.”

So there I was, no more dick showing, and into a new stage of practicing changing clothes.

“Time!…Time!”

“Time!…Time!”

I was getting better, in spite of the chastity device. And I have to admit, the smooth front did make a big difference.

The trouble started a few days after I put on the chastity device. The procedure for the next few days was I put it on in the morning, went to work, and then took it off at night. Dorey checked me, made sure I didn’t break out in rashes or start to smell.

All was good.

So we came how from work and I went to take it off and… “Honey? Where’s the key?” I was in the bedroom and she was in the kitchen.

“What key?”

As if she didn’t know.

“The key to the chastity device.”

“Oh, just leave it on,” she called to me.

I was into the kitchen like a shot. “What? Wait! What?”

She had just finished mixing me a big drink. Coke and bourbon. My fave. She handed it to me. “Just leave it on. For a few days. I want to make sure you’ll be all right over the long term.”

“What do you mean…’long term?’

“You know. When I go to the hospital. I won’t be there to help you put it on and take it off.”

“I can figure it out by myself.”

“No. You can’t.”

I stared at her.

“Now take a big sip.”

I took a big sip. Real big. Half the damned glass in one gulp. Burned all the way down.

“Now sit down, dear, and let me explain things to you.”

I sat. She had the bottle of bourbon and and a bottle of Coke to keep me refilled.

She down opposite me and smiled.

“How many times has Belinda had to handle you?”

“Uh…”

“How many?”

“Three times.”

“Three times in another woman’s hands. Three times squirting your seed without me. How do you think that makes me feel?”

“But…you said…”

“And it doesn’t bother me. Now.”

“Now?”

“Now that we don’t have to worry about you needing relief.”

“But I need relief! It’s been a couple of days since I got off. And…” Blah, blah, blah. I blathered. She smiled sweetly and listened.

When I finally ran down she said, “Are you done?”

“Well…uh…”

“Because I’m tired of listening to you whine and complain. If I had known you would be so whiny I would have married a woman.”

My jaw officially dropped. “But…but you’re making me into a woman!”

“And maybe when you get there, maybe when you can convince me that you can present yourself as a woman with no mess ups…then maybe I’ll unlock you and let you have a little fun.”

“But…but…”

She held up her hand. “I have spoken. So let it be written.” She mocked the old Moses movie.

“But, honey…”

“And, now that we are on the subject…I want you to be dressed as a woman all the time. Including nightgowns. Including curlers. Cold cream. Immaculate nails. Everything.”

“But we’re not at work!” But I was getting weaker. I was losing, and I knew it. I tell ya, when a woman holds the key to a man’s cock she controls the man. Totally.

“Tut tut. Practice makes perfect. Now, if you want extra croutons on your salad you’d better get cleaned up, wear your underwear and put on a dress, that yellow one would be nice. And don’t forget the garters and high heels.”

I stared at her. She handed me a fresh drink. “Take. Drink. Come back when you need another one.”

Defeated, I turned and walked back into the bedroom. I trudged. And, I swear, I thought I heard her chuckle.

At three months she was starting to feel her belly. And I knew she was going to ‘retire’ soon. Fortunately, I was ready. Hornier than a brass band, but ready.

I could put my make up on on the fly. Which she made me do. She let me wear Mary Janes to work and put my make up on in the car. While driving. Dangerous, but I did it. And I did it easy.

Then we tried my first show. Mrs. Jenkins came by. She’s a bit nearsighted, but whether she could see or not, I was perfect. Of course, it helped that she liked loose clothes. But, still…

“Okay, got some video here. Let’s take a look.”

“Video?”

“I took a video of your show with Mrs. Jenkins. Belinda, come have a seat. Oh, order some dinner first. Salad for Jason.”

Belinda ordered, and she smirked when she ordered me a salad.

Damn it. She was overweight and had to watch what she ate, and it looked like she was getting a perverse delight out of making me follow in her footsteps.

A half hour the food arrived and we ate, and Dorey hooked up the video to the big screen in our office and we watched.

There I was. Long hair, twirling, sashaying, moving my hips as I had been taught.

“Oh, no. Look!”

“What?”

“The way you tossed your hair. You did it like a surfer on drugs. Here, do it like this.” Dorey showed me.

I followed her lead, and tossed my hair until my motion was pure girl.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no, you entered the room like a teenager on a skateboard! Don’t slide…glide. Watch.”

I was treated to a show of how to enter the room so I didn’t look like a skateboarder. And I duplicated and practiced.

Back to the video.

“Oh, no! Don’t hold your hand like that! Be gentle! Don’t rely on strength, rely on grace!”

And…practice, practice, practice.

We drove home late and I was a subdued cookie.

“Don’t worry, honey. You did well. We’re just polishing the fine points.”

“I feel like I totally screwed up.”

“Not totally.” She laughed.

“Har de har,” I mumbled. Then: “Honey, could I get out of the chastity for a while?”

“Why? Whatever for?”

She sounded honestly mystified.

“I haven’t squirted for a couple of weeks. I need relief.”

“Oh, but honey. I like you this way!”

“What way?” Now I was honestly mystified.

“Helping me around the house. It takes such a load off me when you help with the dishes and vacuuming and everything.             

“But…that’s…that’s not my job!”

“You’re my house partner. If I’m your housewife…aren’t you my house hubby?”

“Well, yeah, but I’m your business partner!”

“We go half and half at business, why not at home?”

That one sort of stopped me. There was logic there, but I was a man. At least I used to be a man. I needed to do man things!

“Okay, but I need to get my rocks off.”

“Oh, nonsense.”

I stared at her.

She was at a stoplight, a long one, and she said, “I’ve noticed that the more you do without sex the better behaved you are.”

“Behaved? What does that mean?”

“It means you’re more polite, more willing to help out around the house, and…you’ve got more energy.”

“Of course I do, and I need to get rid of some of that energy.”

“Now why,” she mused, “Would I go back to the way things were? Oh, you weren’t bad, but you could be better. People can always be better.”

“But you can’t hold my dick hostage!”

“Oh, but I can. I’ve got the key in a safe deposit box,” my jaw dropped at her words, “and I’m sure you see the dangers in trying to cut your chastity belt off.”

I did. There was no way snips could get between the metal and my skin, and the lock was built in.

“But…but I need to clean it!”

“I’ll take care of that.”

“What? How?”

“I bought some handcuffs and rope. We’ll simply tie you to bed, I can clean your device, maybe play with you a little, and then put it back on. Cleanie weenie.”

She sounded so happy talking. I couldn’t believe it.

“I want a divorce!” Of course I didn’t. But I had to say something. I had to shock the key from her.

“Oh, so sorry. You can pack your clothes when we get home.”

“But…I need the key.”

“Oh, no. I bought, it belongs to me.”

“But you can’t do this to me!”

She smiled. She came to another light and stopped. She turned to me. “If you’re a good boy, keep the house clean and don’t let anybody know you’re a man, I’ll let you have a cum after the baby is born.”

“But…but…but…” I sounded like a motorboat. And she actually giggled.

I turned into myself the next few weeks.

Oh, when we had shows I showed a smile. I am a professional, after all. A professional model…and a professional woman.

But inside I felt like a cake that had been dropped and stepped on.

And I was getting hornier and hornier.

Belinda didn’t help. She had a short talk with Dorey, in which she was apprised that my cock was off limits, and why.

Belinda took it with a grin, and began teasing me mercilessly. She patted my front shield. She tweaked my nipples. She cupped my buns.

“You’re looking good, girlie,” she once whispered to me.

And my only defense was to get hornier. More embarrassed. More desperate.

Dorey’s baby bump became more pronounced, and I was working harder than ever.

She was tired a lot, and needed to rest. And I had lots of energy. I had a dickful of energy.

I think back to those times, sometimes, and I realize that if it hadn’t been for the chastity device I wouldn’t have made it. I would have collapsed.

But all that dick energy surging through me, being so horny I didn’t sleep as much, I worked harder and harder.

I took over almost all the household chores. I did all the paperwork into the night. I stepped and twirled and presented dresses to rich people all day long.

In fact, I hate to admit it, but business actually got better.

Look, Dorey is beautiful. I was beautiful, but I could never be as beautiful as Dorey.

But I had something else. There was something about me that intrigued customers.

I can’t tell you how many times these people, well to do, successful, came up to me and engaged me in chit chat, and stared at me like…’what’s my secret?’

I was a woman, but they knew different. But they didn’t really know. So they were fascinated. People began coming to the store more and more, and I reached the point where I was going to have to hire another model. No matter how much energy I had…I couldn’t keep up with the franticness of the boom.

Dorey was big now. Real big. And getting bigger. But she still had a month to go.

Big or not, she began interviewing models, and she hired a knock out.

Lissome, big breasted, knew how to walk and talk and everything.

Now I had a true professional to work with, and she helped me, gave me hints and tips, and never made a pass at me.

Of course. To her I was a woman. She had never known me as a man. I would find out later, much later, that Dorey had hired her because she didn’t like Lesbians. That should have told me something, but didn’t. Of course, I was too busy to think now.

My horniness reached a new high. Dressing sexy, feeling the clothes go on and off. And touching Heidi (the new girl), just in passing, but it was still touching, I began to feel like every part of my body was a dick, a giant turn on.

Belinda would slip a dress over me for alterations, and I would instantly get a charge, a sexual charge, and my dick would struggle in its tube.

Heidi would brush my hair, or help me with my nails, and…boing! Except there was no ‘boing.’ There was only the electricity running through my body, and frustration.

One day, I was working late. Belinda was there, working on alterations. Dorey waddled in and sank onto the office couch.

“How you doing, dear?”

“Oh, I’m…I’m…” I began to cry. I just put my head down on the desk and began to sob.

“Belinda? A little help?”

Belinda came into the office and looked at me. “What happened?”

“Poor dear. He’s having a break down.”

I cried for a while. Belinda rubbed my shoulders. Dorey managed to get up and pour me a drink, and I slowly calmed down.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered.

“No, dear. It’s us who are sorry. We should have known we were driving you too hard.”

I saw my opening. “It’s…I need some sex to relieve myself.”

Maybe if I had been alone with Dorey I could have pulled it off. I mean, my crying jag was real, and she did know what I was going through. But Belinda was there.

“I can handle that,” she chirped.

We both looked at her.

“Oh, I don’t mean fuck him. Can you imagine fucking Jason? Ha!”

I was hurt by that, but the situation was going to get worse.

“No, what I mean is I can relieve his sexual tension, and without sacrificing my sacred pleasure palace.”

Dorey giggled at that. “Sacred pleasure palace?”

Belinda grinned at her. “Sure. We simply use his pussy.”

“What? I don’t have a pussy!”

“Of course you do. A man pussy. It’s right between your buns.”

“My…my asshole? What!”

She turned to Dorey. “I’ll use a strap on. Grease him up. No need for kissing or any of that stuff. They have these special dildos called ‘prostate massagers,’ it will rub his button, his prostate, and he’ll shoot his juice.”

“No!”

Dorey looked at Belinda. She looked at me. She looked at Belinda.

“Yes.”

“No!”

Dorey narrowed her gaze at me. “I want you to do this. I can’t have you having a break down while you’re modeling our clothes.”

“But I don’t want anybody putting anything up my ass!”

“I’ve put a finger there before. You liked that.”

“A dick, or this so called ‘prostate massager’ is a different matter.”

Dorey turned to Bel. “Will it hurt?”

“Nah. It’ll feel good. I’ve popped a lot of cherries, and they always love it. Heck, he’ll want anal sex more than he wants regular sex after I’ve done him a few times.”

Dorey smiled. She turned to me. “It’s settled.”

Well, it wasn’t settled, but eventually it would be. For starters, Dorey wouldn’t let up on me. Everything from buying me chocolates (God, I was starving, and the chocolates…the chocolates…oh, my God!) to slapping me with a belt when I walked by her.

Then I had a second breakdown, and this one was worse. I had just finished a long day. I had changed and changed and changed. People didn’t buy things. Heidi was grumpy. Belinda was in a hurry. I started to sniffle.

Heidi and Belinda looked at me.

And I was bawling.

I was exhausted. I was a fuse that had sputtered to a stop. Even all the sexual energy that I had been accumulating seemed to back up on me.

Heidi reached me first. She put her arm around me and hugged me. Belinda reached me and soothed me.

Dorey was at home resting.

Heidi said, “There, there. You just need a good orgasm.”

My head jerked up. My eyes opened. Over her shoulder Belinda smiled.

And I broke.

I calmed down, Belinda called Dorey to let her know the good news, and Heidi went home.

I was alone with Belinda in the office. Belinda didn’t even get undressed, she just took a strap on out of a cupboard—“I knew you were close,” she said—and strapped it on. She adjusted the prostate massager into the harness and smiled at me.

“Time to get undressed, slick.”

I was wearing the full get up. I had modeled late, and I was wearing a sexy dress, kinky underwear, and my make up was flawless.

“I…”

“No. Not all the way. Just take your panties down and lift your dress. Bend over the couch.”

So I did.

I lay there and waited.

Belinda moved between my legs and rubbed lubricant into my button. My cock was screaming inside its cage. This is wrong! This is wrong!

But I lay there and…it felt sort of good. The lubricant was cool, and her fingers were gentle.

“The trick is to be relaxed. To just let it happen.”

“Okay.” My voice was muffled by a pillow.

Belinda hummed, she pushed lube into me, a lot of lube. “I love doing this, you know.”

“I didn’t.”

“Oh, yes. When you fuck a man it changes him. He becomes more docile. Less of a man, more of a human being.”

“Not a woman?”

“Oh, there’s that. You’ll gain a profound appreciation for sex from the woman’s viewpoint, but…it’s more than that.”

“Oh.”

“You’ll find out.”

She stepped up and began rubbing my hole with her dildo.

Oddly, it felt good. There was no pressure, and it was a sexy tickle. Made me squirm.

“That’s it. Now, remember, relax. Don’t fight. Fighting makes pain. Relaxing makes pleasure.”

“And that’s all there is to it,” I asked.

“That’s all she wrote,” agreed Belinda.

She took her time, a long time, and gently rubbed my buns and my thighs. She stopped every once in a while and patted my ass.

Slowly, slowly, she began to penetrate me. Just a push here, a nudge there, and she began to enter me.

There were moments of pain, but they were quick, and Bel backed off quickly and let me get acclimated.

And, after a half hour of wonder, she said, “I’m all the way in.”

I lay there, marveling. My asshole felt…good. It felt alive, and I could feel blood pulsing, and, suddenly, I felt a trickle of sensation. I wiggled.

“Yeah, baby. Let it happen.”

I moved, and that’s what she was waiting for. She withdrew a couple of inches and my eyes widened.

“Sometimes it’s not the push, but the pull. Depends on the guy, of course. Assholes are different.”

I wiggled my butt, actually tried to get more sensation.

“Yeah, go for it. Fuck me back.”

I couldn’t help it. It felt so good, I pushed my butt back and she gripped my hips and wiggled. God, it felt like my insides were being stirred.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Yep,” she chortled. “I love this part.”

But I could hardly hear her now. I was becoming enraptured by the sexual electricity stretching my asshole.

I moved back, I wiggled, I pulled forward.

She matched me, harmonized with me, then would give a twitch of her own.

I began to gulp and gasp as she opened me up. The pleasure…the pleasure…I didn’t know it could be like this.

After a couple of minutes of feeling my ass slowly go out of control, she said, “It’s going to feel like you’re peeing. Let it happen.”

I was really relaxing now, getting sort of goofy and loose and everything, and, sure enough, it felt like I had to pee.

“Oh,” I mumbled.

“That’s it, baby. Let it go.”

Let it go. I could feel it draining out of my cock slit. But it didn’t really feel like pee. It felt thicker, almost clumpy.

Finally, Belinda slapped my ass and withdrew. “There you go, sport.”

I lay there for a minute, feeling nice and golden and everything.

Belinda took off the strap on, then came around and stood in front of me. She was holding a little glass, the bottom filled with white…with…my semen?

“Is that…is that me?”

“Yep. Bottoms up.” She tilted the glass and drained it. She lowered it and smacked her lips. She glanced at me and laughed. “Sorry, I don’t share. Not when it comes to sperm.”

She walked out then, left me laying, butt up, on the office sofa. Slowly, I recovered. I got up and used toilet paper to wipe up lube from my ass. I pulled my panties up and let my dress down. I went home.

And I felt too good. Sort of golden, sort of satisfied. It was almost like after an orgasm. But I hadn’t had an orgasm. At least, not one that I felt.

The weird thing, however, was that the next day, though my cock wasn’t even wiggling in its trap, I felt unbelievably horny.

Well, of course. I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it. My mind thought I still had a full load.

And, the good news, I was relieved. The tensions lessened, the horniness grew, and my emotional break downs stopped. Completely.

A week later Dorey June was born. A beautiful baby girl with Dorey’s eyes and my hair. She was beautiful. A delight. A satisfaction of the soul that I had never even imagined could exist.

I was able to be in the operating room, and saw the whole thing, and the miracle unfolded and engulfed me.

I went out of the delivery room for a quick pee break, and Belinda and Heidi were there. They hugged me, and we all cried. Good tears. Great tears.

And, two days later they let Dorey go home.

We stood in the room we had prepared for her and gazed down at our little wonder.

Our arms were around each other.

After a long while we tip toed out to let her sleep.

We adjourned to the kitchen where Dorey had me fix myself a drink.

We sat and looked at each other.

“How’s it going?” she asked with a beautiful, tired smile.

“Never better.”

“And how’s Mr. Happy?”

“Unhappy,” I grinned. “Ready to get out.”

“Yeah, about that.”

“What?” Suddenly I had a sense of foreboding.

“I’ve grown used to you as a woman.”

I blinked.

“I like you better as a woman. And I like that it is so easy to please you. Belinda told me how much you came for her.”

“But I didn’t have an orgasm!”

“Do you really need one?”

“Well, yeah!”

She smiled and ignored my outburst. “My plan is this: we milk you, and get some artificial insemination. We can milk you regularly. And you stay a woman. I think it would be much healthier for Dorey June to grow up in a household that has nobody but women in it. What do you think?”

I didn’t think. I just stared, and knew that I had lost.

Yet…had I?

My life was happier, I was no longer driven by male urges, and I was quite happy to be with women in a non-sexual condition. They were so much more gentle than men, and I liked looking sexy. And I even liked cleaning the house.

“So I would never get to cum again?”

“Why would you want to?”

I sat back and sipped my drink.

She watched me.

And I said the only thing I could.

“Wow.”

END
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He was a Female Model

A snowflake becomes an androgynous model!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

MAY…

“I’d like to see something in a night gown.”

“Of course, Mrs. Smithfield. Please come this way.”

I led the elder lady and her husband into the showing room.

Mrs Smithfield was an old client, veddy rich, and quite generous when we pleased her. The trick, of course, was to please her.

I seated the matron and was surprised when her husband, Reginald, refused a chair and took his place behind his wife.

Rich people can be so odd. Yet, mine was not to reason why.

“Mrs. Smithfield, did you have any specific style or color in mind?”

“Pink would be nice. Drab old pink. Maybe some frills. And I would like the bosom emphasized.

Curiouser and curiouser. Usually she ordered evening gowns, we had her size on file, and my girls were fully prepared to model whatever style she wished.

“Perhaps Klien? Or even Dior?”

She gave a sigh. “I was thinking of Victor Edelstein.”

“Certainly,” I smiled and began to turn, but she cleared her throat.

“Yes?”

“Do you have a male model?”

Control the blink. No blink. “Of course, ma’am. Are we speaking of suits? Any particular—“

“For Reginald.”

I couldn’t help it. A flutter of the eyelashes. “Of course, ma’am. A suit for Mr. Smithfield.”

“A gown.”

Time stopped. I was aware of my mouth starting to open, and forcing it to stay closed. From somewhere in another realm I heard my voice say. “Of course, ma’am. A Victor Edelstein, pink, for your husband.”

She waited, watched me, but I was under control now.

“Three minutes, ma’am, and we’ll begin the showing.”

I smiled, turned and headed for the back room. A pink evening gown for a man. As I passed through the curtains I snapped. “Margie, tea for Mrs. Smithfield. Where’s Timmy?”

“Timmy is at lunch.”

Oh, piss on a pimple. I headed for the stairs. There was only one man who could help me here, and I headed up for the office.

“Rodney, come with me.”

To call Rodney a man is not exactly correct, but I don’t mean in a gender way.

Rodney is what people today call a snowflake. He is my sister’s boy, and he has no education, no skills, and thinks the world owes him a living.

“Huh? Why?”

I stared at my blood relative. Skinny, lank hair, a scatter of pimples, an entirely lackluster individual.

He had arrived on my doorstep two months ago, with beggings from my sister to make something of him. Teach him something. Help him relate to the real world.

I had, of course, failed.

I had failed because he had no desire to learn or relate to the world. All he wanted to do was eat pizza and play video games.

“Because my business hinges on you doing exactly what I say for the next hour, and if you don’t come do what I say I will grab your nuts and twist until you are a girl.”

Oh, he blinked. Everybody had always talked softly to him, explained things gently. This was probably the first time he had ever heard a threat to his mortality.

He stood up and followed me down stairs.

“Margie, Victor Edelstein for Timmy. Pink.”

Margie heard the urgency in my voice and she trotted down the racks.

I spun on Timmy and inspected him.

A narrow face, bored eyes, even with the threat to his manhood, and a pasty, white complexion.

“Take off your clothes.”

“What?” He squeaked.

I didn’t hesitate. I reached down and grabbed his crotch. I squeezed. He buckled at the knees and put one thin hand on my biceps. I snarled into his face. “Every stitch, right now. And hurry.”

While he divested himself of his black tee shirt and skin tight pants I filled a tray with make up and placed it on the table next to him.

Margie returned with the gown.

“Get him in the gown,” I slapped goop on his face.

“Wha…” he was actually a little frightened now. This was reality slapping him in the face. Or maybe kicking him in the balls.

“Shut up and listen.”

He shut, Margie lifted one of his legs and started immersing him in a frilly, pink gown. Good, it had bosoms, and it wasn’t too low cut.

“Bra,” I said to Margie. Good girl, she managed to keep the gown half up his torso by putting a fold in his hands, then she grabbed a bra off a dummy and placed it on him.

Meanwhile, I was scrubbing his face, hiding his pimples and creating hues and shades on his pasty skin.

To him: “Mrs. Reginald Smithfield is in the viewing room. She wants to see a pink gown on a man. For her husband, I presume, and you are the model.”

“But I’ve never…”

“You’ve seen the girls walk. You will do your best to imitate them. Look proud and haughty, lift your head and sneer down your nose, and walk with your feet on a line.

He blinking now.

“Stop blinking.”

He did, and I managed to slap some eye shadow on him, and I painted his lips a crimson color.

This was the fastest I had ever prepared somebody, and I hoped to hell it worked. Mrs. Smithfield, if she was pleased, could easily drop a couple of grand on us.

Within four minutes…I know, I had promised three…Timmy stood in gown. His face had color. It was a bit garish, but passable, if I turned down the lights, and…time to hit the catwalk.

I went through the curtains and sashayed across the room to where Mrs. Smithfield and her husband sat and stood. I could hear Margie whispering instructions to Timmy behind the curtain.

I smiled at Mrs. Smithfield, who was glancing at her Rolex.

“Timmy,” I called out, as I stepped behind the podium and hit the light switches.

Timmy stepped out, looked a bit like he was pushed, through the curtains. For a second he blinked, then he placed a hand on his hip and sauntered forth.

Tell the truth, I don’t think I saw the first 30 seconds. I was that frazzled. Then I started to register, and Timmy was actually functioning.

He walked to a place six feet in front of Mrs. Smithfield. He stood looking confused for a second, then he spun on his foot. The gown flared a bit at the bottom.

Oh, he was ugly. But…there was potential there. His slenderness was a bonus. And the falsies we had shoved into his bra…they gave him curves.

In the light the make up was a bad job, but, looking at Mrs. Smithfield…I don’t think she cared.

As a matter of fact, her head was tilted, and a dreamy look was in her eyes.

She beckoned Timmy with a quick motion of her hand.

He looked at me and I jerked my head, telling him to move closer.

He stepped forward and Mrs. Smithfield studied his form closely, and her eyes stopped on his crotch.

OH FUCK! HE HAD AN ERECTION!

I actually felt faint as he stood there, a huge bulge in his…dress.

My less than worthwhile nephew actually had a quite sizable dick. It was brilliantly outlined by the pink material. I could see the shaft, the veins on the shaft, the head, and, as I watched…a damp spot appeared. Fuck! He was actually dripping!

Mrs. Smithfield actually leaned forward, and I could swear her hand jerked towards his penis, as if she was going to feel it.

Then she sat back and nodded. “Very well.”

Timmy looked at me, I motioned him to leave, and I turned the lights back up.

“I would like two gowns. One in pink, and one in a pale mauve.”

Pale mauve? A pale pale color. Well, I guess I could do that.

“And, do you have high heels to match this outfit?”

Timmy was almost to the curtain, and I called out, “Timmy.” He turned, and damned if there wasn’t a feminine manner in his move. “Have Margie get the Christian heels. Black.” I turned to Mrs. Smithfield as Timmy stepped out of sight. “We have any color you wish, but basic black will let us know if we are on the right track.”

“Quite so,” she sniffed.

In 30 seconds Timmy stepped through the curtains. Oh, my God, it was a disaster. He couldn’t walk. He stumbled halfway across the room, almost fell, caught himself, and I noted the frown on Mrs Smithfield’s face.”

“That’s fine, Timmy.” He turned around, and in that lost moment inspiration hit. “Margie, Saint Laurent, the lettered heels.”

Tell the truth, I don’t know why I did what I did, and in my defense all I can say is that years in the fashion business had trained me to trust my gut.

Thirty seconds later Timmy stumbled into the room. He was a disaster, but the shoes…ah, the shoes!

The heels were opyum sandals, patent leather with gold letters for the heels. A single, thin strap for the sling, and a single strap over the base of the toes. Delightful, and crazy, and fashionable, and…garish, but in a nice way.

Timmy tripped and stumbled and made his way across the room.

The gold letters on his heels glittered. His feet were ugly, he needed some paint on his toes. Heck, he needed a massive pedicure. Quickly.

But Mrs. Smithfield didn’t care. She just stared at the heels. There was a hungry expression in her eyes. A rapt feel to her. Then her eyes went up to his cock again.

I had forgotten to turn the lights down, but now I didn’t dare. She was impressed by the dress, by the heels, but that big cock outlined in his dress was a big selling point. I kept my hand off the light switches.

“Wonderful,” she murmured, and she looked up at Reginald triumphantly. He just looked at the ground and said not a word.

“Excellent. We’ll take it.”

$995 for the shoes. $3,960 for the gown…twice.

“And do you have those heels with black lettering?”

“I can have them tomorrow.”

“Excellent. I’ll take those, too.”

Ka-ching! I totaled it in my mind. $9910. In 15 minutes.

She stood up and we stepped to the podium at the front door. The podium with the wonderful cash register on it. She handed me a black card and said, “I have a party tonight, thus, the rush. But we’ll be back tomorrow, say four o’clock. Reginald needs a complete fitting.”

“Wonderful, we are at your service.”

Mrs Smithfield smiled as she took back the card, and placed her hand on mine. “And, please, have Timmy do the modeling. We don’t mind a bit of a wait while he changes.”

“Certainly. Timmy will be delighted.”

“I’m sure he shall. And it’s okay if you fix him up a bit.”

I tilted my head slightly in question.

“He looks a bit pale, and his nails…he could use some color.”

I waited.

She breathed out, “Like fire engine red.”

Then she smiled, let go of my hand and left the building. Reginald held the door open for her, then fell in behind her. Three feet behind her. Walking like a trained poodle.

I staggered back into the showing room and collapsed on a bench. I could hardly breath. Fire engine fucking red finger nails? Now I had a better idea of what I was going to have to do.

Margie came out of the back room, Timmy behind her. Timmy looked thoroughly blown out. His eyes were big and round. He was gasping for breath. He collapsed in a chair next to the bench. He was still wearing the gown.

“Stand up,” I snapped. “That’s a sell, and we don’t want your filthy butt wrinkling the goods.”

Hearing the growl in my voice he quickly stood up.

“What was that all about?” whispered Margie.

“That was about ten thousand dollars, my dear. And she wants another showing tomorrow. Reginald needs a complete outfitting.”

“Reginald?”

We looked at each other and grinned. Big money meant big bonus to her.

I said, “And Mrs. Smithfield would like our model to look a bit more presentable.”

Margie looked at me, blinked, then smiled. Her mind was already working.

“Well, I ain’t—“

I was on my feet and yelling into his face like a drill sergeant. “You will do what you’re told! Now get in the back room and Margie will take your gown and heels off.”

“But…but…” he looked about to cry. Being pushed around, dressing like a girl, it was getting to him. I relented a bit. I didn’t want him a shaky mess, I wanted him to accept what was about to happen to him.

I took his arm and led him back towards the fitting room. Margie was right behind us.

“This is the business, Timmy.”

“But, Aunt May…”

“You are now a male model. With a specialty.”

“But male models don’t—“

“They do. I want you to get out your iPad and look up Andrej Pejic, James Varley, Eric Linder. The business is filled with male androgynous models. These are beautiful men who present for a variety of interests. Very sexy. You are now one of them.”

One of them…though a bit ugly. Still, it was what Mrs. Smithfield wanted.

“But…women’s clothes? I don’t think—“

“No, you don’t think. But we will help you. You are about to undergo 24 hours of the most intense training in the world.”

“But, I—“

“Now shut up and learn.”

To his credit, and perhaps because he was totally overwhelmed, he did shut, and Margie and I got to work.

First, of course, we altered the gowns to fit Reginald Smithfield’s frame. He was slender, we had his measurements, so it was easy. An hour later we had a courier pick up for delivery, then we went to work on Timmy.

“Upstairs, take a shower, use this…below the neck only.” I handed him a purplish/reddish bottle.

“What’s it going to do?”

“Remove your ugly hair.”

“But, I—“

I turned him and slapped his ass, hard. “Use your brain more and your mouth less. You might just survive.”

He went up the stairs, and if there is such a thing as a dismal trot, he managed it.

Margie was by my side, and she asked, “What are you going to do about his dick?”

I sighed.

“I mean, I didn’t know he actually had such a big one.”

I looked at her and grinned. The box is ugly, but what’s inside…”

She giggled, and I grew serious.

“Tomorrow, have him wear panties. Watch Mrs. Smithfield’s face. If she frowns, get those panties off him.”

“Understood. We’re going to have to do a full make over with Timmy, aren’t we.”

“And it’s going to be a job and a half. We should have the tools. Are you ready? We’ll be working late.”

“No prob.”

“Okay. Why don’t you get the tools of our trade together, and I’ll order us some lunch.”

Lunch was delivered by the time Timmy came down the stairs. He was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, as I had instructed, and I handed him a slender bit of bread with lettuce and turkey.

“Uh…”

“What?”

“I need to go to lunch.”

“This is your lunch.”

“This? But…I need more.”

I grinned at Margie. “Oh, these silly models.” She chuckled and nibbled at her own lettuce burger. I turned back to Timmy. “You are officially on a diet. You will eat only what I give you.”

“But I can’t—“

“You can and will. Models must be thin, winsome. And we’re going to have to do something about your pizza face.” I was referring to both his pimples and the fact that he liked to eat pizza.

Well, he wasn’t happy, but I wasn’t in the business of making my workers happy. And, tell the truth, this was the first time he had actually responded to anything with more than a grunt and boredom.

And I think there was a bit of the exhibitionist in my nephew. He hadn’t tried to turn or alter his posture or done anything to hide his erection when Mrs. Smithfield stared at it.

“Okay, Margie is going to do your hands and feet, and I’m going to work on your face. We’ll both be talking, explaining things, so pay attention. There will be a quiz afterwards.

He laughed at that, then saw the look on my face. “Really?”

“My livelihood depends on it, and that means your inconsiderate, selfish life hangs on how well you learn what we are about to tell you.”

He stared me. I softened the message even as I explained it.

“Girls find this stuff out through experimentation and over years. You’re going to get the crash course.”

He heaved a breath, and I could see deep things happening in his cranium, then he said something that gladdened my heart. “And I’m really going to be a male model?”

Ah, yes, my sweet. And a good one.

Margie knelt at his feet and shaped his nails. She had already soaked his feet, ground them down, and I mean that literally, with a pumice stone. Now she filed his little toenails and prepared them for paint.

“You know,” she remarked, “We should consider fake toe nails for his feet.”

“Really?”

“The height of fashion,” she said.

I nodded. “Let’s consider that when we redo him next week. I like the idea, but…we’re sort of on a time schedule here.”

“Sure. Bright red?”

“Absolutely.”

She smiled as she took out a bottle and looked at the label. “I love red. It’s like you’re saying ‘fuck me.’” Then she realized what she had said.”

“Don’t worry,” I chuckled. “He’s got to learn how to think like a model, and that’s the kind of talk models do.”

I was working on his hair, his lank strands were actually curling beautifully. Under the grease and grime he had a lot of potential.

“That’s how models talk?” he asked.

“Models are notorious for being potty mouths,” Margie answered.

I turned his head this way and that, held his hair out. “Highlights?” I asked.

“Definitely. But not streaks. Gentle shades.”

I nodded and turned to find a curler.

Fifteen minutes later I had his hair done, and Margie had finished his toes. He looked adorable, sitting there with his hair in curlers, little white cotton separators between his toes.

“Wow,” he said, glancing at himself in the mirror.

“I’m going to clean your pores now,” I said.

“But I took a bath!”

Margie smirked, and I smiled. “I’m talking pores, not that pasty stuff you call flesh.”

“Oh,” he didn’t really understand.

“Pores collect grease. Soap and water is good, but we need to get down and dirty. And soap, by the way, should be sweet smelling. I don’t want you smelling like Irish spring or something.”

Margie took over. “Dove Shower Foam is good for a shower, Neutragena isn’t bad, but you want some deep penetrating fragrances when you’re done. Maybe Jo Malone London Nectarine Blossom & Honey Cologne, or Mugler Angel.”

I like Marc Jacobs,” I injected.

“He’s good.The trick is to clean your pores, then find a fragrance that is delicate and clean. You don’t want to smell like a whore.”

“At least not a cheap whore,” I chuckled.

Timmy was glancing back and forth between us.

I was up to foundation, and I could see that his skin wasn’t bad, now that we had it all cleaned. I thought I could hide most of the pimples, and a week of good cleanser and he would lose them all.

“Are you going to use Tilbury for his bronzer?”

“I was thinking.”

“Bobbi Brown might be better?”

“Really?”

“I think it glows better.”

“I think you’re right. Bobbi Brown it is.” I reached for a compact and a fresh brush. I began shading Tommy’s skin. It was looking better and better.

Margie was heavy into his hands now, and she said little as she carefully stroked down his nails. The red was shiny and gorgeous.

I focused on his eyes. I used Smashbox and let the color expand. Oh, he was going to be smoky and mysterious and everything desirable.

Fifteen minutes later we were done with his limbs and face.

His nails were all red, ‘fire engine red,’ and his face was shaped and shadowed and exquisite looking. He had good lips, but I had plumped them anyway, and his features were now full and round and certainly less masculine.

“What would you like to put him in?”

“Let’s just do some summer dresses to start. Once we get used to him we can start to run. And we need some nylons and high heels on him.

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“He’s got that problem again.

Timmy was wearing the robe, and we could see his big cock pushing the robe out.

Timmy started to blush. “I can’t help it.”

“I would be disappointed if you could,” I soothed him with a gentle hand on his cheek.

“Do you want him to jack off or something?”

“Not a chance.” I stared hard into Timmy’s beautiful eyes. “And I don’t want you rubbing one off tonight. You got that?”

“But…but…I don’t…”

“Sure you don’t,” I said wryly. “But in case a horde of pixies break into your room tonight and try to rape your cock…don’t. Do you understand? Not until after Mrs. Smithfield has had her showing. Do you understand?”

He nodded. A bit sadly. Almost made me laugh. Poor boy. He probably beat his meat several times a day.

“Okay, grab a couple of dresses. Let him wear low heels for a while. I’ll go get a wig. Timmy. You sit there and don’t move.” I pushed him back in the big beauty chair.

A few minutes he was clad in nylons and three inch heels, and I was doing the final pin of the wig.

“Stand up, sweety,” I murmured.

I moved him to a mirror, and we all stared.

My heart actually thumped a bit.

First, he had a talent for this. He was perfectly androgynous. And sexy. And he could pass for male or female. Geez. My sister never knew what she had here.

Second, and I hate to admit this, he was making me horny. My own nephew! But I felt that glow in my groin, and I felt that delicious, slithery sensation as the tops of my thighs rubbed together. My own lubrication making me feel so slick and sexy.

Third, and this was one more pleasant surprise on top of all the other pleasant surprises, Timmy liked it.

At least, the hard shape of his dick poking out through the dress made me believe he liked it.

“Heysoos!” whispered Margie, and I saw she was looking at his package.

“Maybe you should let me jack,” Timmy muttered.

“Not a fucking chance,” I said. “I’d rather have Mrs. Smithfield  complain that you’re too big and not too small.

He frowned, and I grabbed his arm and spun him towards me. I got tough in his face again. “I mean it. Hands off the boner. Enjoy being horny for a while. When it’s all over you can fucking jack yourself to heaven. But right now…don’t you even think about it.”

“But it’s uncomfortable!”

Margie came to the rescue. “If you control yourself, when Mrs. Smithfield is gone I’ll give you a blow job.”

I turned and stared at her. She ignored me, and she had a look in her eyes. A hungry look. I looked back at Timmy. He was getting that same excited look.

I looked at her again. She was a good looking woman. Very good looking. She always dressed down for work, she wasn’t one of the models, but she could be, except her chest was too heavy.

I looked at him. He licked his lips and nodded. Then he realized what he was saying and looked at me.

Fuck. I was supposed to help my nephew come to grips with the world, not procure for him.

But it was Margie. Not some slut. And she was showing the interest. How could I get in the way?

I gave a nod, just a millimeter of chin drop, then I turned away. But they received my message. I wasn’t going to get in the way.

The rest of the day was spent teaching Timmy how to move like a woman.

“Walk with your feet in a line, your hips will sway.”

“Do we need padding?”

“Nope.”

“Let your foot dangle when you sit. It’s sexier.”

“Show him how to let his heel dangle when he dips his foot.”

We gave him advice after advice. We told him things that we hadn’t thought about much, having learned them intuitively, and we dug deep trying to understand ourselves.

“Keep your lips slightly open, like you’re out of breath. Pull the corners in slightly when talking. It will look like every word is a kiss.”

“No, no. Turn like this.”

And Timmy tried. Truth, all the attention he was getting, he was liking it.

And by the end of the afternoon we were down to chuckling when he made the small error, instead of getting all over him when he made a big one. So I pulled out the big guns. High heels.

“Shit!” He exclaimed. “I can’t wear those!”

“You can and will, and cheerfully.”

Margie helped him into the five inchers. He was actually looking pretty good on the three inchers, but this was a whole new world.

He staggered around the room, and Margie actually had to catch him at one point. It was difficult!

“Relax, let your knees straighten out more.”

“They don’t bend that way,” he complained.

I frowned, and Margie chimed in, “He’s right. In ballet the guys have to do special stretching exercises to make their legs bend back like that. Takes them years to be able to stand correctly.”

“So what do we do?”

Margie shrugged. “He might be able to handle four inchers.”

I nodded. “If we have to we have to.”

“Even four inchers are going to be tough.”

“Okay, try them.”

Margie swapped his heels out and he stood up again. “He’s still bent, but it’s not bad. Admit it.”

“Okay, I gave in. But watch Mrs. Smithfield. If she frowns…”

“I’ll swap him.”

“Okay, what’s next?”

We worked all that night. It was midnight before we called it a day. And we had actually made pretty good progress. I mean, it’s not simple making a man into a woman, even when they have natural skin and bones, like Timmy apparently did.

And we worked all morning. We fixed his make up again and again. We had him wear dress after dress, telling him the fine points of doing the quick changes that models need to do. Showing him how to not rub his make up off with a change.

Finally, three thirty, and I knew we had done all we could. Timmy was going to sink or swim, and possibly with my business and fortune on his back.

But what are you going to do?

At four o’clock, precisely, I opened the front door and welcomed Mrs. Smithfield and Reginald.

The elderly matron strode in like she owned the place, and Reginald followed three feet behind. And I realized one little thing, one thing I hadn’t thought about, but which amazed me.

The last time Mrs. Smithfield had visited us, three months ago, Reginald had been in charge. He had been a whip-thin, British military type. One could imagine him walked along the troops, swagger stick slapping his thigh, issuing crisp orders.

Now he was changed. And I had been so busy changing Timmy that I hadn’t given him proper thought.

My practiced eye for fashion told me he was wearing tap pants under his suit. And…a bra. And he was manicured and his white hair was coiffed.

Yes, he was undergoing transition.

He noted my inspection of him and gave an embarrassed smile.

“Come, Reginald,” Mrs. Smithfield called, and he hurried to stand behind her.

“Are you ready for us?” She asked me.

“Quite ready,” I smiled back.

And the show was on.

Oddly, I don’t have many memories of the five hour period that followed. I was too busy coming to grips with the many facets of the show, and with the fantastic changes we had wrought.

I do remember bits and pieces.

I remember Mrs. Smithfield gasping at Timmy’s cock.

I remember Reginald blinking and blinking. Apparently he was ‘coming out of the closet,’ as it were, and this stuff was new to him.

I remember a conversation about nylons, and how did we ever get Timmy not to run.

And Margie coming out with tea and biscuits, and being complimented on her work with Timothy, as Mrs. Smithfield referred to him.

And she did refer to him, and not address or speak of him in any kind of familiar manner.

He might just as well have been cheesecake and not a human being.

Yet her eyes glittered when he sashayed out, spun so that his dress lifted. She breathed heavily when he lifted a leg to show some ankle. She almost gasped when he flicked his hair and smiled over his bare shoulder.

And, he pulled it off. Dress after dress. Dolce and Gabbana, Valentino, Balenciaga, Hermes, Chanel. All the big name designers, and he wore them like he was supposed to. His body was perfect, his mannerisms were more than adequate, and he was…perfect. I couldn’t believe it. My sister’s idiot son had a massive bucket of talent when it came to fashion.

The night wore on. Two hours into it I offered Mrs. Smithfield champagne. She smiled and accepted.

“And, uh, your husband?” I had figured out it was better to go through her when it came to matters of her husband.

She glanced over her shoulder at him, and frowned, then surprised me by saying, “As much as he wants.”

Huh! He was…less than a man in her eyes, yet there was more to this dynamic than I understood.

I served them champagne and the show went on.

Finally, by nine o’clock, it was done. Five hours of cheery talk and serious decisions and champagne and Timmy doing some of the best quick change I had ever seen.

I walked Mrs. Smithfield to the front podium, and the register, and added up…$73,000!

Fucking $73,000! And then she handed me her black card and said, “Round it to $75, dear. It has been such a delightful time.”

$75,000! I charged the card and handed it back, and Mrs. Smithfield once again surprised me.

“We are having a bit of a soiree tomorrow. Reginald will be coming out. Tell me, would Timothy be interested in attending? In uniform?”

In uniform. I knew what she meant. Wearing a dress and heels and fully made up.

“Of course he would.” I didn’t even think about it. Mrs Smithfield was a mover and shaker. This was actually a massive opportunity for my snowflake nephew.

“Excellent. We’ll expect him at four. You’ll have everything delivered before noon tomorrow?”

“Of course.”

“Then thank you, dearie. Come along, Reginald.”

They left my place of business, and I locked the door and staggered back out to the show room. I sank into a chair and put my head in my hands.

Margie and Timmy came out of the back room. I looked up at them and smiled, then told them the good news.

Then I told Timmy what he was going to be doing the next afternoon.


PART TWO

TIMMY

I couldn’t believe Aunt May. First she makes me dress up like…like a girl, then she makes me go to some party.

I mean, it was sort of kinky, getting all made up and everything. But it was business. I know my mother considers me a snowflake, and Aunt May seems to have fallen in with that thinking.

But I’m just bored.

I mean, I go to school, learn a bunch of crap about stuff that has nothing to do with the real world, then I’m supposed to…what? Get a job?

Stupid.

So when Aunt May pulled me down to her high fashion dress shop I was put off. I didn’t feel like putting deliveries away, or cleaning the showroom, or whatever else she had in mind for me. I was a bit surprised, sort of ‘knock me over with a feather’ surprised, when she told me to get undressed.

I started to protest, but, man, she got angry. Real angry. I figured it was better to just go along and get along. I mean, I don’t like to mess with angry bitches, you know?

But then, when they started putting that make up stuff on me, it was…kinky. I felt my dick stirring right away. And then to get into a dress, man, I had a world class boner. And I never expected that world class boner to be on display for some, old lady.

But I was into it now, and I had a feeling Aunt May would pull out a meat cleaver if I tried to get out of it.

So I was scared, shivering and shaking, but there was something else, too.

The clothes felt natural on me. I guess they should, being so expensive, but it felt like they had been designed specifically for me.

Oh, I didn’t have boobs, and the material sagged until Auntie put some falsies in my bra, but even that felt…right.

And once I got used to having goop all over my face, that felt right, too.

So I walked through the curtains, after Margie shoved me in the back, and suddenly found that it wasn’t that bad.

And the way that old lady stared at my groin. It was like she had never seen a boner before in her life.

Of course, seeing that old guy standing behind her, that Reginald husband guy, she had to have seen one. Right?

So I tried to imitate some of the girls Aunt May has working for her, and that felt pretty easy. I’ve always been a pretty good mime, and the movements just seemed…right. Like there were no other movements I should be making.

And she made $10K off me!

Oh, I knew, as soon as everything was done, and especially when Aunt May said i was going to have to be a girl the next day, that it was me.

It was like one second I was a snowflake, and the next I felt…right. I felt like I was doing something I always should have been doing.

So I went along with the stuff they were doing.

Not only did it feel right, but I was getting hornier and hornier.

Then she said I wasn’t supposed to play with myself…I mean, what’s up with that? So I fully intended to ignore her and stroke myself to a frothy squirt the first chance, but then Margie offered me a blow job.

Whoa! This was getting good.

So, as I said, I went along with it, then I found out that Aunt May made $75K in just a few hours, and I knew that I had to get in on this. I had to get not just a bonus, which Aunt May had promised me, but I had to get the whole thing. I was totally immersed in thinking about how I could $75K, and then Aunt May told me I was supposed to go to a party the next day.

All right!

Which explains what I was thinking the next day when Aunt May drove up to the big brick fence and pulled up to the security gate.

“House of May Fashions,” Auntie said, and the guard waved us through.

Man, the grounds were incredible. A long drive through fields and stands of trees, then the ground became terraced as we drove up a slight incline. Then…the house.

Man, it must have had a hundred rooms. There was a broad sweep of steps leading to the front door, 10 or so columns, three stories of windows, very split level, and bushes and shrubs all over the place.

“You realize that if you fuck up you’re going to cost me my business?”

“I’ll be polite. I’ll admit it if I don’t understand something. I’ll ask people so I don’t commit a…what’s that word?”

“Faux Pas.”

“Yeah, a foe paw.”

“And there will probably be lots of liquor, so don’t drink.”

“Aunt May, I won’t let you down.”

She stared at me, and I knew what she was thinking. She was judging me, putting my knowledge of video games against all the stuff her and Margie had taught me.

“I won’t.”

“Well, I’ve got no choice. So…okay.”

Then she leaned over and I thought she was going to kiss my cheek, but she opened the door and shoved me out.

I stood on the drive as she zipped away. Standing all alone, and feeling all alone. My calves arching from the heels and my dress rustling in the breeze.

Heck, what did I know about high society and fashion and all that? Maybe I was a snowflake, but was that so bad? I mean, what was I doing here!

Well, no matter what I was doing, I had to do something. So I walked up the steps.

The front door opened as I reached it. It was a big, old thing, wavy, colored glass, big doorknob, and it just opened up and I was staring into Oz.

“Good afternoon, madam.” A butler was standing next to the door. He was in an actual butler uniform, and he had a permanent, wan smile fixed on his face.

But what knocked me out was that he said ‘madam.’

I was androgynous, which meant I could be male of female, which included a mass of gentle curls and make up, and he had assumed I was a girl.

“I’m here…” I stopped, adjusted my voice. I didn’t want to sound unnatural, so I figured halfway between male and female. “I’m here for Mrs. Smithfield.”

“Of course, madam.”

Was that doubt in his voice? Was he doubting that I was a girl? I didn’t know, so I just followed him through the house, and what a house it was.

Every room was big, lots of expensive wood trim, and huge pictures and rugs hung on the walls. There were massive beams supporting monster chandeliers, and the windows were high and tall.

The furniture was expensive. Shiny wood and luxurious fabrics.

I tried not to break my neck looking at it all, and the butler took me to a big double door that led out to a patio. He stood back and indicated I should pass.

Wow.

I stepped out onto a large patio. The patio was made of brick and arranged in patterns. Big vines crept up trellises and exotic flowers adorned gave scent to the air. Tables were set up on the patio, and several cook types stood behind the tables and ladled food to a line of people. Below the patio, a swimming pool stretched out. To one side were small tent cabanas. On the other side was a large bath house.

“Timothy,” I turned quickly. I was so wrapped up in looking at everything I was surprised.

Mrs. Smithfield took my arm and smiled at me. “You are such a lovely dear. So glad you could make it.”

She was wearing a gown that showed a lot of flesh. Like all the way down to her belly button flesh. And her globes were huge and looked like they would sway out in full view if she merely turned.

Up close, out of the confines of Aunt May’s House of Fashion, she was quite an attractive lady. She was slightly thick, but curvy, her hair was white, but pinned up in the French style. Her face had a very youthful look to it. She must have been over 50, maybe 60, but her manner was maybe 40. A MILF, I thought, unashamedly, and my dick started to get hard.

Oh, fuck! It would really make a big bump in this dress!

Well, nothing to do for it.

“I tell you, dear boy, when I first saw you I thought of what a special creature you are.”

She snagged a glass of champagne from a passing waiter, who bowed and moved on through the throng, and gave it to me. “Drink. You must be nervous, and this will relax you.”

I wasn’t supposed to drink, but what do you do when somebody forces a glass on you? Besides, I was so fucking nervous I needed a case of the stuff. Still, I managed to sip without gulping, and murmured, “Thank you.”

“Come, the show is not for a while, let’s find some place and get acquainted.”

She led me back into the house and into a smaller side room. We sat down on a fancy couch and she held my hand and studied me.

“Truly gorgeous.” Then she seemed to mentally shake herself. “Tell me, have you ever been to an affair such as this?”

“No ma’am.”

She grinned. “Ma’am? Is that any way to treat your benefactor.”

Benefactor?

I must have looked surprised, because she said, “Yes, I will be of aid to you. And I know you must feel like a fish out of water, but I will help you navigate these treacherous shoals. Tell me, what do you normally do? Do you have any special talents?”

“No, uh…”

“Call me Zelda. Go on.”

“Uh, not really. I play video games, but that’s not really what you would consider a talent. I haven’t really found anything that interests me enough to, uh, pursue it.”

“Well put, darling.”

Her manner was encouraging, and I added. “My mother, and my aunt, they think I’m part of this ‘snowflake’ generation.”

Zelda scoffed, showing a very white smile. I marveled at how soft her lips looked. Usually women get a little tight in the lip when they age, but Zelda just had a youthful sheen to her.

“A snowflake. Really, those silly people. Do you know what I do? Do you know the secret of my wealth?”

“No,” I almost said ‘ma’am,’ “Zelda.”

“I study people. I don’t watch the stock market so much as analyze the people working it. It is the people who make the decisions, and I get behind the ones with talent, and persistence, and unusual character.             

“If I buy a company I don’t care what the company makes, I care what the people who make it run are like. I trust staunchness and intelligence and honesty.

“If I do anything, I look at the people, and then I ask myself, very consciously, do I want to get involved with them.

“I am a rich bitch, if I may speak frankly, because I surround myself with the smartest, most talented people I can find. I give them loyalty, and they give me theirs. It is that simple…and that difficult. Do you understand?”

“I do,” I answered. It was a simple formula, but it was very understandable. Would that I was that good at reading people.

“I go to your Aunt’s place of business because she is an unusual woman. She is smart, unhesitating, and has a native intuition that serves her in any situation. Tell me, does she ever look confused, or wary, or like she doesn’t know what she is doing?”

I shook my head. “Not even.”

Zelda chuckled. “Not even.” Then she grew serious. “You have that same talent. I can see it in you. Even now you watch me not with suspicion, but with an openness that is unusual in someone so young. Do you have plans?”

“Not really.”

“Would you like to have plans?”

I blinked. I didn’t speak for a moment, but that was okay with Zelda. She waited patiently.

“For the right thing,” I answered.

She nodded. “Wise. And I’m going to help you with the right thing. Do you know why I dropped $75 thousand dollars on your aunt yesterday?”

“I thought it was because you liked her clothes.”

“I do, but that’s not the reason. I did, and I’m going to send more business her way, a lot, and the reason is because I’m going to steal you. I have investments in a modeling firm. Very large, and I know that you are going to out Andre Andre.”

I must have blinked, or at least caught my breath.

“Yes, my dear, I am going to make you the world’s greatest androgynous model. And I will make scads of cash off that arrangement. And you will also make scads of cash. All you have to do to make this happen would be to say you would like to explore this arrangement. You say that, I make a call, we enjoy the party, and when it is all over I am going to ask you a question. The answer you give doesn’t matter, I will not be disappointed either way. Well, maybe a little if the answer is no. But I live with my guts, and I won’t betray my gut feeling even if you decide you would rather not spend a little time with me. Now, what do you say…would you like to be the greatest androgynous model in the world? Flying around the globe, jet setting, as it were, meeting the most glamorous ladies, maybe servicing them?” She waved a wave quickly, “And whatever your feelings about men I respect them. Would you agree to this arrangement?”

It was a moment, but not so long as to be considered hesitation. A million thoughts ran through my head, and they all pointed up to one thing. This was a crossroads, and I could pivot my life on this moment. I said, “Yes, Zelda.”

She reached to a side table, I discovered later that she had cell phones on half the tables in the house, and tapped a contact.

She watched me as she spoke into the phone. “Henri, I will send you Timothy Daulting in three days time. He is a prodigy and I want you to use all your talents bring out the best in him…yes…androgynous. Better than Andre. I love you, too, dear.” She hung up.

I stared at her, and I could hardly breath. Could this really be happening.

“Shall we enjoy the party?”

“Yes.”

She stood up, held out her arm, and I took it and escorted her back out to the patio.

I drank more champagne, but was careful to control myself. I wanted a very slight happy buzz. I wanted to be in control I didn’t want to throw up on somebody’s tuxedo.

I met people, so many people, and didn’t stand a chance of remembering all their names.

“Don’t worry,” Zelda said when I told here of my inability. “You’ll learn. And if you should meet somebody who recognizes you but you don’t remember them, fake it. Act pleased, and like you do remember them, and make everybody your friend.”

Good advice.

I ate a bit, but only a bit. The corset, you know.

And Zelda stayed with me all afternoon. She bantered with people, and made bawdy jokes, and wherever she went it was obvious that she was a woman in control of herself.

I studied her closely. Whether I was male or female, she was a good model to emulate.

And, finally, a gong sounded.

People lined the patio and gave their attention to a small red carpet at one corner of the swimming pool.

A small combo changed their jazzy music and became quite subdued and respectful, a backdrop for important happenings.

“Watch, dear boy.. Reginald is about to make himself known.

Curtains parted and Reginald stepped out, but I barely recognized him. In fact, the first clue I had was that I recognized one of the gowns that Mrs Smithfield had bought the other day.

He had a high but full chest. He was wearing extensions and they flowed over his shoulders. If he was wearing a corset it was tighter than mine. His waist was wasp like and his hips flared outward. His legs shimmied with nylon and his feet were encased in the Saint Laurent shoes with the gold lettering for a spike.

And he was beautiful. His face was smooth, and his eyes held hints of blue, and he looked so very, very happy.

He walked around the pool and people began to clap. There were even a few light cheers, then he entered the crowd.

Zelda sighed and was quite happy herself. She turned to me. “I discovered my husband had a kinky side, and, as I said, I encourage people with talent. I encouraged him and he is…as you see him.”

I managed to say, “He is quite beautiful. Should I say ‘she?’”

“You should. He had his testicles removed some time ago, and he presented them to me. I have them as earrings, he wanted that, and though I don’t think them very beautiful…dried up bits of skin…I do wear them from time to time. He loves so seeing his manhood dangling from my lobes.”

I didn’t know what to say, but I didn’t need to say anything. She moved closer to me, put her lips to my ear and softly whispered. “And now you know why I take young men to my bed, should they be willing. Reginald has his needs, and I have mine.”

“And he doesn’t mind?”

She smiled and said, “Let’s ask him.”

Reginald, sometimes called Reggie by his friends, now called Regina, reached the patio and turned to his wife. Her wife. “Thank you, my dear I shall love you forever.”

“And I you, my sweet,” she kissed him lightly on his full, red lips. Then she stood back. “This is Timothy.”

“Hello, Timothy. I remember you from Miss May’s House. You look truly beautiful.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I simply said, “And so are you.”

“I was planning on taking Timothy to bed, should he say yes. And he wanted to make sure he wasn’t treading on your space.”

“Oh, Lord. Please, Timothy, make this woman happy in ways that I can no longer.”

And she moved closer to me and hugged me. I felt her breasts pressing against my falsies. I felt her breath as she kissed my cheek. And, in some odd way, I was jealous of her. She looked so truly happy.

Several hours later the party was over. People wandered away, many came to thank Zelda, and to congratulate Regina a final time. I stood by Zelda’s side and smiled at all and waited.

And, finally, it was over.

I was alone.

Even Regina had gone, departed for some nook in the mansion.

Zelda smiled at me. She took my hands and faced me. “And now it is time to answer my question, dear boy. And believe me, whether you wish to make love to me or not…your answer will not effect the path I have laid out for you. I would love to devour you, but I respect you if you do not wish to.”

Fortunately, I wished to. “Yes, ma’am. Zelda. I would love to be with you.”

She linked arms with me once again and walked me through the mansion. She took me upstairs, down a long hall, and into a large bedroom.

“You have no idea how happy this makes me, Timothy.”

She helped me out of my dress. I stood before her, corset and fake boobs, nylons and high heels.

She sighed with appreciation. “Have you ever made love to an older woman?”

“No…Zelda.”

“Well, It is not much different than any other woman. You may take my hair and pull it, you may suckle my boobs with gusto, I certainly don’t mind my nipples getting a bit of loving abuse.”

It was my turn to help her out of her dress, and she was amazing. Her body was thick, but her large boobs made it appear thinner.

I bent to her, placed my hands under her tits and lifted. I sucked first one nipple, then the other.

She shivered.

“You have unbelievable breasts.”

“The best money can buy.” She must have seen something in my face. “Oh, they are real. I have personal trainers and I eat the right foods. though I daresay I wouldn’t mind an implant if I needed one.”

“You don’t need one,” I replied honestly.

“How sweet,” she ran a hand along my cheek, then she reached down and grabbed my cock and pulled me towards the bed. “Now let’s see what this monster has to offer.”

Oh, God, that moment when your cock is gripped by a strange hand, the thrill through the chest, the stopping of breath.

She giggled at the look on my face. She turned and sat on the bed. The bed was high, and she bent slightly and took my penis in her mouth.

“Mmmm!” as she mouthed it. She palpated my balls and swirled her tongue around the head.

“Lordy,” she said, coming up for air. “This is breath taking.”

We both laughed at that. Then she pulled me down to the bed.

My shaft was like a pole, never harder, and I had to pooch my butt up a little. I bent to her vagina and began the delicate task of pleasing a woman.

“Ah…God!” she groaned as I sucked on her labia, stretching them out, and touching her slit with a finger.

Now I was into the moment, and thoughts were a thing of the past. Now I had to trust to intuition, and to my own unbridled urgings.

I reached up and squeezed her breasts as I French kissed her snatch. I used my tongue and slapped her clitoris with it, then began to suck it.

“Fuck!” she whispered. “More talent than I imagined!”

Finally, I moved up and lay upon her, supporting myself so that my weight wasn't too much. We felt my dick poking against her slit.

“Oh, put that rod into me. Screw me. Do me.” She was breathless, staring into my eyes.

I reached down, and our hands got in each others way. We giggled, and I let her do the honors. Gently, she guided my shaft into her hole.

“OH!” She was breathing hard, her large chest rising and falling, as I slid into her.

Then: “Wait.”

I waited, my penis fully engulfed by the warmest, slickest flesh imaginable.

“Just wait,” she begged.

I held motionless.

I could feel the desire build. Having to not move made us want to move all the more.

“When you see Henri…”

“Unh…” I couldn’t mount a proper ‘yes.’

“Discuss small breasts with him. Your choice, and many androgynous people do not, but I think it would help your over all look. But just small ones. And be careful of hormones. Losing your ability to erect can be traumatic.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Ma’am,” she giggled. Then she groaned, and bit my shoulder lightly.

“Okay, dear boy. You may fuck me. And do so righteously. I do like it when a man takes control and pounds me a bit.”

I pulled back a bit, and slapped it into her.

“Oh!” she gasped.

I pulled back and rammed her again, and she held onto my biceps and turned her head and closed her eyes.

I rammed her again and again, and each thrust made her jerk and grunt.

Finally, I began to ream her, to swirl my penis, and to explore her beautiful insides.

“Oh, God,” she started crying, actually crying. “This is so beautiful.”

I reached under her and grabbed her buttocks and pulled them up as I descended. The effect was deeper, ever deeper.

She began to fuck me back, to thrust her hips up. She arched her chest and demanded attention, and I gave it. And we kissed, oh, how we kissed. Her mouth was like a tornado of suck, and she was literally gobbling me up.

And I pounded her with my dick. I explored her hole throughly, and she finally began to grunt.

“Yes…yes…”

I could feel the shimmy of her body as the golden ocean rose up and took her on its crest.

“Fuck!” she wailed, and she began to spasm, her hips out of control, her muscles squeezing me and letting go and squeezing and letting go.

Then she was just hanging on. Sliding into the oblivion of a fuck with no thought, just a pure sensation.

Which made me finally let go.

Tell the truth, I had been on edge, but determined to do her justice.

But I began to finally spurt, and my cock felt like a firehose. I lurched into her and she groaned and just held on.

Finally, we were done. I lay on her, moved slightly to the side so she could breath, and we just lay there. Exhausted in the best possible way.


EPILOGUE

“Have a wonderful trip,” said Aunt May, missing my cheek.

Margie held my hand and smiled at Aunt May.

“We will.”

We were off to Hawaii, and a honeymoon. And then I, we, would travel the world…and my beauty.

My beauty. A talent. An androgynous blessing. And the world loved it.

And I was no longer considered a snowflake.

And I shouldn’t be, for Zelda was schooling me on finances. I was already a company, and it was good training for buying more companies, investing, making more money than I had ever dreamed of.

Yes, life could be wonderful…if you accepted who you are and ran with it.

Margie and I got into the limousine, gave a final wave to my Aunt was was now crying, and drove off.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

He was more woman than a woman!

Grace Mansfield


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.

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


I Made Him into a Female Model!

A glorious trip down the catwalk!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, crap! Oh, no! What was she doing here?”

I leaned my head against the door, wishing I hadn’t even looked through the peephole. Which was odd, because the woman knocking on my door and leaning on my buzzer was a knock out.

I knew her name, Linda Burwell. And I knew she was a model…and a model for adult products. She was maybe five foot six and 120 pounds of pure sex. That’s a hundred pounds of calves and curves and buttocks and a tight waist and…twenty pounds of boobs.

“Open up, you little pervert!” She wasn’t yelling yet, but her voice was rising. I sure didn’t want to have the neighbors hearing her.

I put my eye to the peephole again. She was putting her beautiful blues to the peephole at that exact moment, and I flinched back.

God, that face, so perfect, her lips so red. I had actually spent some time on the internet searching for her ads, and when I had found them…oh, my God!

Instant boner. Just add Linda and…instant boner.

“Ha!” came her voice from the other side of the door. I saw the shadow in the peephole! You’re looking out at me! You’re in there! Now open this door or I’ll call the cops.”

Oh, my God! The cops! I could go to jail! In fact, it was a federal offense! I could go to jail for a lo-o-ong time!

Still, I couldn’t move.

“In fact, I won’t call the cops,” her voice, just her voice, was a turn on to me, “I’ll just bang on your door until the neighbors call the cops. how about that? Would you like that? Pervert?”

BANG! BANG! BANG! “HEY PERVER—“

I pulled the door open and stood revealed. “Please,” I begged, and the tears started pouring from my eyes.

She opened her mouth in surprise. Her sexy mouth. Those perfect, red lips. She had never expected to see me like this.

“You…you…” She blinked, her eyelids fluttering.

I heard a door open down the hall.

“Come in!” I begged. I had to get her out of the hall. I had to get her out of sight of the neighbors. Not because there was anything wrong with a girl knocking on my door, but because I had committed a crime…many crimes…and now she had caught me and I associated that with everybody catching me and being kicked out of my apartment and arrested and…oh, why did I ever do it?

But I knew why I had done it. I was sick. I was a pervert. I couldn’t help myself. I was like an alcoholic gambler that smoked. I was addicted…and on so many levels.

“What’s going on down there?” came a voice.

“Please,” my voice was desperate, and she grinned.

“You need help, miss?”

“Nah. The door locked on me.”

“Come in!” I whimpered.

“Oh…”

She came in.

I shut the door, put my back to it and made a moaning noise. Man, I was in trouble.

She kept walking, through the living room, glancing about, taking note of the books I read, the computer. The stacks of magazines with her on the cover.

She stopped and picked one up. Opened it to the center spread where she was centered, spreading. She fine legs open at an angle that revealed almost everything. Her breasts curved and pointing, the nipples upswept to turgid peaks. Her head lolled back with her luscious hair hanging down.

Her red lips open slightly, her eyes glinting, her expression one of ‘come hither, I really, really, really want you.

By now I was next to her. But what was there to say? I burbled and bubbled and nothing intelligent came out.

She grinned, closed the magazine and put it down. “So, you’re a fan.” Then she caught sight of the box on the kitchen table, already opened, the contents already in use, one me. “And a petty thief.”

“I’m sorry! It’s just that you’re so beautiful!”

She gave a delicate, little grunt. Her smile was a bit lopsided now, and she pushed past me and went to the table. She looked in the box. Nothing there but a little glossy tag, with a picture of the contents of the box, on it.

She looked at the tag. “I remember this. That was a great shoot. Lots of fun.”

She turned to me, looked me up and down, “And apparently you think it was fun, too.”

Caught, busted, I felt faint. I was going to be in prison. Wearing black and white stripes. Or greys, or whatever prisoners wore. I wasn’t going to be wearing what I had on now. I wasn’t going to—

Suddenly she grabbed my arm and turned me around. There was a mirror on the wall over the hutch, and we stood together.

She was in a ratty robe, well worn. I was in the contents of the box. A pale green, see through night gown.

She filled her robe with real boobs, large boobs, succulent boobs.

I filled mine with a cheap ass bra and breast forms. And not even panties. Just my hard cock sticking out.

“Do you really think you could look like me?”

I, of course, fainted. Dead away. It was all too much. Caught. Prison. Revealed as a pervert. My knees just buckled and I slumped down.

“Wake up?”

I was on the floor, and my life was over. Memories of her banging on my door, coming into my apartment and confronting me swarmed through my mind.

She had a paper towel, run under the water, and was patting my cheeks.

“Oh…” I looked up at her, kneeling next to me, her beautiful eyes, and my own eyes began to flutter.

“Come on. Don’t pass out again.”

I didn’t want to pass out…but I did. I was caught…

She slapped me in the face. “Wake up!”

I sputtered and made sounds, and she grabbed my nipple and pinched it and pulled it.

“Ow!” I found myself sitting up.

“Okay.” She stood up and looked down on me. “Now that your screaming meemies are over, get up and let’s talk.”

Slowly, I got to my feet. And I felt so dowdy next to her. Her curves, my fake curves. Her beautiful face. My lank hair and overgrown eyebrows.

While I had been unconscious she had actually ignored me, went through the kitchen and found some coffee. It was perking on the stove while I looked around, took a last look at my apartment, my beloved collection of Linda pictures, before they carted me away. I’d probably end up seeing a psychiatrist, labeled a sex offender.

“Sit down,” she said, as she sat down. I could see through the glass top of the table. Her legs crossed at the thigh, the tatty robe hanging so that one leg emerged, so perfect, so smooth and sexy and…

“You stare any harder and I’ll charge you. Now sit the fuck down.”

Yet, she was smiling.

Of course she was smiling. She had caught a pervert, and was going to put him in jail.

I staggered past her, opened up a cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I put ice in a glass, bourbon, then filled the rest with Coke. I downed a huge gulp, one hand on the sink, then turned around.

I must have looked ridiculous to her. A man in a flimsy night gown. Fake tits.

Yet she wasn’t guffawing.

She tilted her head slightly in question, and I took the hint. I took my glass to the table and sat down opposite her.

She, with the fine form, her crossed legs, her flesh so…so beautiful.

And me, a fake crossdresser. My legs apart, my cock hard and exposed, my elbows on the table. And, of course, I started crying again.

She let me cry. I think she maybe even enjoyed my crying, but, eventually, she said, “Dry up, sweetheart. I’ve got to get to work eventually, and you’re wasting my time.”

I dried my eyes, kept snuffling, and asked, “What are you going to do?”

“Well, before I make a decision, let’s talk about you.”

“What…what about me?”

“Well, for starters, it’s pretty obvious that you’re a pervert, but the question is…how much of a pervert.”

I thought about denying it, but the proof was draped on my flesh. I thought about claiming it was the first time, but that would have been ridiculous. I had already seen her looking at the stack of empty Amazon boxes. Empty…and with her name on them.

“Do you like women? Or are you gay?”

“I’m not gay!” I spouted, finally showing a bit of spirit. Then, in a lower voice, “I just like to wear clothes”

“So you get all dolled up, and then you…what? Jack off?”

Dully, I nodded.

“Got to speak up, slick. Speak up.”

“Yes!” I pouted loud enough for her to hear.

“Good. And what is your name?”

“Jason,” I whispered.

“Eh?” she cupped her ear like an old man who was deaf.

“Jason,” I said more firmly.

“Well, Jason, second question. If you’re not gay, is it me…or is it the underwear?”

Now I was stuck, and the truth just sort of blurted out of me. “It’s you…and the underwear.”

“Me and the underwear,” she mused thoughtfully. Then, a chuckle, and: “I’ve had a lot of guys want to get into my underwear, but you’ve certainly taken that to a new extreme.”

“I’m sorry, I’ll never do anything like this again. I’ll…” as I mumbled out my apology my eyes were downcast, and I didn’t see her take her cell phone out of her big robe pocket.

I talked and talked, and suddenly realized I was hearing little ticking sounds. Real soft. Like a clock. I looked up and then jumped up. She was clicking madly away, recording my…my predicament.

“Hey!”

She stopped, “Now, Jason,” her fingers were still tapping the phone. “I’m not sure what I’m going to do to you. Ah, there we go, all uploaded.”

Aghast, I realized that she had uploaded the pictures she had taken of me. But…to the cloud? To Facebutt? Oh, no!

“Wait a minute! You can’t do that!”

She laughed. “You’re telling me I can’t do something that I already did? Jason…Jason.” She shook her head.

“But I don’t want anybody to know!”

“And they won’t, if you do everything and anything I say.”

She leaned forward and those magnificent mammaries nearly fell out. They bulged in the robe, and want to come out, and I even saw a bit of nipple. Not that I hadn’t already seen the excited tips pressing against the thin material.

“Now then, drink your bourbon and listen up.”

I sipped another giant gulp.

“On one hand, I am flattered. After all. You have gone to a lot of work to stalk me. Buying all those mags…I imagine your computer is full of me…”

I nodded.

“…and even wearing the very clothes I wear.”

She sat back and thought out loud, “You’ve been stealing my Amazon boxes, but it’s obvious you’ve been ordering my underwear on your own. You must have a pretty big collection by now.”

“I do,” I whispered.

“Show me.”

I stood up, took another giant gulp, and walked to the guest room in my apartment. Except it wasn’t a guest room. It was a wardrobe room. Half of the room had rolling hangers, and on the hangers were clothes. Lots of clothes. Dresses, negligees, wire hangers festooned with bras.

Linda’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my God! This must have cost a fortune.”

“I invented a computer software program.”

She walked down the row of outfits, fingered them, then turned to me. “I wondered why a geeky guy—and you are a geek, you have good skin and all, but you act like a geek—would be in in an apartment house like this, an apartment house that caters to models and actors and such.

She studied me for a long moment. Stared at me like she was memorizing me. And she was frowning. Not a big frown, just a little down curve of those magnificent lips.

Suddenly she walked back into the living room. She stopped in the middle of the living room.

More thinking.

I didn’t say anything.

She turned to me.

“Jason, I am more than impressed. On the surface, you look like a nice guy, but underneath…you’re a flaming sicko.”

My heart was sinking like the sun into the Pacific. I expected everything to turn to steam any second.

“But, here’s the thing. You have, in your own sick way, paid me quite a compliment. So, what do I do with you?”

“I’ll never do it again!”

“”Shut up,” she said conversationally. “Of course you’ll do it again. And again and again. That’s just who you are. To expect you to stop would be like expecting ice cream to stay frozen. It just ain’t going to happen.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Well, I could get you tossed in jail. I’m sure Spike and Bubba would be fine with that. But…that’s sort of a waste. I mean, so what if you jack off. Everybody jacks off. And you aren’t hurting anybody. So…is jail the place for you?”

I shook my head and mouthed ‘no.’

“So I’m not sure what I’m going to do. But I’ll tell you this…I’m going to do something.” She grinned. “After all, a stinky, little pervert shouldn’t be allowed to get away with it, right?”

“I’m not stinky,” I whispered.

She laughed, “As if your smell is all you have to worry about.”

Nothing I could say to that.

Suddenly she placed a soft hand under the line of my jaw. She held my head up and stared directly into my eyes. “No. Prison is not the place for you, and…maybe…” Suddenly she stopped wondering out loud and spoke firmly.

“Jason. You stay home today. You drink your bourbon, but not enough to pass out. And you keep those clothes on. If I come back and you’re not wearing these ‘duds,’ I will send those photos to the police.”

She whirled and pulled out her camera and snapped a couple of pictures of the pile of empty boxes. She stepped closer to them and focused on the name and address. Then she turned back to me. “Stealing mail is against the law. Big prison time for that. So you do what I say…and I’ll see you tonight. By tonight I’ll have made a decision. And, who knows, if you do exactly what I say you might not end up sharing your cell with a 300 pound convict with a big dick and an insatiable thirst for male pussy.”

With that she spun and walked out of my apartment.

That day was the worst day in my life.

I sat at my kitchen table and cried. My life was over.

Then I heard the door to her apartment open and close. I ran to the front window, stood on my balcony behind a big plant, and watched.

She strode down the street. One of the most beautiful women in the world. Hell. The most beautiful woman in the world.

I watched the sway of her perfect ass. Those round globes were downright celestial in their perfection.

When she crossed the street I could see her tits lightly jouncing. They were heavy and full and, again, so damn perfect it hurt.

On the far corner the Uber was waiting, and she slithered in on the driver’s side. I got a glimpse of those perfect gams.

I sighed, the Uber sped off, and my world crashed in on me again.

I had been stealing boxes from in front of her apartment, boxes filled with clothes, and now she had caught me. She must have wondered where her deliveries were going, and had seen me trotting down the hall with today’s box under my arm.

Damn! Damn! Damn!

I walked in circles.

I thought about throwing out the boxes, and wondered why I hadn’t already. I mean, why keep a bunch of empty, incriminating boxes?

But I had, and I don’t know why, and now she had lots of proof of my perversions.

My perversions. I had started cross dressing when I was a child. Twelve years old and I had discovered the joy of wearing my sister’s bras.

Oh, it started innocently enough. Just holding one of those wonderful garments up in front of my chest and…wondering.

But it had, once I discovered that such flimsy garments gave me such enormous boners, accelerated to a fantastic and uncontrollable fetish.

I collected bras. I wore them. I spewed my cock juices into the toilet endlessly.

I discovered panties, and the delightful way they never quite contained a man’s package. It seemed like my balls were always falling out the side, and my cock had nowhere to go, and it was so delicious and dirty and…I jacked off more.

Then, out of college and on my own, I began ordering things off Amazon. Money for my software was coming in regularly, and mounting up fast, and I could afford my kink.

Negligees, tummy shapers, shoes—I loved high heels—and hose and garters and even wigs and…and I grew my hair long to accommodate my filthy habit.

Sometimes I would spend a whole weekend just combing my hair in a feminine style, and wear my collection of slinky, kinky under things.

Then I had found this apartment, filled with movie stars and models, and therein lay the twist.

I could afford clothes. No problem. But to wear clothes that had been holding a pussy, or large, bountiful tits…it was something money couldn’t buy.

So I went to the laundry and occasionally scored a nit of underwear. And then Linda Burwell moved in.

Oh, my God. The perfect goddess. She was one of these people that looked as good in person as she did in a high fashion spread. That shiny hair, those blue eyes. The way she filled her clothes, her…her underwear.

She was a model, and she was also an underwear model. Sometimes I would see her in a catalogue for a high end department store, looking haughty with an eyebrow raised. And sometimes I would see her in a Playboy, or one of those other magazines, laughing as she flaunted her charms, tantalizing and teasing the horny boys of America.

And she was al-l-l over the internet. There was even a small cult following. A group of horny college guys had voted her ‘The Model They Most Wanted to be on a Desert Island With.’

And I lived right down the hall from her.

Hell, it was only a matter of time—seeing her in the elevator, down at the laundry, in the swimming pool, just walking across the street from my balcony—before I started focusing on her underwear.

The problem was she didn’t leave her clothes running in the laundry. She sat and read fashion magazines and wait for her laundry to cycle through.

And there were obviously no clothes lines in the apartment house.

But there were deliveries. Lots of deliveries. People who spend their time advertising for the public, or acting, frequently don’t like to go out, and there were boxes being delivered every day. Lots of boxes. And many of the boxes were delivered early in the morning. Before these late nighters got up.

But I was up. And one day I simply walked past her apartment, as if from picking up a newspaper, and nudged her box away from the wall and out into the hallway.

I stopped, glanced around, tried to act like I had just discovered an errant box, and picked it up and took it back to my apartment.

Three pairs of underwear. High cut. Thongs. Silky, soft, stretchy here and there…and perfect to encase her pubic mound.

And my cock and balls.

Oh, Lord. I wore those panties until they wore out. And my hard on was constantly poking out. In fact, I think my dick is actually what poked those panties to the breaking point.

And I stole another box.

I tried to control myself, to do it only once in a great while. But it was only a matter of time before she got suspicious from all the failed deliveries, and then she had looked out her peephole and seen me sauntering away with her dainty underthings.

I poured myself another drink. Then I went to the computer and fired it up.

If I was going to get thrown in prison, if this was my last day of freedom, then I wanted to spend it the way I wanted to.

I spent the day staring at digital images of the most perfect woman in the world.

And I kept changing my outfits, running through my great collection of Linda underwear.

And the whole while my heart was pounding. My cock might have been throbbing, but my heart was destroyed.

I was going to prison.

And, worse, in prison I wouldn’t be able to peruse the net for Linda, thumb through the magazines with her image, to wear the clothes that she had worn.

My life was over.

I waited, sitting on the couch, the TV on but not watching it.

Four o’clock passed. Then five o’clock. That was the come home time for most people, but Linda kept different hours. Models always had different agencies, different photographers, and sometimes she came home late, even after midnight.

And sometimes she came back home an hour after leaving.

So I sat on the couch and waited.

And I went out to the balcony and waited.

Then I came back in…I was a nervous wreck.

What was she going to do?

Had she already called the cops?

Were SWAT team members already lined up outside my door with battering rams?

Then I heard her door open and close.

I went to my door and peeked out. Her door was closed. She had received a couple of packages that day, which I dare not touch, and they were gone. She was home.

I wanted to run down and pound on her door and beg for mercy. I didn’t dare.

I was the helpless, hopeless victim here. I had to wait and see what punishment she deigned to deliver.

An hour passed. A slow hour.

What was she doing?

Didn’t she know I was going crazy?

Of course she didn’t.

Then I heard a knock.

I ran to the door, swung it open.

She stood there, an amused smile on her face. She walked in, brushed past me, and said, “Miss me?”

“Please…I’m sorry.”

“Oh, shush up with that.”

She walked into the kitchen, the bourbon was still on the counter, and she poured a Coke high.

“I don’t drink much,” she explained, sitting at my table. She was wearing sweats. Comfortable sweats. Grey. The logo on the front of her sweat shirt said, in pink, curly letters, ‘Pink!’

It was quite a contrast to me and my negligee and fake tits.

“Pour yourself one and sit down.”

“I…I…” I went and poured one. I mean, what was I going to say? She was here, and punishment would be meted out.

I sat down and she studied me. “Good skin. I like the long hair. You could use a bit of moisturizer, though. Have you ever heard of Andrej Pejic?”

“No.”

“I wouldn’t think so. He’s quite famous, you might have.” She shrugged. “You have any music in this place?”

“Only my computer.”

“Put it on low. We’re going to have some discussion, and we have to do some things…I like good music. Pentatonic is great. I don’t mind Karen Lovely. Better for partying, but that girl can warp a word.”

I put the computer to one my playlists and Shania started warbling.

“Oh, goodie!”

I went back to the table.

“Go get a towel. Scissors. Wet your head.” She pushed her chair back and turned it slightly.

Puzzled, I did so. I figured she was going to razor a legend on my scalp. ‘Pervert!’ Or maybe just shave my eyebrows.

I returned and she said, “Clothes off. All of them.”

Slowly, I slipped out of the negligee. I was glad. That was all I had worn.

“Bra and boobs. Let’s see your chest.”

I took off my bra and boobs. I was naked in front of her. My dick, of course, was like a rod. She ignored it.

“Sit down here, facing away from me.”

I knelt, and she placed the towel around my shoulders. She produced a comb from the little front pouch of her sweatshirt and began snipping at my hair.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want,” she murmured. She snipped loose ends from around my ears. She began to run the comb up the back of my scalp, making little snip, snip, snips.

“Are you…are you making me look like a girl?”

“Isn’t that what you want?”

“I…no…I…”

“Better make up your mind, little perv. ‘Cause when I get done you are going to have the most wonderful set of locks.”

I sat there, cross legged like an Indian and she kept snipping. She didn’t take much off, just little bits and pieces. I felt that ‘hair raising’ sensation and didn’t know what to do.

A haircut was my punishment?

It didn’t seem right. Something was off here.

She moved my head back and forth, and her hands on my flesh made my cock harder than ever.

“You have one of those never say die cocks, don’t you?”

“What?”

“It’s called priapism. When a guy’s cock wants to stay hard all the time. Sort of cool, but it gets in the way, too. We’ll have to handle that.”

“I don’t understand.”

“We could make you wear a gaff. That’s a thing crossdressers or trannies wear to hide the salami. Or maybe we could just tie it down, but that’s always so cavemen. I knew one guy who wore a chastity tube. That’s probably the best, but…we’ll find out.

I was thoroughly confused. She was cutting my hair, talking about my weenie. I didn’t understand.

“Okay, turn your head this way…” she pressed gently and i went with the pressure.

KNOCK KNOCK!

I would have stood up, but she placed a hand on my shoulder and jumped up first. “Oh, goodie!”

She ran to the door and opened it. I was flustered all over. I was naked. It was my own living room, but, still…

“Linda! Baby!”

I couldn’t see who was at the door through her body, but she seemed very excited. She hugged and kissed cheeks, then turned and led the newcomer into the apartment.

He was slender, wore tights and a Russian style coat with two rows of gold buttons up the front. His hair was sleek, blonde and combed back, the flip done with style.

And he was wearing make up.

Not a lot, mostly eye liner and a bit of shadow, then he got closer and I could tell it was a lot. It was just so artfully applied it didn’t look so much like make up, but a healthy, robust glow.

“Hello, dahling,” he tossed at me, placing a large bag on the counter.

“This is Jason. Jason? Do you have a last name?”

“Thorne.”

The newcomer rounded on me and said in a very affected manner, “Ooh. Jason Thorne. How svelte.”

He was gay. Flaming like a flamethrower.

“Are you…”

He looked at me, a piercing look, and I could swear, he read my mind. “As gay as a kite in the summer wind, dearie. You aren’t a homophobe, are you?”

“Uh. No.”

“Excellent. And who has been doing what to your gorgeous hair?”

“That was me. Guilty. I just wanted to spruce him up. He was a rag, not deserving of your genius, and…” she shrugged.

“Well, you say the nicest things, and he does have sweet locks. I suppose I could go round and round with him.”

“Who are you?”

“La la,” he laughed. “Who am I…I have often wondered, but the birds in the trees tell me no secrets.”

“Jason, this is Estelle Harmonious.”

“You can call me Star,” he opened up his big bag and started rummaging. “I am in harmony with the stars.”

I figured out the meaning of words, but not much else. What was he doing here? Why had Linda called him? What was going on?

Estelle, AKA Star, turned from the bag. He held up clippers and a brush and looked like Edward Scissorshands.

“And if you eat your Cheerios and pray to Tinkerbell on a regular basis… you, too, will look like you are in harmony with the stars.”

With that, he advanced on me, grinning, smiling, chuckling, chortling, like a pixie on ecstasy.


PART TWO

It was difficult sitting still. He was gay. He was wearing make up. He was flaming, to say the least.

But he also wasn’t interested in me. Not in the slightest. He was interested, however, in fixing my hair.

If I thought Linda was fastidious in her hair cutting attentions, she was a butcher, a serial killer, next to the perfectionism of Star.

He put me up on a chair and took his time. He turned my head this way and that, his manicured fingernails as gentle as a wind. He snipped not locks, but individual hairs. And the raising of my hair on the back of my neck, I think they call it hackles on a dog, was extreme.

I mean, one second his made up face was peering into mine as he examined my hair as it hung over my forehead. The next second he was breathing into my ear, with soft, scented breath, as he layered my side burns.

“Oh, dearie. He does have the sweetest hair. So soft. He needs better shampoo, though.”

“I don’t think he even uses shampoo?”

“He doesn’t? And he still has this soft, furry mane? What gods have blessed him?”

Linda: “Do you think my comparison to Andrej was too much?”

“Not enough. With the right make up he will make poor Andrej jealous.”

“Oh, good.” She sighed in relief.

And he said: “Do you have the backing?”

“Plenty, if I can pull tonight off. But I can’t shake any of the others off contract.”

“You will. One show and the kiddies will be clamoring to break contract and lay before your sexy tootsies.”

I blurted, “Can you tell me what is happening?”

Star took my chin and turned my face to him. Up close, looking into my eyes so intently, he unnerved me, but, like I say, he wasn’t interested in me. He was just interested in my hair. “Dearie, children should be seen and not heard, and if you are a pleasant goose we will do better than tell you. We will show you.”

The music on my computer had gone from Shania to Nora and then to my favorite, Katie Melua, and back to Shania. Shania was singing ‘I Feel Like a Woman,’ and Linda and Star began talking about modeling. I just sat there, drifting in and out. It was very pleasant, and if I hadn’t been worried about going to jail—although that possibility was lessening—it would have been a very happy time.

I was still worried, however.

Finally, it was about nine o’clock, and Star stood back. “Voila, dearies!”

Linda came over and walked around me. “Oh, you are a genius.” She licked her lips. “We’ve only got an hour. Make up?”

“I will do the Star special. She will glow like the sunrise and little cherubs everywhere will giggle and play games. Go pick her out an outfit. Better change yours, too.”

An hour?

“What’s an hour?” I asked.

“You, dearie. So mind your Ps and Qs and life will be wonderful.”

He began to dig through that big bag of his, and he brought out little boxes. He opened the boxes and they were filled with squares of make up, brushes, tubes and vials.

“What is that?” I knew what it was.

“It’s make up, dearie. And we are going to—“

“I’m not letting you put that stuff on me!”

He frowned. “Don’t make me stamp my foot.”

“Stamp your foot all you want. I’m not letting anybody put make up on me.”

He frowned mightier, and called out, “Linda, dear. Somebody needs a spanking.”

Linda rushed out of the guest room. She was wearing nothing on top and underwear was slung over one forearm. “What’s the problem?”

“He doesn’t want to be beautiful,” Star gestured at the make up laid out on the table.

Linda bent her knees slightly and stared into my face. “Not one iota of shit. You will do what you are told.”

“But—“

“SHUT!”

I shut. I was almost crying again, but…what could I do?

Linda ran back into the guest room, throwing the under things draped over her arm onto a chair, and Star bent to my face again.

“You really shouldn’t be so silly,” he said. “Everybody wears make up. Actors live in it. Models, of course. But even politicians, anybody who wants to go on stage.” He was brushing my face with a little sponge and it was turning black. “Make up gives you color under lights, a glow of spirit when properly done. And I do it properly.”

Linda ran out of the guest room with a couple of skimpy dresses. One was open down the front. Cleavage to the belly button. The other one had no back. They both shimmied in the light. I remembered ordering them. They were expensive, but I had purchased them on special.

She asked me, “Do these fit you well?”

“Well, uh…” Here I was sitting naked while a gay person put make up on me, and I was getting embarrassed.

“Do they?”

“Yes.”

Star ignored my sudden flush of red and was applying some sort of primer to my face.

“You really need to use a better soap,” he mumbled.

Then Linda came out carrying garters and hose. She held them up for Star. “Yes?”

“Definitely.” He was dabbing something on my cheeks, rubbing it in with his thumbs. My hard on was very awake, and even gave an occasional little drip of pre-cum.

“Oh, Lordie,” he mumbled at one point. Then, he called out to Linda. “What are you going to do about his dripping?”

Linda rushed out, high heels in hand, and stared at my cock. My cock, of course, stared right back.

She looked me right in the eye. “I’ll blow him before we arrive.”

Star nodded. I gulped. I was going to get a blow job from my dream girl?

Linda returned to the guest room for one last time, and I managed to whisper, “Star. What is going on?”

He chuckled. Painted my eyelids. He had already trimmed my eyebrows and put mascara on me.

“It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime. And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“What?” I jerked my head to look at him and he pushed my face back to the position he wanted.

“Oh, you silly. That’s a line from King Kong. The original. Don’t you know anything?”

Linda came out and wasn’t carrying anything. “Okay. Time to start dressing him.”

“What is happening?” I asked weakly.

“He’s such a silly,” Star pronounced disdainfully.

“I’ll tell you in the Uber. Right now—“

“You’re going to Uber? With this delicate flower? Nonsense. I’ve got my car outside. Besides. I want to see this.”

“But…okay. And thanks.”

“For you, dearie, the sun and the moon,” Star smiled. “Now, be careful. I’m almost done, but I’ve got to pierce him.”

“Pierce me?”

“Shut!”

Star laughed.

While Star finished putting the finishing touches, which were mostly a touch up to my eye shadow and some lipstick, Linda slid garters up my torso.

“He does have a wonderful shape, does he not?”

“He does.” She pulled tiny, stretchy panties up my legs. She began rolling nylons, lifting my legs and telling me to relax.

Relax. I was being made into a freak. And she wanted me to relax? I swore to the Gods above that I would never look at an Amazon box again as long as I lived.

She fastened the nylons to the garter, then slipped high heels onto my feet.

“You really should have painted his tootsies.”

“We’re running out of time.”

“Alas. I suppose so. But I’ve got enough time to do his hands.”

“Oh, could you?”

My penis stuck out in the panties. Badly. “You better get your lips to work, honey.”

Linda sighed. “I want to wait as long as possible. I don’t want him recovered and sprouting out while we’re there.”

“I know Dickie Dixon, and he certainly isn’t going to care about a little chub.”

“Yeah, but look how big he is?”

“Bigger than Andrej, I’ll give him that. Hold still, Jason, honey. I’m going to give you some danglies.”

Then proceeded the moment that I would forever remember. A gay fellow pushing holes into my ears. He wiped with alcohol, I could smell it, moved the pin to position, and spick! I was pierced. I jerked a little, but, really, it didn’t hurt.

And, in the meanwhile, Linda pulled my panties down and put her mouth over my cock.

I gasped.

As I may have mentioned, she has the most perfect lips in the world. And they were red, my favorite color. And curvy and plump. And now they were around my best friend. Sucking, licking, while her hands played with my testicles.

Star went for my other ear. “Eat with your mouth closed, dearie. I can hear you gobble.”

Linda stroked me, her hand slithered up and down, and her touch was delicate.

And I was already turned on. But, and here is the cruel jest of all time, I couldn’t cum.

Star standing there, everything so weird, me going to prison…I couldn’t cum.

I wanted to. Lord knows I wanted to. That beautiful face, those gorgeous lips, I should have squirted from a mere look. But…I couldn’t.

Linda made gulping noises, watched me, but…

“Crap,” she finally said, raising her head. “You didn’t just jack off, did you?”

“No! I swear! I don’t know why…”

“It’s the elephant in the room, dearie. He’ll blow in the car. You can use the backseat, but you’d better not make a mess.”

“I won’t.”

Then Star said, “And you, young princess, if you don’t cum by the time we get there…I’ll blow you myself. And when I suck cock they stay sucked.”

I stared at him in horror. A gay man sucking on my cock? I actually felt faint.

“Okay. Dress.”

They pulled the yellow dress over me. My front was open and my pale skin shone.

“Stop sweating,” mumbled Star. He grabbed some powder and patted my chest.

“Oh, no…oh, no…” Linda worried.

“You shut, dearie. He’ll do fine.”

“But everything is riding on this! What if they ask him questions? He’s got no experience.”

“You just barge in and take control. I remember a meeting in Paris where you handled a room full of sissies. Me being one of them. You are…and you will be, mahvelous. Simply mahvelous. Now, come along Jason.” He said to Linda. “I’ll take the princess, give him some instruction. You bring his change.”

“Do you think he’ll need a change?”

“Nope. but better safe than sorry.”

Star took my hand with one hand, picked up his big bag, and led me towards the front door. Fortunately, I had pranced around in high heels quite a bit, and I didn’t fall on my face.

Into the hallway, and nobody was there, thank God.

“Now, when you walk, place one foot in front of the other, on a line, and let your hips swing.”

He demonstrated.

Confused, I followed him. I could hear Linda closing and locking the apartment behind me.

“Excellent, dearie. Now, remember to put the toe down first when you…” he continued talking as we navigated a short flight of stairs to the corner elevator.

“That’s right. And let your hands move like they are throwing flowers onto the ground, but you don’t want to be seen.”

We stepped into the elevator and Linda crowded in behind us. She was holding a bag and the second dress. She stared at me with a worried look on her face.

“If somebody offers to shake hands do it like this,” he offered me the ends of his fingers, adjusted my hand, and it was just a grip of the first knuckles type of shake. “And kiss women like this…” he air kissed first one cheek, then the other. “Now give Linda a kiss and let’s see how much you retain.”

Dutifully, aware of my cock sticking out under the dress, I did an air kiss to the woman of my dreams. She air kissed me back, and my heart was pounding. And my cock was pounding even harder.

“Very good, but don’t hold like a man. Just touch the forearms like this.” He demonstrated.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” Linda worried.

Star rounded on her and glared. “Don’t you dare be negative! They’ll pick that up in a second!”

“I know, I’m sorry. But he knows so little and we’ve got so much riding on this.”

Star held her arms then, focused a grim look on her face. “Honey. You won’t fail. You never fail. And that’s why I’m banking on you.”

“Okay. Okay.” She gulped, and I was astounded to realize that she was now the nervous one.

Star turned to me then. “I should be yelling at you, but you are the child, the princess, and if you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.”

We stepped out in the lobby and headed for the front door. Star still holding my hand and dragging me along. Linda following and chewing on those beautiful lips and trying not to worry.

What the holy heck were they getting me into?

“My car is right down here. Jason, walk on a line and let your hands sing. Linda. Stop that. Okay. Let’s pile into the old hot rod.”

Star drove a big Lincoln. It was black and shiny and barely short of being a limousine. He opened the rear door and ushered us in. I crawled across the seat and settled in, Linda crawled in next to me, turned to me, and stared.

Star went to the front, opened the door, gave a toot of the horn, and swung into the Hollywood traffic. “Row, row, row your boat…” he chortled as he honked his way through the evening traffic.

We drove up La Cienega to Sunset and turned left. I stared out the window. Beautiful people sauntered along the Strip. We passed the Hustler store, then the Whiskey a Go Go. It was a hot evening and Star turned on the AC so high it was shortly freezing.

“Got to keep you from sweating, dearies.” Then he passed back a stick of roll on. “And this is extra insurance. Better get to blowing, honey. We’re going to be there soon.”

Linda wasted no time. She pushed me back and once again devoured my cock with her mouth.

Now, out from under the eye of Star, a bit more relaxed, even though I didn’t think I would ever completely relax, I felt my cock wake up.

She reached under my penis and grabbed my balls. She sucked and used her tongue and I was almost over the edge, when she suddenly reached a finger under and poked it right into my asshole. I gave a weird kind of a screech, and began to unload.

Spurt after spurt. A week’s worth of gism. Pulsing up the tube, out the head, and down into her throat.

She kept up with me, didn’t spill a drop, and then swallowed.

She raised her head and watched my cock. She gave another couple of licks when little drops oozed out, but, it was done. I had just received a blow job, a world class blow job, from the woman of my dreams.

She smiled, licked her lips, and looked at me.

It just burst out of me then. “I love you.”

She blinked. I was so sincere. There was no denying I had spoken from the heart.

“Oh, my,” came from the front seat. “If you don’t marry him I will.”

Linda didn’t say anything, however, and I suddenly felt embarrassment. I had emptied my heart out, but what right did I have?

She didn’t know me from Adam. I was just the stranger in the apartment down the hall.

Heck, I had really stepped into it this time. My dream girl, and I had probably insulted her.

We followed Sunset out past the big tall buildings and down the long straight. Past the lot where a sheik had supposedly burned his mansion down, and now smaller McMansions were being constructed.

Into Bel Air, the low mountains just above Sant Monica. These were the rich homes. Not just a quarter acre, but tens of acres, hundreds of acres, and three story mansions with swimming pools and tennis courts. We passed the Hannah Carter Japanese Garden and wound our way up the hillside. The big Lincoln crept through a couple of corners.

“We’re going to be late,” worried Linda.

“Fashionably,” agreed Star. At that moment he pulled up to a gate. He leaned out and waited.

“Yes?”

“Linda Burwell for Mr. Dixon.”

The gate began to swing back. Slowly, like they were jaws opening.

Star drove between the gates, around a drive with a brick wall on one side, and came to a parking area. Beyond the parking area was a house, which is to say a mansion that made other mansions look like outhouses.

Start hopped out of the car and opened the back door. Linda crawled out first, then me.

I stood in the warm night air and gazed at the abode in amazement.

Four stories. Columns. Tall windows. World class shrubbery. It was a Mediterranean motif, but incredibly large.

“This way,” Linda took my hand.

“Remember,” Star coached. “One foot in front of the other. If you are confused don’t say anything. Believe that anything you do is right and it will be.”

The sound of our high heels resounded as we came closer to the house, and we mounted a short series of wide steps. The doors were big double doors, and they were open. We simply walked in.

We were in a big front room, lots of furniture, stairs leading up to the second story in a curve against the wall. To the right I could see a billiards room., straight ahead, through a large opening was what looked like a kitchen. To the left was a dining room, and there were several men sitting and smoking cigars.

Star guided us to the room and we stepped down a low step.

There were six men, all sitting in comfy looking Queen Anne chairs. One woman was standing in a corner, peering out a tall window. Through the window I could see several young people playing a swimming pool. Light music drifted in from outside, and the young people looked high school age.

“Ah, Linda, and I see you have brought Estelle with you. Good evening.” He air kissed Linda, gave that fingertip handshake to Star, and then there was me.

He was slightly chubby, but I had the feeling it wasn’t all fat. The piercing look of his eyes told me that this was a man who didn’t let himself get fat. He had a thin mustache over his lips, and he was slowly losing his hair. He was wearing informal, sit around clothes. Worth a couple of thousand bucks.

“This is Jason. She’s the one I was telling you about.”

Suddenly, I was center stage. Without a script. No clue.

The man took my hand, in fingertips, and held it, and scrutinized me. He looked me up and down like I was a side of beef and he was a lion. It wasn’t long, but, man, was it thorough.

Then he smiled, a flash of teeth, “I’m Dickie Dixon, my dear. Quite pleased to meet you.”

I heard the breath woosh out of Linda, and realized she had been holding her breath.

“Come now, let me introduce you.” He walked me around the room. An arm linked in mine. “This rascal is Peter Parker. No relation to the real Peter Parker.”

Parker offered his hand, and I finger tipped it.

“This is Charles Wister. And this is…”

I was introduced all around. I reached the woman.

“And this lovely creature is my wife, Shiela. Shiela as one lovely creature say hello to another lovely creature.”

The woman wasn’t bad looking. A little heavy in the make up, the nose was slightly large, and she was wearing a very expensive dress that hung perfectly on her frame. I realized that she might be old, but she had once had a body, and a face. More important, she had power.

She took my left hand, Dickie was linked with my right arm, and she held it, and her eyes were like super magnifying glasses, examining every pore, every hair, all the way down to my grandmother.

She air kissed me, only on one side, and she whispered, “Exquisite.” then she backed away, gave a single nod to Dickie, and left the room.

Dickie led me back to where Linda and Star were standing below the stairs.

“Would you like a drink before we have our little chat?”

Star said yes and Linda said no. I shook my head in the negative. When Star received his drink he didn’t sip at all, which led me to believe he was just playing for time, slowing the proceedings down.

Then we were all sitting, chairs were pulled closer together, and a slight bit of chit chat commenced. How’s your dog kind of chit chat. I had the feeling everybody was observing, making subtle judgements.

Finally, fifteen minutes after we arrived, the real talk started, and it started in brusque fashion.

Dickie sat back, scratched under his chin. “Tell me, Linda. Why should we invest in you?”

Linda was ready. “I have been in the business for ten years. I have a resume not only in the modeling end, but in the production end. I have contacts with all major players.” And on and on. She just looked them all in the eye and talked.

Yet, these were obviously men who played power games. They sat and listened, but they were just feeling her out, gathering data.

“Star, I had heard you retired.”

“Oh, dahling, I never really retire. I just threaten to to make my price go up.”

There were chuckles at that, and suddenly I found myself on the crosshairs.

“Jason.”

I snapped my eyes to the man who had spoken. “We have never heard of you, yet Linda and Star trust you enough to bring you here. Tell me, why should we consider investing in Linda?”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. I didn’t even know what was happening. Invest in what? Linda hadn’t told me, just rushed me along, and…and I had to say something. But…what?

Then Star cleared his throat. I glanced at him and he smiled. And I remembered his message: ‘If you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.’

I cleared my own throat, a million thoughts went through my head, and I blurted. “Because she can get the job done.” I looked at her. “I have never met a more forceful woman. I haven’t known her long, but she has given me such guidance as I have never known.”

I faced the men again.

They faced me.

And I believed. That’s the only way I can say it. Being made into a woman in an evening, what Star had said…Linda and he were playing a big game, and even though I didn’t know what it was…I believed.

I could feel it, the gentle sigh in the room.

Dickie chuckled. “If I didn’t know better, I would say it is true love.”

Everybody laughed then, and I looked down, embarrassed. And then I looked at Linda. She was staring at me with the most rapt expression.

Dickie turned to Star. “Estelle, I’ve known you for a lifetime it seems, and I want to ask you a serious question.”

“No other kind,” Star murmured with a tilt of his head.

“What makes you think Jason can compete with Andrej Pejic?”

There was that name.

Star moved over to me. “Observe the skin. This is not poor quality skin. And the face is perfectly adaptable to the male or the female. Jason is, gentlemen, the complete package, and in both the masculine and the feminine. I say this with confidence and as one who has worked with the wonderful Andrej.”

No sound in the room now.

Dickie turned to Linda. “Linda, my dear. You are asking us to bet a pretty penny on an unknown. What assurances do we have?”

Linda stepped forward and linked an arm in mine. “Jason is under an ironclad contract to me. It cannot be broken. Jason will get rich, but he will do it with me.” She turned to me, “Jason, are you happy with our arrangement.”

What else could I do. I gulped and said, “Very happy.”

Arrangement? Ironclad contract? What the fuck was going on? And what had I committed myself to?

“Well then, are there any other questions?” Dickie looked at the other businessmen. He smiled at Linda and I and Star. “Then let me walk you out.”

We said good bye graciously, ascended the stairs, and he walked us to the front door.

At the front door Linda asked, “When can we expect to hear from you?”

“Oh, you’ve already heard from us.”

We all looked blank.

He chuckled. “My wife gave the nod before she retired.”

We blinked, and he laughed, then he air kissed Linda, shook hands with Star and I, and that was it. The door closed, we retreated, and sat in the limo.

“Whoa. That was intense.” For a change, there was no affectation in Star’s voice.

“We’re going to do it.”

“Yes, we are.”

And I asked, “What are we going to do.”

Linda and Star started to laugh then. And they laughed harder and harder until they were literally rolling around on the seats.

I just sat there and wondered if they had gone coocoo.

Finally, Star started the car and started down the drive.

Linda, still chuckling, sat next to me. She put her hand on my thigh and leaned up against me, just like we were boyfriend and girlfriend.

“The modeling business has been great for me, and I’ve gotten rich. But there is rich, and there is rich. Add to that the fact that I will eventually come to the marketability of my good looks, you will understand why I am about to quit the biz.”

I actually felt my heart sink. “Quit? Like…no more lay outs.”

She studied me with a lopsided smile.

“I have decided to replace myself with you.”

“Me?”

“Yes. At first I thought you were just a pervert. But when I took the time to study your face, your skin, and the way you move, I realized that you could be the next Andrej Pejic.”

“Who is Andrej Pejic?”

“Andrej is an androgynous model. He can portray either sex. He has become quite famous, and has spearheaded a whole new look.”

“You want me to be…androgynous?”

Star laughed. “You already are. Now you just have to make money out of it.”

“So I am starting a modeling company, and it will be niche at first, transgender, but with you I can advertise to either sex. So I really have three models in one. Male, female, and…in between.”

“But…but…what if I don’t want to be a model?”

“Then you can quit, in five or six years. By then I’ll have made enough money to pay back our investors, and you can go live in a shack in the desert. If that’s what you really wish.”

“I can…” I stopped talking.

Star: “It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime—“

I finished, “And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.”

“Absolutely,” he grinned in the rear view mirror at me.

“And this iron clad contract?”

“Yes, well, I did stretch, but I’m betting on something.”

“What?”

“I’m betting that you aren’t just a pervert, that you really do have feelings for me.”

“You should have heard yourself, Jason,” chimed in Star. “You declared everlasting love for Linda tonight, and in front of men who know a contract when they see it.”

I sat there, stunned by what I had heard. It had all been so fast, so crazy, yet…

“So how about it, Jason. Would you like to work for me? Make a million dollars?”

Heck. I had a million dollars. The question was…did I want two million dollars.

And I did.

But, more, I wanted Linda. I wanted to talk to her, to be with her, to come home to her. I wanted to feel her breasts against me, and her lips on mine. I wanted to go dancing. Skiing in the Rockies. I wanted long vacations in the Caribbean. Just us.

“Well, we can certainly discuss it. Why don’t you pick me up tomorrow and we can go out and you can tell me what I can do that will make you a happy woman.”

“Whoa,” blurted Star. “I felt that one.”

Linda turned to me, stared at me. Then she placed a hand around my neck and pulled my face closer to hers. We just sat there, face to face, looking into each other’s eyes.

Then she kissed me, softly, gently, with her eyes closed.

It was an experimental kiss, one that asked whether she wanted to pursue this. She pulled back, and the look in her eyes said that she did.

I said, “And one other thing…”

“Yes?” her breath was warm on my cheek.

“I may need a bit of practice being a female. Perhaps I should be a woman tomorrow night.”

She pulled me to her again, kissed me again, longer, more passionate, and when we parted she was gasping. Hell, I was gasping.

And she said, “Yes. Perhaps you should.”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Stripper and the Lesbian!

An erotic dancers experiences

feminization and role reversal!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Strippers and lesbians. how can you go wrong, eh?

But I’m also fascinated by how a dick can break. I mean, there’s no bones in those things! But you bend them too sharply, or just pull out too far and ram it into something more solid…ouch!

But the real story here is how a man can change.

I meet men all the time. They are proud and cocky, think they are impervious and immune, and the next thing you know I’ve got them wearing lipstick, toenail polish, and loving it.

Men. You gotta love ‘em.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

It happened when he was dancing at a party.

He was wearing a thong that went up his fanny, around his waist, down his front, and circled his package.

Yes, he was exposed. His schlong was a mighty twelve inches and he was in big demand. He danced around the living room, flopping his big peeny up and down, slapping women in the face with it, letting them hold it, suck it, stroke it.

The women, of course, loved it.

The women grabbed it, held his balls and sucked, and shrieked.

They all wanted to be the one who made him cum.

Ha! He was quite expert at resisting the women’s blandishments.

He danced, and shook his weenie, and the women all had a great time.

A lot of them weren’t married. They were up for a sexual adventure, and letting their friends watch them fellate a dancer was right up their alley.

But even if they were married, they wanted to engage with him.

Every single party almost all wanted to suck, and half of them were willing to fuck, and…he drew it out.

He danced and cavorted and showed his fabulous tool. And when the clock got close to his time ending, he would pick a miss and splatter his semen in their face.

Or, if the woman was willing, up their pussy.

Then he would go home and watch some sports, read a book, and be perfectly content.

Until that one party.

He had danced for an hour, and his time was almost up. The women were shrieking and yelling for more, and he selected his target.

She was a wild and wanton blonde, full bosomed, red lips, and she had seemed unduly turned on him throughout the night.

So he danced on over to her, grinned, received a grin back, and she stood up and turned around.

Doggy style, his favorite.

He inserted and rammed and she pushed back at him.

Everybody could feel it coming. Everybody knew he was about to squirt, and they wanted to see it. Even if he unloaded deep inside the gorgeous blonde, they wanted to see the look on his face, the mix of pain and pleasure that an orgasm was.

“Come on, big boy!” yelled the blonde.

Several women took off their tops and danced with him.

He could feel the trigger pull, and the semen started up his shaft.

Oh, yeah, this was going to be a good one. He could feel it. He could feel—

TOK! The actual sound of something breaking.

The pain exploded in his shaft and he pushed away from the woman. It was excruciating, and the women all sobered up. Something was wrong, then he fell back. The pain was too much. He fell back on the floor and…darkness.

Johnny woke up in the hospital. He was bleary, dazed, and knew that they must have given him something.

They must have, because his dick didn’t hurt anymore.

Nothing hurt.

Then he realized that nothing hurt because he was totally numb down there.

He looked around, took in the white walls, the shiny tile floors, the sound proof ceiling.

Machines, beeping sounds, a drip next to his bed. Drip, drip, drip. Going into him.

He raised his head slightly and looked around.

There was nobody in the bed next to him. Nurses were walking down the hall outside the door.

He reached for a little switch with a red button in it. He pressed it.

It took a while, but a nurse finally entered the room. “Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. How are we feeling?”

“I don’t know. What happened?”

“You were brought in unconscious. Caused quite a ruckus, all those women, and they were all drunk, and a couple of them weren’t even wearing tops.”

He remembered the party, and cursed. He hadn’t been paid yet.

“I know, but…what happened to me?”

“I don’t have any idea.”

He knew she was lying.

“But we’ve called the doctor and he’ll be here soon.”

“Oh.”

“Would you like some ice chips?”

“Sure.”

The drugs had made him thirsty and the nurse gave him a little cup with ice chips in it. He chewed on a small amount and sighed.

“I’ll go check on the doctor now, and you can always press on the button if you need anything.”

“Okay.”

The nurse left.

Johnny lay back and tried to remember what had happened.

Everything had been going swell. Women were grabbing him, and he fucked a few, and lot of them gave him head, and then…the blonde. Oh, yeah. He had screwed her, and something had happened. He remembered the bad sound and the suddenly feeling. It had felt like somebody had ripped his cock off.

She had been tight, amazingly tight, and she was agile. He remembered enjoying the tight feel as she tilted her hips and slid her vagina over his shaft.

But what had happened?

“Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. “I’m Doctor Mason.” He was thin, wore glasses, and had a haircut that was swept up. He wore a stethoscope, black shoes, and a white coat.”

“What’s wrong with me, doc?” Johnny blurted.

“Before we get into that, let me ask you a few questions, then I’ll answer yours, okay?”

“Sure.”

There followed the usual battery of questions. Ever experienced this before. History in the family. Taking any drugs. Yak yak yak.

Then, the answers having been presented, it was the doctor’s turn to talk.

“You have what we call a penile fracture.”

“A what? But I have no bones in my, uh, boner!”

“It’s true, there are no bones, but you can have a penile fracture. This is when the protective covering of your penis, it is called the tunica albuginea, is torn open. This happens when the penis is bent too much.”

“What do I do about it?”

“I’m afraid that the only recourse you have, if you want your penis to return to any kind of normality, is surgery. We have to go in and repair the protective sheath.”

“But I’ll be normal again?”

“There’s a seventy-five per cent chance that you will recover 100 per cent, and with no adverse effects.”

“What happens if I’m in the twenty-five per cent?”

“There are a number of possibilities. One, you could have a severely bent penis. It could be discolored and misshapen, perhaps bulging in some way. There’s also the possibility of either erectile dysfunction or priapism. There’s also the possibility of blood in the urine, or semen.”

“Oh, God.”

“We have you scheduled for an hour from now. Getting you into surgery as fast as possible is very important.”

“Wait a minute…wait.”

“Is there a problem?”

“Well, uh, how do I pay for this?”

Johnny was the same as many young men when it came to money. He spent it as fast as he made it. He didn’t have any savings.

The doctor surprised him, however. He said, “Your wife has taken care of all the financial arrangements.”

“My wife?”

“The good looking blonde? She is your wife, isn’t she? She said she was…”

“Oh, uh…is she still here?”

“I believe she left.”

“Oh.”

“Now, the nurse is going to come in shortly, and we’re going to be putting you under, so…”

The doctor babbled on.

Johnny thought about the blonde.

He didn’t know any blonde.

Well, except he had been fucking a blonde when he broke his dick. But she wouldn’t come pay for his surgery. So who was it?

They rolled him down the hallway forty-five minutes later. He was rolled into an operating theater and he looked at all the machines, and the knives on the little table, and he listened to the casual conversation.

Then the doctor came in, smiled through his white face mask, and told the anesthesiologist to administer the gas.

“Count backwards from 100 please.”

Johnny did so, and he made it to 94 before he forgot everything.

THREE MONTHS LATER

Johnny was recovered. He was behind in his rent, but the landlord seemed to understand. His car was in danger of being repossessed, but he had scored a night watchman job that paid the bills, and he was working during the day as an Uber driver.

It wasn’t the big money he had been making as an erotic dancer, but it was something.

He didn’t want to dance again.

He didn’t know for sure why, but he assumed it was because he was afraid of the trauma. He never wanted to hurt his dick again.

So he lived, and worked, and…something bothered him.

The blonde woman had paid for his surgery, then disappeared.

Who was she? Why did she pay?

After a couple of months he was obsessing on this question, so he headed for the hospital.

“I need to know who paid my bill.”

The girl behind the window tapped on her keyboard, made a ‘hmm’ sound, and looked up at Johnny. “Sorry, sir. We can’t reveal that.”

“Wait a minute! This is about me! I was injured, those are my records…that’s my financial records, right?”

“Yes.”

“So I’m asking for information from my own records.”

“I understand that, but we can’t reveal that sort of information.”

“So if I pay a bill, and want to know if I paid the right amount, you won’t tell me.”

“In that case we would print off a bill.”

“I’d like to see my bill.”

“Since there are no discrepancies I’m afraid I can’t do that.”

Johnny argued, a lot, had the supervisor called, and…nothing.

His next step was to go to the house where he had danced. The woman who had hired him was Nancy Fairgate, and she recognized him right away.

“I always wondered what happened. You were in such pain.”

Turning a little red, Johnny explained about his broken dick. He ended up by asking about the blonde woman who had been at the party.

Nancy frowned. “I remember the woman, but I don’t remember who brought her to the party. A lot of people drop by, and…”

“Could you find out? Make some calls?”

“Well, I suppose. But if she doesn’t want to talk to you then there’s nothing I can do.”

“I understand, but here’s my number, and…thank you. I really want to thank this woman. I’m not out to stalk or sue or anything.”

Nancy grinned. “A man suing a woman because she broke his dick.”

Johnny was embarrassed for a moment, then he chuckled. “I guess it is pretty bizarre.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll try to contact her, and one way or another I’ll let you know.”

“Thank you,” said Johnny. As he turned around to leave she spoke again.

“Do you still dance?”

“Uh, no.”

“Why not?”

Again with the embarrassment. “Well, the truth is, I can get erect, but I can’t squirt.”

“At all?”

He shook his head. “The doctors don’t know why, but until I can, well, I’m just not of a mind to dance.”

“I understand. But…do you want to try?”

Johnny tilted his head.

“Come in,” she pulled on his arm and he entered her house.

Before he knew what was happening she was unzipping him, unbuckling him, pulling his pants down.

“But…I don’t…”

“Come on, honey. Let me give it a try.”

His penis was still big, a full twelve inches. It was round and thick and his balls were the size of baseballs.

Johnny didn’t want to…except that he did. A couple of girls he had known had tried to get him to cum, but they had failed, and he had sort of given up on the whole thing.

He was afraid that he was permanently dysfunctional down there.

Nancy pulled in into the living room, pushed him back on a couch. She spent a long time working him over with her mouth. She could hardly fit his dick into her mouth, but she stroked his shaft and fondled his balls, and she was able to put his head into here mouth.

She sucked and licked and loved him like he had never been loved, but he couldn’t squirt. He couldn’t click the trigger down in his groin. He couldn’t start the semen flowing.

Then she sat on him. She gasped as his immenseness opened her up. Then it wasn’t just her trying to get him off as it was her trying to get off.

Johnny groaned, it felt good. Real good. But he just…couldn’t make it!

Nancy did. Several times. And each time was better. Finally, however, she collapsed on him. “Oh, honey,” she gasped, “I’m sorry. I did my best.”

Johnny got dressed. He hadn’t cum, but he had been more horny. He gave her a kiss and sad, “Please, if you can just get ahold of this woman.” Then he left.

The weeks passed.

Nancy eventually called and told him she had had no luck. Nobody knew who the blonde was.

“I know it sounds weird, somebody coming in off the street to watch and orgy, and to be in it…”

He thanked her and hung up.

He was stuck.

There was no way to find the mystery woman.

So he continued working. He was paying his bills, even getting a head a little, but he wanted to know who had paid his medical bills.

He didn’t know why he was obsessing, so much, he just was.

Summer turned into fall, fall into winter.

He slept on his night watchman job. He was in a warm building, nobody ever came, and if they did they would have to ring the bell, and if he didn’t answer he could always say he was off on rounds.

Fully rested, he would head out for Uber, making airport runs, getting off early, and then he would have the rest of the. day to do whatever he wanted to.

He wanted to make his dick work.

He saw doctors. He read abut his condition. He went to massage therapists. He tried everything. And the only thing he got was hornier.

He hadn’t cum for a year, and he was so fully loaded, his balls were so big and hard…but…nothing.

Then he was driving down La Cienega, past the Beverly Center, and he saw her!

EEEEE! Hit those brakes so hard he thought his foot might go through the floorboards and hit the pavement. He controlled the skid, moved his Prius over to the curb and jumped out.

She was wearing a see through rain coat, slacks, and a sweater. She was carrying a small red purse, and that blonde hair, so rich and full….it was her.

“Hey!”

A few people glanced at him.

“HEY!”

Everybody looked at him, and she turned and stared.

She had a panicked look on her face, the result of his yell, and she started to back up.

He put his hands up, palms out, and in an almost begging tone. “Please…lady…I’ve been looking for you.”

He managed to balance the desperation of his look with concern that she might run away, and a look of curiosity crossed her face.

“You were at a party last year, it was a…” he was stuck. He didn’t want to chase her away by referring to something she might not want referred to in public. He opted for, “I got hurt and you paid my bill.”

She blinked, then a look of joy crossed her face. Other people were watching, one guy looked like he might step in, but she blurted. “Dick boy! I broke your dick!”

A feeling of relief swept through Johnny. She remembered.

At her lack of alarm people continued on with their business.

“I’m sorry…I’ve been looking. I…”

He didn’t know what to say.

Fortunately, she did.

“How’s your penis?”

His turn to look a bit abashed. But he had searched for her so long, and been so frustrated, he blurted out the truth.

“Terrible.”

“But the doctor said it was just a ruptured tunica albuginea.”

He blinked. It was a medical term, and it just rolled off her tongue. He had trouble saying tunica albuginea and it had happened to him.

“I know, and it looks fine. It gets….erect.” His voice was dwindling. Even though he had partied with her, even though he had had his dick in her, he wasn’t sure how much he could say without offending her.

She, however, was not embarrassed in the least. “So the doctors say everything is fine, and you even get boners, but…what? No squirt?

“Uh,” he glanced around. “No. It just…it won’t…”

“Oh, say it. You can’t get off.”

He nodded. “I can’t.”

“Wow. That must be frustrating.”

“You have no idea.”

“Oh, I might,” she spoke almost mysteriously. “So why did you want to see me?”

“I just wanted to thank you. You paid my bill. That was a huge help.”

“Oh, that,” she waved a hand. “That was nothing. I have a great insurance plan, and I know people. It didn’t cost me near as much as it would have cost you. Besides, I felt a bit guilty.”

She looked around, then stepped up to him and spoke in a low tone, “After all, it was my pussy that broke your dick.”

She laughed at the look on his face.

“So, was there anything else?”

And he realized, he had thought about her so long, obsessed on her, but… “No. I guess not. I just wanted to thank you.”

He stared at her, and realized there was everything else.

She was beautiful. He remembered being inside her, the feel of her. So tight, so moist and wonderful.

She was fuck beyond all other fucks, and she was the most beautiful woman he has ever seen.

“Well, then I guess it was nice seeing you, I was always curious about—“

“Can we have coffee or something?” he blurted.

She blinked, and considered him as if in new lights.

Then she said, “Wow.”

“What?”

“You’ve got it bad.”

He didn’t know how to respond to that. She reached into her purse and asked, “Are you busy Saturday at ten o’clock?”

“No.” And if he was he would get unbusy for her.

She wrote on the back of a business card and handed it to him.

Saturday ~ ten AM

He looked at it, absorbed it, and couldn’t stop from grinning. He looked up at her. “But what’s your name?”

“It’s on the front of the card, silly.”

He turned the card over.

Cathy Long

Sex Therapist

And the address and phone number.

He stared at her, and she was laughing.

“You’re a…”

“I am. Now relax a little and I’ll see you on Saturday. Maybe we can even handle your problem.”

It was a promise couched in gold, and he felt like his heart had just exploded.

He watched as she walked away. Just before she turned into the Beverly Center she waved at him.

He turned and went back to his car.

He had found her.

And she was…she would take care of…he was dizzy, almost in a rapture.

Almost a year had passed since he had seen her, and yet the five days until Saturday went slower than that whole year.

He went to his night watchman job and couldn’t sleep.

He made wrong turns in his Uber gig.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her.

He relived that fateful fuck, where his dick had broken, a thousand times a day. Hearing the ‘crack’ as his tunica albuginea ruptured.

Yet, the days slowly passed, and the nights, and Saturday, in spite of all expectations, arrived.

He wore cargo pants and a sweat shirt and entered her suite.

For a suite it wasn’t much. There was a waiting room, then an office. It was in a building just across the Golden State freeway, the old Earthlink building, and the big window in her office looked over a three par golf course.

The door to her office was open and she called out, “Back here!”

He went back to her office and she said, “Close the door, please.”

It closed with a thunk, self locking. Sturdy.

She was wearing a pencil skirt, mauve, and a blouse and matching jacket that looked like a toreador’s jacket. Her hair was down, her lips were red, and she had that glorious smile on her face.

“Good morning, Johnny Boy. Have a seat and let’s talk.”

He sat. Looked out the window, looked around the office, and at her.

She was observing him, her lips slightly stretched in a small smile.

“You know,” she said, opening up the conversation, “I don’t usually go to those kinds of dance parties,” she was referring to that first party.”

“Oh.”

“But I feel I owe it to myself. How can I call myself a sex therapist if I don’t partake?”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Oh, I did. There is a certain sense of freedom. I was curious when I first blew you, but that just liberated me. The next thing you know I was bent over and you partaking of me.”

She was so calm and relaxed, and he was feeling a bit of embarrassment.

“So tell me about your condition. Be as thorough and descriptive as you can. Don’t mind the dirty words.”

So he talked. He told her how he had fallen into dirty dancing because of the size of his penis. He explained how enjoyable it was.

And he discussed the feeling of being so deeply inside her, then she ground her hips, and he started to pull back, and that awful feeling of pain that assaulted him.

I couldn’t even stand up,” he said. “All I could do was lie there and hurt.”

She nodded. “I know. I saw it.”

“Then the doctor, and…here we are.”

She sighed. She pursed her lips and studied him. Then: “Can I see it?”

“My dick?”

“Yes,” and she almost laughed at his perplexity.

“I guess.”

She waited, then, “Well?”

“Oh. Okay. He stood up and unbuckled and unzipped and pulled his cargo shorts down.”

“Come around here so i can really look at it.”

He started to walk, tripped, then, his face a bit red, he toed his shoes off and his pants. He rounded the desk and stood in front of her.

She took out a ruler and measured it.

“This is a sizable hunk of meat,” she murmured. “Even though I’ve had it in me, it is the Moby Dock of penises.”

“Uh, yeah.”

She glanced up at him, her mouth twisted in humor. She looked back at his dingus and reached forward.

It took both of her hands to encircle his beast.

It took both of her hands to hold his balls.

Johnny groaned.

She smiled. “Hurts, eh?”

“No.”

She lifted his penis, turned it this way and that. She ran her hand down it, pressing her fingers into the meat. “Here’s where it broke,” she said. You can feel the scar. That’s probably where he stitched it.”

“You can feel his stitches?”

“I can feel the scar of the break, and…maybe. I feel little dots, a couple of them, where the stitches would have gone. He really did good work.”

“Thanks to you.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, and she ran her hand between his legs and felt his asshole.

He jerked, but she was serious, professional, and she inserted a finger and felt his innards.

She was close to his groin and his dick went over her shoulder. It was now hard, of course, and it throbbed.

But he knew, from past experience, that he wasn’t going to cum.

“Feels good, yes?”

“Yes,” he muttered, as she explored him.

She withdrew her finger, reached into a drawer and wiped her digit off with a baby wipe.

“I’m wondering how much is psychological.”

“Like, in my mind?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know.”

“You did have severe trauma, and you might just be scared of experiencing that pain again.”

“So what do I do?”

“Well, there’s a couple of things. If we can get you to cum…that might do it. Break the hold of the trauma, let you feel pleasure instead of pain.

“Well, so much for that,” he muttered miserably.

“Not so much,” she sat back and eyed him.

Her pale blue eyes scoured him, searched him, contemplated him.

“What do you mean?”

“It means I broke it, so maybe I can fix it.”

“Huh?” But he understood. It was just too much to hope for.

She stood up and wiggled out of her pencil skirt. She was wearing pink panties and he could see her monkey paw.

“They say that if you repeat an experience, a painful experience, sometimes it loses its hold on you.”

She took off her jacket and her blouse. In just her bra and panties Johnny could see how well endowed she was. Her boobs bulged over the top of a flimsy bra. He could see her stiff nipples through the material.

“But—“

“Take off your clothes and fold out the couch.”

She took off her panties and came around the desk.

Johnny was trying to get his clothes off, and was confused.

She brought out the folding bed. “I paid a lot of money for this. You’ll find it’s more comfortable than the normal folding bed.

Johnny was naked now, and his penis was jutting out. Jutting out but unable to squirt.

“Okay, how did we do this. As I recall I was bent over like this.” She bent over the bed and her large boobs hung down. “Put your hands on my hips. I remember that.”

Johnny, in a daze, grabbed her hips.

“God, yes. That feels so damned sexy. Now, you slapped your weenie across my buttocks a few times, and then, I was pretty juicy, you rammed it in.

Johnny, moving as if in a dream, slapped his dong across her cheeks. He sort of remembered it, and then he slid his dick into her.

Cathy gasped. A loud sound in the silence of the office. “Oh, yeah…that’s how it was. Now, go around and around. Scour me with that thing you call a dick.”

He moved his hips around and around. His penis filled her, but he could feel the tip rubbing against her insides.

“Oh, fuck! I feel all excited again! It’s just like it was!”

“Oh, God,” he groaned. He was in heaven. He kept moving, tilting and swirling and going in and out.

And he realized, as the moments built, that he hadn’t lasted this long the first time they had screwed.

He had screwed her for a short while, then, when he came, when he…the break…

She began to wiggle and thrash and he held her in place.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” she yelped.

She came, hard, and he just held her, and tears began to flow.

She had had a wonderful orgasm, but he had had…nothing.

She fell forward and he let her go.

She sprawled on the bed and gasped for breath.

“Heysoos! I’ve never…”

At last, she turned over.

He was sitting half on her desk, looking down, his face wreathed in misery.

“But you didn’t…”

He shook his head.

“Well, fuck,” she muttered.

She went back to her desk. She didn’t bother putting her clothes on.

“It’s nice not having you dribbling out of me, but we want you to dribble.”

“I know.”

He turned and sat on the edge of the folding bed.

“Well, not to worry, there’s other things we can try.”

“There are?” he looked up at her, a bit of hope in his eyes.

“Oh, yeah. We can try machines. We can try other women. We can try role playing and all sorts of things.”

“I only want you.”

She almost didn’t hear him, but she did, and a look of consternation, and of even sadness, crossed her face.

“Oh, Johnny Boy, I know you do.”

He said nothing, just filled his eyes with her and loved her.

She had conquered him, broken his penis, and now she was his all. In his penis breaking he had submitted to her, and he would never get over that.

Dance for a thousand girls, but the one who breaks your dick, she’s the one.

“But it won’t work between us.”

“I know. You’re a professional. This is just a patient/doctor relationship.

“Oh, hell. No.”

He looked up at her.

“Sure, I’ve got to be a professional, but I’ll tell you honestly…when you broke your dick in me it did something. It made me feel powerful, and my orgasm was…it was more than a normal orgasm. I could feel my soul shuddering, giving in.

“But then…what?”

She smiled ruefully, shook her head slowly. “Johnny Boy, the reason it wouldn’t work between us is something else entirely.”

“What?”

“I’m a lesbian.”

Johnny’s jaw dropped.


Part Two

“Wait…hold on…what?”

Johnny stared at Cathy.

She gave a rueful smile. “It’s true. I prefer women over men. I can like either equally, but when it comes down to it, my vagina heats up over women.

“But, you screw! You fucked me! You used my dick to get off! Not just a year ago, but just now!

“I know,” she was sad, but not for herself. She was sad for Johnny. “I don’t mind sex with a man. I can do either. I can enjoy either. Heck, I wouldn't even mind fucking you again. But when you talk about going beyond like, as you so obviously are, then I prefer the softness of a woman. Women are more accommodating. They reason from the heart, not cold, hard logic.”

“But—“

“Johnny, I like you a lot, you are a gentle soul, but it’s not all about the dick.” She glanced down at his groin and smiled, “even a dick as nice as yours.”

Johnny sat and stewed in his frustrations. Now he was not only frustrated sexually, he was frustrated in the emotional sense of having met somebody who he really liked, perhaps loved, but couldn’t have.

Cathy was content to let him think his way through the mess.

He finally blurted, “Can we go out sometime?”

“That might be nice. We might even have sex again, that dick of yours…” she shook her head slowly in appreciation. “And, we haven’t really solved your problem.”

“No,” he said. Almost relieved to get back to his plumbing problem.

“As I indicated, there are several possible solutions we might try, the first one would be draining you.”

“Draining?” He hadn’t heard that term, except in the crudest of ways.

“Draining, also called male milking, is when we stimulate your prostate until your semen comes out.”

He blinked. “How do you drain the prostate? Isn’t that inside my body?”

“It’s located at the base of your penis inside your body. We reach it through the back door.”

“The back…I don’t understand.”

She smiled. “We access the prostate through the anal passage.”

He heard the words, but he wasn’t sure…except that he was, and just couldn’t handle it.

Cathy opened a drawer and took out a schematic of the male sexual apparatus. “Trace the line of the penis into the body, see here, and you’ll find that the prostate…here…butts up—sorry, bad pun—presses up against the anal passage.”

She turned her hand sideways and moved her hand as if she was sticking her finger up the heinie in the picture. “So we enter through here, and right about here there’s a little bump. We press gently on that and that will cause the semen from here to exit the body through the penis.”

“Doesn’t that hurt?”

“Not at all. It feels good.”

“But you’re talking about putting something up my…wouldn’t that make me gay?”

She gave a low laugh. Gay is more a state of mind than an anatomical fact. Oh, I suppose there might be some kind of physiological adaptation, but scientists have not found a ‘gay’ gene, or a part of the body that is unique to homosexuals.”

Johnny sat on the end of the couch and was lost in his own world. She was asking him to do something gay. He was having a hard time getting over that.

He suddenly stood up and folded the bed back up, then sat down again.

“Of course we don’t have to do any of this, but it’s my opinion that we might be able to get in touch with your problem.”

It popped out of him. “You’re not trying to make me gay.”

She actually laughed. “Are you really hung up on that.”

He gave a belated smile, “I guess I am.”

“Honey, it’s just like any anal exam. We make sure your plumbing is in working order, and it has the added benefit of cleaning you out.” She grinned, “And you do want to be cleaned out, I presume.”

He nodded.

“Then you should let me do this.”

“Right now?”

“Sure. I would use my fingers, I’d have to do that anyway, but if it doesn’t work then I can order a prostate massager and use that.”

“A prostate massager.”

“A little tool, shaped to reach the prostate, very efficient.”

“Oh.”

He was still reticent, and she realized she was going to have to take the bull by the horns.

“So would you like to try it?”

“Uh, I guess so.”

“Okay. Let me get some gloves. You’re already naked, so just bend over and put your hands on my desk.”

Cathy opened a file cabinet and took out latex gloves and a jar of lubricant.

Johnny bent at the waist and waited while she came around behind him.

She snapped on the gloves and scooped her finger into the lubricant.

She placed a hand on his back, right about the left kidney, and began running her finger over his anus.

“Oh, fuck,” he shivered.

“Nope,” she said cheerfully, pushing lubricant into his hole.

She massaged his hole gently, running her finger into and out of , reaming him, and warming him up.

To Johnny it quickly became the most incredible experience of his life. It felt like little lightenings waking up his nerves. It was sensual, and it made his legs shake so hard he thought he was going to fall.

“Easy, tiger. If you want to lay your chest down on my desk you may.”

“I’m…I’m okay,” he spoke through chattering teeth.

For a long minute she greased him up, then she knelt and pushed her index finger deep into him.

He gasped, then he felt her touching something inside.

“There it is. We just have to…”

He felt her moving her finger back and forth, and he felt like he had to pee.

“I’m going to pee!”

“That’s okay. That’s the sperm trying to get out.”

But it didn’t come. It felt like it was going to, it felt better than anything Johnny had ever felt, but…nothing happened.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

Cathy frowned. He should be leaking like a faucet turned on, but he was just standing there. His dick was hard, and it pointed down. She took her hand off his back and gripped his penis. She began stroking it.

“Oh, fuck!” Johnny gasped.

But though his penis was red and hard, nothing issued.

Cathy took her fingers out of him and cleaned them with baby wipes.

Johnny stood up, his whole body trembling. His cock was throbbing, and his nipples were stiff as if they were made of bones. But he hadn’t drained.

She pushed the wipes to him. “Clean your ass off. Wastebasket is right there,” she pointed to a spot behind a small potted palm.

He was embarrassed now, wiping his ass in front of a woman, but…he endured and cleaned himself off.

“I didn’t do it, did I?”

“No.” She was frowning.

“And we don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

She smiled, “But we have taken a step, and I’ve got a couple of other things up my sleeves.

“Oh.” But Johnny was discouraged.

Discouraged or not, Johnny made an appointment for the next Saturday. He had to. He wanted to be with Cathy. Yes, it was a patient/doctor relationship, but it was more than that.

Johnny just liked being with her.

The week passed slowly, made more slow by the increased horniness that Johnny was experiencing.

On Thursday Cathy called him and told him the ‘tools’ she had ordered for him had arrived, and would he be there on Saturday.

“You know I will.”

“Well, that’s good.”

“I’m sorry I’m being so much trouble.”

“Johnny! It’s no trouble. If you’ll forgive me being too clinical, it’s a fascinating problem. And what I learn from you will help me with other patients.”

“Patients,” he repeated, a little disappointed.

She laughed, “Okay, that sounded too professional. Let’s just say that what we learn with you will help me with other people.”

That actually made him smile, as if he was making progress.

And he wanted to make progress. He wanted to be more than a patient.

Then, though she had other things to do, they found themselves talking for an hour. They talked all manner of things. Cars they liked, family members that were a pain, favorite pets.

And it wasn’t clinical. It was human, and when Cathy hung up the phone she pursed her lips and stared into space for a long time.

She was a lesbian, yes, but why was she finding Johnny so…intriguing?

The next Saturday finally arrived, and Johnny entered her reception room, then walked through the open door.

She was wearing glasses to read, her blonde hair had a few stray wisps curling around her ears, and Johnny knew she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

But…he controlled himself.

“Hi.”

“Hello, Mr. Johnny Boy.” She folded a file and slipped it to the side of her desk.

She swiveled around and picked up a couple of boxes that were on the shelf behind her.

Johnny sat down in a side chair and watched as she unfolded the cardboard flaps.

She took out a long, shiny, hollow tube.

“This is a catheter. It is designed to go into the penis.”

“You’re going to put that inside me?”

She smiled. “Don’t look so scared. Lots of lubrication, a gentle touch, and I’ll be able to feel inside your penis. This will enable to find any blockages or other problems.”

Johnny stared at the tube like it was a hand grenade. “I think I need a drink.”
“Maybe afterwards. Now take off your clothes.”

Johnny stripped, and his penis jutted out like a small baseball bat.

“Lordy,” whispered Cathy as she lubricated the catheter. “You always amaze me.”

He said nothing, just shivered as she sprayed something on the end of his dick.

“What’s that?”

“It’s numbing spray. The penis being sensitive, this will help you not feel anything.”

Still, he swore he could feel everything. She sat on the couch, her head perfectly situated for a blow job. But she wasn’t blowing, she was inserting.

She moved the catheter in a small circle, inserting it into his urethral tube. He stared down at the top of her head, totally reminded of how like a blow job this was.

Very gently she threaded the tube into his penis.

The numbing spray did help, but a quarter inch in he felt it. It was the weirdest thing he had had ever felt in his life. He could feel his flesh being opened. He could feel the slide of metal against the sides of his urethral, and he muttered, “Is this what it feels like when a dick enters a woman?”

“I don’t know,” said Cathy, focusing on her grip, the insertion, trying to feel if there were any obstructions or abnormalities in his penis. “Probably, but I have no penis to judge by.”

“Oh, holy…” he whimpered. His dick was long, and she had ordered an extra long catheter, and he watched as his penis absorbed the long tube.

“You’re doing well,” she spoke softly.

Inch after inch disappeared into the slit int he head of his dick. He stared, and fascination mingled with a sense of horror. Would it never end?

“Okay, almost there. I think you’re going to pee now.”

A moment later urine started dribbling out of the end of the catheter. Cathy was ready, she had put a mat and a bowl on the floor, and while there was some sprinkling, the bowl caught most of it.

Cathy ignored the pee and worked the catheter back and forth, searching for anything wrong.

Finally, him done dribbling, her done searching, she began extracting the catheter.

“This is making me even hornier,” he whispered.

She looked up at him, “Good. Maybe you’ll get horny enough to shoot your load.”

“I certainly wish.”

The catheter exited his slit and she wiped it off and placed it to the side. She stood up, and was looking down at his penis, which she was still holding in her hand. She took some wipes and cleaned the excess lubricant from around his hole.

She looked at him, was so close to him, and said, “I don’t feel anything wrong.”

They were so close, he was so horny, she had his penis in her hand, and he leaned forward slowly.

She could have stepped back. She could have stopped him, but except for a brief hesitation, she leaned into him.

Their lips met, and the kiss was intense. They lost themselves in each other, in their lips…in their souls.

She broke the kiss and leaned against him. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“No.” he responded. “Not sorry.”

She backed away from him, let go of his penis, which she had been holding the whole time. “No, I guess I’m not. Only…”

“I know, he filled in when she stopped. “I’m not a woman.”

She frowned, then she walked around him and went to her swivel chair. She contemplated him deeply.

“Well, what now?” he tried to move the subject along.

“Let’s make an appointment for next week. I’ve got a prostate massager, but I want to make sure we don’t experiment with too many procedures too closely together.

“All right. Then it’s okay if I get dressed.”

Then occurred a long, long moment. The look on her face was inscrutable. Her eyes were like a thousand yard stare. Yet she was motionless, like a jaguar preparing to pounce.

He finally broke the silence. “What?”
She didn’t hesitate. “Open the bed up.”

He knew what she wanted, and he unfolded the bed.

She rounded the desk, ripping off her clothes as she came.

She launched herself into his arms, drove him back onto the fold out bed.

He gave way happily, giddily. This was what he wanted.

She sat on his thighs and stroked him, stared at him. Then she leaned forward, her large breasts falling on his chest, and kissed him.

After a long minute of tongue wars she pushed back, sat up straight, and knee walked over his cock.

She settled down slowly, taking him into her.

His eyes were open, and his desire for her was palpable.

“Oh, crap,” she muttered, as she felt her breasts and pulled on her nipples. “This is so unprofessional.”

“Stop thinking,” he admonished her.

So she did.

They met on Wednesday. Presumably to remind Johnny of his appointment on Saturday, but that  could have been handled with a phone call.

They met in a coffee shop and she had coffee and a croissant. He had a Coke and a donut.

“I’m breaking all my dietary rules,” she commented, leaving a red li print on a cup.

“I’m keeping up with mine,” he joked.

“I wish I could eat like a man,” she gazed at his donut enviously.

“So you want to be a man.”

“Ha! And give up the joys of the pussy?”

He was silent at that. He had been butt fingered, and he had enjoyed the idea of a pussy.

“What? What’s that look on your face?”

He smiled. “You want to be a man, and you want me to be a woman.”

She blinked, then she grinned. “It would solve a lot of problems.”

They laughed, and they chatted, and felt ever deeper for each other. When they left she reminded him, “Don’t forget Saturday.”

“Bells on my toes,” he reassured her.

On Saturday he showed up an hour early. Just sat in the garage of her building and felt his heart beating. He knew he was out of control. He could never truly have her because she wanted a woman.

And what was he supposed to do?

After an hour of wishing, he entered her suite, went through the reception area, and smiled at her.

“Hello, handsome.” She grinned. She knew she was being unprofessional, but…what was she supposed to do? Strange things were happening inside her heart, and she was confused. She preferred women. But why was her heart fluttering whenever Johnny walked through her door?

“So are you ready to…do me?”

She chuckled. He had spoken with an unexpected sexual innuendo. She didn’t let it bother her, she went with it.

“Baby, I’m going to plug you up. When I’m done with you…”

They were both laughing now, and they were both excited.

Johnny was no longer embarrassed. He was hungry. He kicked off his shoes and slipped out of his clothes.

Cathy studied his body. He was slender, a smallish man, except for that incredible penis.

He bent over the desk and looked at her with a lopsided grin. “Well?”

She stood up, grabbed the prostate massager and some lubricant, and her heart felt like it was bursting.

She came around the desk and began massaging his butthole. She filled it with lubricant, reamed him lovingly. She had three fingers in him, and he was groaning loudly.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah.”

She pressed the massager against his brown button.

A prostate massager is like a dildo, but narrow at the base and slightly bent. This gives the working end of the tool a bulbous shape.

Johnny’s legs trembled as she slid the large end through his sphincter.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, feeling amazingly wet between the legs. If she was any wetter she’d be dripping. She had never thought a simple expansion on what was basically an anal exam would affect her this way.

Johnny’s knees broke, and his chest hit her desk. He lay there, his legs spread out, half bent, supporting nothing, and twitching.

Cathy grabbed his dong and began the dual action of stroking him as she rubbed the prostate massager over his prostate.

Johnny felt like peeing. His skull felt like it was exploding. His whole body was writhing and twitching so hard Cathy had to lean on him, use her weight to settle him down.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

But nothing came out.

After fifteen minutes Cathy sighed and pulled the little tool out of his rectum.

Johnny lay there, soaked in sweat, his eyes glazed.

“I didn’t…I didn’t…”

“No,” said Cathy, sitting back against the couch.

After a minute Johnny managed to stand up and face her. He had the odd expression of sexual happiness, and sadness.

He was happy for what she had done. He was sad because it hadn’t worked.

He cleaned himself off with wipes, then sat down next to her.

“What am I going to do? We’ve tried everything, and…fuck.”

Cathy leaned against him. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure it out.”

He put an arm around her and she cuddled against him. Definitely not a doctor/patient relationship.

They sat for along minutes, then she turned, threw a leg over his lap. His dick was rock hard, and it was obvious what she wanted.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “But I’ve got to have this.”

He smiled. Frustrated, but happy to be of service.

And, once again, she slid down his long shaft and began to move.

In and out, up and down, round and around, and she squirted. And in the squirting she had a thought. Not fully formed, but…she thought she had a solution.

Then, resting against him, still impaled, she whispered against his neck. “Next week. I have an idea.”

He nodded. He would have shown up no matter what. He was firmly hooked by her.

Another week, and they met twice, once on Tuesday and once on Thursday. Tuesday for coffee and a chat, Thursday a lunch.

Now they made no excuses about reminding Johnny about the coming appointment. Now they were in it for each other.

He couldn’t cum.

She loved women.

But they wanted to be together.

Something had to give.

On Saturday Johnny entered her office and greeted her.

She jumped to her feet. She was bubbling with energy, so excited that she made him excited, as if he wasn’t already excited just to be with her.

“Come on.”

She led him out of the building. She got into her car and he got into the passenger seat.

She turned up the radio and the top was down and they enjoyed the sensation of being in motion, of the wind and the freedom of the drive.

She lived on a little house on stilts in the hills.

“Heysoos,” he said, as she parked on planks under which there was nothing but a skinny set of metal poles. “Aren’t you afraid of earthquakes?”

“It’s all rock under the house. Not going to slide for a thousand years.”

“Says she in the year 999.”

She laughed, and they exited the car and entered the house.

It was nice in the house. A calm place to let the mind relax.

She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. “I hope you like bourbon and Coke?”

“I used to, but now I only like bourbon and Coke.”

She laughed, and handed him a glass.

They went out on the balcony and stared at the rich foliage of the hillside. Hundreds of houses under trees, all waiting to toboggan down the slope.

He said, “The slithering snake slipped and slid on the slippery slope.”

“Where’d you hear that?”

“Made it up.”

“You didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“No reason.”

They watched car on the other side of the canyon rounding a turn with the squeal of tires.

“On his way to the hospital, no doubt,” Johnny murmured, then he turned to Cathy. “So I thought we were going to try something else?”

“Oh, we are,” she smiled. “Drink your drink, and I’ll go make you another one.”

He tilted his glass, emptied it, and handed it to her. “So bad I have to get drunk for it, eh?”

“Something like that.”

She walked through the house and into the kitchen, and he watched her round fanny sway rhythmically.

He was in love, and he knew it. No doubt. But…sigh.

She returned, told him to drink quick so they could get started.

Within a minute he was finished. He hiccuped and felt the bolstering effects of alcohol in his system. He was happy and high and excited.

“Okay, let’s go for it.” She took his hand and walked him back to her bed room.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

“What are we doing?” he asked, taking off his pants and shirt. His cock stuck out ludicrously.

She looked down at her favorite toy, gripped it and stroked it, kissed him, then stepped back.

She picked up a bottle of Nair and held it out to him.

“What?”

“Lose all your hair. Spread this stuff all over you, everywhere but eyebrows and scalp. When it starts to burn hop into the shower.

“I have to be hair naked?”

“Who’s to know?” she quipped.

So he spread Nair all over his body. He covered his groin, she helped him with his back, and…he waited.

“Ouch,” he finally said, and he got into her shower.

The curlies slid off his body with the water, and he stepped out of the shower bald everywhere.

Cathy toweled him off, then led him back into the bedroom. She picked up a can of spray and spritzed his cock.

“Hey!”

“It’s numbing spray. You won’t feel anything down there for a while.”

“Why wouldn’t I want to feel things?” he protested.

“Because it will enable you to be limp. Now, let’s leave it alone.”

She gave him another drink. “Too much alcohol will also help you be limp, so enjoy.”

“Why do we want me limp? I thought we were trying to get me hard enough to cum.”

“But that’s not working, so we’re going a different route. Put this on.” She handed him panties.

His mouth opened and he stared at the wisp of cloth.

“These?”

“Listen, we’ve tried everything. We’ve tried me bending you over and duplicating the original incident. So now we’re going to try the opposite. We’re going to reverse roles.”

“You mean…”

“I mean put those panties on.”

He gulped, and pulled the dainty underwear up his legs.

She helped him with a bra, and stuffed it with two water filled condoms.

“I hope these are big enough,” she said.

“I hope they don’t pop.”

She just smiled. “If they do we’ll get you implants.”

His dick, which had softened, now grew harder.

“Damn,” she said. I was hoping we could keep you limp. I wanted to avoid a boner bump in your dress.

“My dress.” His voice sounded so very strange.

“Your dress, now sit down over there. I want to do your nails.”

He sat at her vanity table, and she sat at his feet and painted his toenails. As his toes turned bright red she glanced up at him and smiled. “I like you like this.”

“If I become a woman, will you fall in love with me?”

She said: “I’m already in love with you.”

He caught his breath.

“But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I need to see how I feel.”

“To thine own self be true,” he whispered.

“Exactly.”

His toes done, she moved to his hands. She fixed long nails to him, trimmed and prepped, and glued them down. “I’m not using the normal press on cheapies. These are good nails, and good glue, they should last you a while.”

“But I don’t…”

“Get in the mood,” is all she said.

He had another drink, and he was feeling pretty loopy now.

She rolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt.

He wanted to see himself, to look in a mirror, but she wouldn’t let him. “Wait,” she said. “Wait until I’m done.”

She gave him a dress, it was tight around the chest, but flared easily at the hips.

“We need to get you a corset,” she said, and she sat him down at her vanity table. She put little white. clothes around his neck and began applying make up. As she did she explained what she was doing.

“This is cleanser…this is primer…this is foundation…I’m doing your eyes now.”

She worked quickly, and he enjoyed the feel of her hands on his face. It was more intimate than sex, and he loved it.

When his face was done, his eyes gleaming through dusky shadow, his lips red and plump, she fitted a wig to his head. It was long and auburn, and he was startled when the long tresses brushed over his shoulders.

And, finally, she was done.

Now he looked in a mirror, and now he was stunned.

He was a woman. He had enough curves on the body, enough softness in his face, and…he was a woman.

That excited Cathy. She felt electricity shooting through her body. Her pussy was wet and her nipples were rigid.

They stood and faced each other.

“Would you like another drink,” she asked, breathless.

“You’re my drink,” he answered.

“And you’re mine. Bend over the bed.”

He did, and he looked back over his shoulder at her.

Cathy went to her dresser and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. It was a strap on and she stepped into it. Her dick wasn’t as big as his, but it was stiff and rigid.

His was stiff and rigid and hung down, pressed against the side of the bed.

She lubricated him, used lots of lube. This was different than a prostate massager.

“I love you,” he murmured into the bed spread. His hands gripped the spread and his knuckles were white.

“I love you, too,” and she pressed into him.

It was different. There was a little pain, but not much, then she was sawing back and forth, opening him up.

He cried out, then gulped and began to move against her.

They screwed, and for him it was sweeter than any of the thousand women he had screwed as a dancer. Except for her, of course.

For her it was a revelation. She kissed the back of his neck, and her fantasies were fulfilled. She was screwing a woman.

He suddenly felt like peeing.

“Oh, God!”

“What?”

“I’m going to pee!”

“Pee!”

He did, and the semen, at long last, began to pour out of him. But it didn’t pour long.

She pulled out of him with a pop, pulled him up, turned him, and pushed him back. Now his dick, spitting out semen, was ready for her.

She sat on him, and enjoyed the drizzle. She could feel the immense amount of ejaculate he was giving her.

Then he started to shiver, and twitch, and he grabbed her arms. His eyes were wide, almost panicked.

“What?”

“I’m cumming!”

The orgasm wasn’t big, but it was long lasting. More female than male, but the best of both worlds.

Cathy rode him, and grinned, and laughed, and, finally, he started laughing.

“I did it.”

“Yes, you did.”

Then he sobered. “But I want to do it again, with you.”

“Honey, as long as you’re a woman…that won’t be a problem.”

They laughed and held each other.

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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