
        
            
                
            
        

    
	OOPS! 

	A torrid tale of first time feminization 

	  

	 

	

 

	  

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	“Hi, big boy,” she was a knock out. I mean, one look at her and your eyeballs turned to steam. Long legs, a flare of the hips then a dive into a tight waistline, then the fun started. World class breasts, and she wore them right. A high bra and low cleavage, I could see her large and erect nipples looking right at me. 

	“Like what you see?” she chuckled at me. 

	Her face was a gentle oval, her nose pert, which served to emphasize her juicy lips. 

	“Very much,” I managed to answer. 

	“Then stop gawking like a tourist and buy me a drink.” 

	I raised a couple of fingers to the bartender and he nodded. While we waited for him to get to us I asked, “What are you drinking?” 

	“Coke High.” 

	“Hey! That’s my drink!” 

	“Great minds think alike,” she murmured. 

	Joey the bartender sauntered over, we ordered two bourbon and Cokes, and traded names. 

	“Tina,” she said. 

	“Kirk.” 

	“Well, Kirk, what are you into?” 

	And that was the start. I gave her a capsule history, college, the army, a few jobs and now I finally owned my own company. 30 years old and I was the proud papa of a box company. 

	“A box company?” 

	Cardboard, packing supplies, tape, foam, the whole bit. And what do you do?” 

	“I help balance the scales.” 

	“Huh?” 

	I help people deal with trauma in their lives.” 

	“Oh, sort of like a therapist.” 

	“Yep. Just like. Tell me, have you ever done something bad to somebody?” 

	I almost sobered up and walked out. Good looking or not, I had a history. 

	She placed a cool hand on my arm. “Relax, be honest. Just tell me.” 

	I stared at her. I could see her caring, professional side coming out. She must be one hell of a therapist. 

	“I’ve done things I’m not proud of, I’ve done bad things to people, but I don’t talk about it.” I could feel myself shrinking back, withdrawing into myself. 

	She took her hand off my arm and sipped her drink. “Too bad. Sounds like you need to cleanse your soul.” 

	I changed the subject, thank God, and we kept chatting, had another drink, and things were feeling pretty good, then… “Huh.” 

	“What?” 

	“I don’t feel so good.” 

	The room tilted a bit and I stood up. 

	“Want to take a walk?” 

	“Yeah, I think I’d better.” 

	She linked her arm in mine, and that was good. I was starting to feel a bit woozy. 

	We walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. She guided me around the side and back where there were few cars. 

	“Is it getting better?” 

	“I think it’s worse. I don’t…I’ve never felt like this before…” 

	“That’s my van over there. Let’s sit down for a minute.” 

	I was staggering slightly now, and the world was turning about me. I was trying desperately to stay upright. 

	She led me to the van, opened the side panel and I sat on the lip. Behind me was an empty van. I looked up her, confused, in pain, and she pushed me. I fell on my back, the van door slid shut, and I closed my eyes. 

	  

	 

	Life became a kaleidoscope of whirling images. 

	Bouncing around in the back of the van. My head lolling, touching the floor, bouncing, but not caring because I felt like I was built of rubber. 

	The van door sliding open and Tina pulling on my arm, trying to get me turned around and on my feet. 

	Staggering a few feet to a door, Tina under my arm. The door opening. 

	Bright lights, slanted pictures on walls, the dull sound of far away music. 

	A chair. Sitting in a chair. Tina looking into my face.  

	“Do what I say. You have to do what I say.” 

	I had to…I had to…and it all started to come together. I had to do what Tina said. 

	I had to. 

	  

	 

	“Ohhh,” somebody groaned.  

	I was aware that I was laying on a bed. 

	“Ohhh!” 

	Oh, that was me. It was me that was groaning. 

	“Rise and shine, pretty girl.” 

	I opened my eyes. Or rather, my eyes opened. I wasn’t doing anything. The world was happening and I wasn’t involved. 

	The bed shook. Earthquake. 

	“Come on. Up and at ‘em.” 

	Another earthquake. 

	Oh, not earthquake. Somebody was kicking the bed I was on. 

	“Ohhh,” I groaned, then the pain set it. 

	My body was stiff, my joints all had super arthritis, my head had been filled with glue and the glue had dried. 

	I turned on my side, doubled up and tried to barf. 

	Laughter. 

	It sure as hell wasn’t me that was laughing. 

	I started to focus on the room. 

	A room. 8 by 12. Pink. White baseboards and molding. 

	“Come on, sit up.” 

	A figure came into focus. It was the girl I had been drinking with last…last night? My sense of time was totally skewed. 

	“When is it?” I croaked. 

	“There’s a glass of water on the table, and a couple of aspirin. Take your medicine and come on out. 

	She walked away, her round butt was still sexy, but I wasn’t feeling very sexy. I felt like I needed some aspirin. Like maybe a boxcar of it. I started to sit up, everything felt weird, I was off balance, my chest felt like somebody had tied a pair of pillows to it, and reached for the… 

	AAAIIIIIEEEE! 

	That wasn’t somebody else screaming, that was me. That was me looking at my hands. 

	I have spatulate hands, a little rough from ripping boxes and moving stuff in a warehouse. 

	These weren’t my hands. Well, they were, but they had long, red nails on them. Which made them look slender and feminine. 

	“What’s happening!” I yelled. 

	I stood up, suddenly shocked out of my hangover. My chest bounced. I looked at my chest. I had breasts! And my hair was long! It hung over my face. I brushed my long hair aside with my long, red-tipped fingers, and my hair actually got hung up in my long eyelashes! 

	I was now standing in the center of the room, turning, looking down at myself, trying to figure out how I had come to look like a woman. 

	I felt my face. My lips were slightly numb, but they felt…big. Huge, in fact. 

	I looked over my tits and examined my manhood. Oh, fuck! I still had it. But it was…not right. My normal 8 inch dick was now about an inch long, and my balls were tiny, little marbles. 

	“What the fuck…what the fuck…?” I was whimpering as I turned and examined myself. 

	Finally, I slowed down. I tried to think, but couldn’t, but I did see the water and the aspirin on the end table. I grabbed the little pellets and threw them down my throat, then tossed the water after them. 

	Fuck. What had happened to me? I remembered drinking, and feeling bad, then…images flittered through my mind. Being in the van, getting out, Tina telling me I had to do what she said. 

	Tina. She was in the next room, or at least she had told me to go in the next room. 

	But I was naked. 

	I looked around the room. No clothes. Okay. Birthday suit it was. I went to the door and opened it. 

	  

	 

	“Well, well, good morning, Miss Sunshine.” 

	She was sitting on a divan, back up against a wall. Next to her was a mousy girl whom I had never seen before. The girl had an okay face. Her lips were a little thin, but she had okay eyes, but she obviously didn’t take any pride in her appearance. 

	Her body was slender, almost a rail, with a bit of flare for hips, but a flat chest. 

	“What the fuck is going on?” 

	The girl I had never seen before jumped up and yelled, “No!” 

	Tina looked at her quizzically, “What?” 

	“That’s not him!” 

	Tina sat up and her face became very concerned. No more cheerful bantering, no more ‘how you doing good morning ain’t we got fun’ bullshit. 

	“What?” 

	“That’s not Kirk!” 

	“I’m Kirk,” I said, enraged, but confused. 

	“He’s not Kirk?” She stood up and faced the smaller girl. 

	“He’s the wrong one!” 

	“But you said Kirk would be at the bar!” 

	“He was! I followed him there!” 

	“What did you do to me?” I managed to gurgle out. 

	“Oh, fuck,” said Tina. 

	“What’d you do?” I blurted, and at the same time, the other girl turned to Tina and aid, “What did you do?” 

	Tina stood there for a long moment, then she grinned, then she began to chuckle, and finally…she laughed. 

	“Oh, God! this is good! I don’t believe it!” 

	Laugh, laugh, laugh. 

	Hah hah. 

	I was enraged, but didn’t know what to do, and my confusion was getting even larger. 

	Another Kirk? And they intended to do to him what they had done to me? What the fuck was going on and why? 

	At last Tina stopped laughing. She was shaking her head and chuckling. 

	I took a step towards her, my anger plain on my face, and looked into the barrel of a gun. 

	It wasn’t a big gun. And it was pink. Probably a .22, which wouldn’t stop me, but would certainly cause me to think, especially as it was pointed right at my nose. 

	“Okay, Captain Kirk,” Tina’s mouth made a little snarl. “Back up.” 

	I backed. She tracked me with the little pistol. The girl stared at her with big eyes. 

	“Sit down.” 

	I sat. She lowered the gun and kept it aimed, then she suddenly took a step to the left, turned and aimed the gun at the girl. “Now, you. Sit next to him.” 

	“Me?” But…” 

	Tina lifted the pistol and pointed it at her noise. Tina was closer than I had been, and her eyes crossed slightly, then she moved gingerly over next to me and sat down. 

	The gun momentarily off me, I was looking at my body, my arms, my legs. My little manhood. “What did you do to me?” I whispered. 

	Tina sat down on the edge of the divan and contemplated us. 

	“Well, kids, looks like we’ve got a problem. Correction. You’ve got the problem. I’ve got the gun so I don’t have a problem.” 

	“Who are you?” I asked the girl. 

	“Janice.” 

	“She’s Janice, you’re Kirk and I’m Tina. So what?” 

	“But what happened to me?” My head was swiveling back and forth between the two. 

	“You’re the wrong Kirk. I’m…I’m sorry. I never intended…” 

	I looked at Tina, who had a twisted grin on her face. “Okay, Captain Kirk, time to find out the facts of life. You raped her. Gave her a roofie and you and your friends abused her. She came to me and wanted a little revenge…” 

	“They ruined my life,” Janice whispered, her head down.” 

	“But why me?” 

	“Haven’t you been listening? Bonehead? Mistaken identity. Happens all the time. Happened to you this time.” 

	“But what did you do to me?” 

	Her grin got bigger. 

	“Vacation boobs. Saline injected into your chest and you’ve got nice, big boobs. We glued eyelashes on you, gave you hair extensions, long nails, and lipstick that lasts. Your lips have been plumped and stained. The color is designed to last at least a month, and it will probably be three months before it fades completely.” 

	“But…” now I was whispering, “What about…what about…” 

	“Your dick? That’s the best part. I gave you a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It’s a chemical castrator. Good for three months. So you’ve got about three months before your little pecker can spit again.” 

	“But I’ll return to normal?” 

	“What’s normal?” She leaned over to a table. There was a little bowl of M&Ms there, and she popped a couple in her mouth. 

	“What am I supposed to do in the meantime?” 

	She shrugged. “What do I care? I’m done with you.” 

	“You…you do this to me, and…and…” 

	“Hey, I delivered Janice’s revenge. That’s what I was contracted to do, and that is what I did. I delivered, I’m done, don’t let the doorknob hit your ass on the way out.” 

	“What?” My eyes, already widened, opened even more. 

	“What what?” She snapped, her grin becoming tighter. 

	“You’re just going to kick me out like this?” 

	“What’s it to me? Now get, and take Miss Stupid with you.” 

	“Stupid?” Janice’s voice quavered. 

	Tina laughed. 

	“But…I need to cover myself…don’t you have some clothes?” 

	“Nope.” 

	“But…but…” 

	“That was part of the plan. We were going to take you to a bad part of town and set you free. Can you imagine what would have been done to you?” She was laughing again. She really was a jolly person. 

	“Now…GET UP!” She stiffened her arm and pointed the pistol at us. 

	We stood.  

	“And don’t try to find me. If I ever see you again I’ll shoot first and laugh later.” 

	I didn’t doubt that. 

	I turned towards the door, Janice was in front of me. A shocked expression on her face. The best plans of mouseys and men. 

	She moved to the door, turned the knob and exited. 

	I glanced back at Tina. She laughed yet again and made a ‘shooing’ motion with the barrel of the gun.  

	 

	 

	We were in an apartment house, and we didn’t have far to go to find a shabby section of town. We were there.  

	We descended the stairs slowly. She had on flats and made a little noise. I was bare-footed and made no noise. 

	We reached the bottom and she stopped and we looked at each other. 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	I opened and closed my mouth. My large, red lips were quivering. I was naked, looked like a girl, and…and I was in a section of town that would not be too friendly to people of my apparent persuasion. 

	“I can take you home.” 

	I nodded, becoming aware of how long my hair was. 

	Her car was on the other side of an alley, and she led me to it. It was a red Honda Prelude, and she slipped behind the wheel and keyed my door open. I got in. 

	She leaned around and reached into the backseat. She handed me a thin sweater. “Here.” 

	I took the sweater and had my first adventure with women’s clothes. The material was thin, my shoulders were too large. The sweater wouldn’t come together in the front and it looked like I was wearing something deliberately provocative, showing off my tits, as it were. 

	She started the car, glanced at me, and drove. 

	Shock was starting to lessen now, but tears were starting up. I’m not the kind of guy that cries, so it was a very unfamiliar feeling as the tears ducts pushed rain down my cheeks. 

	“I’m sorry,” she muttered again. 

	I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. I had gone to a bar for a drink, and now my life…my life was over. 

	“It’ll be okay,” she said, turning a corner. 

	I was sobbing louder now, and she suddenly pulled over. She reached across the console and hugged me. 

	I cried on her shoulder, my whole body shaking with emotion. Finally, I managed, “Why…why did you…why me?” 

	But I knew why. Mistaken identity. I was just an innocent passerby, collateral damage. 

	“I’m sorry,” she said, yet again. 

	Finally, not sobbed out, but at least the edge of the storm done, I sat back. Tears still streamed, but I was able to take note of the world. 

	“40th street,” I murmured. 

	Janice drove quickly, but she kept looking at me. She seemed about to say something several times, but the only thing that came out was a muted, “I’m sorry.” 

	We arrived at my place of business. It’s a small brick warehouse with a parking area in the back. I have a cot in the back of the warehouse from when I first got started, and I have a trailer nudged up against the building. It’s cheaper than an apartment and I get lots of silence. 

	I need lots of silence. 

	She stopped her car next to the big back roll door. Several pallets had been deposited there, I estimated I had been gone two days. I stepped out of the car. 

	“Wait!” 

	Janice stepped out of the car and came to me. 

	“What?” 

	“What are you going to do?” 

	“Go to work.” Tears starting up again. How was I going to handle customers looking like this? 

	“What do you do? What is this place?” 

	“Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. I turned and went to the trailer, holding her sweater closed over my chest. She was walking behind me. 

	I stepped up the two steps, opened the door and stepped into my trailer. 

	Gloomy from all the shades drawn. Comfortable for one guy, maybe even a couple. Right now all I wanted to do was take a shower, put on some clothes, and sit in the darkness. 

	Janice was behind me. I turned around and looked at her. I took off the sweater and handed it to her. I closed the door. 

	  

	 

	I showered, and was almost afraid to touch my boobs. Simple saline that would fade away, be absorbed by the body, I guessed, in a month or three. 

	My cock. Just a dangling string. It would start growing in three months. 

	Fuck. 

	I opened my small closet and took out clothes. Shorts. A tee shirt. I pulled on the shirt and realized something: my boobs hurt. Well, not my boobs, but the muscles, the skin, that supported them. So, what? I needed a bra? 

	I sat down at the table and tears came again. Outside the window I could see Janice’s red Prelude. She was in the front seat, hands on the wheel and head bowed. She was in a ‘crying’ posture. 

	Good. Let her cry. 

	I bent over my boobs and put on some tennis shoes. My boobs hit my knees and my hair hung down and obscured my vision. I managed the task, however, and sat up. 

	I ate. I was hungry from not eating for the two or whatever days they had me, but I wasn’t hungry from my depression. I settled for waffles and apple juice. I had to force myself to eat. 

	Then it was time to go to work. 

	I opened the door and stepped down to the ground, and my boobs bounced so hard I was reminded of the pain. 

	Janice sprang from the car and ran around to me. “Look! I’m sorry!” 

	“Okay,” I walked past her. 

	I opened the big roll up doors, and walked into the gloom. 

	The familiar smell of cardboard. I walked into the front office and unlocked the door. Hopefully I hadn’t lost too many customers. 

	I returned to the warehouse and she stepped in front of me. “You can’t do this.” 

	“What?” 

	“You can’t…I did this to you. Let me help you.” 

	“You can help by leaving me alone. 

	I went to the hand forks and rolled them out to the parking lot. I pulled the pallets in. It was hard, I was awkward because the big tits messed with my balance. I started lifting boxes onto shelves. 

	Janice stepped in and started lifting boxes. 

	I didn’t say anything. Tell the truth, I was so immersed in my misery I didn’t care.  

	Fifteen minutes the pallets were done, the boxes stacked, and I took the empty pallets outside to put them in a stack. When I placed one pallet  on the stack it rubbed against my boob. “OW!” I grabbed my boob and stood there, not knowing what to do. 

	“Let me look at that,” she pulled up my tee shirt. Fortunately, it was just a bare scratch. 

	“Let me get a first aid kit.” She ran into the warehouse. 

	I didn’t need a first aid kit. I didn’t need anything but to be left alone. I sat down on a chair next to the order table and put my head in my hands. 

	DING! 

	Oh, shit! I looked up. Somebody had entered the office. A customer. 

	“Hi, what can I do for you?” 

	“I need some foot square boxes. Cubes, I guess. For moving.” 

	“No problem. Have a seat and I’ll get them.” 

	She started back towards the warehouse, then stopped and turned back to the customer. “How many?” 

	“Twenty?” 

	She said something I couldn’t hear, then re-entered the warehouse and ran up to me. “Foot square boxes.” 

	I motioned towards a pallet.  

	She grabbed twenty and started back for the office. She stopped and asked, “How much do I charge?” 

	“Three bucks each.” 

	“Got it.” 

	She trotted into the office, placed them on the counter and said, “Do you need tape? A dolly?” 

	Inside my far away mind I registered this. She was bright. She had checked out the front room and knew what the business was about. 

	“Oh, tape. Glad you reminded me.” 

	She came and asked about the tape. Three rolls would be enough, and they were $6.98. 

	She returned to the office, completed the sale, then came back to me. 

	“Look, I’ll help you. Maybe we can figure something out so you can…” she didn’t finish. It was obvious what she was thinking. So I could look more manly. 

	But, whatever. I just sat there and stewed. 

	Three more customers. Then she ran across the street for hamburgers for lunch. 

	We sat at the work table and munched our burgers. I was hungry, and the burgers were good. And I found it really, really weird to pick up French fries with long, red fingernails. 

	I stared at my hands when I picked up my cup of Coke. 

	She ate across the table from me. Watching me. Not saying a word. It was like asking me about products and prices had worn out her ability to talk. 

	Finished. I crumpled everything into a bag and tossed it into the big trash can. 

	“How come?” I asked in a low voice. “How come you did this?” 

	She knew what I was talking about. “I had a boyfriend. I thought I loved him. He gave me a roofie and shared me with his friends. I…I wanted revenge.” 

	“And you got me, instead.” 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	“Is the revenge good?” 

	She was near frozen with that one. She stared at me, and, thank the Gods, didn’t say she was sorry. I didn’t think I could handle one more, ‘I’m sorry.’ 

	“It…I think it was wrong.” 

	“So if you had managed to do this to your ex-boyfriend you wouldn’t be happy?” 

	“I don’t know. The way it turned out…I’m totally miserable.” 

	We sat for a while. 

	Another customer. Another one. Then she came back and sat down. 

	“”Why are you miserable?” 

	We entered into the conversation as if no customers had interrupted it. 

	“Because, I know this may not be believable, I’m not a mean person.” 

	“Fooled me.” 

	“Look,” she said. “They hurt me. I’m not just a woman scorned, I’m a woman that was laid out like a piece of meat. They did things to me. Yes, I’m guilty and I’m…I’m more sorry than I can tell you. But I still hate what they did to me.” 

	I didn’t say anything. 

	A few more customers and she locked the front door. She had seen the hours on the little sign in the window and knew I closed at five. 

	I stood up and walked out of the warehouse. She followed me. I rolled down the big door and locked it, then turned to my trailer. She was right behind me. 

	I walked into my trailer and sat at the table. She was outside, looking at the trailer, then she made up her mind. She went up the stairs, opened the door, and walked in. 

	“What?” 

	“We’re not done.” 

	I looked at her quizzically. 

	“I have totally fucked your life, and I need to do something. I need to make it right.” 

	I watched her. “So, what, you’re going to work for me?” 

	“Until you’re back to normal.” 

	“What about your own job?” 

	“I can get a job anytime. Believe it or not, I’ve got skills.” 

	“What kind of skills?” 

	“I’m a paralegal.” 

	“Oh.” 

	“Why don’t you sit down and watch TV. I need to go get some things. I’ll be back in about an hour.” 

	I looked up at the big screen TV that occupied the back wall of my trailer. I looked at her. 

	“Well, sit down, dammit!” 

	I heaved a sigh. 

	She turned around and walked out. I heard her car zoom out of the parking area. Good riddance. 

	And, yet, she had helped me. 

	Yes, she had totally fucked me up the ass, but…I needed help. I knew that. 

	I sat down in the recliner, picked up the remote and turned on the TV. 

	 

	 

	An hour later I heard her car zoom back into the lot. I looked out the window. 

	She got out of her car and trotted towards the trailer. She entered, without knocking, and placed a bag in front of me. 

	“I’ll figure out something other than burgers. But I had to go to my apartment, and I had to get a few things for you.” 

	For me? 

	I looked in the bag. Never Say Die Burgers. My favorite. I looked up at her with a bit of surprise in my eyes. “They’re my favorite.” 

	“They’re everybody’s favorite. I’ve got to get a couple of things.” 

	She ran out to the car, got some bags out of the bag, and hurried back in. She put the bags down on the couch and sat next to them. She watched me grunt and drool. 

	Never Say Die Burgers is on Silverlake, and they serve what are called ‘smash burgers.’ They smash two burgers flat, which causes a juicy, tasty burger, MUCH better than your normal burger. 

	“Is there another burger for me?” 

	I grabbed the bag and held it and shook my head ‘no.’ 

	She actually giggled, and I handed the bag back to her. The very significant thing that had just happened was that we had shared a laugh. I was living in a body that was severely altered, my dick was limp as a dead noodle, but we had joked. 

	Huh! 

	She reached into the bag and extracted her own smash burger, shortly she was grunting like me, absorbing that delicious construction and washing it down with Pepsi. 

	And, we finished. Crumpled up our papers and threw them in the bag. Then we sat back and I belched. 

	So she belched. 

	Fuck. 

	I was miserable, altered, hated life, and we were having fun. 

	Well, not real fun. Looking at her after the belch, my mood rapidly sank down and I lived in sadness again. 

	She became solemn. “I messed you up bad, and all for stupid revenge. And…you are a nice guy.” 

	“I’ve done bad things.” 

	“Like what.” 

	I was in the army. Mid-east. I did some bad things. 

	“What were you in the army?” 

	“Sniper.” 

	She grew very silent. Then, “Shit.” 

	“Don’t worry.” 

	“I should. If anybody deserves to get sniped it is me.” 

	“I was thinking more of that twisted fuck who kidnapped me.” 

	“Tina.” 

	“Tina.” 

	“Well, don’t. She’s hooked up to some big criminals. That’s how I found her.” 

	“You hang around big criminals?” 

	“My boss represents them. Sometimes. And sometimes I meet people.” She shrugged. 

	“Huh!” 

	We were silent then for a while, just looking at each other. She really wasn’t a bad looking person. She just wasn’t made up, and, of course, she had no real chest. 

	“Okay, are you ready for your surprise?” 

	“Surprise?” I raised my eyebrows. 

	She smiled, reached into one of the bags on the couch, and took out an item. She held it up and grinned. 

	“No,” I whispered.

	
  

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	She was holding a bra. It was flimsy, the top sort of cut off, I think they call it a shelf bra. It was white, and the cups were big. 

	“What is this?” I asked, sounding rather stupid. 

	“Go on, tell me your muscles aren’t sore from carrying those mothers around.” 

	“They’re not.” 

	“They are, and if you don’t have support those boobs are going to ruin your muscles, and your skin will sag down and when your chest returns to normal…you will have stretch marks and saggy skin and everything. 

	“I’m not wearing a bra.” 

	“Why not?” 

	“Only girls wear those.” 

	“Hell,” she laughed ruefully, “I don’t wear a bra.” 

	“You don’t…” I stopped myself. 

	“I don’t have a pair of super big mammary glands, like you do.” 

	“I’m not wearing a bra.” 

	“I actually thought you might say that.” 

	She reached into another bag and pulled out…bourbon! 

	“Fuck.” On one hand I had a bad memory of the last time I had gotten drunk. but, what was she going to do? Make them bigger? 

	On the other hand, I was a pretty much crushed individual, and I wanted a drink. Badly. 

	She went to the sink and found a couple of glasses. She came back with a Coke High for me. 

	“How did you know I liked Coke and bourbon?” I asked as I sipped. 

	“What real man doesn’t.” 

	Real man. I liked that. I didn’t really look like a real man right then, and it was nice to be reminded of what I was. 

	We sipped, and she placed the bra to one side. Shortly, courtesy of the liquid lucidity of bourbon, we were chatting away. 

	We traded college stories. We talked about jobs we held. We actually found a lot of stuff in common. 

	She held up the bra. “Are you ready for a test run?” 

	“Oh, God.” But I was loosened up. I nodded and put my glass down. 

	She put the bra on me, adjusted the straps, and there I was. A girly upper body. Sure, my shoulders were still a little wide, but there are girls these days who lift weights and that sort of thing. So I was acceptable. 

	“Take your pants off.” 

	“What?” 

	“Drop your drawers, soldier,” she giggled. 

	I thought about it. I couldn’t even feel my little pecker bouncing around in my pants. I dropped. 

	She tossed me a pair of panties. White. High sides, a thong up the butt. 

	“Are you serious?” 

	“Try it. You’ll like it.” 

	I stepped into the panties and snugged them up. My reduced package fit in easily, and…it felt better. 

	And, I have to say it, the little string running up my butt was sort of exciting. 

	Janice nodded. “Nice. Here.” 

	She handed me a dress. An actual dress. 

	I held the thing and looked at her. She shrugged.  

	“You’ll be able to work without getting crazy stares.” 

	I figured out how to put it on. 

	“Oh, man. This is juicy,” Janice licked her lips. 

	“What? You’re getting turned on by this?” 

	“I…yes.” 

	I stared at her. 

	“Go look in a mirror.” 

	I went to the bathroom. It wasn’t a big bathroom, but I was able to see about 3/4s of myself in the mirror. 

	“Holy fuck!” 

	She came and stood next to me. “I used to work in a dress shop. I know sizes. But…” 

	“But what?” 

	“But I don’t wear make up…and I don’t know a lot about make up.” 

	“I’m not wearing make up!” 

	“Oh, yes. You are.” 

	“You can’t make me.” 

	“Don’t have to. Look at yourself again. Can you see the potential there? Your face is still a bit masculine, but with a little make up…you have to do it. If you’re going to fool your customers.” 

	Fool my customers. Crap. And I thought about it. If I went in looking like a drag queen, that would be bad. Versus a full make up job…I could pull it off. 

	“But you said you don’t know much about make up?” 

	“I know a little, and you’ve got the internet here, right?” 

	“So you’re going to take make up lessons on the internet and make me up. Like, right now.” 

	“Yep.” 

	We were facing each other now, and we were standing close together because the trailer encourages that. And the moment actually began to fill with an emotion. An attraction. 

	I quickly moved into the living room. 

	Janice went to the computer and asked for my password. 

	  

	 

	She was right. She did understand something about make up, must be in girl’s DNA, and what she didn’t understand she got off the net. Shortly she was cleansing my face, sorting through creams and powders, and changing my face. 

	It was sort of neat. Being pampered was enjoyable, feeling somebody doing intimate things to my face was a kink, and even though my dick was as good as dead, I could feel a budding closeness. 

	No. I didn’t want to kiss her. I didn’t want a girlfriend. But we were growing closer. Sitting there, breathing each others air, watching me turn into a woman…it was…cool. 

	“This is supposed to hide imperfections in your skin. It’s called Primer.” 

	I watched as little marks disappeared, as my skin became smoother. 

	“This is foundation.” She brushed it on my face. “It smooths color out, that sort of thing.”  

	She worked for a long minute, then gave a sigh of aggravation. 

	“What?” 

	“Nothing.” 

	She went to the sink and washed her hands, then came back and used her fingers on my skin. She was standing between my legs, my face close to her chest, and I looked up and studied her. 

	She had chocolate eyes. Dark chocolate. They were the kind of eyes that, in the right light, looked like black pools. And they had a cheerful gleam to them. 

	She rubbed her fingers against my skin, smoothed the foundation in, and, I swear, if I had had a working dick it would have been working. There is just something so…cool…about letting somebody work your face. 

	She became aware of how intently I was studying her, or perhaps of a growing emotion. “What?” 

	“Nothing.” 

	But she knew there was something, and she kept putting on the make up. 

	“This is concealer. We can hide those big bags under your eyes.” 

	“I don’t have big bags.” 

	“Huge sacks, black as night. Testifying to your evil essence.” 

	“Fuck you.” 

	She giggled, and I think she was thinking about how limp my dick was. She certainly didn’t have to worry about being raped by me. 

	“Okay, powder,” she was studying a page on the internet. Too little and it doesn’t work. Too much and it’ll look like you’ve been putting on pancake make up.” 

	“Pancake?” 

	“Used on TV. Heavy duty stuff to withstand hot, klieg lights.” 

	“Oh.” 

	We continued, and she put on bronzer to make me sunshine-y, then blush. 

	“Weird,” I said, at one point. “Why would anybody want to blush all the time?” 

	She chuckled. “You men don’t understand anything.” 

	“We don’t?” 

	“You lust after girls who blush. Now do you understand why we put it on?” 

	“We not including you?” 

	“Yeah, I guess so.” 

	That seemed to lessen her cheer. I decided to avoid that subject. 

	We reached the eye shadow and eye liner and mascara stage, and it felt weird to have somebody working a pencil that close to my eyes. A little frightening, actually. Janice didn’t seem to pick up on that emotion, however. 

	“You have the most glorious lashes.” She remarked. 

	“Oh.” 

	Then she was putting on the coup de grace…lipstick. 

	“Tina stained my lips.” 

	“She did. But stain isn’t as bright as regular lipstick, and especially not gloss. We want your lips to pop out. Every man will want to—“ 

	She stopped. 

	I asked. “Every man will want to what?” 

	She grew bright red. She whispered, “Kiss you.” 

	It was a bright moment, clearly outlined. I said, “No thanks.” 

	She blurted, “Every woman will want to kiss you.” 

	“Hah!” 

	She was done. She stopped her making up and looked me in the eyes. “You’re hot. It’s not just men…I know that’s not your thing…it’s women. Women love women.” 

	“Are you a lesbian?” 

	She laughed. “God, no. I’m just saying there’s a lot of women who will be attracted to you.” 

	There it was. A dramatic statement. I should have asked, if it was a normal situation and I hadn’t been forced into it, I would have asked…’are you attracted to me?’ 

	I let the moment pass. 

	Done, we sat back and talked. Had another drink. Discussed girls and girly things. 

	“Do girls do this every day?” 

	“Most girls do.” 

	“But you don’t.” 

	“I’m a wall flower. I was always more interested in school, and reading, and…and I never got into the make up thing. 

	“Well, you’re certainly into it now.” 

	“I guess so.” 

	A short pause. A little awkward, but not much. We were getting used to each other. 

	“So now I’ll do you.” 

	“What?” It almost looked like she panicked. 

	“You just talked me through it, I’m probably going to have to learn it anyway, and what better way than to do it to somebody else, to see how everything works.” 

	She was silent. 

	“Chicken?” 

	“I just…I never liked all that goop on my face.” 

	“Sounds like you never gave it a chance.” 

	She didn’t say anything to that, and it sounded like I had hit it right on the head. 

	“It feels sort of neat.” 

	She said nothing. 

	“Come on, have another drink, and I’ll try my hand at making you up.” 

	Well, it took a drink, but she finally agreed. She sat on the kitchen chair and I stood between her legs, so very aware of my limpness, and began putting make up on her. 

	“This is cleaning.” I scrubbed her pores gently. “And this is primer.” 

	I told her what each item was for, and made a lot of mistakes, but between her advice, the internet, and even a little observation and common sense from me, she began to look like a girl. 

	I mean, she already looked like a girl, but now her face was becoming more colorful, more feminine, and…more sexy. 

	I was standing between her legs, leaning into her, trying to get the shadow on her eyes right, and she said, “How do you stand those big milk sacks?” 

	I realized that I was too close and I stepped back. “You should try some. It feels sort of sexy to bounce around a little. 

	“You’re kidding!” I think she was surprised that I would defend them. 

	“Hey, Tina gave me some vacation boobs, why not you? Eh?” 

	“Come on.” 

	“Hey, you’d look good with a nice, big set of tits on you.” 

	She blinked, but that conversation dried out. 

	But it felt like she was thinking about what I had said. 

	Big boobs aren’t necessary to make a woman look good. Heck, good looks are the product of a state of mind. But they certainly help. 

	Finally, I was done. “There you go.” 

	“You know,” she said, looking in the bathroom mirror. “Not half bad for a man.” 

	“I bet you say that to all the cross dressers.” 

	She giggled. “I can’t believe you said that.” 

	“What? Cross dresser?” 

	She stared at me. “This morning you looked ready to kill yourself. Now you’re joking about it, and saying…weird things.” 

	“I’m drunk,” I said. 

	“Not that drunk.” 

	“Oh, well, maybe I am.” 

	But I wasn’t. I was just having fun. 

	  

	 

	I woke up in my own bed, and realization washed over me, and when I rolled over my tits flopped a bit. Fuck. 

	Yet. Cool. 

	I got up, put on a bra, combed my hair, got dressed, then ate a little mush while waiting for Janice to arrive. 

	Janice. Beautiful Janice without boobs. I wondered what she would look like with big boobs. And if she fixed herself up. 

	Huh. 

	She arrived a half hour before work and I was startled to see her already sporting make up. 

	She breezed into the trailer, sat me down and started to work. 

	“You wore ‘goop’ today.” 

	“Shut up,” she said pleasantly.  

	“Are you hung over?” 

	“Just feeling good.” 

	I stepped out of the trailer and felt…good looking. Like I had just swallowed a pill that said ‘pride.’ 

	I walked over to the warehouse and rolled up the door and went to work. 

	There was actually a bit of work to do. I had to make up for not being there for a couple of days. It went fast, dealing with stock, cleaning the front window, that sort of thing, because Janice was working with me. 

	I saw our reflection in the freshly cleaned window. Two girls. Good looking. One with big boobs. 

	I turned sideways and found myself admiring my shape. 

	Sure, I was a bit wide at the shoulders, but nothing unusual or offsetting. 

	Several customers came in, one asked where the owner was. 

	“He went on vacation,” I explained, stunned that I wasn’t recognized. 

	Then there were no customers for a while, we had an early lunch, then more customers, and I was being a woman all day long. I was wearing shorts and a tee, and my heavy chest was up and proud, and I checked my lipstick occasionally, and…and I was passing for a woman. 

	I was stunned to find how much I liked it. 

	“You have to wear a dress tomorrow.” 

	“Why?” 

	“So you can feel fresh air touching your under parts.” 

	“Huh.” 

	“Of course, we need to get rid of your hair.” 

	“What?” 

	“I have to tell you, freshly shaved legs feel sexy, and nylons feel even better.” 

	I didn’t say anything, but I was thinking. 

	 

	 

	That night I fixed dinner. Being a bachelor I knew how to cook, and I was pretty good. I served a tasty spaghetti and we each had a drink and we chuckled and talked about movies. 

	Then, later, we watched a Disney movie. Mulan. I liked all the swordplay, and the idea of a woman passing as a man…I didn’t expect it to get to me…but it did. 

	But the worst thing was an ad for, of all things, Lady and the Tramp. And you know which scene I refer to. The scene where the two dogs are eating spaghetti and they suck a noodle until their lips meet. 

	Man, that image was printed on my mind like the indentation a shoe stamped in concrete makes. 

	“What did you think?” asked Janice. 

	I was about to tell her I liked the martial arts, but I blurted, “Can a woman pass for a man?” 

	“Asks the man passing as a woman.” 

	“Yeah, but I didn’t have any choice.” 

	She frowned. Everybody thinks you have choice about everything, but she had proved that wrong. She changed the subject. 

	“So let’s practice our make up.” 

	So we did. We whiled away a couple of hours talking about colors and shadows and facial features and stuff, and we explored the effects of make up on our faces. 

	I was making her up, against standing between her legs, my big boobs almost shoved into her, and I said, “Why don’t you get some big boobs?” 

	“What?” 

	“You’ve got a good body, you just need a little up topside.” 

	“Little like you?” 

	“Well, I might be a bit much,” I spoke wryly. “But, you could get some vacation boobs, see what they look like. Then, choose what you want, make them permanent.” 

	“Would you like me better with bigger boobs?” 

	It was said innocently, but the undercurrents were tremendous. 

	I blithely said. “I like you fine.” 

	I was almost done, I was painting her lips. She was staring up at me. She wasn’t just resting her eyes on me, she was scrutinizing me, analyzing me. 

	“Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” she blurted. 

	I froze for an instant. Then I stepped back, screwed the base of the lipstick I was holding and put it aside. 

	“There, all done.” 

	She wouldn’t let me off so easily. “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” 

	“Because I’m a man.” 

	“You could have fooled me,” but, oddly, she wasn’t speaking unkindly. 

	“What?” I said, not sure which way to go. 

	“I’ve seen you looking at yourself. You like what you see. I certainly like what I see.” 

	“You do?” 

	She didn’t answer, she just looked at me. I was aware that we were breathing harder. 

	“Kirk, I’m going to ask you something weird.” 

	Huh. What could be weirder than being a girl? 

	“What?” 

	“Can you…would you…” 

	“Would I what?” 

	“Can I see your…your package.” 

	I snorted. “You mean my tiny, weenie, little package.” 

	“Yes.” 

	I didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel much down there. But sex isn’t in your package. Sex is in your mind. Sex is in your feelings. Your emotions.  

	For answer I unbuckled my shorts, dropped them, and pulled down my panties. 

	“Oh, my God.” 

	My dick looked even smaller. It was like a little pinkie. And my balls, I might as well not have had any. 

	“Can I touch?” 

	She was looking up at me avidly. There was an excitement in her gaze that was so powerful it was almost frightening. 

	“Sure,” and I found that I was out of breath, slightly hoarse, wondering what was happening. 

	She reached forward and took my penis in her hand. She moved forward and gazed at my crotch. With her other hand she felt for my nuts. 

	“I think by balls have gone up into the…the place where they are before they drop.” 

	“Probably,” she whispered. Then: “It’s so beautiful. It’s so…small.” 

	“Yeah.” Why was this so exciting? 

	“She looked up at me. “Can I…can I suck it?” 

	“Uh…” hard to breath, “Uh…yeah.” God, I WANTED her to suck it. 

	She leaned forward slowly and took me in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around it. It didn’t get hard, it didn’t feel like I was going to orgasm, but it was incredibly exciting. 

	“Oh, Heysoos forked a dork,” I breathed. 

	Her eyes were focused on nothing, half closed, and her mouth worked around Mr. Happy. 

	For a long minute she sucked on me, and her hand went between my legs and stroked my buns, then I felt her finger sliding down between my crack. 

	Like I said, I did’t get hard, but, like I said, sex is in the mind. In my mind this was sexier than any squirt I had ever had. 

	“Fuck!” My knees were shaking. I could hardly stand. 

	Then she was on her feet and kissing me. I could taste my groin in her mouth, an earthy smell that did nothing but make me horny. 

	My boobs were pressed into her slender chest, and her hands groped them, felt them, hefted them, and searched out the nipples. 

	We broke for air, stunned by what we were doing. 

	“I knew that bra was right for you.” 

	“How can this be?” I responded. 

	Then we were back at it, sucking each other’s face, gobbling lips and feeling each other. 

	And, somewhere in there my hand found her snatch. I slipped a finger inside here and marveled at her wetness. I had had sex before, but this woman was gushing. I had never felt anything so erotic in my life. 

	I pushed her back across the table, then we were on the couch, kissing and feeling, and my hand began to work. I rubbed her clit, searched for her g-spot, and she began to pump her hips into me. 

	I kissed her breasts, was amazed at how much bigger her nipples were than mine, and, suddenly, she began to gasp and lurch. 

	“I’m cumming!” 

	Then, “Oh….oh…unhh!”
For a long minute she came. Most women are done in 10 seconds, but she went on and on. I kept rubbing her spot, and she was looking up at me, her face open and astonished. 

	Then she came down. 

	We lay there then, not moving, just thinking about what we had done. 

	“Oh, my God,” she finally whispered against my neck. 

	Moving cautiously, we untangled, straightened our clothing. 

	“Do you always cum like that?” 

	“No. Never.” She actually gave another shudder. She was still getting aftershocks. 

	She looked at me, “But you didn’t cum.” 

	“I can’t.” 

	“But it felt good?” 

	“I’ve never felt anything so incredible, but…three months.” 

	“Wow,” and her eyes were shining. 

	“What?” 

	“I…it’s…exciting.” 

	“Me not cumming?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“You’re weird, you know?” But I wasn’t speaking harshly. Heck, she was getting off on it…and so was I. 

	“There’s a lot to think about here.” 

	“Tell me about it.” 

	We stood up, awkward yet comfortable, and she poured us a couple of Coke Highs. We sat down at the table and stared at each other. 

	“What if you never came again?” 

	I answered, “I want to cum again, but…but this feeling I have right now. I’ve never felt so…complete. And I’m horny without all the mess of it all.” 

	“What do you mean?” 

	“I’m horny, but in a relaxed, comfortable way. I’m not driven by my dick.” 

	“You feel like…that’s like…” 

	“What?” 

	“That’s like what a woman feels. Sometimes.” 

	“Men are driven, they have the testosterone, and sometimes we get…obnoxious.” 

	She grunted, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking of a boyfriend that had used her like candy at a party. Drugged her and thrown her to his friends. 

	“Guy was an asshole,” I said. 

	“Yes.” Then: “You’re not.” 

	“But what if it’s just the castration chemical in me? If I had my full load of testosterone…would you like me?” 

	“I’d always like you.” 

	But we were both wondering. 

	“We could let me get back to having hard ons, screw a few times, like with me all manly and everything, and if you don’t like it we could, you know…” 

	“Give you a month of the chemical again.” 

	God, that was an exciting thought, and we just stared at each other and let our minds wander. 

	Then: “There’s another way of having sex.” 

	“What do you mean?” 

	“We could get a strap on. Then…then I could have a penis, and you…” 

	“What about me?” 

	“We could use it on you.” 

	“On me?” 

	“Anal sex. Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms.” 

	I sat back and contemplated her. “And that would keep me…testosteroneless.” 

	“We could try.” 

	“What if we try and I don’t like it?” 

	“Then you don’t. Look, we know we like you this way, so we could always come back to this. But we can try things.” 

	I nodded slowly. 

	“We could.” 

	“Let’s look at dildos on the net.” 

	Suddenly we were both excited. I flipped on the computer and we began searching. 

	Man, there are a LOT of dildos in the world. 

	Short ones, tall ones, fat ones, skinny ones. Dog dildos, pig dildos and, scary, horse dildos. Red ones, pink ones, black ones. Dildos with small heads, glass dildos, vibrating dildos. Within a short time I felt like Cheech in the movie ‘Dusk to Dawn,’ talking about all the pussy in the world. But now we were talking about dick. 

	We finally ordered three. A regular sized one, a specialized one that was for ‘prostate massage,’ and a big one. Real big. But not as big as a horse. 

	“This is for you? I assume?” 

	She laughed. “Who knows, once you see how much I like a big dick…you’ll want it, too.” 

	Finally, done with make up and drinks and sex, we watched a little TV. Arms around each other. And thinking more than we were watching. 

	 

	 

	I woke up, and it was weird, but not so weird. My tits were big, my penis was small, and I had a lump of woman in my arms. 

	She awoke, saw me staring at her, and smiled. 

	“God,” she said, then she was on me, insatiable, grinding her hips onto my rather dickless crotch. 

	But I liked it. I know this is going to sound strange, but it was love without the messy sex. And it felt good. And I was horny all day. Working side by side with her I kept looking at her and grinning. 

	And she was grinning at me. 

	And after lunch she got down and nibbled on my teeny peeny again. Nibbled a lot. 

	Amazingly, it was hard, but…well, it couldn’t do anything. Anything but make Janice horny. 

	I laughed at her when she was done. She was scrunched over a little and grabbing her pud, right through her pants, and wanting to cum. 

	“Hold on, slick. Wait for tonight and I’ll get you off.” 

	She kissed me, near chewed my tonsils out, and whispered, “And you won’t cum. But you’ll wish you could. And I’ll keep you there, on the edge but unable, for months and months.” 

	“Maybe years,” I whispered into her ear. 

	“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “I’ve got to cum! Now!” 

	“Nope. Time to go to work.” 

	So we worked through the afternoon, an Amazon truck came by, overnight delivery, and we stared at each other in glee. 

	  

	 

	“This is going to be good.” She was standing over me, stroking the dick in her hand, slathering it with lube. 

	“I hope so,” I agreed, feeling a joyous excitement lancing through my chest. 

	“You want it missionary or doggy?” 

	Now that was an interesting choice. I finally said, “Doggy. The net says it’s easier for the man to come if he takes it doggy.” 

	“Okay, roll over, Rover.” 

	I got on all fours and looked over my shoulder at her. I quipped, 

	  

	 

	“Old Mother Hubbard 

	went to the cupboard 

	to get her poor doggy a bone 

	when she bent over 

	old rover took over 

	and gave her a bone of his…OWN!” 

	  

	 

	She had slapped a bunch of lube into my asshole and she laughed at my yelp. 

	“All right, Rover, you ready to experience the other side?” 

	I felt my big tits hanging down, my tiny, little ‘clitoris all erect, and I said, “Yep.” 

	She entered me slowly, and there was a moment of pain, but she was gentle, read me right, and took her time. Soon she was in me. I marveled at the feeling of a dick in my ass. It wasn’t a real dick, but I could feel the veins. More important, I could feel the warmth and caring of the woman on the other end of the dildo. 

	“Fuck,” I whispered. 

	“Feel good?” 

	“Oh, God. Yes.” 

	“Good.” She began to saw back and forth, and it felt like she was turning me inside out. I groaned loudly. 

	“That’s it, baby,” she crooned. 

	In and out. A wiggle here and there, the feel of that big thing going around and around as if it was trying to hollow me out. 

	“Fuck…fuck…” 

	“Yes.” 

	She held my hips, controlled me, owned me, used me. 

	Then I felt it start to build. It was weird, not like a normal orgasm, normal for a male, that is. Instead of a little click and the quick rocket ride, it was like a warmth that seeped into me, elevated me, inundated me. 

	I could feel Janice’s thrusts become different, like she was stirring energy inside my body, an ocean of energy. An ocean that built higher and higher, like the ocean was becoming a tsunami, and I felt like I was being lifted up to the top of the waves, then smashed down on the ocean floor, again and again, and I was crying and sobbing, and I didn’t even know how it had happened. 

	Then I was done. Exhausted. Lying on the bed, her lying on top of me. The dick in me, but the ocean gone. Gone but not forgotten, gone but desired again. And again. And again…for the rest of my life. 

	And I thought: Why would I want to go back to a puny, little male orgasm? 

	She did a push up, got off my back, pulled the dildo out of me, and it felt like she was leaving a monstrous cave in its wake. I wondered about the big dildo then. 

	I rolled over, and she laid down beside me. We lay there, staring at the roof of the trailer, awed and in wonder. 

	“Okay,” I said. “Okay.” 

	She just smiled.

	
  

	  

	  

	 

	EPILOGUE 

	  

	 

	Janice continued to work with me, and we got married. 

	We found that it was fun to experience male orgasms, so we would let the castration chemical wear off, have our jollies for a few weeks, then I would get a shot and everything would go limp, just the way we liked it. 

	She tried vacation boobs, and she liked them. We both have a monster set of jugs. And all of our monsters are permanent. 

	 

	 

	Oh, and as for Tina? 

	I bought a rifle, tracked her down and…had my revenge. 

	Heck, I’m a sniper.  

	And, like I told her way back in the beginning, I’ve done bad things. 

	But she had thought I was hiding a past as a bad guy who abused women. She didn’t know I was talking about war and being a sniper and feeling guilty about it. 

	I guess she didn’t really know who I was. 

	Just another case of mistaken identity. 

	  

	 

	THE END 

	 


cover.jpeg
Includes the BONUS five star story
WE MADE HIM OUR FEM BOY






