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A Note from the Author!

Hi Guys and Gals,

Hurricanes come and go. Wars come and go. But feminization stays with us forever!

And shouldn’t it?

There isn’t a guy alive who hasn’t thought about what it would be like to be a woman.

Wear dresses, put on make up, have the world appreciate our beautiful bods?

So this book is dedicated to all those with the fantasy and the courage.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


A True Femdom Marriage!

Chastity and spanking work wonders!


PART ONE

“I do.”

Brad said the words and it was like a big sigh went through the church.

Mia smiled at him, and Brad felt a warmth suffuse his body.

He was married. He had taken on a wife. They would have a family, and he wold be responsible for everything.

“You may kiss the bride,” said the preacher. He was a gaunt fellow all in black. He had a weird smile, sort of rueful. But that was okay, Brad was not marrying him.

Brad leaned forward. Mia was so beautiful. She had a wonderful body, her chest gave him lewd thoughts. Her face was the face of an angel, full lips that smiled knowingly.

He was an inch away from her now, his own lips about to touch, when she suddenly gripped the back of his collar and pulled hard. He was twisted around and bent over. Now she was the one in charge, and she touched her lips to his, quickly, and let him go.

He fell on his ass, and laughter was smothered by hands over mouths in the big church.

“Hey!”

He got up and looked around. The women in the community were laughing at him. The men were looking away, but they had smirks on their faces.

Mia ignored him. She was being hugged by a cluster of women who had rushed the little platform.

Suddenly Brad felt a hand tugging on his sleeve. “Come along, Bradley.”

It was Mia’s mother. She was very short, very slender, but had her daughter’s massive boobs.

She was very attractive, but, like Mia, she had that knowing, smirky sort of smile.

“But…I need to be with Mia!”

“And you will. But first I need to acquaint you with the rules of our community. You need to learn how to act while in our midst.”

“I do?”

“Of course you do. You haven’t just married my daughter, you have married all of us, and you must follow the rules and be a good husband.

Put like that, Brad didn’t have much choice.

He looked back at Mia as Emmy led him through a door to one side of pulpit. She was such a vision of beauty his heart felt warm again. But she didn’t look at him, and he went out the door.

Huh! Some wedding! He was looking forward to a small party, then a honeymoon. The community had set up a small cabin behind her house for their pleasure, and he couldn’t wait. But now he had to go get a lecture.

He sighed and followed the diminutive woman across the parking lot to a small side building.

Emmy led Brad through the door. The room was only 12 by ten. It had one yellow bulb in the ceiling. There was no furniture except for a half a dozen hard back chairs folded in a corner.

“Get out two chairs, Bradley.”

Brad got out the two chairs and set them up.

“Sit now.”

Brad did, and found himself facing the older woman.

“First, I would like to welcome you to our community,” Emmy said. “Not many men are considered, and I hope you make it through your indoctrination.”

Indoctrination?

“Uh, yeah.”

Now, the way this works is that in our religion the woman is in charge. The man is responsible for making a living, and you will be free to do that once you have accepted our ways.”

That sounded right to Brad. He’d take care of Mia, and he would provide for her. He was a little unsure about the woman being in charge thing, but he figured it was lip service and he could handle it.

“Okay.”

Emmy was wearing a dark dress and she reached into a sleeve and pulled out a little package. “The first thing you must do, to prove your love, is to put this on.”

In the gloom of the room Brad stared at what was in her hand.

He squinted and made out a silver ring, a tube made out of metal arranged in a sort of a spiral, and a little padlock. At first he had no idea what it was, but…no. That would be ridiculous. This was a spiritual community. They certainly wouldn’t be involved in anything as kinky as a chastity tube!

“This is a chastity tube.”

Brad drew in his breath in a sudden gasp.

“This will insure that you do not have impure thoughts. Your wife will have the key and let you out when it is time.”

“Wait…”

“Yes?” She arched her thin eyebrows.

“That goes on my…my…package?”

“Of course.”

“And I can’t…we won’t…how will we consummate our marriage?”

“When you have proven yourself Mia will provide for your sexual needs.”

Brad was shaking his head. “Wait a minute! How come nobody ever said anything about this?”

“We need you to prove your love. Accepting this ring will insure your fidelity.”

“But I’m not going to cheat on Mia! I love her!”

“Prove it,” Emmy held out the chastity tube insistently.

“I can prove it without the need of that thing.”

“This is the way of our community.”

“I think I better talk to Mia about this.”

“Mia will not see you until you are committed to her.”

It was obvious how that commitment would be proven.

“You’re saying I can’t see my wife?”

“She has no interest in seeing a man who refuses to commit to her.”

“This is crazy!”

“The will of a man is weak, especially in the presence of profound sexual desires. This chastity tube will insure that you stay strong.”

“What if I leave?”

“You are free to leave. We will start the procedure to insure your alimony payments right away.”

“Alimony?”

“You are married. You have an obligation. Yes. You will pay alimony.”

Now Brad’s mind was going crazy. “What if I leave and then decide to come back.”

“You will not be allowed in the community once you have abandoned it.”

For an hour Brad tried to make sense out of this situation, but, in the end, he took the chastity device. He stood up and said, “Where’s a bathroom?”

“I must watch you put it on.”

Brad took deep breaths. He controlled himself. “So I’m supposed to get naked in front of you.”

“Enough so that I may see that you are properly chastised. I must ascertain this by feeling the device with my hands once it is in place.”

“You’re going to…” He growled, actually growled, and began unbuckling his belt. Turning red in the face he pulled his pants down, then his underpants. He fit the ring around his package, then slipped the tube over his penis. It took a little work as his penis immediately tried to get hard, but he finally did it, then he slipped the padlock through the loop and clicked it shut.

Emmy watched him the whole time. Her eyes gleamed when she saw his penis, but she made no comment.

“There. Are you satisfied?”

She reached forward with her hands and felt him. Man, that made his cock squirm.

She tugged on his tube, tried to get a finger between the ring and the flesh. She even tried to pull his dick out of the thing, but there were little points inside that stopped that.

“Ow!”

She let go of his caged cock and smiled at him.

“Welcome to the family, my son. I’ll deliver the key to Mia. Now get dressed and I’ll take you to see your bride.

Brad pulled up his pants and was very aware of the new article of clothing under his underpants.

It weighed down his cock. The round and round spiral of metal allowed his cock to feel, but that was all. The material of his underpants rubbed his cock through the spaces between the metal. His balls felt very vulnerable hanging under the thing.

What was weird was that he didn’t know how he was going to pee. There was a hole in the tip of the tube, but that would require perfect alignment.

He sighed as he realized that he was going to have to sit down, like a girl, to pee.

Brad followed Emmy back to the church. There were a half a dozen of the ‘brothers’ standing outside the church, and they focused their attention on him.

Then Emmy nodded to them and said, “Brother Brad has been consecrated.

Brad realized that if she hadn’t said that the men likely wouldn’t have let him in the church. Or perhaps they would have stopped him long enough that Mia could be removed.

And he wondered about Mia. Did she know about this? It seemed unlikely that she wouldn’t, but if she knew about this and let it happen…

Ahead of him Emmy stepped into the church and Brad followed.

There were still a lot of people in the church. They were in small clusters, and they all turned and looked at him.

Emmy led the way to her daughter and Brad ran the gauntlet of stares.

“Welcome your husband, daughter.”

Mia hugged Brad and whispered, “I knew you loved me!”

Then she had known! And she had let it happen, and she had never given hint as to what he would have to do.

Man, wait until he got her alone. they were going to have a long talk about who was in charge and what her duties as a wife would be. And the first thing she was going to do would be to give him the damned key!

The ice broken, more people came up and patted Brad on the shoulders and shook his hand.

“Knew you had it in you,” smiled one fellow.

Brad smiled back, and noted that everybody seemed to have a smug look in their eyes.

Did everybody know what he was now wearing?

And it was obvious they did, for the women, in passing close to him invariably tapped his groin with the backs of their hands.

It didn’t make any sound, but he felt the tap run through the chastity tube. His balls felt it and he felt a shiver starting to take hold of him.

Yet he put up with it, even smiled.

After a short while the whole congregation headed for the community building. They left the church proper, crossed the expanse of grass and entered a small building. Inside the building, at the back, was a big kitchen. Women were mixing things in big pots, working over the huge, hot stove, and preparing the celebratory meal.

In spite of what was happening with his pecker, Brad was impressed.

He had grown up a heathen, never going to church. To see this large ‘coming together’ of people was inspiring.

And he did like the way everybody kept congratulating him.

But they kept touching his crotch. At first they were subtle about it, but now they were more open. One women in particular, a wide lass wearing a bonnet, actually and openly grabbed his crotch. Then she kissed him, right on the mouth, and laughed.

Brad looked at Mia. He thought she would be upset, but she was just laughing at him.

“You should see the look on your face!” she giggled.

Then the dancing started, and the groping got even worse. Every woman wanted to dance with him, and they kept pressing their loins against his, as if trying to feel his crotch with their pussies.

His dick, of course, was revolting. ‘Let me out!’ it screamed.

He was torn between wanting more groping, and wanting to get away from everybody.

Unfortunately for him, his dick was louder. Not that it got out, but it sure screamed a lot.

After an hour of being constantly felt up, some of the men pulled him away and took him outside. There, a bottle was passed around. Drinking wasn’t exactly prohibited, it just wasn’t encouraged. Brad understood why. Being made so horny and not having a way to relieve himself would make any man want to drink.

He stood on the back porch of the building with the men and was afforded a few gulps. And, the men grinning at him, a few more.

“So how does it feel to be ‘consecrated,’ Brad?”

Brad tilted his head and took a big gulp. “It’s enough to drive a man to drink.”

There were chuckles, and Brad asked, “Do all of you…are you all…’consecrated?’

The laughter stopped. There were a few rueful smiles, more grimaces than smiles, and one of the men said, “We’ve all been put in our place.”

“But why don’t you revolt? Why don’t you get rid of these things and…and—“

“Woman folk got the keys,” murmured one young fellow.

Brad blurted, “Are you consecrated, too? You’re not even married!”

“Soon as a man comes of age he is locked up. The Lord’s wishes concerning chastity and abstinence are followed to the letter.”

“The Lord? I don’t remember reading about having your junk locked up in the bible.”

“It’s there,” offered a fellow as he took the bottle. “You just got to read it right.”

“Yep. Once we’re locked up we’re pure. Our impure natures are controlled.”

Brad turned to the young man he had addressed before, the one that wasn’t married. “You mean you’ve never…you haven’t even…masturbated?”

The young man shook his head.

“This is crazy.” Brad shook his head.

“You’ll find,” opined an old fellow with a long, grey beard, “that after a while you grow to like it.”

Another oldster said, “Well, you’ll still want to abuse yourself, but it gets exciting to be pure, and you stop wanting to abuse your wife.”

“It gets…” Brad reached for the bottle and it was passed back to him. He too a large glug, wiped his mouth and said, “Well, maybe for you guys, But I’m going to have a long talk with my wife.”

“Won’t do you no good,” somebody muttered, and there were  nodding heads around the group

The celebration went on for hours, and it got wild. The women were all grinning fit to kill a cat, and any man with a groin was ripe for groping. Didn’t matter if they were married, or married to others, they got their junk grabbed and shaken.

Some men were pulled into corners and trapped. The women kissed them, reached into their pants, and seemed totally in control.

The men went with it without comment.

Of course they did. To be felt up and kissed, it was something any man would like.

But to not be able to do anything about it? To suffer the feeling of the penis pushing and trying to squeeze out between the spaces between the loops in the cock tube? How could anybody stand that?

Brad was holding on to Mia while this was going on. He tried to ignore the goings on, but he couldn’t help but see. Finally Mia nudged him.

“Honey? Don’t you want to have some fun?”

“Well, but…we’re married!”

“Of course we are. But this will help you get all hot and bothered. You’re going to be so much fun tonight. Now go on and…Sally? Could you take poor Bradley here and warm him up a bit?”

Sally was a married woman with very large bosoms. She also had a beautiful face. The cap the women wore was off her head and her long, blonde hair flowed down her back.

She took Brad’s hand and pulled him away. Brad looked back, beseeched Mia with his eyes, but Sally just kept pulling him.

“Wait,” he blurted.

Sally pulled him into a closet in the kitchen. It was dark in there, and she grabbed his groin with one hand, and used her other hand to bring his hand up to her ample chest.

He could feel the softness, the warmth, and then she pulled his head down to her other boob.

“Come on, you stick in the mood,” she chortled. “Get me hot!”

Brad had no choice. And, even if he did, he was incapable of resisting. Having his cock trapped for hours, seeing the lasciviousness going on in the community building, his cock was crying tears of pre-cum.

“Wait, wait,” he mumbled. She had pulled her dress open and he was sucking on her fine nipples now.

“Wait,” she sighed. “What for?”

She had his caged cock firmly in hand now, and he groaned as she manipulated it.

“Bradly, I knew you were a horn dog from the first moment I saw you. Mia is going to have so much fun.”

“But…mubbble mubble…” he couldn’t speak with her boob in his mouth. finally he pushed away. “I’m a married man!” he gasped.

“I know. Isn’t it fun?”

“But…isn’t it against your religion? The ten commandments? Thou shalt not lust after some other dude’s wife?”

“Oh, honey. I’m not lusting for you, and any lust you feel is being transformed into excitement.”

“But—“

She held his face, pushed him back down to her tit and spoke over his sucking. “There’s nothing wrong with getting excited. We should be excited all the time. But there’s no way any woman here is going to let you put your little penis in them. Even if you could get it out of your cage. That is simply not allowed. No woman will allow it, and you would be ex-communicated if you actually slept with a woman other than Mia.”

“You mean fucked a woman?”

“Oooh, dirty words! That’s so excited. Here, put your hand down here.”

She pulled his hand under her dress and he suddenly felt moist, hot pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” he whispered. He was getting too excited to stop himself. Still, he tried to object. “But isn’t it bad for me to do this?”

She was holding his wrist down there and humping his hand. “It’s okay to use your fingers,” she advised.

His cock was wiggling and hurting so badly, and his finger sprang up like it was a dick. Shortly he was two finger in, all the way to the knuckles.

“Oh, yes! Yes! Do me!”

Brad was caught. He couldn’t stop, but he didn’t understand.

“How is this not having sex.”

In between gulps and sighs, accompanied by the thrusting of her hips, Sally said, “This isn’t fucking. Penis in vagina is fucking. This is just playing. Please, another finger.”

Now he had three fingers in her. She was moving her hips violently, her hips were rattling cans on shelves. She plastered her mouth against his and grunted.

Then she came. It was like seeing the sun come out after a storm. She arched her back and her eyes rolled up. “Oh, fuck!” she hoarsely whispered. “Fuck! Fuck!”

Brad kept shoving his fingers into her, and she slowly came down. She hung onto him and he leaned back against the door.

The door couldn’t hold their combined weight, and it sprang open. They fell onto the kitchen floor with a loud ‘plump!’

Brad looked up, and a ring of faces looked down on him.

They had been standing outside the closet, listening to him and Sally.

“How was he?” asked a girl named Sandy.

“He’s good. Needs a little discipline, and he needs to keep his mouth closed, except when he’s busy.” Sally giggled and stood up. She pushed her big, fat boob back into the dress and put her hands on her hips and smiled broadly. “But he’s good.”

“That’s all I wanted to know,” blurted Sandy. She helped Brad up, and before he had his balance she had pushed him back into the closet.

Brad reached around her for the doorknob but she pressed him further back. Like Sally, she was pulling her dress open, grabbing his groin, missing him madly.

“Oh, honey,” she said, “Mia is going to have so much fun with you.”

The night went on and on. The music was loud, more booze made its appearance, and Brad was in pain for the pleasure in his groin. His cock tried to hard to get hard, and was squashed for tis efforts.

Woman after woman pulled Brad into the closet. They were waiting outside and no sooner was he done with one woman than another would push him back into the confines of the little space.

At one point, after having given a big, heft woman a thunderous orgasm, he stepped out of the closet and saw Mia laughing at him. She was quite overjoyed with the way the women were treating him.

And, fuck, was he horny.

Surprisingly, considering his usual ‘wham, bam, thank you, ma’am, he had never screwed Mia.

Well, heck he loved her. He was into her, not sex. Which was not to say he was’t lusting after her worse than any other woman he had ever lusted after.

It was just that this was marriage, and he wanted to be on his best behavior.

Which didn’t mean that she didn’t tease him. She was quite free in exploring his cock. She loved to look at it, to feel it, even to stroke it. She would play with him for hours, asking him continuously how close he was, then drawing back so they didn’t have any accidents.

Then, after all that pre-marital foreplay, his cock was locked up and all the women start molesting him. Like, big time.

A couple of them got down on their knees and put his whole cage inside their mouths. That about killed him.

And a half dozen of them wanted to play with his asshole.

That was tough. He wasn’t much for anal sex, but he was so horny now almost any place on his body was an erogenous zone.

Anyway, some hours after it started, the ‘almost’ orgy came to an end. Men and women started leaving. A few of the singles stayed, hoping to be played with some more.

Brad figured the ones who left were actually going to complete the act. They would take off the chastity tubes and screw until their juices flowed.

When Mia took his hand and gave him a bold look he thought she was going  to do that to him.

It was their honeymoon, and that’s what people did on honeymoons. They pressed their bodies together, they rubbed those bodies together, and finally it was time to insert and squirt.

Mia held his hand and led him across the quad that was the center of the little, religious community. They were heading for the little ‘honeymoon’ house.

They walked across the lawn and Brad was gulping continuously. His penis had been wiggling in the cage all night, and it was dripping pre-cum like a faucet.

“Did you have a good time?” asked Mia, holding onto his arm. She was keeping her face straight, but obviously was finding humor in his situation.

“Uh, yeah. But…I have never been so horny in my life.”

She pulled his face down and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful, honey. That’s the way we like our men.”

“Does this happen often? Am I going to be molested by other women all the time?”

“Absolutely. Every wife considers it her duty to make sure every husband is excited at all times.”

“So, in the middle of the day, if some woman pulls me aside and tells me to…to eat her pussy—“

“Then you do it. That’s your job as a man, to make sure every woman is satisfied at all times.”

“But if the women get satisfied then they won’t be so eager to have sex that night!”

“That’s okay. We don’t mind.”

Brad shook his head. “But that’s not fair!”

Mia stopped, and he stopped and faced her. They were only ten feet from the front door.

“Bradley, are we about to have a disagreement?”

“Well,” he looked longingly at the honeymoon cottage, “I just thought…if women get off all the time then men should get off all the time, and—“

“Bradley! You can stop with that insulting conversation right now!”

She was upset.

“But, honey, I didn’t mean anything…and we’re just talking. Can’t we have a difference of opinion?”

“Husbands and wives must be of the same mind.” She folded her arms under her chest and glared at him.

“Well, of course. But can’t there be a little difference of opinion? If it doesn’t matter?”

“If it doesn’t matter then why bring it up?”

He was stymied by that one.

“Now come along. I don’t want you ruining my honeymoon night.”

She led the way onto the porch and faced him again.

“What? Oh…yeah. Let me carry you.”

She waited and he positioned himself for the lift. He tried to scoop under her knees and lift her up, but he was off balance and he fell—it felt like she pushed him—on his butt.

Mia giggled. “I guess you’re not all that strong. Can’t even pick up little, old me.”

Brad stood up and brushed himself off. He had a rueful look on his face. “Sorry. Let me try that again.”

“No need,” she walked into the house.

Brad scampered after her. “Hey! I’m sorry. Can’t you hold on for a second?”

“It’s okay, Brad. I know you’re not as strong as other men.”

“I am, too!”

“Well, maybe.” But even that statement had a bit of doubt in it.

The cottage was cute as a cute button. There was a little sitting room with a small couch in it. There was a book shelf with religious tracts on it. There was a standing lamp at the far end of the couch.

To the left, through a small door, was a small kitchenette.

Brad walked through a door at the back of the room and found himself in the bedroom. He smiled. The bed was small, but that was okay. He was thinking of using it for other purposes.

“Move along, honey.”

Mia pushed him into the room.

“That door is kind of small. in fact, everything is a little small in this place.”

“Please, honey. Don’t ruin everything with a negative attitude.”

Mia took off her gown and laid it across the bed. She was gorgeous in her corset, nylons and her skimpy half bra.

Brad glowed as he studied her form. She was 36 by 24…but the boobs were extra big. She was more than perfect.

Her hair was flowing down her back—the women here seemed to not want to cut their hair—and her skin was flawless.

“Can you undo me, honey?” She turned her back to him, revealing the ties of her corset. Also revealed was the lush whiteness of her soft shoulders.

Grinning now, Brad moved up behind her. The room was small and he barely had the room, but he pulled on her ties and the corset began to give way.

He placed the corset on the floor and she said, “Oh, there’s no closet. Can you put that on the couch in the front room?”

Brad could. He moved into the living room and draped the corset on the back of the couch. He went back into the bedroom, and stopped.

Mia was already in bed. She was smiling over the covers, and she was beautiful.

Brad sort of wanted to see her body, touch her breasts, appreciate her in all her nakedness.

“Get in, honey.”

Brad took his clothes off. Mia stared at his cage and smiled and licked her lips. “Better hang your clothes in the other room.”

Sighing, gulping with anxiousness, Brad followed her instructions. He came back into the bed room and she was laying on her side. Her back to him.

That was okay. He liked a little spooning. He went to the side of the bed and lifted the covers and crawled in.

She turned to him then and began kissing him. Her hands were down below, playing with his caged cock.

Brad was shivering, he was so turned on. He brought his hands to her breasts and felt them. They were massive mounds of pure sex. He was so horny he thought there was a danger that he might cum.

For a long minute they made out, and then Brad said, “I think we’re going to need the key.”

“They key?” She looked at him with big eyes.

“Yes, to unlock me.”

She lay back and considered him. “Brad, honey, that’s not the way we do honeymoons around here.”

“What?”

“To make sure that we get off to a proper start you need to stay locked up.”

“What?” Now his voice was squeaking. “Why?”

“Brad. I’ve kept myself pure for my whole life, just for this moment. You don’t want me to ruin it now, do you?”

“Well, uh, but…this is what men and woman are supposed to do!”

“Oh, Brad, you haven’t been reading your bible, have you?”

“Well, uh…not lately.”

“Thessalonians 4:3. It is the will of God that we abstain from fornication.”

“But not between married people!” His voice was a touch pitchy.

“Hebrews 13: 4. Let the marriage bed be undefiled.”

“But…but…if we don’t have sex then how does the human race go on?”

“Brad. Chastity fosters respect and ensures that people do not treat each other as objects. Chastity helps people understand the meaning of human sexuality and the gift of procreation. It enables husband and wife to love each other with respect, joy and reverence since it assists in sexual self-control.”

“But…but…”

“But don’t worry, dear, in a week I will take care of you.”

A week! His eyes opened wide. “A week?” His voice squeaked. 
A whole week?”

She giggled. “Surely you’re man enough to wait seven days?”

Arguments ran through his head, but nothing he said made any difference. If Mia even had the key she wasn’t going to bring it out.

He was trapped in chastity for a solid week!

Mia grinned at the look on his face, and she kept kissing him, playing with cage and fondling his balls.

For hours she kept this up, never tiring of the piqued look in his eyes, the hurt expression on his face.

“But, honey…” he tried over and over. His heart was thudding heavily inside. His eyes were becoming glazed. His cock hurt so much he bent at the waist.

Still, she would give in.

Finally, she decided to go to sleep.

“Honey, we can do this tomorrow, and the day after and the day after…we can do this for the rest of our lives. But I really need to get some sleep.

Brad actually started to sob, he was so horny and frustrated.

“Now, now,” Mia said. “Give me some room here so I can go to sleep.

But the bed was small, and she kept moving her butt towards him, and suddenly…he fell on the floor.

BUMP!

He looked up her in surprise.

Mia giggled. “I guess you’re going to have to sleep on the couch.”

“But…but…”

But that was it. He was thoroughly outmaneuvered. He went into the front room and realized that not only was the couch too small, it had her dress and his clothes on it.

“Don’t wrinkle the clothes,” she called out to him.

Sighing, nothing but a couple of small towels to cover himself with, he lay on the floor and closed his eyes.


PART TWO

The next day dawned, and Brad wondered if he had even slept. He was wide awake, a nervous energy running through his body. When he moved he moved jerkily, and he kept gulping.

“God morning, honey. How did you sleep?” Mia walked into the room. She was naked and her large breasts jiggled as she walked.

Brad stared, opened his mouth, then closed it.

She chuckled at his predicament, then kissed him good morning. Very soundly. And she reached under his caged cock and grabbed his balls with her hands. She had one ball in one hand and one ball in the other, and she pulled them gently outward.

It sort of hurt, but in the most tremendously sensual way.

“Please!” he yelped.

“Oh, Bradley.” She sighed, kissed his mouth again, and said, “We’re going to have so much fun. Come on, let’s shower and then go have some breakfast.”

The shower was  through a back door in the kitchen and out to a back yard. She led the way down some steps and under a shower head.

Brad was nervous being outside naked, but he followed her. “What’s this? We’re showering out—HEY!”

She had turned the shower head on him. She wasn’t under it, he was. He tried to get out from under the freezing water, but she pushed him back under.

He stood, shivering, and one of the women who had taken him into the closet the night before came around the corner. She was pulling a man by the balls. He was in a chastity tube. She was naked and quite voluptuous.

“I know it’s your honeymoon, but our water’s out.”

“Come on in. Bradley is just getting the water warm for me.”

The woman, her name was Sandy, pushed her man under the water. He didn’t complain, just went to freezing. “Morning,” he said to Brad.

Brad said ‘good morning,’ then stared at the two women. They were standing a couple of feet away and they were giggling and looking at him.

“How was your night, brother?” asked the man, who’s name was Stan, though the womenfolk all called him ‘Stanley.’

“I…it was great.” Brad wasn’t about to admit that he had slept on the couch.

“I know,” the man nodded. “That first week is terrible. I admire your fortitude, and just so you know, when it’s over and your wife finally takes you to bed it will be all worth it.”

“It w—“ Brad stopped himself from saying more. He didn’t want to sound bitter, or negative, or get off to a bad start in the community.

The water was starting to warm up now, and Stan cleared his throat.

Whatever the women were talking about they stopped and stepped under the water. Suddenly Brad and Stan were pushed aside. They stood in the brisk air, no longer warmed by the water, and shivered.

Brad looked at Stan, figured he might say something, but he didn’t. Stan just looked at the women and waited.

The women showered long and leisurely. They soaped each other’s breasts and pussies and continued chatting. Under the water, speaking in low voices, Brad couldn’t understand them, but they way they kept looking at him he figured they were gossiping about his performance on the honeymoon night. Except there hadn’t been any performance!

Finally, the women stepped out. There was a small cupboard door built into the side of the building and Stan opened it, took out two towels, and handed one to Brad. “Here go, brother.”

The ladies stood and waited, and when Stan started drying his woman off Brad figured that he was supposed to dry Mia off. He stepped forward and placed his hands on her sacred flesh. Well, the towel on her sacred flesh, but it was close enough. He trembled as he rubbed the towel gently over her skin.

Mia smiled at him, made him pay close attention to her pussy, and moaned to signify when she was properly dry.

Stan hung the towel on a rack, so Brad did to.

“Well, see you at breakfast, Brother Brad.”

The couple left and Mia led the way back into the honeymoon house.

“You did well, Bradley. You make me proud.”

She went into the bedroom and put on her wedding dress. He stayed in the living room and put on his tux.

She stepped out of the bedroom and he was smitten all over again. She was just so incredibly gorgeous in her wedding dress. He stared at the way her breasts bulged to create massive cleavage.

He could feel his cock dripping and he looked down. Sure enough, he was getting a damp spot on his pants.

“Come along, Bradley.”

She led him out of the house.

He didn’t know what to do about the wet spot, but he went along. He figured the morning air might dry it enough so it wouldn’t be noticed.

They crossed the lawn to the community building they had danced in the night before. Brad was stunned when he entered. It had been a mess, and now it was totally cleaned. There were tables set up and people were getting chairs and putting them under the tables, then heading for the kitchen.

In the kitchen a long line of men were ladling out bacon and eggs, pancakes and orange juice. The smell of fresh food was near overwhelming.

“When did they clean it up?” whispered Brad to Mia.

“Last night. After the men were done they came back and cleaned and prepared for breakfast.”

Brad was impressed. The men had been drunk, and teased and denied, and then had gone home to finally get a little, and then, instead of falling asleep, they had forced themselves to come back and prepare the morning breakfast!

He wouldn’t have been able to work after all that had happened to him! And he didn’t even get to fuck like these guys had!

Brad stood in line with Mia. Mia chatted with the women around her, and occasionally spoke to a man, but mostly to say, “More eggs, Phillip.” Or, “Could I have apple juice instead of orange juice?”

The man so addressed happily complied.

“How was the night, brother Brad?” The man scooped a large spoonful of eggs on to his plate.

Brad had the feeling that everybody was suddenly listening to him.

“It was…good. It was great.”

Though he seemed a bit befuddled, his answer pleased the men serving the food. They all nodded and grinned at him.

“That’s good, brother Brad. And don’t worry, when your week is up it will be worth it.”

The other men nodded solemnly.

They made Brad feel like he was part of a big secret, even if he didn’t know what that secret was.

Brad sat down at the table next to Mia. As the honeymooning couple they were the guests of honor, and they were sitting at the table at the head of the room.

As they ate, Brad asked, “So I have to wait a week to consummate our wedding.”

Mia just giggled.

After breakfast they returned to the honeymoon cottage. Brad was fit to bust. His cock had totally woken up and his balls felt like they were on fire.

“Are you sure you can’t unlock me a little early?” It sounded to him like he was whining.

“I’m sure, honey.” She turned to him. “It’s very important that you follow the rules and become completely indoctrinated.”

“I don’t know if I like the sound of that. Indoctrinated. It sounds like I’m being trained like a dog.”

Mia smiled. “In a way, it is sort of like that. But you’ll understand more after the week is up.”

“But I haven’t crapped on the floor and I still get my nose pushed into my mess and swatted on the butt with a newspaper.”

Mia broke into a huge grin. “Oh, Bradley, that is so perfect. I want to do that.”

“Rub my nose in a mess and swat me with a newspaper?”

“Yes!”

“Honey, don’t you think this is getting a little out of hand?”

Immediately she started to tear up. “Oh, Bradley! How can you say such a thing! I’m doing everything in my power to make you feel good. I play with your penis and I kiss you and love you, and then you won’t even play a little game. A game which you suggested.”

“I wasn’t suggesting a game! I was—“

“Doesn’t matter! You won’t do it! Are you trying to be a bad husband?”

“No! I—“

“Then you should let me do this to you!”

“But, Mia, proper wives don’t spank their husbands!”

“Maybe you haven’t noticed, but this community runs by different rules!” She huffed.

“Honey! I’m sorry! I didn’t—“

“Well, Mr. Bradley. I thought this week was going to be fun! I thought you were going to be a good husband. I thought…”

She continued on and on, and finally Brad buckled.

“Okay.”

She stopped her carrying on instantly and smiled. “Will you? Really? Oh, Bradley. That is wonderful. You do love me!”

She grabbed his groin, slid a hand into his pants and rubbed his manhood and pressed her hot mouth to his.

Bradley was confused. Everything was going topsy turvy in his mind. The way he was being manipulated, his growing sexual fervor, and now this…this idea that he should have his nose rubbed into his mess and be spanked…it was crazy!

But he was too horny to think straight. His cock was crawling around, pressing painfully out, and his mind seemed to have been short circuited.

He had one dismal thought: what is going on!?

“Lay on the bed here, Bradley.”

Flabbergasted in a most subtle manner, Brad crawled up on the marriage bed.

“Oh, look! This bed came with little, leather cuffs!”

Brad looked at the corner of the bed. Mia was holding up a leather strap that seemed to be part of the bed. It came up over the corner of the bed.

“Put your hand right here…that’s it…see?”

The leather strap had a velcro fastening. It was quick and easy to put on, but it wasn’t going to be quick and easy to take off. In fact, when she had all four straps fastened, and Brad was lying face down, he knew she would have to release him. There was no way he was getting out of this on his own.

Then he realized: what does this have to do with having my nose rubbed into something? And what was the something he was supposed to have his nose rubbed into?

“Now, Bradley, we seem to have a problem.”

“What?”

“You went to bed with your clothes on. Didn’t you know you’re supposed to be undressed?”

“Oh, well, maybe you should let me up and I can get undressed.”

“Too late for that,” Mia murmured.

She reached under his waist, he pooched up a bit, and unfastened his belt and zipper. Then she moved back and started pulling his pants down.

Now Brad found himself grinning. Sure, he was face down, but this was a very sexual position. Maybe something…

“Here you go, honey,” she pushed her panties into his mouth.

“Mphhumph!”

“What’s that?” she giggled. “I can’t hear you?”

“Mpuumph!”

“Well, Bradley, maybe I should punish you for not speaking clearly.”

“Mphooophum!”

“No. I think I’ll stick to your original sin. Or crime, if you wish.”

“Mooophumb!”

“You haven’t been eating me out! Oh, you do a good enough job with your fingers. But not once…and we’ve been married a whole day…have you used your mouth to get me off.”

“Ummphooob!”

“Don’t you know how to please a woman?”

SMACK!

Brad arched his back and Mia giggled.

“Isn’t this fun?”

SMACK!

She was using his belt on him, and she was stronger than he had thought.

SMACK!

“MOOOPHOOOM!”

He tried to spit her panties out. They were blotting up all the moisture in his mouth. She had worn them all day yesterday and they were…pungent.

SMACK!

Brad howled through the panty gag. He cried. And then she stopped.

He lay, gasping, and she sat next to him. She reached under his body and felt his balls. “Oh, Bradley. We’re going to have so much fun. I know it doesn’t always make sense, but this is what a woman needs. And you are proving yourself a real man by submitting to it.”

Brad lay there, his ass burning, but then her fingers slithering over his testicles made him feel good.

She got off the bed, moved around, then sat down behind him, next to his burning butt.

“Now, you might not like this, but, guaranteed, once it’s in you’re going to love it.”

Her fingers entered his rectum and he jerked up, pressed his hips down. There was no way he could resist because her fingers were coated with extremely efficient lubricant.

“Doesn’t this feel wonderful? Bradley, dear?” She reamed him slowly and gently, smoothing lubricant into him.

After a moment, he relaxed. It did feel good. In fact, it felt great!

He was reminded of those women who had teased him the night before A half a dozen of them had wanted to play with his butthole.

And it was good.

He wiggled his butt a bit.

“That’s a good boy.” She used more fingers, and now she wasn’t just circling the rim, she was pushing in and out.

Brad groaned. Man, this felt good!

She pulled her fingers out, spread his ass cheeks, and pushed a butt plug into him.

He grunted. There was a moment of pain, then he was feeling really good. He felt full. And all the sensitive nerve endings were singing happily.

“Now, Bradley, I’m going to let you up. It’s time for you to go work with the men. But I expect you to lay down like this whenever I ask you. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“And you promise?”

Again, he nodded, and she loosened the straps.

Brad pulled on and spat out the underwear, twisted up and sat on the side of the bed. He wiped tears from his eyes, then stood up. It hurt to stay seated.

Mia handed him his belt. “You need to get together with the men now.”

He nodded, didn’t look at her, and got dressed.

He was in a confused state of mind.

He had been spanked. Made to cry. He could still taste her stinky underwear.

Yet…he was totally turned on. He looked down at his crotch. His pecker was pressing so hard against the chastity tube that he was pulling his balls out.

Even his nipples were erect.

Worst of all was the butt plug up his heinie. It felt good. It felt like he was fucking, except that, in a way, it was him that was getting fucked.

And it felt good. He felt full and it was rubbing against his prostate. It was making him drip even harder.

Finally, he walked towards the door.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

He turned to her, then went to her. When he kissed her it was like nothing he had ever experienced before. He had never been so aware of her hot mouth as he was right then, and he began to cry all over again.

She held him, patted his back gently. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

He nodded, and eventually she pushed him away, guided him towards the door, and he went out.

The men were already working, and none of them seemed to begrudge him his tardiness.

The preacher, the fellow who had married him and Mia, called to him. “I know you’re probably tired after last night,” he grinned. “So we’ll give you light duty.

Brad nodded and fell into step with a husky farmer type, right down to his worn coveralls and the straw in his mouth.

“Hey, young fellow, I see you survived the night.”

Brad nodded.

“You’ll be glad to know we just do a little sweep and mop today.”

A little sweep and mop ended up being a lot of work. It wasn’t hard work, but it went on and on.

They gathered towels from showers and washed them and replaced them in the building cupboards.

They changed sheets, more washing and drying.

They swept and mopped just about every floor in the community.

They picked up hampers, usually full of dainty underthings, and washed them.

Brad was handling hundreds of bras and panties. They were frilly, sexy things, and sometimes, being so horny, he wished he could take the time to sniff them.

And the day went on.

They skipped lunch, and Brad was starving by the time he was sent home to get ready for dinner.

At home Mia was waiting, and she was excited. “They brought you some clothes!” she gushed. He went through a large bundle and found tees, flannels, jeans, and a pair of stodgy work boots.

Yippee.

While he looked at the clothes Mia couldn’t keep her hands off him. She wanted him to try things on, and every change of clothes brought more fondling, more kissing.

Oh, his aching dick. It squirmed like a worm on steroids, and it felt like the head of a goat who had been butting all day.

The only good news was that Mia took out his butt plug.

He had been told to keep it in all day, and after the long day he really wanted it out. After the first few hours of being excited it became wearing.

“Don’t worry,” the old farmer type he had been working with said. “You’ll get used to it. First few days are the worst. By the end of seven days, though, you’ll be able to take anything you want up the butt.”

It was a crude way to put it, and made Brad feel awkward. But it was just an old bull giving advice to a young bull.

They sauntered over to the hall, Mia clinging to his arm and going on about her day.

First she had attended a sewing circle, and she had great plans for making a patchwork rug.

Then she had done yoga with the preacher’s wife.

Then she had…done other things.

While Brad had been washing and drying, she had been learning to knit and dance.

Somehow, to Brad’s cock caged mind, it didn’t seem all that fair.

After dinner they went to a church meeting, and the preacher made veiled jokes about the happiness of recently married couple.

All the people around them were winking and nudging.

Then it was time to go home.

To sleep. To engage in personal, sexual activity.

Except, once again, Brad was limited to hugged and kissing.

Mia played with him mercilessly, bringing him to the point of tears, and he was so horny. All night and into the wee morning.

Brad had been in the army, he had suffered through basic training, and this, what he was currently going through, was actually worse.

In the army he got three square meals a day. He had some down time, not much, but a little. And he got eight hours sleep a night.

Now he was getting two meals a day, the work, while not hard, was continual, and he certainly wasn’t getting eight hours sleep a night.

And this went on, day after day, night after night.

And if that wasn’t bad enough, women in the community sought him out at odd times. They played with him, and made him play with them. By the time seven days had passed Brad was dazed and dizzy. He was certainly looking forward to a night of no chastity tube, a night of unrestrained squirting, and then being able to sleep for fourteen or sixteen hours straight.

Then the seventh day came.

Brad was yawning at supper.

“Brad, close your mouth,” Mia giggled and teased him. “People are going to think you’re not looking forward to tonight.”

“Oh, I’m looking…” he yawned mightily, “…forward. And then I’m going to sleep 24 hours straight.”

The ladies around him chuckled and exchanged looks with Mia, who just smiled knowingly.

After dinner there was a short, prayer meeting, then the men disappeared and all the women walked Brad and Mia out to the barn.

The barn. Brad had never been in there. He heard mooing. He knew the cows were getting milked, but…why were they taking him there? Shouldn’t they be dropping him and Mia off at their own, little love nest?

They entered the barn, and it was a long building with rows of stalls, the pipes and tubes and machines of automatic milkers, and bales of hay.

Brad was now almost out on his feet. The lack of sleep, the continued horniness, he was breaking down.

The ladies supported him, however. They kept him moving.

At the end of the barn was a door, and the ladies opened it and hustled Brad in.

It was a series of large stalls, but the stalls had benches in them. The benches were sloping down in the center, and Brad was helped onto one of them. That was the moment he realized that he had been, not only sleep deprived and hornicized, but drugged.

“Hey?”

“It’s okay, honey. You just been given a mild sedative. We don’t want you sleeping through your wedding night.”

“But…I…” his words were slurred and his mind was cock eyed.

The women moved around the bench and fastened his limbs down. His belly filled the curve of the bench, and this pooched his butt up.

One of the women moved behind him, placed one hand on his butt and gripped his butt plug with the other. It was a big plug, Mia had been putting bigger and bigger plugs into him, and she pulled.

It popped out with the sound of a champagne bottle popping its cork.

Brad groaned. Even that felt good to his addled senses.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

One of the older ladies sat down next to him. He heard the women moving around behind him, whispering and giggling.

“Well, Bradley,” said the older woman, “you have no doubt come to understand how serious we are about keeping the body pure and sacred.”

It was the preacher’s wife. She was a good looking woman, with the usual large breasts of the women of the community. She leaned down and whispered in his ear. “No man, nor woman, should be sullied by impure thoughts. We pity the people of old. Men were insistent, and there was no way, no technology, to control them. Fortunately, we have advanced, and now there is a way to help men control themselves.”

Suddenly, Brad felt a penetration in his butt.

He groaned, and arched his back. The penetration was larger than a butt plug, and it was curved.

“What you are feeling is our special, patent pending prostate massager. It is designed to press on the prostate, and that will release your seed.

Whoever was behind him, he thought it might be Mia, was moving forward and backward, pushing into him and pulling out, and he could feel the delicious pressure of the tip of the thing pressing on his prostate.

“From this point on you will be milked three times a week. Your semen will be used for artificial insemination. Just think, some of the ladies of the community might end up carrying your baby, and you will never know.

Any remaining seed will be mixed into food products, which food products will make you, and us, extremely healthy. You have no doubt noticed our large breasts, our fine skin, our lush locks of long hair. You may have noticed how healthy and strong our men are. This is the result of male semen.

“Also, you may find yourself close to orgasm at times. At that point we will back off and give you a brief rest. We don’t want you to suffer any undue agitation. We want to keep you in the best possible position so that you will be fertile at all times and ready for milking.

Brad lay on the bench. His eyes were half rolled back at the pleasure he was receiving. What she had said was true, he felt close to orgasm, but whenever it looked like he might be able to lurch a few times and give himself an orgasm, they stopped and waited.

Again and again and again.

The first woman finished. Apparently the ‘prostate massager’ they were using had a little nub on the back end that tickled their G spot. He heard woman after woman groan, only to be replaced by another.

So this was where the women spent their days and nights. He had noticed that there didn’t seem to be many women in sight during the day, or the night, so this is where they were.

And this was why the men smiled, yet seemed so docile.

“You’re starting to produce now, Bradley. Can you feel it?”

It felt like he was pissing. One of the women was holding a large, silver can under his caged cock, and the semen was drizzling into the container. He could hear the occasion splat and tinkle as he emptied out.

Another woman took him.

Mia sat down next to him. “Gosh, Bradley, you were good. I’m so proud of you.”

He turned his face towards her. He was no longer tired. Now he was wired. Now he was, even as he was being emptied, filled with a kind of energy.

“I’m never going to get to fuck you, am I?”

“Oh, Bradly, you silly. Of course not. But why would you want to? Why would you want to assert some sort of ownership over me? Isn’t it more pleasurable to be excited, and then drained?”

The problem with her argument was that she was right.

He had been raised a male, by males. Now he was being reconditioned, raised, as it were, by females.

Now he was learning his new place in the world.

He would be excited by endless women so free in their charms, and drained of his excitement regularly.

He wouldn’t be stubborn or truculent. He would be well mannered and loving, and his seed wouldn’t be wasted.

Another woman moved up behind him. He felt the sinking in of her dong. He felt shivers as she touched his prostate and manipulated it.

And Brad had a vision, a little cartoon in his head. And the vision was of him working like a dog during the day, happy and stupid, and then being drained of his energy at night. And he would give up dreams for this utopia. He wouldn’t cheat on his wife, or go off to war. He wouldn’t commit crimes or…or break any of the ten commandments.

And he could see all mankind being converted to this existence. All mankind led to their stalls. Free to be loved, and then drained.

As a tear trickled down his cheek, a tear for a lost civilization, Mia kissed him and whispered, “Oh, Bradley, we’re going to have so much fun!”

END
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PART ONE

“I’ve got photos.”

Jenny looked at Sam Harder. She kept her eyes steady, but she wanted to cry. She had suspected, but to be proved right…she wanted to be wrong.

“Let’s see the photos,” Jenny’s voice didn’t quiver, though her heart was broken.

Sam was a thin, scrawny sort. The kind one didn’t normally trust. He had a pinched face, narrow eyes, and a petulant whine for a voice. He held out a 9 by 12 envelope. His fingers were bitten to the quick.

Jenny took the folder. She was a young woman, 25, and quite the looker. Her boobs were large and luscious, and she had a wasp waist. Her ass was round and soft looking. Her face was oval with round lips.

Sam, bastard that he was, was sporting a hard on behind his desk.

Harder has a hard on, he chuckled to himself.

Jenny opened the envelope and spilled the pictures onto the desk. She picked them up and flipped through them one at a time.

Johnny welcoming a woman at the front door of their house. The welcome consisted of a might hug.

The next picture had the woman kissing his cheek.

Then Johnny put an arm around her. She was laughing, pinching his cheek.

They walked into the house. From behind she could the woman had quite the figure.

The shutting, but just before it closed all the way Jenny could see Johnny hugging the woman.

A second batch of pictures, kept separate by a paper clip.

The woman leaving the house. Again with the hugs.

The woman walking down the walkway, getting into an expensive car.

Jenny sat in shock. She wondered who the woman was. She wondered if Johnny had bought the car for her.

Dully, she asked, “Who’s the woman.”

“Evelyn Forest. Goes by the name of Eve.”

Jenny snorted, Eve. The original sinner.

“She lives in Lakeview. Got a house on the lake, seems to be rich, but I’ll need further authorization before I can go looking deeper.”

Jenny felt a tear squeezing out of an eye. She loved Johnny, and now he does this to her.

She wanted to know more about this woman. She wanted to find out who she was, what she did, and how she had met Johnny.

She wanted to know how long they had been seeing each other.

“I want to know more, but…”

“Yes?”

Sam the weasel’s mouth twisted in a sly grin. His eyes glimmered.

“I want to know how long this has been going on. Can you find that out?”

“A week,” said Sam. He seemed to hav e a built in sneer on his thin lips. “Gimme a week.”

“Done.”

Jenny gathered up the photos and left shortly after that.

As soon as she was gone Sam snickered. He opened his desk drawer and took out another envelope. This had all the information she had requested. But she had money, and Sam wanted more of it. Bitch was hooked but good.

Sam laid out the photos and documents and began writing a report. As soon as he was done with that he would go out and party for a week, then he would turn over the report and make enough money to party for another week.

Sam snickered again as he wrote down the damning words.

“Hi, babe!” Johnny kissed Jenny a big smacker.

She tried to grin naturally. “”You seem to be in a good mood.”

“Oh, yes. things are looking up. How were things at the hospital?”

Jenny walked past him, heading for the bedroom. She hoped he wouldn’t follow her, but he did.

“They were okay.”

“Any new and ground breaking operations?”

Jenny was a plastic surgeon, and Johnny was always curious about her procedures. He said all the things she did sounded more like science fiction.

“Not a one. Just made a woman’s breasts bigger.”

She talked to talk, to keep her mind off the terrible photos she had in her purse.

“Porn star big? Or just a little bigger.”

Actually, she hadn’t had any operations today. She had a meeting with a skunky sort of a Private Investigator. A PI. But she made up a story just to keep talking, to keep her mind off her tragedy.

“Porn star big. She wants Chyna 2000 implants. And she wants bigger nipples. She even wants her booty built up.”

Johnny chuckled. “It always amazes me. These women wanting to be bigger.”

Jenny turned to him, kept her bitterness from showing. “So you wouldn’t want a bigger cock?”

“I would if I could do it safely, I suppose. But, why? Do you want me to have a bigger cock?”

She took off her blouse and hung it up.

Johnny moved in and hugged her, put his lips on hers.

She felt like crying, like screaming. Instead, she pushed him gently away. “Not today, Johnny. I feel real tired.” She put on a sloppy, old hoody.

“Aw, that’s too bad. Can I do something? Give you a back rub? Get you some soup and crackers?”

“No,” she said, swapping her skirt for sweat pants. “I just want to laze around tonight. I’ll probably sleep or something.”

“Well, okay. But if there’s anything I can do?”

“I’ll let you know.” She sat down and started taking off her make up. She didn’t want to give Johnny any excuse to bone up or pester her.

Johnny watched her for a second, and she watched him peripherally in her vanity mirror.

He was handsome. He was slender, but wiry. His face was a gentle oval with full lips. He wore his hair long, and…and she almost sobbed for how he had hurt her.

At last, Johnny left the room. She heard him turn on a football game int he entertainment room.

She bent her head slightly and the tears poured out. Her back rippled as she sobbed. Why…why had he done this to her?

It was a long week for Jenny, and every day was an exercise in how to avoid Johnny without letting him know what she knew. Every day she made an excuse. She didn’t feel well. She had a headache. That old stand by…she had her period.

Johnny was very understanding.

Of course he was. He was playing super polite because he had a dread secret he was hiding. He was having an affair and didn’t love her anymore.

It was terrible. It was awful, and to top if off, on Thursday, the day before she was to see Sam Harder again, he smiled, smirked, actually, and said, “You know, things are going well, and I might have a big surprise for you next week.

She almost died. A big surprise. Yeah. Right. Like a divorce. An ‘I don’t love you’ delivered like a punch in the face.

She smiled. It was a sickly smile, but he didn’t notice. “Oh, really?”

“Really.” And he chortled while he at his hot dogs and mac and cheese.

Jenny walked up the stairs. It was a decrepit building in downtown LA. Used to be fancy, but each gentrification, and there had been four during the life of the building, seemed to pass it by.

Now there were high rise apartments two blocks over, blocking the sunlight and making this part of town darker and danker. Past that was the endless sprucing up of the sports center.

On the other side of San Harder’s building was the endless streets of the homeless.

She reached the second floor and walked down a mildewy hall to his rather scabby door. She knocked.

“Come in.” His scrawny voice sounded like some kind of tin horn.

She entered and, once again, took note of his shabby environment.

Wallpaper instead of paint. Wood floors that were shiny, but buckled and warped. A painting of a nude over a sprung couch. The nude would have been sexy in the fat fifties.

“Have a seat,” Sam indicated the wooden chair in front of his desk.

It was uncomfortable, but she sat and looked at him. “Do you have any information for me?”

“I got lots, but I really should charge you more.”

Jenny knew he was going to try this; he was just that kind of guy.

She didn’t bother fighting it. She pulled out a couple of hundreds and put them on the desk.

Sam stared avariciously. He licked his lips. Could he get more?

Jenny cleared her throat, and he decided he was good to go. He reached into his desk and pulled out an envelope filled with photos and documents. He slid it across to her.

She opened the envelope and began flipping slowly through the material. Sam summed it up as she looked.

“She ain’t got much of a record. Showed up a year ago. Telephone records indicate she contacted him right away. They been on a regular dime for the whole year.”

She looked at a print out of a telephone bill. She recognized Johnny’s phone number circled again and again. The call were to the same number every time.

“I pics there of them meeting, and it looks like they really wanted to keep it off the record.”

Jenny saw them from an odd angle, her hands over his in the back corner of a coffee shop. Them leaning together, thick as thieves.

They were in a car, huddled close together. At one point hugging.

“I got her name, Evelyn Forest.”

Jenny already knew that.

“I can find out more, but I’d have to dig deeper into him. And it could get a bit pricey.”

But Jenny had enough. She had the evidence. She had enough to file for divorce, and her heart was breaking.

But, more important, her mind was breaking.

She loved Johnny. All her heart. And that he could do this to her…it was wrong. It was bad. It was…and something deep and dark and insidious formed inside Jenny’s heart.

The hurt she had suffered was too much. She was drowning. Her mind was shrieking on all fronts.

That was the moment that she knew she was going to have to do something. She was going to have to do a little pay back.

Johnny had hurt her enough, and now it was his turn to hurt.

That evening Johnny came home early, and he was bubbling. He was chuckling and laughing and chortling and…Jenny had never seen him in such a good mood.

Normally, she would have shared it with him. But now she was hurt. And she was hiding it. And she was keeping a straight face, and even her emotions were displayed cheerfully.

“Oh, honey,” he said, taking down the bourbon and making himself a Coke High. “I have got the greatest surprise…you’re going to love it.”

She smiled, and acted curious, and perhaps she was honestly curious, under the carefully suppressed pain.

“Really?” What is it? Divorce papers? You gonna serve me papers and kick me out? she thought.

“I can’t tell you anything. Not yet. But this Monday…I am going to rock your world!”

Yeah, she thought. Rock me with a lawyer and a heaping helping of pain and torment. Thanks, Johnny, you son of a bitch!

“This sounds interesting. Let me make you another drink.”

Jenny put ice cubes and Coke in a tumbler. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and pulled out a vial of small, white pills. She took one pill, ground it up on the counter with a spoon, and poured the tiny granules into his drink. Then she added bourbon and brought it to him.

All the while Johnny had been smugly congratulating himself. “How I pulled this off i don’t know. Maybe God does love somebody besides drunks and idiots. Oh, I can’t—thnk you, honey—wait.”

He tilted the glass and drank freely.

Jenny smiled. “Well, you’ve certainly got me in curiosity. I can’t wait.”

They talked for a few minutes more, then Johnny put one hand to his forehead. “Wow. I just got a little woozy.”

“Too much excitement. That secret you’ve got is too much. Let me help you to bed.”

“Bed? I’m not tired…” his legs wobbled a bit as she helped him stand up.

“Nonsense, Johnny. You’ve been working too hard, and now I’ve got to take care of you.”

There was double meaning in her words, but her mind was keeping everything tamped down.

She walked him down the hallway.

“Man, I never felt like this. I feel hot.”

They stumbled down the hallway, him leaning on her more and more. She put a hand to his forehead. “You do feel a little warm. But that’s okay. I’ve got some perfectly wonderful medicine and we’ll have you right as rain in no time at all.”

Johnny nodded, tripped, was held up, and they turned into the bedroom.

“I just feel so woozy.”

Jenny got him onto the bed. His head was lolling back and forth and she began undressing him. She pulled off his shirt, his tee shirt. She drew down his pants, and underpants.

He lay on the bed, naked, interestingly, the pill she had given him had resulted in him having a nice, big boner.

Now, though he was still semi-conscious, Jenny spoke freely. She didn’t care if he heard her now. He had hurt her enough, and it was time for the pay back.

She went into her office and opened her doctor’s bag. She took out a  couple of syringes and several bottles. Two of the bottles were near gallon size.

She walked back into the bedroom.

John lay on the bed. He was stoned like he couldn’t believe. He could hear everything, but he could only be an observer. His mouth wouldn’t work, wouldn’t form any words. His tongue felt like a bag of jello and would follow no orders.

His eyes rolled back and forth in the sockets, taking things in, but unable to truly focus on anything.

He was truly fucked up, but he didn’t know why.

Jenny leaned over him. “Hello, honey.” Her voice was strange. It was hollow and somehow mean. Vindictive.

“Harur…” he mumbled, trying to figure out why his tongue was so mixed up.

“I know about your girlfriend.”

He blinked. All he heard was girlfriend. His mind couldn’t decipher any other words, and he lacked any sort of context or meaning.

“You’ve hurt me, Johnny. And now it’s time for you to feel a bit of what you gave me.”

Johnny didn’t understand. He would remember bits and pieces later, but it made no sense to him. All he knew was that his wife was hurt, and he wanted to make it better. But his mind couldn’t conceptualize what had happened to his wife, let alone what he could do about it.

Jenny began sticking needles into johnny. His sense of time was skewed and it felt like she was tickling him. He felt things going out of control, whispers into the joints of his body.

He felt a prick in his prick, or maybe that was his balls, and then he felt sledge hammer pain down there.

She worked on his chest for a long time. And he felt like a balloon. He felt like he was swelling up and floating.

Then she turned him over and it felt like she was spanking his ass. He thought that was funny because he wasn’t into pain.

Of course, this didn’t feel like real pain. Except for whatever she had done to his nuts, of course.

This felt like…it was…giggly tickly.

Then he felt a shock in his nipple, and his nipple started to float.

Then the other nipple.

And all the time Jenny muttered things.

Let’s see how you like it!

Your girlfriend won’t love you anymore once she gets a look at you…

It’s new wardrobe time, Johnny.

Eventually, Johnny went to sleep.

Johnny groaned, was aware that he groaned, wondered why he was groaning.

Encroaching awareness told the tale. He hurt. He was sore. And he felt like he had drunk moonshine for a week. His throat felt like he had been gargling moth balls.

He moved his body a little, and his muscles protested.

He raised his head, gulped, and whispered, “Jenny?” His voice sounded high and whispery. His voice box felt like somebody had karate chopped it.

There was no sound in the house.

He had to move. He might be hurting, but laying there was not going to solve the problem. He had to get up and move.

He moved his hand a little pulled the sheets to one side. Pulled again, and again, and the sheet slowly was slid across his body.

He tried to raise his arms, but they were tied down. He struggled, but he was weak. And his chest hurt. And his ass.

What the fuck?

He lay, gasping, for a moment, thinking about the night previous. He had come home so happy, then…he had drunk something…he must have drunk a lot more and passed out.

He grunted and tried to sit up, but his arms being secured to his body stopped him.

He opened his legs and tried to put one over the side of the bed, but his ass hurt so much.

What the fuck was going on.

“Jenny?” His voice sounded so high, and it hurt. “Jenny?”

He was a little louder, not much, but he heard the sound of somebody in the hall.

“Jenny?”

“Hi, honey! You’re awake.” She stood in the door frame and watched him. She leaned against the jamb and her arms were crossed. Her lips were pursed but smiling.

“What’s happening to me?” he croaked. Damn, his voice was high!

Jenny sauntered across the bedroom and stood over him. “I made a few adjustments, honey. To your body.”

“To my body? What…what…?”

He stopped talking and stared at her.

“Well, let me show you.”

She pushed the remaining sheet off him and grabbed both legs and pulled him sideways.

“OWWW!” It felt like his muscles were ripping.

She giggled. “Don’t be such a sissy!”

She pushed down on his legs and pulled up on his arms. His arms were stuck to his body, so his head went back a little.

Something was on the side of the bed. It felt like a big, hard pillow, and he rolled over it, then was actually sitting on the bed. His chest hurt, and it felt like it was bouncing. He brought his head forward and stared.

Across the room there was a mirror on the wall. He saw himself, and his mouth, such as it was, opened in shock.

Sitting on the bed, himself, was a woman. But the women had giant tits on her chest. Her ass was wide, but her waist was thin. She had lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look thin.

Her arms were tied down, the wrists in loops that were attached to a weird sort of belt.

Her hair was puffed out in a feminine style.

And he realized…it was him.

And he was made up. His eyes garish and his lips red.

And he had long, dangly earrings on.

“What…what…” he blubbered, tears starting to come from his eyes.

“I tied your arms down because you’re not supposed to raise them for a couple of weeks. Not until the implants have settled in.

“Bu…but…”

“Your legs feel a bit stiff because I implanted some wonderful butt cheeks.”

“Why…why…”

“And I worked on your face a bit. I used liposuction on your body, and I adjusted your face. Very delicate work, that, and it took me a lot of hours.

“And the make up is permanent.

“And aren’t your earrings wonderful?”

Johnny looked at his chest. The nipples were standing out, and it was obvious that she had done something to them, too.

“But the real problem was shaving your larynx. Normally I would have had you in the hospital to do such fine work, but considering the circumstances, I did the best I could.”

Johnny was in shock. Now he understood why his throat hurt. Now he knew why he couldn’t raise his hands, and why his chest felt so…floppy.

He laid back, over that hump, which was butt implants, and passed out.

“The amazing thing is that I was able to do all this without leaving any scars, or much bruising…oh, did you go to sleep?”

She patted his thigh, which was stretched over the bed, and left the room.

Johnny woke and knew he had been dreaming. Enhanced chest and butt, shaved throat, his face altered…it was all a dream.

Then he tried to move, and knew it wasn’t a dream.

He didn’t hurt as much, but he still hurt.

“You’ve been sleeping too long. I gave you a wake up calla nd some pain killers. Come on, Johnny. Time to get moving. You don’t want to be a slug-a-bed all your life, right?”

Jenny giggled as she gripped his fastened arm and whelped him sit up.

Johnny felt like he had been swaddled in cotton. The world was dull and fuzzy. He was a computer programmer, and a bicyclist, and he liked to go drink beer with his friends.

What was going to happen to him now?

He looked down at his fingers and realized that Jenny had been decorating him some more. He now had long, red fingernails.

He could still type with the fingernails, but…could he even ride a bike? With this big roll of implant in his cheeks? Could he ever see his friends again? Looking like this?

Jenny helped him up.

“It looks like your throat has swollen a little. That’s to be expected. I wouldn’t try talking right now. Maybe tomorrow.”

She stood him up and he looked at himself again in the mirror.

Yep. He had been transformed into a bimbo. He had a huge ass, huge tits, and his face was fat-lipped and the make up was garish.

And it was permanent. He remembered that.

“I’ll undo your hands when you want. Now that you’re awake you won’t want to hurt yourself by raising your hands too high. We do want you to have a bit of freedom of motion; we don’t want your muscles to not be able to raise.”

Jenny undid the velcro and his hands were suddenly free. And weak.

Of course he was weak. He had been drugged, and brutalized, and…he was weak.

She held a chemise for him, slipped it over his shoulders and put his arms through the sleeves.

Johnny didn’t fight it. He was still in shock.

“My, aren’t you pretty?”

He looked balefully at her. He was starting to think now, and his first thought was ‘why had she done this to him?’

She helped him cross the bedroom and walk down the hall.

“Now, we’re going to have to get you some heels. You’re going to love high heels. You get to look down on the world.”

He walked, and his chest bounced. And it hurt. He stopped. his mind was quickening now. “Chest hurts,” he managed to whisper.

“Oh, my gosh! You need a bra! Just stay here for a second.”

She left him leaning against the wall and ran back to the bedroom. She returned a few seconds later with a bra.

“It’ll be small, but it’s the biggest one I have. I’ll go shopping later. And speaking of shopping, aren’t we going to have fun? We can go buy sexy clothes together.”

Johnny gulped as she took off the chemise, put on his bra, then refitted the chemise.

The bra was a terrible fit. It was too tight around the chest, and it was too high.

Jenny loosened the shoulder straps and said, “We might need something to extend the back strap. This is awfully tight. Your chest is simply too wide. That’s why I had to put such large breasts on you.”

Johnny gulped, it hurt, and he nodded.

She helped him into the kitchen and sat him down at the table.

“I’ll fix you a little breakfast.”

“I…I…”

“Don’t try to talk. Your larynx is going to be sore.”

He pantomimed drinking, and pointed at a bottle of Coke on the counter.

“Of course,” she responded. She poured ice into a glass, then dribbled Coke into it. “Drink just a little, and take your time. You’ll probably be able to talk after this, at least a little bit, but try not to talk too much.”

He took the glass and sipped gently. Oh, God. Nectar. The cold soothed his throat, and the syrup was like cough medicine.

But he didn’t try to talk. He did pantomime talking into a cell phone.

Jenny was confused at first. Then she realized that a cell phone was a way to communicate. Smiling, she handed him his cell phone.

Johnny typed in a note: Why did you do this to me?

Jenny was waiting for this. Her purse was on the counter and she reached into it and took out a fat envelope with big, glossy photos in it. She took out the photos and spread them out on the table in front of Johnny.

Johnny stared at the photos.

“I suspected you of cheating, so I hired a private detective. He followed you and took these pictures. I’ve also got phone records and other documents. Now, you’re probably mad because I did this to you, but what did you expect after cheating on me? I’ve been true to you. I love you madly. And you do this to me? How cruel can you be?”

Johnny stared at the pictures for a long time, then he looked up at Jenny. His eyes were sad. Indescribably sad.

“Don’t give me that look, Johnny. You know what you did. And now you have to pay the price.”

He picked up the phone and typed into it, How cruel can you be?

“That’s right. Pretty cruel. But considering what you did to me…it’s justified.”

Johnny typed into the phone, then he pressed the ‘send’ button, and she realized that he had just sent a text.

“What did you do?” She asked, suspicion on her face.

He just raised a hand and waved her question off. He typed in, Wait.

Jenny didn’t like waiting.  She was the aggrieved one here, she was the one who had been betrayed.

Still, there was nothing she could do.

“Johnny made eating signs with his hand and mouth.”

Jenny sighed. “Well, I guess so. But you have a lot to answer for, mister. I’ll fix you some pancakes. Real soft. Lots of syrup. that’ll have to hold you. That and jello, and some soup.”

Johnny nodded.

She smiled, and enjoyed the sight of him sitting at the table.

He was awkward on his enhanced buttocks, and his big tits lay on the table. But it was his face that she liked the most. She had done such good work. His face was now oval and delicate and sweet. Yes, the permanent make up would fade with time, maybe even look a bit normal, but…for now…he was perfect.

Humming, she happily made pancakes. She made sure they were soft and thin. She wanted the pancakes to slide easily down his throat. She added a ton of syrup, drowned the cakes, and placed the plate in front of him.

Johnny was hungry. He hurt, but he had also not eaten for a while, and he had gone through a long operation.

He cut off the tiniest piece of pancake with the side of his fork and put it in his mouth. He chewed and chewed until it was almost mush, then risked sliding it down his throat.

Jenny smiled, seeing the pain in his eyes.

“Oh, does that hurt? Poor Johnny.”

Johnny stared at her, and the pain was so great that he started crying again.

Jenny chuckled. She was going to enjoy every bit of pain he went through. She was going to eke all she could out of—

DING DONG!

Her eyes narrowed. Now who could that be? It was middle of the afternoon and they weren’t expecting anybody. Besides, she wanted to keep teasing Johnny for a while.

DING DONG!

And, BAM…BAM…BAM! Somebody was pounding on their front door.

Now irritated, Jenny stood up and looked at Johnny. “I’ll chase whoever it is off so we can continue with this discussion.”

Johnny just looked at her.

Jenny walked into the foyer and opened the door a crack.

BANG! The door was kicked back. Jenny flew back and landed on her ass.

It was the woman Johnny had had the affair with! And she looked angry.

“Where’s Johnny?”

She held up her cell phone and Jenny could see the one word message that Johnny had sent.

HELP!

“You!” Jenny got to her feet. “You home wrecker! Get out of here!”

BANG! Something fell in the kitchen. Johnny, unable to yell, had pushed his plate off the edge of the table.

The woman started forward and Jenny tried to stop her. She stepped in front of her. “Okay, Evelyn! Yes, I know who you are. Get out of here before I call the police!”

“Johnny!” yelled Evelyn.

Johnny managed to slap his hand on the table. It wasn’t loud, but Evelyn actually punched Jenny in the cheek and pushed past her. She barged into the kitchen and froze.

Johnny had managed to stand up and face her.

“Oh, my God! Johnny?”

He nodded, the tears streaming down his face.

“What has she done to you!”

Johnny croaked something.

Jenny hit Eve from behind. She knocked her forward, and she staggered into Johnny. Johnny held her up with his sore arms and they both glared at Jenny.

“Okay, bitch! You’ve got your lover. Now get the fuck out of here.”

“My lover? You think that’s who Johnny is?”

“I’ve got the pictures of you. Secretly meeting. Hugging. I’ve got the proof.” Jenny waved at the photos on the table.

Eve was trembling as she picked up the pictures. She stared at them, flipped through a couple of them, then looked up at Jenny.

“You think I’m his lover?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Jenny sneered.

And Eve said the one thing that Jenny never expected.

“You stupid, fucking twat. I’m his sister!”


PART TWO

Johnny sat at the table, Eve next to him with one arm over his shoulder. She had been crying, both their faces showed the traces of tears.

Jenny sat opposite them. Her hands were together, nervously wringing, and the look on her face…she was truly distraught.

“I don’t understand.”

Johnny looked at his sister.

“I grew up in New York. I was a wild kid. I was always in trouble. It was only Johnny that rescued me form some terrible decisions. But he couldn’t rescue me from everything.

“I got involved with Sammy Kray. Not many people remember him now, but he was older than me, and he was a big time gangster. A made man.

“I loved him. Yes, even now, I love him. And he used me for book keeping. I had total access to all the family records. I had proof of murders, blackmails, swindles…you name it, I had it in one of my books.

“As youth passes common sense starts to assert. I remembered the lessons of my youth, the values my family espoused. I remembered going to church.

“Eventually I realized that I could no longer live the life style. Oh, it was grand. It was glorious. But people were hurt. I remember when I finally knew I had had enough.

“Some Joe Average was driving down the street and a gangster’s kid ran out into the street. Bang. Kid’s dead. This poor schmuck was pronounced innocent, it was all the kid’s fault. He tried to apologize, and the father came after him with a baseball bat. Eventually the guy disappeared. But we all knew what had happened.

“And I really knew what had happened. He was shoved into a van and taken to a chop shop. There he was dismembered while he was still alive, then his body was put in a vat of acid and…he disappeared.

“I saw the records of that incident. I listened to my husband and the gangster father who ordered the hit. They laughed at it. They made jokes about the kid’s father showing up dead.

“I decided to do something about it.

“I turned state’s evidence, testified, and was put in the Witness Protection program. I’ve been there for 20 years, not able to talk to my family, not able to see my baby brother.

“Finally, Sammy Kray died. Died of an STD in prison. Other gangsters were considered non threats, and I was going to be allowed to return to my life. On Monday I’m supposed to get the final word, and it’s looking good. And just when I think my life problems are over you do this.”

Jenny was suddenly returned to sanity. She had had her revenge, and now…now she knew she had done a terrible thing. “I’m sorry. I saw the pictures. I thought…”

“You thought,” Eve snorted. “Look at those pictures. Hugs. kisses on the cheek. There isn’t any sex. It was all in your demented mind!”

Jenny hung her head. She whispered, “I’ll do what I can. I’ll try to fix this.”

“And how are you going to remove permanent make up?”

“I…I don’t know. I’ll research it. I’ll figure it out.”

“And what kind of shit did you put into his chest and his butt? Can you take the implants out?”

At this Jenny got a stricken look on her face. “Uh, well…”

“Oh, shit. What did you do?”

“On some of the procedures I used a new product, a variant of Juvederm.”

“So?”

Johnny was looking up, paying attention.

“It is guaranteed to last for twenty years.”

Johnny and Eve blinked simultaneously.

“Twenty years?” whispered Eve. “How could you…?”

“I know! I’m sorry, but I can do things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, there’s outright surgery, but I would want to try liposuction first. I can use bleach on some of the permanent make up. I can—“

“That’s it. I’m calling the police.”

Johnny put his hand on Eve’s arm and shook his head.

“What? You want to let this evil Frankenbitch experiment on you?”

Johnny typed onto his cell phone and showed it to Eve.

Eve made a ‘sheesh’ exhalation and looked away.

Jenny begged. “Johnny. Please. Let me try to make things right.”

Johnny’s eyes were like shiny glass as he considered her. He nodded.

The unfortunate news, for Johnny, was that they couldn’t do anything right then. He was bruised and hurting and that situation had to resolve before Jenny could do anything.

So Eve moved in, not even waiting for the Monday morning meeting with the FBI, and Johnny had two women waiting on him, doing what they could to make him comfortable.

He slept when he wanted to, which was a lot, and the girls fixed him meals, poured him drinks, and generally tried to make his life easier.

On Monday morning the FBI decided it was okay for Eve to see Johnny, and she spent a half a day moving her few articles of living into Johnny and Jenny’s house.

And on Monday Jenny went out and bought clothes that Johnny could wear.

She bought some shapeless clothes, like sweat suits, and she also bought bras that would fit him. And she also bought a few female outfits.

Yes, he was a man, but he was, for the moment, female, and female clothes would be more comfortable that his male clothes. He had already tried on male jeans and his butt stretched the material and there was too much loose fabric around the waist.

By Tuesday Johnny could speak, though hoarsely, and his body was starting to get back some motion.

Moving slowly, careful of his aches and pains, and the stitches and unsettled substances in his body, Johnny emptied out the garage and did light exercises.

He spent some time on Amazon and ordered a few fitness machines.

He wasn’t going to be able to ride a bike for a while, not in public, so he wanted a fitness cycle so he could keep training.

Jenny and Eve, during this time, and for a couple of weeks on, had some very intense discussions. On a couple of nights Johnny was woken up by their shouting and had to go separate them. Once he had to physically separate them.

But, given time, they eventually just glared at each other.

“I put hyaluronic acid in your breasts. I haven’t figured out a way to handle that. But I only used saline in your butt. That is going to be absorbed over the next few months.”

“So working out is good.”

“Working out is the best thing you can do. I’ve set up a regimen of vitamins to aid the process.

Johnny took his vitamins and became religious in his work outs. And it seemed to be working. Very slowly, his butt reduced in size. Not all the way, but enough so that he could sit comfortably and not feel like he was sitting on giant pillows.

Johnny experimented with bras. He found the ones that supported him the best, and was surprised when he discovered that these actually made him look good.

His ass was shrinking, so he didn’t look so ludicrous, and that made his chest look more normal.

Big…but normal.

But there was nothing he could do about his nipples. His nips had more than doubled in size, and they were eternally rigid. And that meant that he was eternally horny from the rubbing of material on them.

“Try putting bandaids on them,” suggested Eve.

It was a good suggestion, and he sighed with relief when his nipples stopped feeling so stimulated.

The weird thing was that though there was a certain maleness to his body, the female clothing was more comfortable. Around the house he took to wearing soft blouses, which actually emphasized his boobs. Then, doing work outs, he took to wearing short skirts or female shorts.

The female shorts were more appropriate to his still round butt.

He would be in the garage for hours, working out. He did female work outs—high reps low weights—because those were best for reducing weight.

Still, there was a certain male thickness to him, and his arms were still muscular. Of course that just made him look like a girl who did too much cross fitness training.

And it bothered him.

He brought it up at dinner one night.

“Am I a guy with a girl’s body, or a girl with a guy’s body?”

Eve muttered, politically enough, “Best of both worlds.”

Jenny just looked at him, and there was a considered gleam to her eyes.

Johnny still slept with Jenny. Though they hadn’t touched each other for weeks. Except when she tried to do some medical procedure to reverse his femininity.

After several weeks they began talking again. Strained, at first, they were still husband and wife.

She asked him what he had typed into his cell phone that made Eve not go to the police.

He answered, in his high voice, “I told her that I still love you.”

Jenny cried that night. Heck, she cried a lot, realizing what she had done, but she usually cried in private. But now she held on to him and cried in front of him.

Johnny just held on to her. And felt her hands brush against his nipples. And he sighed with the sudden pleasure and excitement.

They didn’t fuck, and there was a good reason for that.

One of the last things Jenny had done, in her righteous revenge, was inject him with an anaphrodisiac drug.

An anaphrodisiac drug is usually used in the prison system. Sexual perverts are sometimes chemically castrated through the use of such drugs.

Johnny was guaranteed a year of limpness. That was the point of contention that had led Jenny and Eve to blows on one occasion.

One morning Johnny came out to breakfast. He was wearing a bra, a quite sexy bra that let his nipples peek over the top, a thong, and a chemise.

Eve glanced at him. Turned back to the stove, then looked at him again.

“Why are you wearing those things?”

Johnny’s face turned a little red. “Well, uh…they’re comfortable.”

“And you’ve brushed your hair back. It’s almost like it’s styled.”

“I just thought…”

“It’s okay,” she said. “I just wondered.”

Eve came in, gave Johnny a juicy kiss, and they all sat down to eat.

Eve, however was doing a lot of thinking.

Johnny was getting more and more comfortable with women’s outfits. He worked out in skirts and boy beaters. With his huge breasts he looked quite…sexy.

Jenny sighed. She had said it. She had seen it coming, and now it was in her mind.

Johnny was sexy.

Oh, not to her, not in that way, but she knew what a good looking woman looked like, and…Johnny was more of a good looking woman than a handsome man.

Of course, maybe if he cut his hair, or wore something else… “Would you like me to give you a haircut, Johnny?”

Johnny shook his head. “I’m okay.”

Still, Eve persisted. And she persisted boldly. “It’s just that you wouldn’t look so much like a girl if I gave you a haircut.”

Johnny stared at her. His face was red. He burbled, “I don’t mind looking like…looking like…”

Eve got it then. Jenny was dressing Johnny. Was she making him more feminine because she couldn’t fix what she’d done? Or was it something else?

Did Jenny like the way Johnny looked?!

That was a shocking thought, and she stopped talking.

Over the next few days she watched Johnny and Jenny carefully.

In a way, they were happy.

Jenny was sort of giggly, like a woman who has just fallen in love.

Johnny…he was almost happy. When he was with Jenny he fell in with her and they laughed. And only on small occasions did she see him pondering, wondering, coming to grips with what had happened to him.

Eve began to think that perhaps Johnny didn’t want to change back. He seemed quite happy in his female apparel. He was affectionate to Jenny.

What the fuck had happened?

“Johnny, I notice that you’re getting a little less booty. Did you want me to go shopping for some jeans?”

Johnny was working out in the garage and his face again turned a trifle red. “I’m okay. I’ve still got pants from before. And it’s more comfortable working out with what I’ve got.”

“Skirts and panties.”

Now he turned a brighter red.

Eve pushed herself up on the washing machine and considered him.

“I’ve noticed that you’re still doing girl work outs. Don’t you think you should beef it up? Move up to male work outs?”

“Well, uh, pretty soon. I’ve got a ways to go.”

Eve sighed. They were alone, Jenny had gone shopping, and it was time to get it out in the open. “Johnny. If you don’t change your habits, what you wear, you’re going to look more and more female. Not less and less.”

Johnny stopped working out. His face was bright red now. “Uh, look. I know this is going to sound weird, but—“

“You like looking like a girl.”

He nodded. It took all his will power to meet her gaze.

“So when did you start feeling this way?”

“Honestly?”

She nodded.

“I’ve always had a secret attraction for things female. I used to sneak Mom’s panties out of the hamper and sleep in them, then put them back.”

“Hiding the semen stains,” Eve spoke drolly.

Bingo. She hit it right on the head. Johnny didn’t have to say anything, the look on his face said it all.

“So how does Jenny feel about this?”

He managed to give a small snort. It sounded funny with his high voice. “After what she did…she’s okay with anything I do.”

“I’ll bet,” Eve said drily. “So are you just trying to shape your current femininity? Or are you going to go further.”

He frowned. “We haven’t talked about it.”

“Okay, pretend I’m her and tell me you want to be a girl.”

Johnny took a moment, then he bumbled out, “Uh, Jenny. I think I’d like to stay a woman.”

Eve nodded. “I’ve got some wonderful hormones I can give you. And when the shot to your manhood wears off I can give you another one.”

Johnny’s face was frozen. He had not expected this.

Then Eve grinned. “Gotcha.”

“Fuck!” wheezed Johnny. “You really did.” Then they were laughing. Laughing as of old. Family having fun. It was the first time Johnny had really laughed with her since this whole thing had begun.

“What’s going on?” asked Jenny, coming through the door. Which caused Johnny and Eve to laugh even harder.

As if that was a starter’s gun, things started to accelerate. Jenny had bleached some of the make up off his face, but now she showed him little tricks. How to apply mascara. How to plump his lips. How to use gloss to make the slightly bleached redness pop.

She showed him how to style his hair, how to take care of it. The first time he walked around the house in curlers the girls couldn’t keep the grins off their faces.

“My big, manly brother. Look at him now.”

Johnny just grinned. Everything that had happened, being teased was small potatoes comparatively.

And Jenny kept helping him dress. After work outs she introduced him to dresses, outfits, more earrings, and the first time he put on high heels was time for rejoicing.

The heels pumped up his calves, and since his calves had a certain manliness to them, they had extra curve and looked extra sexy.

“Hey, Johnny, let’s go.”

Johnny walked down the hallway. His high heels were clicking powerfully. He loved the sound of them.

“Go?”

Jenny had helped him fix himself up extra, and he was all dolled up. His hair was lush and full. His eyes sparkled.

Eve and Jenny stood in the foyer, and they were dressed up, as well.

“Let’s go have lunch.”

Johnny caved in. It was one thing to go en femme in the house. It was another to go outside. Johnny hadn’t been out of the house for months.

“I don’t think…I’m not hungry.”

The girls looked at each other. “Nonsense,” they said as one, then they giggled.

“Look, Johnny, it’s time. You have never looked more feminine. Nobody is going to mistake you for a man.”

“It’s not that. I just don’t feel like—“

They grabbed his arms and started pulling.

Doing the female weight lifting had reduced Johnny’s musculature. He was still strong, he could take on one woman, but he wasn't as strong as two women.

“Hey! I don’t want to!”

They dragged him out of the house and towards the car.

“Jenny! Eve!”

They pushed him into the back seat, and got into the car themselves.

Johnny was frightened. He sat in the car and huddled down and wished he was invisible.

They drove through town, Eve and Jenny chatting, and it was a glorious day.

“I can’t do this,” protested Johnny.

Eve glanced back at him, then said to Jenny. “I believe he means it.”

“Probably.” Jenny turned to Johnny. “Tell you what. We’ll go to that little hamburger stand on the edge of town. You said you used to ride your bike past it all the time.

Johnny thought about it, then finally agreed. But they had to sit in the back of the patio, out of sight.

The girls agreed, so long as Johnny ordered with them.

Johnny said, “I want a small burger and a shake. No fries.”

The girls looked at each other and nodded. They had got just about all they could out of the situation.

The drove into the country and found the little stand. They got out and walked up to the counter.

The girls ordered, and when the counter girl asked what flavor of milkshake, Jenny and Eve grinned and looked at Johnny. “Well?”

Johnny was caught. Hopefully the girl wouldn’t see how red he was under his make up. He mumbled, “Chocolate.”

“Chocolate it is. I’ll call when your order is ready.”

They walked towards the back and Johnny suddenly stopped. A bicycle was chained to the fence.

An inveterate biker, Johnny bent slightly and examined it. Lightweight frame, good Shimano derailleur. The saddle wasn’t gel, thank goodness, and—

“Hello.”

Johnny straightened up, caught, and turned.

The biker was wearing a full body suit, and that exposed his groin. His cock was big and it was obvious in the material.

“I, uh…was just admiring.”

“Nice, eh?” The fellow smiled at his bike. “The frame was the most expensive thing, but the rest was pretty easy to put together.

Interested, Johnny asked what the derailleur had cost. And then the conversation took off into paths traveled and hills climbed.

“Your order is ready.”

Johnny turned to the counter, but before he could pick up the tray the fellow stepped over and grabbed it. “Where’s your table?”

Johnny was caught, and he led the fellow to the patio in the rear. It was cool, and the fellow gazed appreciatively at Jenny and Eve. “Well, hello, girls.”

Johnny was terribly embarrassed now, and he blurted, “We were just looking at his bicycle.”

The fellow glanced at him curiously, but the girls laughed. “What’s your name?”

“Rod.”

“Well, have a seat, Rod, and share our fries.”

Who could refuse an invitation to sit down to lunch with three beautiful women? He sat, and Johnny was cornered, on the same side and unable to run away.

“So, what do you girls do? When you’re not looking positively scrumptious?”

Delivered in good cheer, it was a great introductory line, and the group, minus Johnny, started chatting. They talked about bikes and cars and the weather, and finally they noticed that Johnny was sobbing. It had started quietly, but he couldn’t handle it, and he was outright sobbing.

“I’m sorry! What can I do?”

“It’s not you, Rod. It’s Johnny.”

“It’s me,” admitted Jenny.”

“No, it’s Johnny.”

“I don’t understand,” Rod said.

Eve looked at Johnny, then made up her mind. She looked at Rod. “Johnny had a sort of misadventure. He’s now going to be a girl. At least for a while.”

Haltingly, choosing her words carefully, Eve explained about Johnny transitioning.

Rod listened, and by the time the explanation was done Johnny had stopped crying.

“I thought you were all girls.”

“Nope,” said Jenny.

Rod sat back and looked at the three. His face was inscrutable. Finally, he said, “You know, things aren’t always what they appear to be.”

Nobody said anything.

Rod wrote his telephone number on a napkin and handed it Jenny. “If you need any advice.’

“Thanks, but—“

Rod stood up. He was smiling in a most knowing way. He reached into his riding outfit and grabbed the bulge of his penis.

The girls blinked and stared as he grabbed the meat of it.

“As I said, things aren’t always what they appear to be.” He lifted his hand out of his pants, and brought his penis with it.

Mouths dropped open in shock.

It was a plastic penis. It was a fake. All heads looked up at Rod.

“That’s right. I’m not what I appear to be, and I was a mess, until somebody told me how to use this.” He placed the big penis on the table. It was surrounded by half empty containers of French fries and wrappings.

“I suggest you use this as soon as you can. It’ll make things a lot easier. Guaranteed. A lot easier.” Rod sauntered off then. And then the group truly studied his form.

His waist was a little smaller than a normal male’s, and so was his chest. The length of his legs was a little longer than a male’s, proportionate to his body, that is.

And the way he moved, there weren’t any balls to keep the thighs apart.

He was a she. Pretending to be a he.

Stunned, shocked to speechlessness, when the group came out from the patio the bike, and the biker, were gone.

Not able to say anything, the trio drove home. When they entered the kitchen Eve went to the kitchen and mixed three bourbon and Cokes.

The three sat in the living room and drank the drinks, and they finally discussed the man who was a woman.

“I want to know more,” said Eve. “I’m going to call him. Her. And ask for a date.”

“You’ve got no dick.”

“I’m sure he…she…has extras.”

“You would try being a lesbian?”

“I would try a man with the softness of a woman.”

They understood what Eve was saying.

“Well, call now, and go out on your date tonight.”

Eve looked askance.

Jenny held the dildo up. She looked at Johnny.

Johnny stared at the dildo.

He hadn’t had any sex for months, and this at least promised something. And, he had wondered. With his totally limp dick he had wondered about the ‘gay’ alternative.

But was it really gay? Or was it just another way of expressing love?

Eve went out to the patio with her cell phone and made a call. While she was talking Eve looked at Johnny. “We’ve got to try this,” she said.

“I know,” said Johnny. “But I think I’m going to need another drink.”

“You make more drinks, then come on back.”

Johnny nodded. He went into the kitchen and prepared the libations. Then he walked down the hallway.

Click…click…click.

He entered the room and his breath stopped.

Jenny was wearing a bra and panties and a thin, see through robe. Her breasts poked out over the top of the bra She was sitting on the bed, smiling and waiting.

Johnny stepped in front of her and began a strip tease. He slipped out of his dress, then began taking off his lingerie. When he was nude Jenny stood up and they came together.

Johnny was limp, but he had never felt so horny. Month’s of balls making testosterone, and he couldn’t do anything about it.

Jenny turned him around and pushed him back on the bed.

Johnny rested on his elbows and watched.

“Lay back. Raise your legs up and spread them.”

He did, and when his legs were waving in the air Jenny moved forward with the lube. She took her time, smooshing lube into his hole.

Johnny’s breath caught in his chest and he shivered at the touch of her fingers penetrating him. She had two fingers in him before he knew it, and she reamed him gently, running her finger around and around.

His heart was pounding as her soft fingers explored his nooks and crannies.

“You’ve got to relax, Johnny. Otherwise it might hurt.”

He gulped and nodded. His head was slightly raised on a pillow so he could see her.

She touched the dildo to his asshole and he jerked.

“Relax.”

“Okay.” He told his muscles to unclench. He willing his anal ring to be loose.

When he finally managed to relax the dildo went in easily. It just slipped right in.

It was slightly bendable, and it felt incredible as it formed to his passage.

“Oh, God!” Johnny whispered.

“I wish we had a strap on,” said Jenny.

“Next time,” said Johnny.

It was halfway in, and she had a firm grip on the balls. She wiggled it, which caused Johnny to jerk in pleasure.

Then it was all the way in. Johnny held his breath, couldn’t breath, and he felt the soft nuts of the thing pressed against his ass.

“Oh, God,” he muttered. “Do me!”

Jenny sat half on the bed, half turned, and began to run the dildo in and out.

Johnny groaned and muscles gripped and let go. He could feel the swirl of veins on the fake cock sliding through his anal passage. Though the movements were slow it was like the heat of hands rubbing briskly. then his whole groin area felt like it was heating up.

He tilted his hips and gave her better access.

She drove in, tilted slightly, then corkscrewed it out.

His asshole felt bigger, like it was enlarged.

She grabbed his limp penis for a handle and fucked him faster and faster.

Two things happened.

He came, almost violently, yelling as his muscles locked up and his asshole muscles squeezed the dildo.

And a thin stream of semen came out of the tip of his dick.

He was having an anal orgasm, and it was ten times more powerful than any male orgasm. He found himself giving up, submitting, drowning in a white hot cauldron of energy.

Jenny held to his dick, gave a lick to his seeping semen, and smiled.

She had been so bad, doing the things she had done to him, but now, this, it seemed like she could make up for what she had done.

And, at last Johnny just lay there, eyes closed, and she took the dildo out of his ass.


EPILOGUE

Several months later Johnny sat on a beach chair and watched the waves breaking over the white sand.

Next to him, on the other side of a silver canister holding ice and cold cans of beer, was Jenny.

On the other side of him Eve sat.

As women, they were indistinguishable. They had large breasts. Johnny’s limp dick was gaffed up between his legs. As he had the largest breasts and the stiffest nipples, he actually looked more like a woman than his wife and sister did.

Jenny asked, “Did you take your hormones today?”

“I did,” asked Johnny. “Did you get some more of those pills for my dick?”

“I did. You’re not going to get a boner for another year.”

Johnny just smiled. There were some things that were better than boners, after all.
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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


I Feminized a Scientist!

Then the scientist did something bad!


PART ONE

“I want my husband to be more respectful of my wishes,” Donna said defiantly. “Is that so bad?”

Marcus the Magnificent, whose real name was Rick Forsythe, and who was a con man, took Donna’s hands, looked her in the eyes, and said, “He just needs a simple session in hypnosis.

They were sitting in the parlor of Rick’s latest scam. It was a combination of palmistry and hypnosis, aided by drugs.

Rick had gotten out of prison, bummed around a little, gotten frustrated with the idea of working, and was considering burglary. Then he met Charleston.

Charleston was a fortune teller. He had the palms with eyes on his building, he swirled the tea leaves and made up stuff, and he was getting rich fast. And he taught Rick the trade.

Except that Rick had a few things to offer the field.

Burn a little incense, talk some mumbo jumbo, and put a little alprazolam in the tea and the old biddies were prone to filling the offering bowl.

He would just give them a simple hypnotic command, ‘Everything will work out, you’ll be happy, put a lot of money in the bowl.’

Sometimes, once they were deep under, he would ask them what they wanted Uncle Festus to tell them. Then he would bring them out and tell them what Uncle Festus said. It was always exactly what they wanted to hear.

Man, the suckers lined up. He was even getting a rep as a miracle worker.

Ha! Ricky Forsythe, unsuccessful bagman, now a worker of miracles.

And now he had a woman with a bit of money in her pocket. She was the wife of Winston Johnston. That Winston Johnston. Internet entrepreneur and worth over ten billion dollars.

Donna sniffed a bit. “Winston is just so inconsiderate. All he wants to do is work all the time. He spends all his time at that stinky old plant of his and invents things and changes the internet and…it’s enough to make a girl scream.”

Rick, or, rather, Marcus the Magnificent, accoutered in a shiny purple robe decorated with gold trim and half moons and stars, a robe that covered his worn out, pink zori sandals, smiled and patted the back of her hand.

“All you have to do is bring him here. We’ll drink some tea, I will show him what the stars predict, and he will be a changed man.”

“Really?” Donna looked up at him, a gleam of hope in her eyes.

Marcus the Magnificent was having a rough time. He was holding her hand, feeling her soft flesh, and wishing he had a third hand to rub one off beneath his robe.

Donna was a real looker.

She was wearing a gold lame gown that had a big porthole right over her cleavage. Her legs were slender but curvy, ending in leather spikes. Strappies. They were perfect for showcasing her beautiful, red tipped tootsies.

Her hair was a burnished gold color and her eyes were blue and…talk about hypnotic!

But the piece de resistance was her plump, red lips. The way she bit them, the way her tongue slicked over them.

Rick was in love.

But, he was also in love with money.

So, in spite of the big boner hiding under his voluminous robes, he smiled and reassured Donna. “Once your husband understands what is in the stars he will be a changed man.”

Yeah, he thought. The stars and a little anxiolytic helper.

Xanax was an anxiolytic. So was alprazolam. So were a few other drugs that Marcus had and used to persuade his customers.

A few of his drugs and the staunchest disbeliever would be high as a kite, and do pretty much whatever Marcus the Magnificent commanded.

While Marcus the Magnificent, also known as Rick the Prick to the convicts in a certain stone hotel, was convincing Donna that he had the solution to her marital woes, Winston Johnston was perusing a rather fascinating tome.

The book was titled, ‘Contagious,’ and it was a minefield of why people do the things they do.

Winston was particular fascinated by what the book was causing to bubble in his own mind.

Winston had, for years, been trying to develop a pill that would make man experience enlightenment. Would make man smarter, more efficient.

Would make a man go in the opposite path of the common man. Not down to dwindling stupidity, voting for idiots and buying the latest plastic doo dad, but able to have scientific thoughts, better reasoning, logic that undid the tendency to agree with all the stupid things cultivated in a society addicted to TV, drugs and education that was worse than propaganda.

He sat back, sipped a bit of Coke and bourbon, and considered all of the things he had researched in his desire to make man smarter.

Undoing government education.

Not eating foods filled with drugs.

And one of his favorites, just doing the opposite of what people in authority wanted.

He was, at that moment, sitting in the reading room of his 40 room mansion. The servants were gone for the day, his wife was somewhere, and he was free to think.

Yes, a life of purity, and if he could figure out the precise mix of drugs that would make his hypothalamus interact properly with his pineal gland…perhaps if he used a little DC, not AC, and that would result in certain logic centers in his brain being stimulated, and…he might be able to double, or even triple, a normal man’s IQ.

Thomas Edison had tried that with Topsy the elephant over a hundred years previous, and it was high conjecture as to how intelligent Topsy might have become before she keeled over dead.

Some scientists were of the mind that DC current wouldn’t have harmed the elephant, and that the large beast might have become intelligent enough to speak with humans, or perhaps learn algebra.

Maybe.

And, as he sat and thought, as his mind roamed over barriers and twisted logics in pursuit of grand truths, he saw his wife’s headlights sweep across the grounds.

He frowned.

He had married, possibly because of a desire to explore the effects of marriage on the ability to think. That experiment was pretty much a failure.

Instead of tripling his wife’s admittedly low IQ, she had become more obsessed with shopping.

And, instead of gaining an insatiable thirst for knowledge, she was always looking for the latest gimmick.

Steaks with no meat in them.

Giving money to homeless people.

These were things that Winston was not fond of, but what could he do? She frequently had one of these brainstorms and was passing out money before he could staunch the wound.

Still, under his marital experimentation and disagreement with her methods he loved her.

Heck, for an egghead she was a catch, and just looking at her tight body, her beautiful face, was enough to raise his blood pressure and cause uncomfortable rebellions in his pants.

He shrugged off the negative thoughts and put his books and notes away. He walked through the house to meet her.

“Hi, honey! You won’t believe what I found out!”

He kissed her, and his cock gave a shiver of anticipation. “What’s that? he asked.

“Well, I met the most marvelous man. He specializes in helping marital couples. And I thought…”

Inwardly, Winston groaned. Shortly after they had married she had lost interest in sex, and she was always giving him books on how to repair relationships, or DVDs on making marriages work.

Outwardly, he smiled. “Oh, really?”

“Yes.” She placed shopping bags on the kitchen floor, a lot of shopping bags, and turned to him. “So I thought maybe we could have a session with him. See if he can help us.”

“Well, I’m awfully busy. And I’ve got that TED symposium next week.”

She huffed and folded her arms under her large breasts. “Do you see? I’m making an effort, and you can’t be bothered!”

“No, honey. It’s not that…” he kept glancing at the porthole over her cleavage and licking his lips.

“Then what is it?”

Winston’s pants shivered in the groin as his dong woke up. “It’s just that…”

Donna moved closer to him. She took his hands in hers and smiled.

Winston gulped.

She moved closer, so close that her tits were touching his chest.

No fair! he thought, but he wasn’t about to protest her methods. She felt like doing it so little that even her brazen manipulations were welcome.

“Now, Winston. If you do this for me, then maybe I’ll do something for you.”

Now his lips were dry and his tongue tried in vain to moisten them.

“Well, uh…”

She reached down and grabbed his groin. “Oh, gosh! Is that you?” She had a hold of his cock. “I had forgotten how stiff it gets!”

He felt faint, a little woozy. She didn’t touch his penis that often.

“Maybe if you come have a session with me I’ll feel like…you know?”

He knew. And he would do anything to be able to dip his wick.

“Well, perhaps if I shuffled some appointments…”

Donna giggled and headed for his office to get his appointment book.

Winston watched her rotund, jiggling ass as she moved down the hallway.

Why was he so weak? He could create algorithms that would make a rocket fly to the moon. He visualized mechanical contrivances that would revolutionize the transportation industry. But he couldn’t say no to Donna and her silly requests.

Oh, well. He would stay at work a little longer next week. He could afford to waste a little time in his marital experiment.

Marcus the Magnificent worked out of a common house on Main Street. Shoehorned in between mega shopping centers, the house was painted white and green and had palms upheld as if to stop everybody. In the center of the palms was the all seeing eye, and on the green shutters were moons. A few gold but faded stars were on the white paint. A couple of scrawny palm trees were to the sides of the entry walkway which was perfect for wheel chairs.

Winston’s mouth opened a bit as he walked up the walk. This was Donna’s marriage counselor? This scam of a fortune teller?

Above the door was a broad sign with the legend, ‘Palms read! Future’s told! Tea leaves!’

“Isn’t this quaint, honey?” Donna was excited by the decor. She held his arm and he shivered at the feeling of her breasts pressed against him.

Inside the building it was cool, and Marcus the Magnificent clearly hadn’t paid his electrical bill. It was gloomy, and then Winston realized that the lights were dimmed to hide the shabbiness of the 50s couch, the little end tables with brochures, the thin carpet.

“Hello,” said Marcus. He entered from a side door and was wringing his hands like he might have just washed them.

“This is Winston, Master.”

Marcus liked it when people called him Master, or ‘Master of the Occult.’

Marcus offered his hand and Winston shook it. It was like shaking a wet leaf.

“Why don’t you come into the viewing room and we can be more comfortable.”

He led them into a back room that had a few book shelves, a round table with a crystal ball on it, and posters of ancient gods.

While Marcus made tea Donna whispered, “Isn’t he just marvelous? He is just so…so…knowing!”

Winston smiled slightly, and wished he had a hammer he could hit himself on the head with.

Marcus brought in a wide tray and set teacups in front of his guests. He smiled wanly, like he had done something important, then put the tea tray to the side.

He sat down and made a show of sipping his tea. Actually, he was sipping ice cold Coke. He hated tea, and he wasn’t about to drink the doctored tea he had just slugged them with.

Donna picked up her cup and sipped, then, noticing that Winston wasn’t drinking, she kicked his leg.

Sighing, Winston picked up his cup and drank his tea. Being irritated, but trying to conceal it, he drank as if he was thirsty. The tea was overly sweetened, so that helped, and shortly the contents were sloshing at the bottom of Winston’s belly.

Marcus smiled. “And how may I help you today?”

“You know, Master. I told you that we might need a little help in our marriage.” She gave a sudden giggle as potent ingredients assaulted her logic centers, which were none too large to begin with.

“Of course, I know, sweet one.” Marcus smiled. “Marcus the Magnificent, Master of the Occult, knows all.”

“Isn’t he great?” Donna whispered to Winston. “Doesn’t he just know everything?

Winston was feeling weird. He put a hand to his forehead, touched a thumb to one side of his large expanse of cranium, and the middle finger to the other.

If he calculated the obtusity of Rhododendron’s basic postulate he could cut down the amount of electricity his electric cars used.

“Have some more tea,” offered Marcus.

Winston sipped, and he suddenly realized that the picture of Osiris on the wall was talking to him.

“Gravity in sex is not necessary if you understand the algorithms of conjunctionality.”

Winston tilted his head slightly. This made perfect sense to him, and he wondered why he hadn’t thought of that before.

Donna picked her nose, but when she extracted her finger there was a slimy string of snot that seemed to come out and hung in a loop and she started rolling it up in a ball with her fingers.

Osiris said, “To define the opposite of an opposite requires an oppositional thinking that is inverted then reversed.”

Winston put a finger to the corner of his mouth, just like ‘Mini Me.’ It was a brilliant concept, and…why hadn’t he figured this out before?

Marcus the Magnificent smiled. His customers were totally Looney Tunes. He went to a small fridge and got out a beer. He popped it and sat down. He lit up a big cigar. “Tell me, Winston, what are you thinking about?”

Winston heard Osiris speaking, but this nibbling little voice was getting in the way. Still, he felt compelled to answer.

“The universe is backwards,” he said, algebraic concepts filling the air in the space over his head. “Everything is the opposite of what we think.”

“You know I want to fuck your wife?”

“And that means,” Winston read the arcane formula in the air, “That you don’t want to fuck, want to fuck backwards, pull out but never in…”

God, that Osiris was smart.

“And I want you to give me your blessings. Ask me to fuck your wife. Right here. On the table.”

Winston turned his head a bit jerkily and considered vast universal concepts. “The universe is female.”

“And when I’m done you’re going to pay me a million dollars for boffing her.”

“Oooh, a million dollars,” cooed Donna, her eyes lighting up.

“But if backwards is backwards then frontwards doesn’t exist except as a paradigm for convoluted thought.”

“Up on the table, good looking,” Marcus opened his robe. He had come prepared. He wasn’t wearing underwear and his sizable dingus sprouted out from between the folds of the purple robe.

“Once one has folded the black holes of the universe,” said Osiris, “One will find the true contusion of the calculus of interspersing variables.”

Winston was now standing up, shocked by the revelations of higher mathematics.

Marcus pushed the crystal ball to the side, then looked at the idiot with the open mouth. He handed the crystal to Winston and said, “Hold this, slick.”

Donna was up on the table now, and Marcus turned to lift up her dress. He was going to take her doggy style.

“I have put the solution in your hand. A perfect orb, a doorway into enlightenment.”

Winston felt the round ball in his hand. Chemical equations roared through his cranium. If he mixed flourine (f) with uranium (u) and carbon (c) and potassium (k), then electrocuted it and added a booster of yttrium (y) and oxygen (o) and another dose of uranium (u), then the resultant solution would increase stimulation to the pineal gland and…HE HAD IT! HE HAD IT!

Marcus was on the table crouched behind Donna. Donna was smiling as he told her how hot her pussy was. That was something that Winston had never done. He fucked and got out a tablet and a slide rule and ran equations. He didn’t seem to understand that if he just told her how hot her pussy was she’d be wanting to fuck all the time.

Marcus’s dick slithered into Donna’s tight pussy. He groaned at how good it felt, how the smooth walls slithered against his dick, at the steamy moisture, and the yelp of satisfaction, and…

“I’ve got it!” screamed Winston, and in the excitement, waving his hands up and down, he struck Marcus on the back of the head with the crystal ball.

Marcus came and went at the same time. The orgasm swept over him, then there was darkness and he was riding the cosmos, his dead body slumped over the beautiful woman humping on the table.

Donna didn’t understand. One second she was being cream-pied, the next second he laid on her and went limp and his weight drove her down.

OOOMPH!” she grunted under his weight, and his penis, still spewing, rammed deeper into her than ever before.

She came, and lay in a puddle of cosmic juices and a tsunami of unbelievable heat.

Winston pranced around the room, “It’s the opposite of everything! That’s the secret ingredient! “I’ve got it!”

Marcus’s famous tea, fortunately, was designed to wear off within fifteen minutes. Long enough for him to implant suggestions in the stupid rube’s mind, and short enough that he could put them together and get rid of them before the next customer arrived.

And, he had scheduled this meeting before lunch, so the tea wore off and Winston sat down and gazed at nothing stupidly. Formulas and algorithms were misting in his mind, swirling vaguely, and disappearing.

Winston’s mouth was open and he heard somebody talking to him.

He realized that one doesn’t listen through the mouth and he turned and looked at Donna.

“Get him off me!” she pleaded.

Winston tried to figure out why a dead man was impaling his wife on his dead dick.

He looked at the crystal ball in his hand, and things started to coalesce.

He had bonked Marcus the Magnificent. But why was Marcus’s dick deep in his wife?

“Help me!”

Winston stood up and pushed on Marcus’s dead body. The body fell to the side and Donna sat up. One tit had poked through the porthole on her chest. Her hair was messed up.

“Heysoos,” she sobbed. “He fucking died on me!”

“It’s okay,” Winston murmured, trying to remember the ingredients to his IQ enhancing formula.

“You don’t understand!” wailed Donna. “I’ve never fucked a man to death before!”

Holding on to the formula in his head, Winston tried to absorb the concept of his wife fucking somebody to death.

So who had killed Marcus the Magnificent? Had Winston done it with the cosmic globe in his hand? Or had Donna done it with the backwards universe of her juicy pussy?

Who had really killed Marcus the Magnificent?

Well, whoever had done it they best be gone. It wasn’t Winston who thought this last up, but his wife. Winston would have summoned the police and gotten to the bottom of the mystery. But his wife knew how police worked. This was California law, after all.

In California, if a criminal was arrested for murder he would be set loose on the following day.

But if a rich person committed murder they would be thrown in jail and the cost of buying judges would be more money than even Winston had!

“Come on,” she muttered. She climbed off the table, pulled her dress down, and looked around for anything they might have touched.

The table. Crap. Tea cups. Crap. Winston had shook hands with Marcus. Crap.

“Stand there and don’t touch anything,” she told Marcus.

She put the teacups and the globe in the center of the table. She broke the doorknobs off the doors they had touched. She grabbed a large knife she found in a drawer and chopped off Marcus’s hand shaking hand.

Also in the drawer was a bag of pills. She didn’t know what they were, but she grabbed them and continued preparing the scene.

She put everything on the table, stacked it up in the center, then poured a can of lighter fluid over the table, and especially the mound of incriminating evidence in the center.

She lit the thing on fire and, holding Winston’s hand, backed out of the room.

For a dumb blonde she sure knew a lot about covering up a crime scene.

Winston wandered through the front room, then out the front door. He was thinking of flouride (f), uranium (u), carbon (c) and potassium (k)…all mixed with Yttrium (y) and oxygen (o) and uranium (u), it was the solution. It was an enhanced IQ. It would save the world!

Donna pushed him through the parking lot and they got into his electric car. She drove because he seemed pretty much out of it. He kept chanting f + u + c + k over y + o + u….that’s the ticket!

She wasn’t out of it because she had taken drugs before and knew how to handle herself.

They drove through town, arrived home, and ran in to watch the news.

The story of Marcus’s murder was all over the news.

Marcus the Magnificent, also known as Rick the Prick Forsythe, whose acolytes called him ‘Master of the Occult,’ or just plain ‘Master,’ was found dead in his business address on Main Street.’

They injected a few shots of his burnt down palmistry shop.

‘Marcus was found burned to death. Police have mentioned it could be a gangland hit, as he was apparently cooking an illegal substance called alprazolam. He was struck on the head and his place of business set on fire.

Police are looking for witnesses, and if you have any knowledge of this heinous crime please notify the police at…

Winston sat on the couch, the big screen TV droning.

“It’s backwards, dear,” he explained to Donna. “All this time I’ve been doing everything backwards. If I had just—“

“Shut up,” she snapped.

A hurt look on his face, Winston shut.

Donna turned to him. “It’s only a matter of time until they catch us. His appointment book might survive, or maybe they can reconstitute our address out of the ashes. I watch Law and Order and I know how advanced the police procedures are. So we have to hide.”

Swirling formulas running through his head, Winston said, “The secret is flourine (f), uranium (u), carbon (c) and potassium (k)…all mixed with Yttrium (y) and oxygen (o) and uranium (u). do you get it? F + u + c + k over y + o + u!”

Donna looked at him. “What’d you say?”

“Fuck you, honey! That’s the secret of enhanced intelligence! Fuck you!”

She muttered, “Fuck me? shit! I’m all that’s holding this thing together. Why, if the police arrest him his companies go broke and then I go broke and there’s no way this mama’s girl is going to go back to the street!

“I’ve got to get to the office. I have to…”

Donna shook her head, looked around for something to shut up Winston, and in reaching into her purse for a handkerchief, she found the bag of pills.

“Here,” she said, pushing a small handful of alprazolam into Winston’s mouth. This was about a hundred times smaller than the weak tea that Marcus pushed.

Winston, still stoned from the earlier tea, might have come out of his confusion in an hour or so, but he wasn’t going to come out now.

“It’s the opposite, you see. You just have to do everything backwards and the solution is obvious. I’ve been trying to…” the psychedelic world exploded inside of Winston’s cerebrum. Neon algorithms contested with swirling chemical formulas. He saw the procedures he would have to follow to make this work. He was unaware that he was babbling nonsense in his frenetic desire to verbalize his most important discovery.

“Backwards,” muttered Donna, pacing back and forth. It would only be a matter of time before the police showed up. They always showed up. And she had to—

“Backwards,” shouted Winston, interrupting her thinking process. “We’ve got to do everything backwards. We’ve got to go in reverse on the freeway. Walk on our hands. Men become women, and women become men. Isn’t it obvious?”

And it was. For one nanosecond Winston’s thought coincided with Donna’s thought.

His screechings entered her cranium and she knew what she had to do. It was obvious. Men become women, and women become men.

“Come on!” she yelled. She grabbed his hand and pulled him through the house.

“Backwarditis!” he yelled, scampering happily along behind her.

And she thought: If I make him into a woman, and I dress as a man, then we can escape and nobody will discover us!
She pulled him into the room she used for dressing and make up.

“Sit in the chair!” she yelled. “Don’t move!”

Winston sat, and gargled alchemical formula in his skull. His reality was a whirl of cauldrons filled with flourine and uranium and carbon and potassium, all cooking over a fire built of yttrium and oxygen and uranium. He could see the mind reverse, the tendency to grow dumber growing weaker, and then the tendency to grow smarter flaring up like a nova!

Donna came running out of her walk in closet with an armful of lingerie.

“Put this on! And this…and this!”

She helped him out of his clothes and stuffed into panties and a bra. Then she fastened a short corset on him and pulled the ties tight.

“Make it backwards! Intead of in…out. Instead of out…in. Instead of…unh!” he gasped as she made his mid section smaller.

“Don’t you understand?” he beseeched Donna. “I’ve found it!”

“Your-fucking-eeka,” she answered, finishing the last of the ties.

She ran into her closet and brought out a dress. It was a black number, down to her knees, and only an inch above his. Then she realized he had no cleavage. Fuck! She ripped the dress off him and ran for another.

“Double the compound in reverse osmosis and then you can…” Winston burbled on.

She brought out a pleated skirt and a sweater. He was adorable in the outfit, except that he had no boobs.

She picked up the phone and dialed a number.

“Doc? My husband gave you a million dollars for research, didn’t he?”

A bit of burble spouted back at her.

“Yeah, yeah. Never mind that. Look, I want you to give Winston boobs. Use that long lasting stuff. I don’t want them shrinking on him before he gets off the plane.”

More blah, blah, blah came over the phone.

“Shut up. We’ll be there within the hour. Oh, and can you give him something so he doesn’t get any erections for awhile?”

Burble.

“Excellent. See you then.”

Winston looked at himself in the mirror. “I’m the opposite of the opposite. Two wrongs can make a right if you apply ‘fuck you’ to the equation.

Winston drooled.

Donna dried his lips and set to work. She applied make up quickly and expertly. She blushed him and colored his eyes. She pierced his ears and painted his lips.

“Fuck!” she said. “Don’t you ever stop biting your nails?”

She painted his toes, applied fake fingernails to his hands, and painted everything red. She gave him a wig.

“I fell pretty, oh so pretty, I feel pretty and witty and the opposite of gay?” Winston had a terrible voice, and it had been decades since he had seen Westside Story.”

Donna helped him put on nylons, then some slingback heels.

“Get up.”

Winston stood tall. He felt a little dizzy, but he was working on algorithms in his mind. How do you circumnavigate the perambulum of the ankle bones to the snobble of the wobble is less-a-fied.

It all made sense to him, and the theory of walking in high heels conquered his body’s inability to figure out the simple mathematical formulas.

“Whee!” he said, sashaying across the floor as if he was walking down a catwalk.

Donna pushed clothes into backpacks. Now that he was in hiding she just packed female clothes. More heels, kinky lingerie. All the things that a girl needed in hiding. She wouldn’t go male, they would be looking for him, not her. They could both be female.

“If you peddify the ferumbulant the resulting concatenation of sinkholes will smogify the perfidy.” Winston smiled happily at a wall. It all made sense to him. He was going to make the world smarter. One pill at a time.

Finally, they were ready to go. She grabbed their passports and pulled him down the long, winding stairway of their forty room mansion. Just as she reached for the doorknob…

KNOCK…KNOCK…KNOCK!

Donna about jumped out of her panties.

Winston said, “I told you. It’s the formula.”

Now shaking in fear, Donna opened the front door.

There was a lone policeman there. He was holding a sheaf of what looked like tickets.

“Hi, ma’am. Uh, ma’ams. I’m collecting donations for the Police Benevolent Association. I was wondering if you could make a small donation…”

Donna ripped open her purse and pulled out a check book. She wrote a blank check, signed it, and handed it to the cop. “Fill in what you need. We’ve got to go.”

The cop stared at the check. Stared at the pair of round fannies running away from him.

Some cops would be suspicious.

Some cops might even be honest. Probably not really honest, but at least a little bit.

This cop closed his book and went to the bank. He cashed a check for a million dollars and resigned from the force. Last heard he was operating a cannabis farm in Nunavut.

And, as for Donna and Winston, the cop had no idea where they had gone to, or why.


PART TWO

Donna drove them to the airport. LAX. She parked the car in long term parking. It would eventually be put up for auction and bought by a young man who wanted it for parts.

Winston’s carbon footprint was starting to disappear.

Donna led the gibbering Winston through the airport. Winston kept feeling his new tits and looking at his feminine clothes. He didn’t understand how he had become a woman, but he knew his dick was now limp and the secret of enhanced IQ was fuck you.

“Fuck you!” said Winston, to each and all, happily espousing the formula for increased IQ.

“She’s got tourette syndrome!” shouted Donna to their wake of startled faces.

“Fuck you,” said Winston.

They stood in line at the ticket counter. Winston politely said ‘Fuck you’ to all the other people in line. A few people chuckled, a few got pissed off, but that’s life in an airport.

“Where are you going?” asked the girl at the counter.

“Where’s the furthest place on earth?” snapped Donna.

The girl, who had excelled in geometry in the fourth grade and nothing else. Ever. Said, “If you draw a line through the earth from here you’d end up in China.”

“Two tickets for China.”

“Would you like First Class? Coach? Bus—“

“Cheapest you’ve got.” Donna figured that would put off any pursuit. The police would be looking for rich people, and rich people flew first class, or even had their own planes. They’d never think to look for herself and Winston in coach.

“Would you like insurance?”

Donna stumbled through that one, buying no insurance because she figured that would make them look poor.

“We have discounts for…”

“Please,” sobbed Donna. “We just want to get on the plane!”

The airline girl sniffed, checked a bunch of boxes, which boxes made the airlines richer, then pointed towards the passenger loading door.

Donna pulled Winston down the folding corridor and the counter girl rubbed her arms. Honestly, the nerve of poor people! And Lesbians, to boot!

The flight was 14 hours long. Fourteen hours in a pinched seat with nothing but water and peanuts. Unsalted peanuts, at that.

Winston didn’t seem to care. He just kept going on and on about ‘fuck you,’ and drawing algorithms on the fog on the inside of the plane window. Or on the napkins the peanuts were poured onto. Or in the air, licking his juicy, red lips as if it all made sense.

“Fuck you, then invert the opposite backwards and it’ll all work out.”

Donna tried to sleep, but a horde of children were playing over the coach seats like they were monkey bars.

Oh, how she wished Winston hadn’t killed Marco.

If he hadn’t killed Marco she’d be rich!

And she totally missed the fact that, being married to Winston, she was already richer than shit.

Or had been.

She grabbed Winston’s hand and pulled him down the aisle of the airplane. She pushed past people trying to get their stuff out of overheads, and exited onto the tarmac.

The incoming people glanced, annoyed, at the two lesbians.

China was hot. It was humid. How the hell did the Chinese people stand it? Why didn’t they all move someplace pleasant? Like Albuquerque?

“Mr. and Mrs. Johnston. Please to follow me.”

The Chinese customs agent smiled obsequiously and led the couple to the back of the terminal.

Donna groaned. Busted. They would spend the next twenty years in a Chinese prison for trying to sneak into the country while poor. Then they would be deported and spend another twenty years in jail waiting for a trial. And then they would be sentenced to death.

Winston said, “The hypotenuese of the geralismo sequenced against the curvature of the earth’s surface results in a teleportation of inconsequential matter to the outer rings of…” and on and on and on.

And it all made sense to him.

They entered an office in the back of the airport. Three officials were waiting for them, and before Donna could mutter ‘We’re fucked,’ they all bowed low.

“Welcome to China. We are in awe of your logical expertise in matters scientific.”

The three men ignored Donna and scraped their heads on the floor for Winston.

“Fuck you,” chirped Winston happily.

The curse might have been a blessing for the way the Chinese bowed to it.

“How may our country serve you?” asked one of the Chinese.

And Donna got it. The Chinese didn’t know they were murderers. They just knew that Winston was the smartest scientist in the world…and what could they get out of him?

“We’re here on vacation. Traveling incognito.”

“Wonderful,” responded one of the Chinese, wondering at the choice of Winston being a woman as being incognito. Surely there were other methods…

“We have a forty room mansion on a beautiful scenic lake. You may vacation there.”

Donna opened her mouth to object, then shut it. If the Chinese hid them the police would never find them!

“Fuck you,” said Winston.

They drove to a secluded military airport. From the airport they hopped over ranges of mountains, sweeping jungles, a few plains, and down to a densely populated city on the Yangtze River.

They were then escorted to a huge complex of apartments.

It wasn’t a forty room mansion, it was about forty thousand rooms, and they were all empty.

And Winston was invited to tour the local chemical plant. He was invited to tour it for 12 hours a day every day starting in one hour.

And so began their ‘Chinese vacation.’

Donna was bored. She could go where she wanted in the city, but there were no people there. It was one of China’s famous ‘Ghost Cities.’ Built out of a frenzied need for building, but never filled because Chinese were only allowed one child per couple, and there wasn’t any need to get rich enough to feed the family when it was so small. So there was no upward mobility, so to speak.

So she wandered through a couple of gardens, her only company a big Mongoloid appearing chap that guarded her.

Then she went home and watched state television, which was like watching Happy Days for communists, the unfunny version. ‘You messee with good Commie Richie and Fonzie hit you face with little red book.

So, the solution for bored people everywhere, Donna fell in love with her Mongoloid guard and took him to bed. Every day when Winston toured the chemical plant Donna would invite Ching Ching Pao into her bedroom, disrobe, spread her legs under the gaze of his drooping eyelids and licking lips, and…become not bored.

Winston was not bored. But he also didn’t make sense.

Donna had continued giving him the little pills, and he was obsessed with the ‘fuck you’ formula.

The Chinese realized that the eccentric America was trying to convey something. He was trying to express algebraic formula that could not normally be expressed. At least not in normal language.

So they brought in a Chinese linguist.

Her name was Lingi Ping Po, and she was a die hard communist. She was also as beautiful as a western journalist. High, tight boobs. Long, silken hair. A cupid bow’s mouth painted communist red.

Her bosses all thought she was…not right. Until she took them to bed.

Then they thought she was fine. Quite brilliant woman, really.

Lingi Ping Po saw, right away, what Winston was trying to say.

“He wanna fuck fuck,” she explained to her boss. “But he no dick. Poor woman need fuck fuck!”

The communist bosses weren’t about to put up with this, so they ordered Lingi Ping Po to get tot he bottom of Winston’s ‘fuck you.’

One day, shortly after going to work on Winston, Lingi Ping Po decided a forthright approach was needed. She grabbed his crotch.

Winston stopped and stared. His dick. He finally remembered that he had a dick, and was surprised to find that it was soft.

“Oh,” he said.

“This ‘fuck you?’” asked Lingi Ping Po.

“Well, uh…”

She proceeded to pull his skirt up, his panties down, and to suck his cock.

Winston sighed. He had had so few women, and the last woman he had had, his wife, wasn’t interested in this kind of stuff.

Of course his dick wasn’t hard. Hadn’t been hard since that fiasco with Marcus the Magnificent, but…it felt good.

Lingi Ping Po sucked and sucked, and was very discouraged when Winston just sighed.

She had never had a foreigner resist her wet hot tongue.

But this foreigner just stood there, a sappy look on his face, and his dick hung down like a dead eel. A small, dead eel.

Winston went home happy that day, and was surprised to find that Donna, for once, was happy.

In fact, she was so happy that she forgot to give him his pill.

The only person unhappy was Lingi Ping Po. “I suckee suck…he no fuckee fuck! How I get his big secrets out of his small mind?

Her bosses were not pleased. They slapped her in the face with a little red book and told her to try harder.

That morning, ‘THE’ morning, that would forever taint all mornings after, Winston got up and had his breakfast.

Noodles. In a bowl. Packaged like cereal. They even had a big, tiger growl out ‘gr-e-a-a-at! Then he would attack a bowl of noodles with a giant pair of chopsticks.

Winston ate his state sponsored bowl of noodle cereal, and watched the television.

Oddly, he felt…good.

He had felt good before, but it was a druggy sort of good. The world all hazy and dopey. But now he felt like it wasn’t hazy and dopey. In fact, it felt like he was coming down off something.

The something, he didn’t realize, was alprazolam

Donna, exhausted by her Mongoloid fucker’s dick, had simply forgotten to give him Marcus the Magnificent’s wonder drug.

Winston was, for the first time in months, feeling like a real person.

He finished breakfast, put his bowl and chopsticks in the state sponsored washing machine, and headed out the door.

China, he wondered. How had he gotten here? The last thing he remembered was looking at a shiny, crystal ball. And then there was a lot of muddled blankness.

Where had he been?

And how had he gotten here?

As Winston wandered through the ghost city, wondering at the fact that, for the first time in his life, there weren’t any people around, Donna slipped out of bed and into her sexy lingerie. She spritzed herself with perfume, painted her lips, pinched her nipples so they would stand up even further, and waited.

Precisely 15 minutes after Winston had departed, Ching Ching Pao, who was assigned to stand outside the Johnston’s apartment all day, and follow Mrs. Johnston if she left the apartment, walked up to the door bell and pushed it.

DING DONG!

Donna ran for the front door. She opened it and pulled Ching Ching in.

Ching Ching was dashing in his state sponsored uniform, and she pulled down the zipper, unbuckled the buckle, pulled down the pants, pulled down his state sponsored underpants, and…SLURP!

Ching Ching’s knees weakened at the onslaught of Donna’s red lips.

He caught himself by placing one hand on an ornate table next to the front door.

He pushed the door shut—Lord knew he didn’t want to be caught by the party bosses getting his one-eyed snake slurped—and lifted Donna up.

Donna giggled and went with him.

He lifted her up and dropped her down over his dick. She slithered onto him, was held fast, and they hugged and kissed all the way to the bedroom, where he jumped up into the air and landed on her on the bed, which jammed his Chinese dick down into her capitalistic pussy.

Donna had told him that if he was going to fuck her he needed to try extra hard. On the internet it said that Chinese people only had 4.3 inch dicks. Only four countries had smaller dicks. India, Philippines, Taiwan and Thailand.

Ching Ching took this to heart and leaped extra high, and thrust his hips forward when he landed, and the result was a pleasing opening of the eyes and a mighty grunt as his dick now felt twice as big to the American woman.

Donna yelped, grunted, opened her legs and thanked the Gods.

Ching Ching went to work, putting all his communist prowess to the task, and shortly Donna was groaning out orgasms like they were free.

As Donna marveled at the blessings of communist inventions, Winston presented his pass key to the guards.

It was a small factory, as such things go, but quite diligent in applying security procedures.

The guards had guards, and everybody looked over everybody’s shoulder, and when Winston was passed through he was surprised to find himself next to a fellow American.

“Well, hello!” He was now feeling very clear in thought, and he inspected the American closely.

The American had a face like a chipmunk. He wore thick glasses, and he grinned like he was rich.

Winston knew that grin. He had been rich once, too.

“Good morning,” the other man said. “I’ve been anxious to meet you. I’ve heard such good things about your work here.”

“And who are you?”

“My name is Fauci. I’m one of the investors here. I’ve been studying over your formulas, and though I’ve been involved in the field for a long time, I can’t quite figure out how you’re going to make this work.”

Talk freely, ignoring their Chinese handlers, and the thousands of microphones that followed their every word, Fauci escorted Winston up to his laboratory. As they walked Winston explained, “My initial theories were aimed at making a pill that would increase intelligence.”

A wonderful idea, thought Fauci, wonderful for himself and his bosses, who were all very elite.

They entered the lab and Winston got out his notes. He spread them out, prepared to explain one thing or another, and was startled to find out that the stuff he had been working on no longer made sense.

His exuberance began to dissipate. He didn’t understand that no longer being on the alprazolam he could no longer see what he was thinking about when he was on alprazolam.

Still, he tried. “If you reverse the opposite of backwards, and the fuck you formula is adhered to, the result should be obvious…” but it was no longer obvious.

Fauci scratched his head.

Winston tried again. “But if the algorithm of the algebraic formulation of fuck you is transferred through the opposite of Claritis teachings then…uh…then something should…should…”

He was blank. It had all made such perfect sense, but now…now it was so much gibberish.

Fauci, however, though he understood nothing, was not discouraged. In fact, just the opposite.

When he finished meeting with the rather obtuse Winston he returned to his hotel room and wrote a wonderful report.

Dr. Johnston has made serious inroads…his inventive mind should be given full leeway…pursuing the most advantageous discoveries in the history of man…

Now, one might be wondering why Fauci would speak so highly of what was plainly ill conceived gibberish. The answer would be simple.

Fauci had arranged investments in the small company. He wanted more investments. How do you get investments? Portray the company as being on the edge of a civilization altering discovery.

So he wrote his glowing reports, e-mailed them off, and returned to the laboratory. He was hoping that there might be some way he could rescue the lab from the gibberish that Winston had foisted upon it.

In the basement of the laboratory building Lingi Ping Po read the email and trembled.

She had failed. Winston was about to make his breakthrough discoveries and she had had nothing to do with it. She had to be involved with Winston’s break through. If she wasn’t…her family would be sent back to the fields.

And she would be returned to the military, where she would have to fuck fat generals and hope for a promotion.

Her fists clamped tightly, she walked up the stairs and headed for Winston’s lab.

Winston was bent over a table, trying to figure out what the fuck you formula meant. in the back of his mind he thought it had something to do with increasing IQ, but that made no sense.

And all the fantastical algorithms of days gone by were like so much mist, disappearing under the hard sun of truth.

What did it all mean? It had all been crystal clear before…but now…crystal…crystal…he remembered holding a crystal ball, and then…and then…

Lingi Ping Po walked across the lab floor. She made no noise because she didn’t want Winston to see her coming. She was going to wring the truth out of him.

Winston stared at the window, there were beakers and bunsen burners on the counters around him. There were charts and microscopes, and it had all been aimed at something that no longer made sense, that no longer…

“Hello, Win-stone,” Lingi Ping said as she pulled up his dress and stuck her thumb right where the sun didn’t shine.

Winstone screeched and went up on his toes, then he realized something. Her thumb felt good!

“I want to know what you’re doing here, Win-stone! She reamed his rectum with her thumb and he groaned, and his ass started pressing back. He had not felt any sexual pleasure for months, his dick just hung down uselessly. But now he was feeling the sex. Now he was having reactions of the anal kind. He was enjoying his first encounter with pleasure in many, long months.

Lingi Ping rammed her thumb in and out. She could feel his prostate bump. She reached around and grabbed his limp dick. Now she had him ‘spitted.’ One hand on his penis and the other hand, or thumb, up his heinie. She began to move her hands back and forth.

Winston began whining helplessly. He had always wanted sex and never gotten it, and now it was like he was getting the best of both worlds, bot the male and the female worlds.

Lingi Ping moved her hands back and forth, and Winston’s balls slapped back and forth.

“Oh…my…God!” yelled Winston.

“You tell me now!” yelled Lingi Piing Po. “You tell me or else!”

Fauci walked into the laboratory. His mouth opened in shock, his eyes opened in wonder. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

Winston had a dick!

Technically, he had known this. He had read the state sponsored reports.

But…he had never seen it, and Winston always presented as a she or a her, but never a he or an it.

“You tell me now!” screeched Lingi Ping, shaking the poor capitalist between her fists.

Fauci ran to intercede, though, on later thought, he didn’t know why he should. After all, Lingi Ping Po might look a little angry, but Winston was feeling the pleasure.

Lingi was lifting up, Winston was up on his toes, his arms flailing, and Fauci ran into them.

All three of them fell forward, onto the beakers and burners and chemicals and algorithms.

Glass busted, flourine and uranium and carbon and potassium came together in a manner not designed by the inventor.

Yttrium and oxygen and uranium mingled, the whole thing exploded, and the lab caught on fire.

Fire alarms went off. Clouds of noxious fumes filled the lab and poured into other areas.

Lingi Ping Po fell, her thumb still securely placed in Winston’s ass, on the floor. There was a closet near by, and they scrambled. Winston was in the way, and since her thumb was already ensconced, Lingi pushed harder, made him scramble harder. Then they were in the closet, the door closed.

Lingi got her feet under her and stood up, and Winston, because his heinie was still impaled, stood up, too.

They stood, her thumb up his ass, her tits pressed against his back.

She reached around and grabbed his dick again. And now it all became sexual.

Simply, no matter how hard Lingi tried to make it punishing, Winston was of a mind to take it as pleasuring.

“Oh, God!” muttered Winston. “Keep going.”

Lingi pushed her thumb in, and marveled at how his muscles tightened around her thumb, kept her thumb firmly trapped.

“Yes! Yes!”

Lingi pushed again, and she reached up and grabbed a handful of tit.

Winston groaned. Nobody ever played with his breasts. Donna never touched him there. Yet his nipples were so sensitive, and it felt so good.

She pressed her thumb hard, and he went up on his tip toes, and then the most amazing thing happened: white drool seeped out of his limp cock.

“Yes! Yes!”

Lingi realized what was happening. He was having an orgasm! It was through the butt, but it was a real orgasm!

She had heard of such things while in the state military, and she ground her thumb in harder, rubbed his prostate, and the flow of semen increased, and so did his pleasure.

Lingi Ping Po grinned. If she could give enough pleasure maybe this capitalistic American would demand that she stay on, that he help her every day. Maybe she wouldn’t be handed back to the fat, fucking generals who lived to slap her tits and ass.

And sticking her state sponsored thumb up a capitalistic asshole was easy work for a girl who wanted to get ahead.

“Ye-e-e-esssss!”

And Winston fell hopelessly in love.

Fauci, when the lab exploded, scrambled across the floor. He managed to make it out of the lab before the security doors locked. He ran through the complex, yelling orders at hurrying soldiers, and made it through door after closing door.

Finally, he made it to the entrance. As he stepped through the door he yelled at the security personnel, “Lock it down! Don’t let anybody out!”

The sirens whooping in the distance, Fauci staggered down the street. He entered the town proper.

His nose was running and he was sneezing. He felt like he had a cold.

He came to a wet market. This was on the side of the Yangtze River, and it was filled with everything from eels to buffalo meat.

He wandered through the market, his eyes were watering and he was sneezing, but…it was okay. He had gotten out. Now all he had to do was make it to the airport. He had a plane waiting, and he could fly out of the country before anybody knew what was happening.

He passed out of the market, left the happy, working people, and headed for the airport.

He sighed. That was close. If he had gotten locked down in the lab there was no telling what might happen to him. It was conceivable that he might even be ‘disappeared.’

Winston and Lingi Ping hid in the closet for hours. Eventually they heard doors open and people walking around.

Winston was feeling better than he had in a long time. His dick might not work, but his balls had worked overtime. He had left a hu-u-uge mess of semen on the floor.

He opened the closet door and he and Lingi Ping came out. They came out tentatively, and were scooped up by the security patrols.

That night Winston came home late. He had been interrogated for hours. Of course it helped that Lingi Ping Po was one of the interrogators.

Donna hugged him, and hoped that he didn’t feel her pussy. It was filled with state sponsored, Mongoloid semen.

“What happened? I heard the sirens.”

Winston sat down at the table and looked at his state sponsored Top Ramen. And his chopsticks.

“Believe it or not,” he said, “I think I got a promotion.”

“You did?”

“They want to send me and, uh…my lab assistant, to the Ukraine. There are a lot of labs there, and a lot of work to be done.”

“The Ukraine. Wow. Do you think they would let me bring my bodyguard?”

“I don’t see why not.”

Then Winston dug into his state sponsored Top Ramen. The Ukraine. And just when he was getting used to using chopsticks.


EPILOGUE

Over the following weeks the small town on the Yangtze River became less and less populated. The people were all catching some sort of flu and being moved out.

Winston and Lingi Ping Po, and Donna and Ching Ching Pao were flown to the Ukraine where Winston helped that country develop its thirty labs.

Fauci made it back to the United States, where he helped in the funding of more labs, and explored various corona diseases.

Eventually the town on the Yangtze became a ghost town. No more industry, and the people, if they weren’t sick, were sent to other communities in China. Or perhaps to concentration camps.

The town where all this happened was called ‘Wudan.’ And it is still there, on the banks of the Yangtze, as is the wet market and the rumors of a whole town killed by a mysterious disease.

And, in Los Angeles:

Bill Jennings sat down and went through the daily reports.

“Hey, Sarg?”

Bill looked up, “Yo?”

“We gonna close out the case where the palmistry guy got knocked off?”

“Yep. Nothing there, a perfect crime if I ever saw one. Why?”

“Oh, nothing. I just thought it was a little sad. Marcus the Magnificent might have been a small time hustler, but…it was murder.”

“Yep, but, like you said, small time. You know what bothers me?”

“What?”

“That rich guy, the billionaire. He just dropped off the face of the earth. You’d think we’d find him some where.”

“Hunh. He’ll probably show up drunk in Idaho.”

Jennings chuckled. “Yep, that’s people, eh?”

And the two cops went on about their business.

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


Almost a Woman!

Man changes into woman

and the world shudders!


PART ONE

“Got to go.

James packed his suitcase quickly and efficiently. Shirts folded just so, packed here. Pants folded just so, packed there. Socks. Underwear. Ties.

“You’re going to miss Christmas.” Marsha said.

“World peace, baby.”

James was an interpreter for the state department. He spoke six languages so well he could speak them in pig latin and still understand them.

“So you’re going to Ukraine.”

“Negative. It’s a state secret.” Then he mouthed silently. ‘China.’

“Why China?”

He was in the bathroom, collecting tooth brush, shaver and all that stuff.

Yes, where he was going was a state secret, but unless it was really important he didn’t keep secrets from Marsha.

“Russia is threatening nukes.”

“So why not Russia?”

“Because China is threatening nukes if Russia uses nukes.”

“Holy crap. Should I head for the cabin?”

“Nah. It’s all politics. Everybody rattles sabers, then they come to an agreement. Part of the play.”

“You’d think they’d find a better way to play.”

James was packed now. He looked around, tried to figure out what he was forgetting.

Marsha asked, “When do you think you’ll be back?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think it’s going to be long, but…who knows?” He shrugged. Then he smiled. “Okay. I’ve got everything, car will be here in a half.”

Marsha smiled. “You’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking?”

“I might not see you for a week, or a month.”

“Just think how much you’ll miss me. All those lonely nights, laying in bed. Your poor weenie all sad and blue.”

“It’s my balls that will be blue if we don’t handle that right now.”

Marsha had a twisty grin on her face. “So I’m just supposed to lay down and spread my legs, you squirt your brains out, and then you hop in your car and take off.”

“Something like that.”

Marsha unbuttoned one of her buttons. “I think I’d rather you pined for me.” Another button.

“I get horny enough and I might find a girlfriend.”

“Oh, now he fights dirty.” Another button.

“All’s fair in love and war,” he gave a toothy grin and reached for Marsha.

Marsha jumped back. “Rape,” she whispered.

He laughed. “So that’s what you want!”

“I want to be ravaged. I want you to bite my nipples and savage my pussy. I don’t want to be able to walk for three days.”

“In short,” he said, making a grab and catching her this time, “You want me to fuck you stupid.”

Marsha ripped the last two buttons and threw off her shirt. Her bra was sturdy, and it was full. “I want you to fuck me until my IQ is three.”

“Oh, baby,” and he threw her on the bed.

“Eeeek!” Marsha yelped. She turned and tried to crawl across the bed.

James grabbed her by the skirt belt and pulled her back. He grabbed her legs and flipped her over.

“Scream all you want, my little popsicle. By the time you call the police I’ll be in China.”

“Popsicle? Did you just call me a popsicle?”

James was slender, but strong, and he pulled her panties off easily.

Marsha struggled, as if she was struggling against, but actually helping him remove her dainty underthings.

He dove on to her. He buried his head in her cleavage and reached under her. He made a motorboat sound, flapping his lips against her flesh, as he undid her bra.

She laughed. “You disgusting pig.”

He got up on his knees and looked down on her. He undid his belt and said, “Oink…oink.”

Then he swooped down on her, shoved his penis in her, and she stopped struggling.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured, holding his head and kissing his lips. She felt his warmth breath and tasted his moist mouth.

He felt her tits. Cupped them, ran his thumb over her erect nipples. She felt the rough slide of his thumbs and it excited her even more.

He stopped, raised his head and looked around. “Is that the doorbell!”

“You son of a bitch!” Marsha yelled. “You better finish what you started!”

He lowered himself and began to slowly, excruciatingly, do the in and out that she so loved. Their skin rubbed, and it was like two sticks making fire. Their flesh was heated, he was hard and she was wet, and he rammed and jammed and slammed. She humped and pumped and bumped, and she began to climb the mountain.

James was a considerate lover, and he took his time—the pick up car could wait—and he slid his penis through her vagina.

Marsha felt it comming, the waves of climax that would drown her in a surf of pleasure. She tried to relax, to let it happen, and it did.

“Fuck!” she moaned, and suddenly she was on a crest, flying over reality,  climbing, climbing, and…WOOOSH! She was swept away.

James grinned. HE knew when she was cumming, and he loved it. Making her cum always made his cum feel even better.

He drove into her rigid body, and while she was locked up, unable to think, he began to squirt.

“Oh…yes…yes!”

Then they were lying, him on her, breathing hard, and they both heard…BEEP BEEP!

The pick up car took James to Dulles International Airport. It was a pleasant ride, especially considering that his groin felt wonderful and relaxed.

At Dulles he hopped a private flight straight to Beijing. In Beijing, he was surprised when his group was taken to a railway. They could have flown directly to Wuhan Tianhe International Airport, but that is the way a communist country sometimes works.

Perhaps they wanted the group to see the splendor of the ancient country. Perhaps they just wanted the group to show up unfashionably late.

Whatever the reason, the group took the train to Wuhan.

Wuhan, which was once called Wuchang. Which once consisted of three separate towns that had grown together.

It was beautiful town, communist or not, and there were thousands of bridges connecting all parts of the city.

Arriving in Wuhan, however, the time for sight seeing was over. For the moment.

The Chinese  had chosen Wuhan for the big meeting because they wanted to remind the world of what they were capable of, for this was the place where Covid got it’s start.

James was rushed into the political dickerings without delay, and that was where it got interesting…and boring.

The Chinese would come out with some bizarre proposal. He would translate, even as his people had English copies of the demands.

For instance, Ukraine must rename itself as ‘The People’s Republic of the Ukraine.’

And, Russia must enter into a trade agreement with China, using Chinese currency. Chinese currency was notorious for being devalued.

The hard part was that James could have answered directly and saved a lot of time. But he wasn’t a politician and was forbidden to say anything except what his bosses said he could say.

And his bosses were about as bright as the Chinese bosses.

So, long days of blathering, followed by longer days waiting while their bosses crafted their inane answers to inaner demands.

After a week one of his counterpart translators, one whom James had struck up a mild friendship, made a suggestion. “You would like to go to the Wuhan labs?”

James was fascinated. The home of Covid. He had to check in with his seniors, and, surprisingly, they thought it was a good idea.

He was given a tiny camera and told to ‘knock himself out.’

So on a Saturday morning, after a boringly, long week, James and Wing Ping Poo (that was really his name!) headed across town.

They enjoyed the many bridges, they sauntered through the meat market, and they came to the large, brick building that is WIV. The Wuhan Institute of Virology.

“You are very fortunate to be allowed to visit WIV,” explained Wing Ping. “WIV is very off limits since Covid.” Oddly, Wing seemed a little bit nervous when he said this.

They entered the building, were passed through security rather easily, which was a surprise, and toured the labs.

The place was a showcase for level four bio labs. Everything was sharp and shiny with lots of security features. In an odd moment of truthfulness, Wing said, “We have, of course, upgraded this facility since the unfortunate accident.

James didn’t bother trying to take pictures. As a matter of fact, he had left the camera with the security personnel. He had no interest in becoming an international incident.

They toured for a couple of hours, James had many questions, and he couched them politely and accepted answers easily.

Finally, the tour was over, and the two men sauntered back over the bridges. They stopped at a restaurant and Wing ordered a feast for them. It was delicious, one of the finest meals James had ever had. the only odd thing was when Wing said, “I took you there because I had to.”

It was a subtle, apologetic statement, and James concealed his frown well.

Why would China want him to travel a secure installation, and why would Wing suddenly apologize.

James found out why within the week.

James sent texts to his wife daily. Often many times daily. He made veiled innuendo as to what he was going to do to her when he returned. The messages managed to be subtle, yet quite salacious.

Marsha loved her messages. She even jilled off to a couple of them. She missed her husband so much.

Then, two weeks into the meeting in Wuhan, one week after James had toured the WIV labs, the messages stopped.

One day, and Marsha was panicked. She began calling people in the government to ask after James. Every inquiry was met with a polite ‘know nothing’ response…James must be very busy. Thank you.

Marsha began to fret.

James awoke feeling like shit. He didn’t think about the labs, not at all, because that had been a week previous.

Protocol indicated he should immediately report any ‘mishap.’ He did.

He lay in bed in his hotel room, pulled covers over himself, and shivered.

Oddly, the hotel doctor showed up before the American doctor.

James was dizzy by now, and dazed, and because of this he didn’t fend the doctor off.

The doctor took his vitals, and a blood sample, and nodded to the American doctor as he left the room.

“How do, James?”

“Got the crud, doc.”

“Okay,” the doctor whipped out his stethoscope and managed the feat of asking questions as he listened to heart beats.

“Food poisoning?”

“I eat in the restaurant downstairs. Except last week one of the Chinese translators took me to a restaurant.

The doc took down data, including the name of the restaurant, and continued his exam.

“Shortness of breath? Headache? How severe? Sense of smell okay?”

On and on went the questions. Illness in China, during high level negotiations, were treated seriously.

James spent the next seven days in the hotel room. There was some discussion as to whether he should go to a hospital, but it was decided not.

His cell phone was confiscated because the leaders of his contingent didn’t want any news of anything going out.

The confiscation of his phone made James very miserable. He was used to texting at all times of the day, and Marsha’s answers kept him in a high state of mind.

Still, rules were rules.

After seven days the fever broke. On the eighth day James woke up, felt a bit woozy, but okay.

Still, he was quarantined, and that was that.

And that was the day he came face to face with the real effects of his ‘illness.’

James slid out of bed. He was wearing boxers and pajamas to stay extra warm, and he wavered for a moment, getting used to being on his feet for the first time in a week.

He sighed, steadied himself, and walked slowly to the bathroom.

Amenities in China, in a top tier hotel, are much the same as amenities in America. Nice shower with good hot water. Toilet. Sink. Shelves with fluffy towels, lots of toilet paper under the sink.

James took off his pajama tops and looked at himself in the mirror. He had lost weight during the past week. He was slender to begin with, but now he was skinny. Except for his chest, which seemed to have some thickness to it.

He yawned, splashed water on his face, and took his pajama bottoms off. Even his legs looked a bit skinny. And, oddly, they seemed less hairy than they had been. Not that he was super hairy, but now he was a little less hairy.

He looked at his chest again. Hunh! Less hair there, too. If he was any judge of his own hair. He felt his pectorals, and they felt sort of…’spongy.’ Weird.

He turned towards the shower and opened the door. He turned the hot waster on and pulled off his boxers. He stepped into the hot shower and sighed. First shower in a week, and he felt grody.

He soaped his underarms, his chest. There was a long handle brush there and he even soaped his back. He was starting to feel a bit human finally.

He bent slightly to soap his groin area. And froze.

He rinsed soap off, then bent over and examined himself.

His balls…they seemed…smaller. He hefted them, felt them, and…they sure felt smaller.

Then his attention turned to his dick.

Men’s penises, when they are not being used, tend to stay in a relatively shrunken state. James’ penis was in that shrunken state.

But it should ‘unshrink’ when he started handling it.

It should, but it didn’t. He began to shake it, to stroke it, to bounce it. He even slapped his penis.

Nothing.

It was the size of a Vienna sausage, and it wasn’t going to get any bigger.

James didn’t panic. Too much.

His heart racing, he followed protocol and called the doctor.

Oddly, the Chinese doctor, the same one that had seen him before, who he assumed to be a hotel doctor, showed up within minutes. The doctor tapped his knees, listened to his heart, took a blood sample, and examined his penis.

Oddly, the doctor put on a face mask prior to handling his penis.

James watched the man hold his thing. The Chinese doctor had small hands, but that didn’t help the matter. His penis still looked small, and wouldn’t become erect.

James talked to the doctor in Chinese, but the doctor merely smiled and gave him the equivalent of ‘take two aspirins and call me in the morning.

Unfortunately, the next morning, when the shit hit the fan, the Chinese doctor was nowhere to be found.

Two hours after the Chinese doctor left the American doctor showed up.

Again with the listening to the heart, the blood sample, and the handling of the penis.

“Doc, I’ve never had trouble getting it up. And…it looks so small!”

The doctor felt his penis, palpated various points in his groin area, and was less communicative than the Chinese doctor.

Another week in isolation.

And, the doctor stopped coming to see him. Another doctor took his place, and this doctor entered his room wearing a hazmat suit and a very efficient face mask.

“Where’s Doctor Fitzgerald?” asked James.

“He’s busy,” came the brusque reply.

Stethoscope, blood sample, and…very scary…a biopsy from his penis.

A fucking biopsy!

The doctor put a needle in his dick and extracted material.

It didn’t feel good, and at the end of the exam James demanded his phone back.

Nope.

He demanded to see his boss, or his boss’s boss.

There was some delay on that, and when James got dressed and tried to leave the room he found the door locked. He pounded on it, and when it was opened he took a step back in surprise. There was a plastic sheet over his door. And two marines, fully armed, facing him.

Not facing out, to protect him from an outside attack, but facing in, to prevent him…prevent him…from what?

Escape.

Now James knew he was in trouble.

Marsha was going crazy. She expected little glitches in international communications, but nothing like this.

She was refused communication when she called the hotel. And the switchboard operator for the hotel James was staying at sounded suspiciously military.

“Yes, ma’am. No, Ma’am.” And that was all.

She called up James’ Washington boss, and received a song and dance.

She tried calling airports, hospitals, the police station in Wuhan. She called agencies in Washington, and even the media.

And learned nothing.

Now she wasn’t jilling happily off. Now she was terribly worried, and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it.

Another week of isolation. James was going crazy. He had a television, and he understood Chinese in several dialects, but there was nothing on the TV worth watching.

If people in the US thought their 500 programs and nothing worth watching was bad, they had never experienced the communist equivalent.

Still, time passed.

James had his meals brought in, slid under the plastic sheet covering his door, but he wasn’t gaining any weight back.

In fact, over the next week, in spite of eating, it looked like he lost  more weight.

He requested a scale, and it was delivered. He had weighed 160 pounds. He was 5 foot ten. Now he weighed 130 pounds, and…to frighten him even further, he was shorter.

He didn’t have a measuring stick, but…he felt shorter. Or the lamps in the room were higher. And he had never heard of a lamp growing a couple of inches.

His penis, if anything, was smaller. And it still wasn’t getting erect. And his balls felt smaller.

WTF?

Three weeks, and his boss rang him on the phone.

“What the hell is going on?” James tried to keep the alarm out of his voice.

“We’re not sure, James. It looks like you caught some sort of virus.”

Images flashed through James’ mind. Touring WIV. Eating at the restaurant. And…the weird apology from his counterpart.

James overcame a desire to be silent and asked, “How are the negotiations going?”

“They’ve been called off.”

Now James knew the shit had hit the fan. A lot of shit, with a fan too small to handle the overload. Politicians lived for talk, and the talk had been canceled.

“Has everybody gone home?”

“Some. Some of the guys are, uh, in your position.”

“Shrinking dicks.”

His boss said nothing. Merely watched James with a judging eye.

“So when do I get to go home?”

“Not for a while.”

“They’re afraid that whatever I have can be brought home.”

His boss said nothing.

“I want a phone.”

“No.”

“If I don’t get a phone I’m going to rip through this plastic and…”

James stopped talking because the two marines ‘guarding him’ touched their holsters.

“So I’m a prisoner.”

“James. I’m sorry. But—“

“Without due process.”

“We’re working as hard as we can. You’re a medical problem, that changes all sorts of things.”

James nodded. “Believe it or not, I actually understand.”

At home, Marsha was totally going crazy. She talked to  anybody and everybody, and the government came by and suggested that she be circumspect. That was the word they used.

So she was. She knew how governments worked, and she knew that advice to be ‘circumspect’ was a threat of some sort.

She would just have to be patient.

One month, and James got a hard on. It was two inches long, and very ferocious. It was as if his penis was trying to make up for a month of being soft.

Or maybe for being small.

James called the doctor, and this time the Chinese doctor didn’t show up first.

“This is a good sign, James.” The doctor took his blood, listened with a stethoscope, and actually smiled.

Smiled through his hazmat suit.

“So how soon before I get to go home?”

“Actually, a week might be reasonable. No guarantees, of course.”

“Of course.”

And the doctor packed his bag.

The next day James was given his cell phone back. It had no charge, and he plugged it in and waited an hour, biting his nails and worrying.

As he sat on the couch he noticed himself in the reflection of the window.

He was skinny. His hair was long. Not just ‘I didn’t get a haircut’ long, but…female long.

Hell, he could have braided it.

And he wasn’t just skinny. He was thick in the chest. Real thick.

In fact, he had noticed that his pectorals were swelling.

And his nipples hurt.

Still, he had a phone.

Tootle de toot!

Marsha ran for her phone.

James number!

Her hands trembling, she clicked it on.

“James?”

“Oh, baby. Am I glad to hear your voice.”

“James! What has been happening? Why haven’t you called me?”

James considered how much he could say. His phone would be hacked, that was a given. So he had to be…circumspect.

“I got sick, honey. That was all.”

“But nobody would say anything! Nobody would tell me anything!”

“I know. It’s a political thing. Nobody wants to screw up a political meeting.”

“James, the meeting was called off. People are already home.”

“Well, don’t worry. I’ll be home in a few days. The doctor said maybe a week.”

“Oh, thank God!”

They continued talking, but both were being careful. Marsha didn’t know what was happening, but from the careful way James was talking she had better be careful.

Ten days later, a week plus a convoluted flight schedule—apparently some countries were putting in heavy restrictions as to who could, or couldn’t, travel into their countries—James got off a military flight at the Andrews Air Force base.

He felt weak, and he rolled his suitcase slowly. He had pulled his hair back, and he was given a ride by a senior airman. An hour after setting foot on American soil he was walking up the walk to his house.

“James!” Marsha dashed out of the house. She hadn’t even taken the time to put on shoes and her bare feet pattered on the walk.

James smiled tiredly and braced for impact. He was so weak now he had to brace for her hug.

Marsha wrapped her arms around him and her tears soaked into his jacket, and he realized that he was only an inch taller than her now.

And he wasn’t much thicker than her.

Marsha cried for a while, then walked him into the house.

At last, alone, and she demanded his story.

James told her about getting sick, what it felt like, and the stall the doctors had put on him. He even told her about the tour of WIV and what the Chinese translator had said to him.

Marsha listened, and at the end she said, “There’s something weird going on here, too.”

“What do you mean?”

“There’s talk of a new Covid. People are wearing masks again, there’s travel restrictions, businesses are closing, it’s the old Covid stuff all over again.”

James shook his head, and Marsha suddenly reached up and pulled his hair out.

“Oh, my God!”

“That’s not the only thing,” James mumbled. He was sitting opposite her on a couch, and he looked up through his long tresses.”

“What?”

“My, uh…my penis has shrunk.” And he added, “Badly.”

“Your, what?”

Gulping, now suddenly more scared than he had been his whole time at Wuhan, he stood up and undid his pants.

He lowered his boxers.

His penis, hard as a pencil, and not much bigger, stuck out.

Marsha gasped.

“It shrunk, and it wasn’t hard for a month, but now it’s hard all the time.”

“Oh…what…what…”

She reached out and touched his little penis.

James jerked, and shivered. It might be small, but it still had the same number of nerves and nerve endings. A sexual shock ran through his body.

She held it in her hand and stared at it. It was so small. It was only an inch and a half long, and it looked more like her clitoris than a penis.

“What happened?” Her voice shook and her mental process was dazed.

“The sickness,” he said. The doctors don’t think it’s going to grow back.”

“And your balls! Where are they?”

“They got so small, and they seem to have retracted into the space, the place where they descended from when I grew up.”

“Oh, my God! James…James…” she looked up at him with horror in her eyes. “This is bad!”

“I know,” he burbled, suddenly losing control of his ability to speak. “I don’t…we can’t…there’s…”

Holding his penis in her hands, or rather her fingers, she leaned forward and fell against him. She began to cry.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry.”

The first days home were a trial for James and Marsha. They couldn’t look at each other without thinking about his lost manhood. At odd times they would cry, just stop what they were doing and sob.

James tried making phone calls. He called his bosses in the State Department. He asked for answers, demanded answers, but the state department was, as usual, saying nothing.

He called doctors and hospitals endlessly, but none of them offered any hope, or even any knowledge of what had happened to him.

James didn’t mind when they went silent when he was on the inside, but now, on the outside of the governmental process, he felt the frustration that a normal citizen feels when they try to get the government to do anything, to answer for anything, to even have the slightest polite response to a question.

He stopped making phone calls when one of the secretaries whispered to him that his boss was sick, that he had contacted a sexual problem.

The innuendo was an STD, but James knew better than that. His boss had a shrinking dick.

And there were hints in the newspapers. Again, everybody referred to the problem as an STD, but James, having gone through the sickness, knew better.

A month after he got home, thoroughly frustrated with his government, James walked out of the bedroom, and the next cruel blow came.

He was wearing a bathrobe, it dangled open a little, only tied at the waist to hide his shrinking weenie. Marsha looked at him and said, “I think you need a bra.”

James stopped and opened his robe. He had been trying to deny it. He had tried to lie to himself. But the fact was simple: he was growing breasts.

“Oh,” he said, looking down at himself.

Marsha had become dour. Her expression was sad but resigned. Her man was no longer a man.

“I’ll get you one.”

She walked past him, shuffled past him, and returned a minute later. She handed him a bra.

James took the bra, figured it out, and put it on.

His boobs were near as big as hers. At least, her bra fit him nicely.

He turned to look at himself in a window reflection.

His body was slender, and his ass was starting to swell, and his hair was so long that Marsha had considered styling it.

James had considered styling it himself, and he had done what he could with a hairbrush and water, but he needed help.

“Come on, honey. Sit down by the window here and I’ll brush your hair.”

James sat, and his eyes gleamed with tears hiding in the corners.

Marsha brushed his hair. Slicked a little water on it, then sprayed it.

Watching her in the foyer mirror, James was struck by how feminine he was starting to look.

She showed him how to turn the brush to make curls and flips, then she sprayed it with a bit of hair spray.

“All I need is the lipstick. Even my lips are changing.”

Everything was changing. His skin was softer, his ass was bigger.

He had tits.

His sense of smell was changing, and he didn’t even smell like a man.

His eyes were changing shape, becoming larger, more dewy.

“What are we going to do?” asked James.

Marsha had been brushing his hair, now she was leaning against him from the rear, holding him. Her breasts were pressed against his back.

James turned and…kissed her.

For the first time in a long time, they kissed. And there was excitement.

His dick was always hard, he had balls. He wasn’t producing as much testosterone, but he was producing a little.

And Marsha was simply starved for affection. She wanted to be held, to be loved, and in her mind she had come to the point where she didn’t care if her man was feminine, or if he was girly.

James placed his hand on her breast and she gulped and gasped and pressed against him harder.

“Oh, baby.” He sounded ludicrous, saying his endearment like a man yet looking like a woman.

She didn’t care. Now her hands were all over him, feeling his breasts, working at the fastening on his bra, grabbing his teeny weeny.

They stood together, and James realized he couldn’t carry her, like he used to.

That was okay. Arms around each other, their mouths pressed together, they made their way down the hallway to the bedroom.

It was hard to say who threw who, but they wound up on the bed. They struggled out of their clothes and were rapacious in their actions.

Marsha slid down to his groin and took his hard dick in her mouth. It was small, no trouble deep throating now, and she gobbled at the little thing. She sucked and pressed up against his nuts. They were in his body now, but he felt the pressure and groaned.

“Come on, honey. Cum!” she moaned.

He tried, but he couldn’t. It felt good, he was excited, but the trigger never clicked. He grunted, and she scooted up and tried to get him into her pussy.

He was too small. It stuck into her soft flesh, rippled against the lip of her pussy, but it didn’t penetrate.

Terribly frustrated, James did what he could do; he went down on her. He used his mouth, and she groaned as she felt his soft lips push across her pussy. They were plumper now, and they felt so different.

Then he used his fingers. He inserted two and hooked her G spot.

Marsha tilted her hips up and held his wrist. “More,” she muttered.

Three fingers, and he grew rougher. He jammed his fingers into her, and she felt his knuckles ripple over the rim of her pussy.

“Oh, yeah!” She moaned.

After a minute she was close. She held to him, gasping, and the orgasm swept up over her. Her body locked up and her hips kept jerking forward.

James kept up his pressure, running his fingers in and out, and then she broke. She slammed her legs together and hunched forward. It was a violent cum, a great cum, and she sobbed with the intensity of it.

Then it was over.

She lay back and James took his fingers out of her.

“Oh, God!” she said. “Oh, God!”

They lay next to each other, held each other.

“You didn’t cum?”

“No,” he said.

“You can’t?”

“No.”

“That must be so frustrating.”

“It is.”

He stood up and walked over to the window. He parted the drapes and looked out, not caring that the world would see him for what he was. A man with boobs and no penis.

Almost a woman.

After a minute he turned to her. “We need to find out what happened.”


PART TWO

James had gone to several doctors, and several hospitals. He had been poked and prodded, thumped and listened to. And he had gotten nothing.

What he had found out, however, was that George Washington Hospital was the center of activity. When all the data was taken he invariably heard somebody say, or saw it written down, ‘take this data to GW.

GW being George Washington.

GW was a big hospital. It was modern having been built after 9/11. It handled some 75,000 patients a year.

And it had been designated as the major hospital for this new COVID-STD, as the news media was calling the new sickness.

Nobody was talking about shrunken dicks yet, but…GW was the place to go to find out about it.

James headed for the hospital on a Tuesday morning.  Weekend shootings were over, the hospital wasn’t crowded, and he was hoping he could something out.

He entered the hospital at seven o’clock. Shifts wold be changing, and hopefully things would be lax.

He stepped up to the entrance counter and asked to be seen.

“Your condition, sir?”

“I think I’ve got COVID-STD.”

The nurse didn’t look up. “What makes you think that?”

Without blinking, James said, “My penis has shrunk.”

James filled out a form, and prepared to sit down and wait. Instead, he was called almost immediately.

He walked up, handed in his clipboard, and was admitted to a small exam room.

The doctor came in, wearing a hazmat suit. He asked James questions, listened to his heart and his breathing, asked to see his penis.

James showed him.

More questions.

Then, amazingly, the doctor said, “We have some medication that has proven quite promising. Take it for a month and you’ll likely recover fully.”

James knew the doctor was lying through his teeth. Simply, James was used to high level negotiations. He had gone through many a debriefing, and been questioned often as to which politician was telling the truth. His opinion, as a person versed in the language used, was valued. And he had learned, through history after negotiations, when somebody was lying, and when they were telling the truth.

The doctor was lying. Blatantly. Without even blinking.

The doctor filled out the prescription form and handed it to James. “Take this to the pharmacy.”

James took the prescription, thanked the doctor, and had no option but to leave the exam room.

Walking towards the pharmacy, he wondered why all the lying. There could be several reasons, but…why?

At the pharmacy he collected his pills, then left the hospital.

Thirty pills, thirty days, and there didn’t seem to be anything special about the pills.

On a hunch, he dropped them off at a lab with a request for the contents. He didn’t even make it out the door before a technician called to him.

“Yes?”

“These are sugar pills.”

James blinked. “Sugar? Are you sure?”

“I’d put them in my coffee. I’ll still run the analysis if you want, but…they’re sugar.”

James nodded. “Yes, please run the analysis. And…yes.”

“Sugar?” Marsha’s eyes were wide. “Why would they give you sugar pills and tell you you’re going to be returned to normal? How can sugar pills make your penis large again?”

“They can’t. And I’ve got to get into that hospital.”

At first Marsha wanted to be the one to infiltrate the hospital. After all, she was the real woman.

By this time, however, one couldn’t tell that James wasn’t a woman. And he knew more about what he was looking for than Marsha did.

So the next morning they got up an hour early and Marsha made him up as a woman.

It didn’t take much making up.

His body was already female, and so was his face. A little cleanse and primer, foundation and blush, and then the fine work of making up his eyes, and he was as female as anybody. Any woman, that is.

Marsha drove over to the staff entrance to the hospital and dropped him off.

“I’ll have the computer on. Send me anything and everything. And let me know if you’re caught.”

He looked at her. “If I’m caught what will you do?”

“Everything will go on the lap top, and I’ll head for the cabin upstate.”

James nodded.

He walked up the drive to the staff entrance. There was nobody there, security wise, and doctors and nurses were entering and leaving the building freely.

James slid in behind a group of nurses and followed them to a locker room. Inside the locker room he filched a card and a stethoscope. He was now named Diane Boswell, and he had a bunch of letters in front of his name.

Once in, he encountered almost no security. The hospital had the front door well guarded, but past that they were very lax. He wandered here and there. He tried to be logical, but it was a big place.

And he couldn’t find anything out. He just wandered around and avoided nurses and doctors and looked for some sort of clue, or reason.

Until he stepped onto an elevator.

Two doctors were in intense discussion. They were secretive, and one of them was holding a binder. On the binder was the legend, ‘Operation Shrink Wrap.’

He managed to get a picture of the binder, all skewed and partially hidden by a forearm, and he sent it to Marsha.

Finally, after a day of wandering, he returned  home.

“What did you find out?”

“Operation Shrink Wrap. It’s taking up a whole floor, a top floor, and nobody is talking about it.

“You’ve got to get into records. They’ll have something.”

“I went there, they had nothing. Apparently Operation Shrink Wrap is hush hush, and they secure records at another location.”

Another location, but which one? That was the question.

With no way to find out James tried an end run. He went in to work.

He worked  at the Department of Diplomatic Security, at a small facility off Pennsylvania Ave. Not near the White House.

On this day he dressed as a male. He had to scrub off all make up, and he wore an especially tight brassiere. His hair was pulled back tightly and put under a cap. Then he went to work.

James presented his card and made his way through security easily. Which was surprising, as with the new COVID-STD he expected security around the world to be tightened to the max.

He headed upstairs and entered his office. He locked the door.

His office was a small, not much more than a phone booth, but he had a computer that was linked to the government network.

The problem was that he didn’t think that government was going to put Operation Shrink Wrap on the menu.

Still, there were ways.

He tried a few. He typed in search terms. He sent out a few feelers to people he knew. He got nowhere.

Sighing. Sitting back in his chair, he decided there was only one way to go about this.

He picked up his cell and tapped in a number.

George Sanchez.

George Sanchez was a hacker par excellence. He had hacked his way through all sort of security procedures, into all sorts of businesses, but when he broke into the Federal Reserve they caught him.

Not that he would have stolen anything. Not George.

George was put in the State Department and told to look for hackers.

It was a nothing gig for George, and he caught them by the handful. He especially caught Ukrainians. Which was odd because the US was backing the Ukraine.

He was surprised when he caught the phone call from the translator he had barely met.

“George. This is James, upstairs. We met at the Christmas party.”

George remembered. Nice guy, but a square. And George picked up on the nuance that James wasn’t using last names or department labels. Hmm.

“What can I do for you?”

“I’ve got a problem which might interest you. Could you spare one of your busy minutes and help a guy out?”

George could. George could spare a lot of minutes because it was getting very tiring to bust hackers. They were so simple.

George walked into James’ office. He was skinny, a geek, with thick glasses.

“Hi.”

James wasted no time. “There’s something called Operation Shrink Wrap. Apparently they’re pretty secret. Can you find it?”

“You want me to find it on your computer or mine?”

James thought about that.

“Somebody else’s.”

George smiled. “Give me ten.” He turned and left the room.

He didn’t go far, just three offices down. It was the office of one Henry Smith. Henry had been let go a month before, and his office was empty. Except for his computer.

George say down, cracked his knuckles, and went to work.

Seeing a hacker work is quite interesting. They type fast, enter commands that make no sense, and chuckle every once in a while. It’s almost like the movies, but faster.

Twenty minutes later George opened James’ door and stuck his head in. “Sending you a file. Print it, erase it, and hope nobody comes to see you.”

George closed the door.

James opened his email, printed a file right off the email platform, then erased the email.

He put the print out in a folder, stood up and headed for the door. And stopped.

A racket in the hall. Lots of feet moving past his door.

He waited until the stampede was past, then cracked the door.

A squad of what looked like SWAT, or HRT, were charging into the office of Henry Smith.

Uh oh.

James slipped out of his office and walked to the elevator. Then, not wanting to be caught in a box, he took the stairs.

He heard somebody yelling ‘Hey!’ Then he was taking the steps, three at a time, all the way to the ground floor.

He walked out the front door, right past all the security. The folder was tucked into the back of his belt and covered by his coat.

Zippity do dah.

James returned home to find Marsha perched in front of the TV. She looked up at James. “Big news. They’re talking about men turning into women.

James sat down and watched.

…government’s trying to track down patient zero. That would be the first person to contract this disease.

James turned pale. “That’s me.”

“What?”

“Of course. I toured the labs. They gave the disease to me.”

“By why?”

“Because they wanted to. I don’t know.”

“Should you go to the newspapers?”

“The mainstream media? We all know they’re just the Department of Propaganda.”

Marsha put her hands on his and asked, “What should we do?”

James said, “Read operation Shrink Wrap.”

His hands shaking, he lifted up the folder, then stopped. “But first we have to get out of here.”

“The cabin?”

“Not yet. Let’s get what we need packed.”

“But where do we go?”

“Johnny’s place.”

Johnny was Marsha’s brother, and he was out of town, and would be for a month. What was even better, he lived behind them. They could, if they were sneaky, simply carry their suitcases, whatever else they needed, through the back gate and into his house.

Marsha packed all her lingerie into a couple of shopping bags. James trotted them to Johnny’s house, then came back for more.

All female clothes, documents, a stash of bills, and they were done.

Now ensconced in Johnny’s house, James locked the back gate, threw dirt on it and rubbed it in to hide the fact that it had been opened in recent days, and headed inside.

He was just in time. He had no more closed the door than people looking like SWAT, or maybe HRT, crept through his back yard. He and Marsha peeked through curtains and watched as their home was breached and invaded.

James closed the curtains and they sat down, their backs to the wall, and breathed a sigh of relief.

“They’ll eventually come here, but not for a few days.”

“I hope not. Shall we looked at the report you found?”

They sat at the dining room table and began perusing the report, and in a matter of minutes they were stunned out of their gourds. They had never imagined…they had never thought…

Marsha cooked dinner. It was simple, hot dogs and beans, and not much. Neither felt like eating. Not after what they had found out.

“What will we do?”

“Whatever we do…it has to be quick.”

Later that night, sleeping in Johnny’s bed, they held each other, and Marsha cried.

Man Turns into Woman!

That was the headline when they awoke the next day. It was accompanied by a picture of James.

James and Marsha ate cereal and listened as the news painted him as a fugitive responsible for knowingly bringing COVID-STD to America.

“How can they lie like that?”

James was more worldly in that respect. “First thing politicians do is always cover their ass. And knowing what we know…they’ve almost got to attack me. They undoubtedly know I have ‘Operation Shrink Wrap,’ and they want to shut me up before I can speak.”

“But that’s so unfair! It’s un-American!”

“America was sold out long ago.”

There wasn’t much that Marsha could say to that.

“However, on the bright side, they forgot one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“They are showing pictures of me as a male. They don’t have any of me as a female, so all I have to do to avoid capture is be a female.” And James smiled.

Marsha really went to work on James now. His survival depended on how female he could be.

She didn’t just put make up on him, she taught him how to apply it, how to fix it, what kinds of make up…everything.

And James soaked it up.

Oddly, he liked it. He couldn’t be a male any more, so why not be a woman?

He learned which dresses worked, which wouldn't, how to coordinate outfits, what accouterments to wear with what outfit.

And, he learned how to walk in high heels.

He walked all through Johnny’s house. First in inch high heels, then two inch, then three inch.

He learned to walk on a line and let his fanny sway.

He learned how to put his foot down just right so he could make his heels click.

He learned how to cross his legs, how to get into cars, what hand motions he had to make, and a thousand other things.

It wasn’t just a matter of do a few things and everybody will think you’re female, it was a matter of learning to undo a lifetime of male-ism and create entirely new female habits.

And while they transformed him into a full time woman, they watched the activities in their own house. FBI agents. Teams of heavily armored military types.

The government really wanted him.

“Okay,” he said, getting up from the computer. “I’m done.”

Marsha took the sheaf of papers and read them. It was his story, from being called on to translate, to discovering what Project Shrink Wrap was.

And after his story was a copy of Project Shrink Wrap.

Actually, copies. They had ten boxes, ten copies, an extra one to keep with them, and they hid the original story in Johnny’s attic.

“Do you think it will work?”

“Maybe.”

“Do you think we’ll be alive in a week?”

He looked at her and sighed. “Honestly, I don’t know.”

They stared at each other, then she said, “I want to have sex with you.”

He looked at her quizzically. It was obvious she wasn’t just talking about him doing her.

“I can fuck you.”

He tilted his head to the side.

“I have a strap on.”

“A strap on?”

“Is there an echo here?”

“You want to…to do me? With a strap on?”

“Why not. You’ve been giving me sex without complaint. Maybe this will work for you. Maybe I can show you how a woman makes love.”

“Well, I don’t—“

“Look. We have a feast tonight. I got a couple of steaks out of the freezer. We’ll eat steaks and mashed potatoes, and maybe some ice cream, and we’ll drink some of Johnny’s good bourbon, and then…who knows. Maybe you’ll get lucky.” She smiled happily.

James considered. He was always a woman now, but there was always that bit of inner frustration tempering any happiness he had.

“What kind of bourbon is it?”

“Blanton's Gold Edition Bourbon Whiskey.”

“How much is that a bottle?”

“$350.”

“Fuck! But will you care if I mix it with Coke?”

“Honey, you can mix it with pig piss if you lay down and spread your legs for me.”

It was exactly the right thing to say, and they laughed, and then James went to get the bourbon out of Johnny’s cellar. Marsha went to the kitchen to start their celebratory meal.

What would you like your last meal on earth to be? That is a question people sometimes ask, and they talk about the convict who ordered Kentucky Fried Chicken..

Johnny read the tasting notes for the bottle of Blanton’s.

‘Strong vanilla on the nose with dried fruit, dark chocolate, honeyed notes and cereal. The palate is rich with caramel, charred oak and subtle peppery spice. The finish is lingering and pleasantly sweet.’

Then he read a review:

‘Very enjoyable. The vanilla aroma is obvious at the crack of the seal and the taste is one of a kind.’

He smiled when he cracked the seal on the bottle, and he took a straight sip.

Fuck! It was good. It really did taste like vanilla, and it slid down his throat smooth and easy. Then it popped into his belly and said ‘hello.’

“No Coke,” he decided. He brought the bottle up and poured a snifter for Marsha and brought the bottle up to the kitchen.

Marsha sipped, and her eyes lit up. “So that’s what the good stuff tastes like!”

They sat on the island counter and watched the steaks sizzle. After a while, the steaks nearly done, Marsha made instant mashed potatoes. Then they sat down and ate.

The steaks were perfect, and the grease poured over the potatoes and thick pats of butter were truly ambrosia of the Gods.

“Why don’t you get out the ice cream. I’ve got to get something.”

Johnny had several types of ice cream in the freezer, and James decided on vanilla with cookie dough. He dished up a couple of large bowls.

Marsha came back, and she was naked except for a bra and the strap on.

James looked down at her crotch and felt a momentary misgiving.

“That’s pretty damn big,” he whispered.

“And when I’m done with you you’ll be big,” she quipped.

Her irreverence relaxed him, made him chuckle. “Well, if you can take it, then so can I.”

“That’s the spirit.”

They sat at the kitchen table and ate ice cream and sipped heaping helpings of bourbon. They were close enough to kiss, and they did so. A lot.

Tomorrow was going to be the start of the end. Or something like that.

Today was their last chance to just be regular folks.

As regular as a guy with tits and a teeny weeny and a girl with a strap on could be.

Ice cream gone, a bit drunk because of the high class bourbon, they walked up the stairs to the bedroom.

“This is pretty sexy,” Marsha noted. “Now I know why guys like to have big, old swinging dicks between their legs.”

“And I’m a little excited by what you’re about to do to me.”

“You realize that after this I’ll be the man, and you’ll be the woman?”

James nodded. “But I don’t see any other course.”

They entered the bedroom, held each other, sipped bourbon, and were happy.

They were apart from COVID-STD, at least for a while, and from a world ruled by cruel and dishonest people.

“We’re about the same size now,” James observed.

“Height wise. Your boobs are bigger. I never thought I’d have a case of boob envy for my husband.”

“I never thought I’d have boobs.”

“Pretty cool, isn’t it?”

He nodded. “Now that I’m used to it, yeah. Pretty cool.”

They placed their glasses on the dresser and Marsha said, “Crawl up on the bed and show me your ass.”

“You’re so subtle,” he chuckled as he mounted the bed.

Marsha had a tube of lube on the little. table next to the bed. She squirted a big glob in her hand and rubbed it into James’ ass.

“Oh, fuck,” he said.

“Feels pretty good, eh?”

“This is liable to be fun.”

“I think we’re going to finally get you off.”

James was on all fours. His dress was up over his hips and he had lost his panties.

Marsha stared at his brown hole and inserted a finger.

James groaned and wiggled his ass.

“Take it easy, honey. Let me do the work. You just lay there and take it.”

He nodded. And gulped.

Marsha pushed lube into his ass and used two fingers to spread it around the rim. Then she slipped in three fingers and began opening James up.

At first James was tense. They had never played with his butthole, but he rapidly figured out how to relax.

“How you doing, honey?”

“Good,” he breathed. His head was hanging slightly and his back started to twitch and ripple.

“You’re doing good. Just keep relaxing.”

“Okay,” he gulped.

After a few minutes of making him feel good Marsha moved forward and touched the tip of her dildo to his asshole.

“Oh, God,” James muttered, then she slid it into him.

James eyes opened wide. He was stunned. He was filled. He felt good.

Marsha placed her hands on his hips and began to gently saw in and out.

James grunted, and moaned.

“Pretty good, eh?”

He nodded and mumbled, “Yes.”

“Okay. I’m going to angle the dick down. That’s going to rub your prostate, and it’ll help you come. Tell me if anything hurts.”

She moved in and manipulated his hips. The penis in his butt began to rub against his prostate, and it was heaven.

“I’ll give you an hour to stop,” he moaned.

Marsha laughed.

As the minutes passed she sped up her pace. She took her time, letting her body sway, but that dick was doing its business deep inside of James.

“Fuck,” he whimpered.

He started to lower to his elbows, then went back to his hands. The penis was rubbing his prostate, and it was getting truly exciting.

“I’ve been reading up on this. You’re supposed to relax, not try to make it happen. You need to let it happen.

He nodded. His mind wasn’t thinking much now, but he understood what she was saying.

Marsha rammed him carefully, but with a growing confidence. The way James was responding was exactly how the internet had predicted.

Then, she didn’t expect it, James arched his back, tilted his hips, and…jerked.

Semen came out of his tiny dick. Not a lot, he didn’t have the big balls to produce that much semen, but enough.

“OH…GA-W-WD! OH…FUCK!”

Another dribble of semen. And another.

Marsha smiled.

James was in a haze of white heat, his groin exploding, and it was better than any cum he had ever had before.

“There you go, honey. Wishes come true.”

James collapsed on the bed and she slowly extracted the dildo from his ass.

They mailed ten boxes. Four to major news outlets. Four to major newspapers. Two to minor news outlets with a reputation for the truth.

Then they drove out of town.

They wanted to go to their cabin, but that wasn’t smart.

So they simply drove north, slept in camping areas, and treated the thing like a second honeymoon.

After a week there was no news.

Nothing.

They were sitting in the car, eating sausage McGriddles, and reading newspapers. James was on the internet looking for news.

“They had to have gotten the packages.”

“They did. The government just managed to suppress the truth.”

“Once again.”

“Once again,” James agreed.

“So what now?”

“Now we try something else.”

James wrote a short story. In it he described what had happened to him. He described what it was like to be made into a woman against his will.

He talked about how COVID-STD was designed to work on just 2% of the population. Small enough so the efficiency of the disease could be hidden. Large enough so the population would be set on a slowly descending spiral downward.

And why?

The answer was China.

China wanted to rule the world, but they had to deal with their own population first.

They passed laws that couple could only have one baby each.

The problem was that Chinese couples all wanted nothing but boys.

If a child was revealed as female by X-ray during pregnancy, that child was often aborted.

Female children were abandoned.

The population of China tilted towards too many males.

Now China had a problem. Too few females.

They still wanted to conquer the world, but with their population crashing, they wouldn’t be able to sustain it. Within a couple of decades China would be old men and a few women.

Then came the war between Russia and the Ukraine.

China was being sucked in, and they knew they couldn’t compete with the world because, although they had enough males to waste in war, they didn’t have enough females to sustain the population.

The solution to this quandary was to release COVID-STD.

Except that once the United States found out they would nuke China into oblivion.

So China was caught, until the United States offered them a deal. Release COVID-STD, let the United States suffer their own population bomb. It would be slow, but insidious, a plot to rob the United States of healthy men. Then, when there weren’t enough wives in China, the United States would send them their surplus females.

That was the essence of Project Shrink Wrap. Turn enough men into women. Crash the male population, then send the surplus to China so they could beef up their population.

And when the populations achieved an evenness, the world would be at peace.

It wold be a new world order, but…world peace.

Would the government of the United States betray their people in such an insidious plot?

Would they change men into women in some bizarro plan for world peace?

Would they suppress the fact that millions of men, 2% of 350,000,000, were changing into women?

The very idea is ludicrous.

The plot is something that could only be hatched in the feverish mind of a writer.

It could never be true.


EPILOGUE

James put the story into a box, along with his history and a copy of Project Shrink Wrap. He addressed it.

Grace Mansfield

c/o Gropper Press

“Do you think she’ll believe it?”

James responded, “Writers are a bit crazy, they’ll believe anything. The real question is…will she publish it?”

“If she does, then that sort of proves she believes it.”

“And if she does…will her readers?”

“Okay,” said James. “This is our last chance. We’ll mail it tomorrow.”

They put the box on the table for transport to the post office, then they walked upstairs to make love.

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: funny breast cov use.jpg]

 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


I Inherited Being a Woman!

It was a willful thing


PART ONE

“To my son, Edgar Evan Lichfield, I leave the bulk of my estate, including the mansion on Bascom Island, thirty billion dollars and the Atom…”

My face lit up and my heart surged. Yes, it was a forgone conclusion, my father loved me, but to finally hear it said…I was rich!

“…under the provision that he live as a woman for a period of one year.”

My heart dropped, my jaw dropped, my eyes opened and I stared at Jane Entwood, Esquire.

“What?”

Everybody in the room was staring at the lawyer, then at me, then the lawyer.

My aunt sneered at me. She was a greedy bitch. Dad had left her $10,000 and the advice to ‘get fucked.’ Yeah, that was actually in the will, and the look on her face when the lawyer said that was priceless.

My sister had her head tilted and was looking at me with the strangest expression. Dad had left her a million. A pittance, in her eyes, but she wasn’t upset about it. She and Dad didn’t get along, and I think she knew she was lucky to get that.

My girlfriend was looking at me, alternating from horror to greed.

And the smattering of Uncles and cousins were groaning and/or grinning.

“Dress like a girly girl?” snickered Ralph. “Eddie has to be a transvestite.” He held his arm up like it was limp and lisped, ‘I want to be a girly girl.”

Some of the people laughed at that, and I was starting to turn red. Ralph always was an asshole.

The honorable Jane read a few more things, I had to be seen in public as living a regular life. I would have to report to her weekly…in full ‘costume,’ to be inspected. There would be spot inspections. But that was it.

Everybody was laughing by now. Giggling and even pointing at me.

And my face was growing even redder.

“And that is all,” Jane said, closing the folder with the will in it. “Any questions?”

Oh, there were questions. And comments.

Aunt Mathilda sneered and said, “That will is bogus. I want my money.”

Jane regarded her with a cool expression. “Feel free to contest, but you will find that it is rock solid, that Edgar Senior was in his right mind, and you will do nothing more than stir up ill will.”

Aunt Mathilda stood up. She was a bony nosed woman, if somebody looked up the world harridan in the dictionary they would see her picture. “You say what you want, this isn’t the end of this.”

She left the room. A strict rail of a woman, a witch in appearance, but she was no Glinda.

Ralph stood up. “Yeah.” That’s all he said, as he glared at me balefully, and he followed Aunt Mathilda. He was a chubby fellow with a pinched expression. A bully in school had grown up to be a bully in life.

Others left, and finally I was alone with Mattie, my girlfriend Tanya, and the lawyer, Jane. Jane regarded me and waited.

She didn’t have to wait long, my mind was spinning. “I have to dress like a woman?”

Mattie gave a snicker. When I looked at her her face was innocent. I liked Mattie, but her sense of humor had me wondering sometimes.

“Really?” asked Tanya. “He has to…to wear…women’s clothes?” Disbelieving. And…unsettled. I love Tanya, but she has a hard side to her. She doesn’t like gays, lesbians, trans, blacks, poor people, and so on.

Oh, she supports them in cause, but she wouldn’t let her daughter marry one, if you get my drift.

Jane sighed. “Well, Eddie, you can’t just wear a dress and inherit 30 mill. You have to live the life.”

“But why? Did Dad…did he hate me?”

“Quite the contrary. He loved you deeply. Thirty billion dollars doesn’t begin to scratch the surface.”

“So…why?”

She pursed her lips and steepled her fingers. She actually pivoted in her swivel, turned 360 in her chair, and faced me.

“Your father was a unique man. Yes, he lived as a woman. Often. But he was very circumspect. He never appeared in public…he never wanted you to suffer because of his predilections. And that was the one regret of his life.”

“That he was a…a crossdresser?”

Jane smiled ruefully. She was about fifty years old, a kind face, for a lawyer. “That he never appeared in public, that he lacked the guts to tell the world to go to hell.”

“So he makes me a crossdresser because…because…”

Jane shook her head. “It goes deeper than that. He didn’t want to just live vicariously through you. He wanted you to develop the courage he never had.”

“Eddie already has courage. He’s got plenty of courage.” She held my hand, but I felt currents in her.

She turned to me. “Don’t worry, Eddie. You can dress up and go outside, but inside you can wear what you want.”

“No, he can’t.”

Tanya stared at Jane.

“I will be doing spot checks. If I show up at three in the morning and he’s not wearing a negligee and curlers…” she didn’t finish the statement. She didn’t have to.

“Curlers?” I gaped.

She smiled gently. “Don’t worry. Your father has good people on staff at the mansion. That’s where you must stay. They will help you adapt to…to being a transvestite.

“But I’m not gay!” My voice was rising slightly.

Tanya: “I’ll say you’re not!” Like she was trying to convince herself.

Jane stood up and went to a wet bar in the corner of her office. She poured a stiff whiskey for me. She brought it to me and placed it in my hand. “It’s not about being gay.”

“Then…but…what?”

“It’s about learning to be a kinder, more gentle person.”

I, of course, didn’t believe her.

Then she gave her final addition to this little comedy. “I’ve had a private investigator following you for a month.”

“What?”

Beside me, Tanya drew in her breath.

“He discovered two things. One, a list of your normal habits. What places you go to and when. You will be expected to continue going to these places. And, two,” she turned to Tanya. “Your girlfriend has been seeing Ralph.”

I spun, my mouth was open in shock.

“Eddie! I didn’t!”

“Yes, and I’ll bring the pictures over tonight, when I do my first check on you.”

“Eddie! He didn’t mean anything!”

“Ralph?” I stared at her. “You…”

“If you wish to continue your relationship with Tanya that is up to you. Eddie Senior left no stipulation in that regard. And, Tanya, it goes without saying that your live in arrangement with Eddie notwithstanding, you are not married and you are not entitled to a single penny of the estate. And with that…I think we’re done.”

She crossed the room and held the door open.

I stood up, Tanya stood up. She was stricken. She walked with me, but I felt like she was an alien…an alien I had never known. She had cheated on me with my own cousin?

In the elevator there were other people, so we said nothing. But her eyes were saying it all.

In the lobby she pulled me over behind some potted plants and began whispering fiercely.

“I can’t believe that shit. That lawyer doesn’t know what she’s talking about. Any pictures she shows you will be faked.”

“But you already admitted that you had an affair with Ralph.”

“We were drunk! It doesn’t mean anything!”

“It means something to me.”

We stood there hashing it out for several minutes. People walked by and stared at us, especially when Tanya gripped my shirt front and snarled, “I don’t care what that bitch says. Let’s go get married.”

I started blinking. For months I had been trying to get her to marry me, and she had put me off. And now I knew one possible reason. Ralph. “Did you love him?”

“Ralph?” she snorted. “He’s a dope. I was just having fun.”

“Drunk or having fun?”

“Both!” she quickly blurted. “But mostly drunk. When you’re drunk you do things…you know that.”

“But I don’t cheat on you.”

“But…” and she continued.

I sat in the big living room. I was on the main couch, Tanya at my side, holding my hand tightly. Looking at me nervously. Holding my hand too tightly.

To one side was the staff. A butler, a gardener, a maid. And they were a strange bunch. The butler smoked and didn’t care. The maid regarded me with bright eyes. She was middle-aged and non committal. The gardener looked like an old surfer. He was actually wearing flip flops.

To the other side sat cousin Ralph, he of the perpetual sneer, and Aunt Mathilda.

In front of me stood lawyer Jane.

“Okay,” Jane looked at the big hall clock. “The year will commence in one minute. Any final questions?”

“When does the girly boy start wearing dresses?” Ralph snickered.

“Eddie, your father relied on Cindy,” she nodded to the maid, “to help him look his best. Ricardo and Juan won’t have anything to do with your…transformation.”

“What about…Ralph and Aunt Mathilda.” It goes to show how little courage I had. I didn’t look at them; I didn’t ask that they leave.

“Your father allowed them to stay here, but that’s up to you.”

It looked like Aunt Mathilda was about to say something, but Jane looked at her watch and said, “Let the terms of the will be enacted.” She looked up at me. “I’ll be dropping by.” To Cindy, “He’s all yours.” Then she simply turned and walked out the big front doors.

“Well, glad that’s over with,” Aunt Mathilda loosened a scarf.

“I need a drink.” Ralph headed for the bar and my father’s exotic collection of whiskeys.

The gardener sauntered out.

The butler watched me, watched the smoke from his cigarette drift upward. Watched me. Then he left.

“Come on, honey, let’s—“

She was cut off by the maid.

“Eddie, let’s get started.”

“Tanya snapped. “Do you mind?”

Cindy ignored Tanya, and I studied her. She had one of those faces you couldn’t read. Perfect for playing poker. She was slightly chubby, her face round, her hair in a bubble cut, and she had large breasts.

“Not at all. Eddie?”

I stood up.

“Where are you going?” whined Tanya.

“With Cindy.”

“But…”

“Terms of the will. I might just as well get this done quickly.”

“You’re going with her?” And it was obvious that Tanya had decided that Cindy was a non-person.

“I have to, babe. I’ll see you later.”

“You can observe, if you wish.”

Tanya sneered. Funny, in that moment she looked like Aunt Mathilda. Her lips looked thinner, which made her nose bonier. “As if I want to see Eddie made into less than a man!”

I looked down at the coffee table. On it were the pictures of Tanya and Ralph. And it looked like there had been more than one tryst.

There was a part of me that was deeply hurt, that wanted to end the relationship.

But a small part of me held out hope. She had made a mistake. She realized her mistake. She wouldn’t make it again.

Yet…yet I wasn’t sure. This whole afternoon, while she had said she was sorry, she hadn’t acted like she was sorry. She had acted like she was mad.

She cheats and she’s mad at me?

I reached down and took the photos. I walked them over to the fireplace. Everybody watched me. I tossed them in the fire.

“Woo!” blurted Ralph. But whether he was remarking about the small explosion of negatives and photos, or the 400 year old whiskey in his hand I didn’t know.

I turned to Tanya. “Fresh start.”

She rose and rushed to me. She hugged me, and I was reminded of all the good sex we had had. She had a great body, and she knew how to use it.

“Thank you, honey.” She assumed I had forgiven her.

And I was trying. But there was a part of me that was wailing in protest. I tried to stifle my inner voices and hugged her back.

“You won’t be sorry. honey. Now we can get married and…” she kept talking for a minute, and I saw Cindy standing next to the couch, waiting patiently. I nodded to her.

I put Tanya at arm’s length and said, “I’ve got to go with Cindy now.”

“Oh, of course.” But the look she gave Cindy was pure cyanide.

I wasn’t out of the big room and Cindy took my hand. Almost like a girlfriend. I blinked at the familiarity being shown.

Cindy didn’t notice. “We’re going to have fun. I remember the first time I did this with your father. He was so scared…” she chattered on as we went up the stairs.

At the top of the stairs I slowed down and she stopped and turned to me. “Yes?”

“I don’t mean to be rude, I’m feeling my way here, but…but are you the maid? Or did you…you and my father…?”

Cindy started to chuckle. “I do all the maid stuff. It’s pretty easy, except for your aunt, of course. She’s a bossy bitch.”

I kept my face neutral.

“But my real function was to help Eddie Senior dress up, and…and we became friends.”

“And that’s all?”

“Well, except for the anal sex.”

I gaped.

She laughed. “Might just as well talk it out. Your father and I weren’t lovers, though we would occasionally kiss and even make out. But he did like taking it up the ass.”

To say I was stunned at this was…was an understatement.

“Don’t look so shocked. Lots of people like anal sex, and he really liked it when he was dressed up.”

“But…but…”

She pulled me along. “Come on, I’ll answer questions, but right now we have to give you your first session as a woman, and that’s going to be an education.”

We walked down the hallway and Cindy stopped and unlocked a door. It was a room I had never been in.

The room was filled with racks of dresses, a couple of dressers filled with underwear, a row of  wigs, a large table filled with tons of make up. I could see shoes in a closet, and more dresses.

“Good lord!”

Cindy grinned. “Eddie Senior didn’t do things half way. But I’m sure you knew that. Are you ready?”

“I…I guess so.”

She laughed and handed me a bottle of Nair. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take good care of you. Now go use this. Directions on the back, and follow them carefully. When you’re done come back here. And wear just a robe. No underwear.”

“No…”

“Nope. Not a stitch. We’re going to put special underwear on you. Now, go.”

A half hour later I was back, and let me tell you, I felt weird. Really weird. I never realized how hair was…how it stifled senses. I mean, my now bare skin felt electric. The robe felt like a big rubber, and my whole body felt like a cock.

Speaking of which, I had a boner. And that was weird. Not having a boner, but walking through my father’s house in a robe with my penis sticking out like a flag pole.

I gripped the robe about me tighter, hunched forward to try and disguise my hard on, and entered the dressing room.

Cindy was sitting in a chair, and she glanced at me and grinned. “Ha!”

“What?”

She stood up and came to me. She grabbed the robe and pulled it open.

Man, I turned seven shades of red.

“You are your father’s son, alright. But a little bigger.”

I looked down to where my cock was pulsing with blood. “I’m…I’m sorry.”

“For what? Come here.”

She grabbed my cock, actually grabbed it, and pulled me around and set me in front of a big mirror. She studied me.

I have never felt so humiliated in my life, yet she ignored my shame and embarrassment. She stroked her chin and mused, “Good color. I think brunette would be best, but we can play with wigs before we make up our minds.”

The way she was talking it was her that was going to be making up her mind. Yet, I realized, she was the one who knew about make up and stuff. So I just shut up.

“Hmmm.” A thousand thoughts went through her head. Then she turned to me. “First things first, let’s handle your little friend. You want me to give you a hand job? Or a blow job? I wouldn’t mind that. Or do you just want to take a quick trip to Palm City?

“What?” I squeaked.

“Well, you aren’t going to be able to get dressed with that big schlong sticking out. Besides, we’d have to bend it, and that might be a bit…painful.”

“I’m not going to masturbate for you.”

“Have it your way. Your underwear is right here.”

She turned and picked up a stack of clothes sitting on a chair. Pink. Dainty. Except for the…corset?

“What’s this?” I held up the corset.

She gave wry smile. “That’s for your waist. This is for your cock.” She plucked out a pair of panties. They looked very small. Much too small.

“I can’t wear those!”

“You’ve got to. It’s the only way to hide your package. Unless you want me to get out the full, steel chastity belt.”

“What?”

She giggled. “You should say ‘who.’ It would make you sound like an owl.”

I stared at the little bit of stiff fabric. There was no way I could fit…she might think it’s funny, but…

“Put your hand on my shoulder. I’ll get you started.”

I put a hand on her shoulder and balanced myself as she slipped the little panties onto one leg, then the other. She pulled them up, and they got tighter and tighter. Then they stopped moving.

“I told you.”

“Ha.” She was standing behind me and she pulled up in a mighty jerk.

“GAK!” Pain shot through my dick and I fell on the floor.

She laughed. “Want to jack off now?”

I nodded. My poor dick felt like it had been broken.

“Oh, hell,” she said. I was still on the floor so she pushed me on my back, straddled my chest, and began jerking my cock.

“Hey!” I gurgled.

“The first few times it’s always like this. Ernie Senior, in the beginning, had to jack off twice before putting the gaffe on. After a while the clothes don’t feel so kinky and you don’t have to worry about it so much.

Her hands were strong, and she was businesslike. She stroked me fiercely and I could myself responding. Heck, I was already horny from the Nair, and…

“Come on, bitch,” she crooned, and she slapped my balls. Bang! that did it.

The trigger ignited deep within. The semen shot up my shaft. I groaned and squirted.

“That’s a boy. Get rid of all that nasty sperm.” Yet she was laughing as she said this.

Trying not to sound like a strangled chicken, I asked, “Did my father like this?”

“Getting off? Or me treating him like he was my bitch?”

“Uh…”

She laughed and let go of me. She stood up and wiped her hands on a towel. “He liked both. A lot of both. Wipe your goo off and let’s get to work.” She tossed the towel on my chest.

I wiped, my dick was down, and Cindy pulled the underwear up. When it was finally in place she put her hand down the front and pushed my balls around.

“Hey!”

“Got to put them up in their original place.”

Suddenly I felt it, my balls popped up into my, I don’t know, pubic bone? There was just a little space and they fit in neatly. She tugged on my panties and they pressed upward, the ultimate wedgie, except they were tight to go into my ass, and all they succeeded in doing was securing my balls in place, and my cock so that it was between my legs and pointing backwards.

“Fuck,” I whispered, suddenly out of breath.

“Not while you’re wearing these,” she said. She was out of breath, too.

We breathed for a moment, and it was like two enemies evaluating each other. Then she picked up the corset and handed it to me. “If you thought that was tough.”

“Oh.”

I stepped into it and we began pulling it up my body. Eventually it was in place, and it was tight, then Cindy pushed me over the back of a club chair and knelt on my back and started pulling on the cords.

“AHHH!” I gasped. “I…can’t…breath…”

“Your skinny now. You don’t need as much air,” she said, tying the knot at the top.

She helped me up and turned me around. I looked in the mirror and  was startled. I was skinny, but I had shape. The corset had built in butt pads, and I suddenly had an ass.

“Geez,” I wheezed.

“This corset has a built in bra, so we just have to add fillers. Later on, should you want to, we can explore hormones.”

“What?”

“Who,” she grinned. “Your father took hormones. He was trying to grow a big set of ta tas. That may have been what killed him.”

“What?”

“Who. Yeah. I think he might have had a reaction to the drugs. But he told me once. He said, ‘Cindy, if I go out, I wish I could go out like a girl. And he did. So,” she shrugged.

“Wait a minute! My father had a heart attack. What do you mean he did?”

“He had a heart attack while wearing a corset like this one. And he probably had the heart attack because of an improper dosage of hormones.”

“He wasn’t in a corset.”

“He was. I put him in it, and I took him out.”

I was silent.

She said, “Yeah, he croaked. Fell down right over there,” she pointed to a spot in front of the dresser. “I was sort of conflicted, but I knew if he was found dead in a corset, not to mention dress, high heels, make up and everything, then there might be parties who would object to his will, use his propensity for crossdressing as an excuse to challenge it.”

“So you got him out of the corset?”

“Got him out, cleaned him up, dragged him into the hallway, and saved your inheritance.”

There wasn’t much to say to that, and it was a lot to think about.

“Now, take a look.”

I looked in the mirror. The breast forms were big, and it was even harder to breath, but I was astounded. I now had a feminine body. I had round hips, big tits, and…a male face.

“I look like a man in a dress.”

“Ah, but what a body, eh?”

I turned and stared.

“Let me help with this dress.”

She pulled a silk, yellow dress on to me. Very form fitting. My body looked even more feminine.

“I hate to say it, but…”

“Your face, I know. Don’t worry. Sit down over there.”

I sat at the make up table.

Cindy began humming as she worked on my face. She cleaned it, moisturized it. Concealer, foundation, blush. I watched, absolutely enthralled, as my face began to…reshape.

The way she applied make up she gave hollow to my cheeks, made my chin look narrower. She plucked my eyebrows and gave them a high arch.

“Will they grow back?” I gulped.

“If you want.”

I remember my father. He had a slight arch to his eyebrows. Always gave him a startled look. So he was sort of half and half, or conflicted.

Then she began working on my eyes, giving me smoky shadow, thin lines, and when she was done my eyes had a scintillating, popping look to them.

I couldn’t believe it. She was thoroughly professional, and except for the hair, I was female.

“About the hair,” she said. “I want to try a couple of wigs on you, then we can put extensions on you and all that.”

“Oh.” By now I was fair speechless. Couldn’t say a thing. Just stared at the mirror.

She adjusted a brunette wig on me, and suddenly I had hair flowing down around my shoulders.

I gave an experimental toss of the head, and she giggled. “Cool, eh?”

“Amazing.”

“Amazing cool.” Pause. “Go on, say it. Cool.”

I didn’t say a thing.

“I’m not going to paint your lips until you say it.”

I broke. “Okay. Cool.”

I was embarrassed, red under the make up, but…some part of me was pleased.

I mean, guys don’t normally think of beauty. They don’t look in the mirror and make their curves and color are right. They just glance at the mirror, flex a bicep, and think, ‘Stud.’

Man, I’d never do that again.

And I realized that just putting on make up had opened up my world.

“Okay, bright red. I call it ‘fuck me’ lipstick.” She bent down and painted my lips. Suddenly they looked fuller, took up more of my face. I found that I was holding my breath in wonder.

“Okay, dahling. Let’s slip these heels on—I picked out a low heel for your first week—and see how you look.

I stood in front of the mirror. Tottering on unfamiliar heels, and she said these were shorties, and inspected myself.

Slender, thin waist, big tits, oval face with lots of color.

I was a woman.

Oh, my God!


PART TWO

“Holy shit!” Ralph muttered, almost dropping his whiskey glass, as I walked into the big room.

Funny thing is, I walked like a mess. There was no click to my heels, I was having trouble balancing, I sure didn’t walk like a girl.

But they all stared at me. Auntie and Ralph and Tanya being everybody. Their mouths open, their jaws dropped and their eyes wide.

Behind me I could almost feel Cindy grinning.

How often had she made up my father? Watched him walk?

Ralph laughed his small, tight, little laugh. “Shit, if I didn’t know who you were I’d try to boff you.

Auntie forced her mouth closed and looked away.

Tanya stood up and came to me hesitantly, and I could tell she was mixed up.

On one hand, she wanted me. And, call me callous, I started seeing money signs above her head. On the other hand, she was hiding revulsion. I could see it in her eyes, she was repelled by me.

Still, she took one of my hands in hers, went up on tip toes and kissed my cheek.

Huh. She was willing to French kiss me before, and suck my cock, but now…now that I was a girl.

“Well,” said Cindy brightly. “Shall we go?”

“What?” I turned around and almost fell over.

She steadied me and grinned. “Ms Entwood gave me a list of things to do. You can opt out, of course, but that will…well, it won’t sit well with your attorney.”

“What things?? I asked.

“Tonight we go clubbing. Tomorrow you have a birthday party to attend. You remember the Thatchers? Their daughter is coming out. And on Friday we have…”

She continued the litany of events, and they were typical of things I usually did. I did spend a lot of time clubbing.

Crap! I was going to have to go out like this! I looked down at my dress. No bulge down there, my cock was trying to twitch a bit, but I…Cindy…had effectively drained it.

“Come on, sport. I’ll go with you the first couple of times.” Cindy grabbed my hand and led me across the room.

Funny thing, Tanya looked about to say something, but Cindy led me right past her. I looked at her helplessly.

By the time Tanya, and Ralph, had caught up Cindy was buckling me into the Atom.

“Where do I sit?”yelped Tanya. There are only two seats in an Atom.

“Take the Bentley,” called Cindy, “We’ll be at Mad Denny’s.”

VROOM! She put the pedal to the metal and we zoomed out of the garage.

I had admired Father’s Atom from afar, but had never ridden in it. And I understood why. It was a work of art. A street legal racing car, it was something that a young boy like myself would immediately take up to a 150 and aim for a tree.

Cindy, however, must have driven it before, because she took it up to 130, then backed off. Driving a sedate speed we left the mansion grounds, wound through the countryside, and approached Bascom town.

“The trick, when driving this puppy, is to enjoy it. How much can you enjoy when your head is snapped back and you’re lusting after power?”

“Well, uh…”

She was moving fast, but safely, and I began to understand the joy here. It was like riding the back of a monstrous lizard, hugging the ground, the road like a waving branch, the sure footed ‘turnology.’ It was an experience.

“And this is mine?”

“Lock stock and four barrels, but can you do me a favor?”

“What’s that?”

“Wait a week before you drive it. Get used to driving a dress first, it will change you and make you a better driver.”

Change me. Huh. In a way, that sounded sort of ominous. But Cindy sounded more like she was concerned.

I wish I could tell you that the night was a riot. But it was a disaster.

I was used to quaffing a dozen drinks, dancing on the table tops, the life of the party.

Instead, I barely managed half a sip of celebratory champagne. The corset, you know.

And whereas I would be hanging out with the wild crowd, laughing and playing jokes, I felt so self-conscious that I was uncomfortable to the point of being miserable.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, Tanya spent half the night trying to convince me to go to the minister on the morrow.

“You’ve been after me for months. Now you inherit some money and you dig in your heels. What’s the big deal?”

Then, when I kept mumbling excuses, she went and danced with Ralph.

Glaring at me over his shoulder. And I could swear she laughed and ground back when he pushed his thighs forward.

Fucking Ralph.

Cindy, however, was a sport. She was older, probably didn’t even like these scenes, but she stayed by my side, saying little, had a couple of drinks, and giving me little pointers.

“Don’t grab the glass like that. You look like an oaf who is desperate for a drink.”

“I am desperate,” I responded.

“Keep your knees together, turn and slide onto the seat.”

I tried to do as she suggested, but it was so weird. I mean, sitting with my nuts hidden in my body and my dick tied near to my asshole.

And, the night passed, and we went home.

“That wasn’t so bad,” she glanced at me while we whipped through the night towards the far mansion.

“Uh…”

“I know, but it will get better.”

Would it? I had never had an inclination to be a woman. I never wanted to crossdress, and here I was.

“And, uh…”

I turned to Cindy.

“There’s something I’d like to ask you.”

“What’s that?”

“My daughter is coming home for the summer.”

“Coming home?”

“Yes. Normally she would stay with me, we’d spend some time together, and…but this will thing, I have to spend every waking hour here for the next month…maybe the whole year. Do you think it would be possible…could she stay at the mansion?”

I almost said no, but fortunately Father drilled an old saying into me. ‘Think twice, speak once.’

No harm, and Cindy was sacrificing. And…and then I realized why I was reticent. I didn’t want anybody to see me like this.

But I had been to a nightclub and had survived… “Sure.”

“Thank you, Eddie. You’ll like her.”

I didn’t know about that. The night had taught me one thing: I  had surrounded myself with people who laughed too loud and spent their lives intoxicated. One night and I knew that. One night of watching my friends while staying sober myself, and observing their antics and shenanigans…and I was re-evaluating myself in harsh terms.

And the constant whining of Tanya. While drunk it never bothered me, and she had put on a good face.

But I was seeing through the face now.

I sat back in the car and watched the darkness pass, and knew that weird things were happening inside me. I might hate this dress thing, but it was making me think.

The first week passed, and I began to relax. I went to a birthday party, clubbed for a couple of nights, experiencing the same dissatisfaction as I had the first night, and got used to being a girl.

I became more practiced at walking, I accepted the fact that I was going to have to have Cindy help me in and out of my gaffe, and discussed with her the idea of being put in chastity.

“You could attend the bathroom without help,” Cindy explained, “and it won’t be so uncomfortable to put on.”

I promised to think about it.

And I began taking long walks in the country. Nobody minded that I traded my heels for a pair of walking shoes, and I just went for long, solitary walks. I was trying to clear my head of the million thoughts infesting it.

Tanya, of course, opted not to walk. She wasn’t much of one for outdoor activities.

And, about Tanya. She was still friendly with Ralph, and she was getting chummy with Auntie. I would come back from a walk and they would be in the library, thick as thieves. Plotting and conniving, or whatever.

I was changing. And the changes were deep, on the inside, down in the soul.

I was looking at Tanya in new lights. I knew I was going to have to cut loose.

I had no interest in marrying her. I was seeing her for who she was. A rather unpleasant woman who never did anything unless it was all for herself.

What had she seen in me?

Money.

I saw that plainly now.

The week passed, and another one, and then came THE NIGHT.

And the night before THE NIGHT.

“Take a drink, party pooper.” Tanya held out a glass to me.

“I don’t…”

“Come on. For old times sake.”

I took it, and held it. She watched me.

We were in a noisy club, and I was out of my element. This kind of place used to be my element. But now…

I sipped the drink.

“There you go, I knew you were a man.”

That was another thing. Tanya never missed a chance to talk about how manly I was, which, considering my condition, was pretty snide.

I went over to a corner table and sat down.

Tanya danced with Ralph. I was thinking about telling her to move out on the next day, when a cute girl sat down next to me.

“Do you mind?”

“Not at all,” I whispered, barely glancing at her.

“This place is a crush. How do you stand it?”

“I don’t.” I looked at her.

More than cute. Beautiful. Hair down to her shoulders, skirt and blouse with a great figure. Not quite dressed for this hellhole, but…but she would look good in anything.

What was even better were her eyes. They were intelligent. After living with Tanya, with her calculating eyes, this was a breath of fresh air.

“What are you doing here?”

“Practicing being bored.”

She giggled. “You’re weird. I mean, really, why are you here if you don’t like it?”

“Well, I guess you could say I lost a bet.”

“Huh!” she studied me. Then she shocked me. “Want to dance?”

I blinked. I was being hit upon by a girl. I had been hit on by a lot of guys the last couple of weeks, but…not by girls!

“What? You didn’t think I knew?”

“Knew what?”

“That you’re a guy.”

Man, I turned seventeen shades of red. I started to get up to leave, but she placed a hand on my forearm. “Come on. Relax.”

I sat back down, swallowing and gulping and shamed.

Yes, some people knew, but this was a stranger. I managed to croak out, “How did you know?”

“Oh, I have my ways,” she spoke mysteriously. Then, when I looked uncomfortable with her answer, she hurriedly said, “You’ve got an Adam’s apple. And your fingers.”

“What about my fingers.”

“Your hand is larger, more masculine. I’ve spent a lot of time studying hands. Would you like to hear more?”

“Sure.” I was suddenly fascinated.

She took my hand. and held it, turned it over and studied it.

First, men’s hands are hotter than women’s hands. Odd, but true. Now your index finger is shorter than your ring finger, and that tells me a lot.”

“Like what?”

“Like you have a tendency towards alcoholism.”

Huh, that was true! Until I became a girl, of course.

“And you are athletically inclined. Goodie. I like a strong, athletic man. And, uh oh, it means you’re going to have a large number of sex partners.”

Hmmm. I thought back over my life. I had been a bit promiscuous.

“Your face is not so masculine.” She looked up at my face and studied it briefly. “Yep.”  Back to my hand.

“And…you’re going to like this one…you will make five time as much money.”

“What?”

She giggled. “It’s true. Actual statistic.”

“You can’t be serious.”

And she examined my hand some more.

And I had a wonderful time. Just sitting in a booth in the dark and talking small talk with a girl. But a girl without ulterior motives, or a penchant for fucking my cousin.

Then Tanya barged in, ruined it all. Just sat down and rudely asked, “Who’s this?” Like, who’s the bitch.

“This is Cynthia,” I spoke gently, controlled. I didn’t want a scene here.

“Well, we’re going home. Come on. Nice knowing you Cynthia whoever.”

Cynthia just smiled politely, turned to me and said, “Nice meeting you. Maybe we’ll meet again some day.”

Ralph, who was right behind Tanya, snickered.

I stood up, Cynthia shook my hand, very polite, then I was gone.

Fuck, the one time I had actually been having fun, and…I walked out to the car and listened to Tanya and Ralph talk about how Cynthia didn’t know how to dress right.

The next night we went back to the same club. It was a hot spot, and, for a change, I was comfortable. A chastity belt had arrived, my cock was in no danger of springing up at inappropriate times, and though I was still locked down, I wasn’t wearing the corset.

Oh, God! What a relief!

Unfortunately, it also let me drink more. I had a couple, and I started to relax.

But it wasn’t necessarily a good relax. I was thinking about how Cynthia had said I had a tendency towards alcoholism, and I was thinking about how I had watched my friends, my ‘so called’ friends, make fools of themselves when drinking.

Did I want to be like that? Anymore?

And, yes, I had reached the point where I was recognizing myself for what I was. An unpleasant, spoiled buffoon,.

Still, first time in a couple of weeks, so I had a couple. Then I controlled myself and drank Coke, looking like I was drinking when I wasn’t.

“Here go, sport. Be a man.” Tanya put a drink in my hands. Her eyes were glittering. I thought it was excess alcohol, only on later reflection would I realize it was conniving.

I hadn’t drunk alcohol for an hour, I was stable, what the fuck, I tilted and sipped.

She pushed up on the glass, more drain and I was forced to gulp before it overflowed on my face.

“Hey!”

She laughed.

She stayed with me then, kept me drinking, and things started to go a little haywire. The room tilted a bit. I was having trouble talking without slurring my words.

But, the little side effect of whiskey, I told the truth.

In this case, the truth was I was going to dump Tanya.

“I’m going to leave you.” I slurred.

She stared at me. We were sitting in a corner booth. The same one I had sat with Cynthia the night before.

What a difference. Having fun on one night, and subjected to snide meanness the next.

“You’re what?” she asked, her eyes getting more narrow.

“We’re not right for each other.” My head was feeling a little floppy.

“So you’re going to dump me? Like that?”

“No…I just don’t want to be with you anymore.”

“You asshole. You get a little money and you turn into a damned asshole. You’re not leaving me. Drink.”

I finished off the drink. My arm waved around, found the table, and dropped the glass.

“Wha the fuck,” I mumbled, my head lowered, feeling like I had been hit by a truck. “Whas wrong wi me?”

“Come on, asshole. Let’s go.”

Not let’s go home. Just…let’s go. Like…where?

And here’s the funny thing. Though I was drunker than I had ever been, except for the time at Billy Winslow’s house when I fucked his mother. Or she fucked me. I don’t remember. Except for that time, I was out of it. Yet, there was a piece of me that was watching, sitting above it all.

Unfortunately that little piece of awareness couldn’t do anything. It just sat and watched.

And I watched my life unravel.

Suddenly Ralph was under my arm, lifting me, walking me towards the door.

Next to me Tanya assured people. “It’s okay, everybody, he’s just had too much.”

Through the crowd. Watching people laugh at me. Seeing people point. Through the door.

The night air was cool, but that didn’t revive me. I was too drunk to be revived.

I looked at Ralph, who was red-faced and sweating under my weight. He always was out of shape. “I doan like you, raff.”

“Yeah, well I hate your guts, cousin of mine.”

Tanya got under my other arm and they motorvated me better. Tanya said to Ralph. “He was going to leave me.”

Ralph grinned. He always was a grinning fool.

“Nobody leaves me. I leave them.”

“‘Kay,” I said. “You lea me. Fine.”

I almost fell, but they managed to keep me up.

“I don’t think so, asshole.”

I looked at her, my head weaving around, but my little awareness focusing on her.

“See, have you ever thought about who inherits your estate if you don’t?”

“Wha…?”

“Auntie does. Oh, there will be lawsuits and all, but she’ll get it.”

“But I inherit…the thing.”

“Oh, no you don’t.”

I saw the Atom at the far end of the parking lot. It was getting closer.

“Wha you mean…”

“You’re not going to inherit shit. You’re going for a drive.”

“Wha…” This didn’t make sense. But my little awareness understood it. It wiggled through the morass and figured it out.

They were going to put me behind the wheel, turn the key, and let the Atom idle me into infinity.

In front of the car was a cliff. At the bottom of the cliff, 500 feet down, was the ocean. If the fall didn’t kill me I would drown. Either way, I was a gone gosling.

“No…lee me lone…”

I tried to struggle, but it was like I was made out of noodles. No strength. Ralph easily manhandled me.

“I’ve been talking this over with Aunt Mathilda for a week. And now the time is here. Now you’re going to get what’s coming to you.”

“No…no…”

She opened the door and tried to guide my wobbling body into the car.

“No…leemelone…doan…”

Ralph held me and she guided one leg into the car, then the next. Ralph pushed, she guided, and my seat hit the seat.

“Good,” whispered Tanya. “Asshole deserves this.”

She reached across me and turned the key.

Vrooom! The sound of the powerful motor filled the night air.

“So long, asshole…”

She reached across me to put the car in gear. Somehow, I don’t know how, I managed to lean on her arm, and the gear went into reverse.

“Hey! Fuck!”

“What’s he doing?”

The car backed up, and it actually rolled over her foot.

“AIEEE!” I could hear her high heels crackling.

The car kept moving.

Ralph started after me, and if he had continued he might have reached me, stopped the car, but he hesitated and turned to see if Tanya was all right. She was laying on the ground holding her foot.

“Go after him, stupid!”

Ralph turned back to chase the Atom, but the idle had carried me fifty feet away.

Drunk, trying to figure things out, I fumbled with the gear shift. The fact that I had to depress a foot pedal almost doomed me, but just as he reached the car I managed to get it into first gear.

The idle reversed and I almost ran over him. He jumped out of the way and I managed to slur at him, “ash hoe!”

Then I was trying to hold the wheel, my arms like spaghetti, the wheel stubbornly refusing my efforts to control the forward motion of it.

To the side Tanya was on her feet. Her foot. She was hobbling, limping, and chasing me.

She almost caught me. She reached forward, I brushed a hand through the air, and miraculously, I fended her off.

She fell down, and I heard her yell, “Get your car!”

Then commenced one of the wildest road races I had ever been in.

I couldn’t move my arms right. I couldn’t even grip the wheel. But I kept flailing, and somehow turning the wheel, and I moved down the road.

Idle was a terrific seven miles an hour. Heck, if Ralph had been in shape he could have caught me on foot.

But even seven miles an hour was too much for my addled brain. I almost went into a ditch as I left the parking lot, and the gentle swoops and turns leading up to the night club were a series of hairpins and switchbacks in my mind.

I flailed, the car responded beautifully, hugged the road, and I heard the sound of Ralph’s car come up behind me. He had a convertible, the top was down, and I could hear them talking plainly.

“Hit him! Push him over the edge!”

I almost went over the edge without a push. I could see the waves far below, white and sparkling in the moonlit night. I flailed and drove away from them, and almost hit the side of the mountain on the other side of the road.

“Whoopsidoo!” I yelled. I think I yelled. I might have been whispering, for all I know.

“Closer! Bump him…now! Now!”

But Ralph missed his chance.

Down the road we went, back and forth, almost over, almost into the mountain. Funny thing, that little piece of awareness in me was having a good time.

‘We who are about fly salud you…’ it burbled into my consciousness.

“Use the gas you asshole!” Came from behind me, followed by, “Get your hands off the wheel.”

“Wheee!” I sang out.

I could imagine myself tumbling a million feet to the ocean. I think I was over beach by now, so maybe I could explode, fill the night with a thousand shards and flames.

“Come on! We’ve got…” the voice behind me faded as I careened, at nine miles per hour—I was going down hill, after all—around another corner.

But, though God loves drunks and idiots, and I was both, my good times were coming to an end.

I flailed and managed to attain ineffectuality, and the car went over the side of the road and dropped…ten feet.

Oh, it was a long ten feet. Longest ten feet of my life. And when the car hit, crumpling the front end and bringing me face to face with an old tree trunk that had lain down and lost its bark, I leaned forward and barfed.

“Blaaap!”

The little piece of awareness inside me was getting tired. He wanted to go to sleep. So did I. But there was still a bit of play to play, and I listened.

Voices. “Get down there.”

“It’s too steep!”

“Around here.”

The sound of climbing Which is like branches snapping and leaves rustling.

“Here he is.”

Of course I am.

“Smell the gas? Give me a match. We’ll burn him up.”

“Geez, Tanya.”

“Give me a fucking match!”

“Okay…I don’t have one. There’s one in the car.”

“Climb up and get one!”

“I’ll get my pants dirty!”

He was going to commit murder and he was worried about getting his pants dirty? What a wuss.

“Somebody stopped! There’s another car up there.”

“Crap.”

The sound of a door screaking. A body moving. Then Tanya was next to me. She grabbed my hair and turned my drooling face towards her.

“Okay, asshole, we’ll do this the old fashioned way. I’ll just pinch your nose and you’ll die.”

“Lee me…lee me…”

“But, before you go, I want to tell you…I’ve been fucking Ralph all along. He’s a lot bette than you. And when you’re dead I’ll get part of your money, and I’ll marry Ralph and we’ll fuck on your grave. You got that? We’ll fuck on your grave.”

Then she pinched my nose.

Her hand clapped over my mouth.

I tried to breath. I tried to flail, but my hands were like kites in the sky, swooping and falling, falling down….down…

Dimly, I heard a noise. Somebody yelling, but the darkness was coming up at me. It looked so nice and friendly. Good darkness. And I didn’t have to gasp for breath anymore. I could just let go. I could just…Tanya let go.

The part of me that watches managed a final glimpse.

Cynthia was here. She had pulled Tanya off me. And she cocked her hand back. And she punched…punched…and I saw bodies…falling…falling.

A series of disjointed images…

“…leg broken…”

…being shoved into a red, square box. Oh, it had wheels. Wheels are nice. Especially ambulance wheels…

A ride, somebody next to me. holding my hand, crying. Why was Cynthia crying?

Why was Cynthia here?

Lights flashing past. Street lights? Daylight. Hospital lights. The red box opening.

Rushing down the halls….the halls…faster than an Atom in idle.

Where was I going?

Where was I…

“He’s coming around.”

“Stand back please.”

Hands feeling me. My pulse. I felt so good.

“Wheee.” I whispered.

“What’d he say?”

“Wheee,” somebody else said.

I opened my eyes.

A doctor. A nurse. Cindy. Cynthia. Jane. Some guy in a suit sitting in a far corner. I took them all in.

“Am I awake?”

Chuckles. I realized that I was awake.

“Why…what am I…” then the memories hit. Tanya. Ralph. The ride down the mountain.”

“What happened?” I asked, and there was even a bit of firmness in my voice.

After the doctor got done with me Jane explained. She stood at the foot of the bed and told me. Cindy was on one side of the bed, Cynthia was on the other side, in a chair and holding my hand. The guy in the suit, whoever the heck he was, sat in the far corner.

“The doctors found traces of Rohypnol in your blood. Apparently Tanya and Ralph drugged you.”

“Oh.”

“Can you tell us why?”

“Tanya said Aunt Mathilda was going to inherit all the money. They wanted me to go over the cliff.”

“And you know this how?”

“Tanya told me. And she tried to kill me.” I realized that was sort of confusing, so I offered explanation. “When the Atom crashed…she held my nose. They wanted to burn me with a match, but they didn’t have one.”

Grunts from Cindy and Cynthia.

Jane turned to the man in the suit. “Do you need anything more? Lieutenant?”

“A statement from him later, but I’ll go make the arrest now.”

Jane turned back to me. “They’ve already got Tanya and Ralph. Cynthia made her statement earlier, told the police how they tried to kill you.”

“But I’m alive now.”

Chuckles. I guess I wasn’t all the way back yet.

Jane: “I’ve released the strictures of the will. We can take it up later. For right now, you need to get well. Your broken leg needs to heal…but I’ll drop in tomorrow, when you’re feeling bright and chipper and explain everything to you. Okay?”

“That would be good,” I said.

Jane nodded and left. She was smiling.

I looked at Cindy. “How’s the Atom?”

“Needs a new front end. Expensive. But I’m sure you can take a second job and pay for it.” Wry Cindy. I chuckled.

I turned to Cynthia. “Who are you?” Then I realized how gruff it sounded, and I did remember her saving my life. “I mean,” I looked around, a bit confused.

“She’s my daughter.”

I stared at Cindy. I looked at Cynthia. I saw the similarity of feature. The way both of them had nice, big chests.

Cynthia cleared her throat. “Mother? Could I talk to Eddie alone?”

Cindy snorted. “So it’s like that, eh?”

“Maybe. I don’t know.”

Cindy looked at her daughter, gave a nod. “Yep. It is. I’ll be outside.”

She leaned down and gave me a gentle hug. “Okay, girlfriend, we’ll continue another day. See ya.”

I hugged her back, as well as I could, then she left.

I was alone with Cynthia.

“Cindy…Cynthia…you look alike…I should have known.”

“You had your own problems.”

“Yeah, well…thanks for saving my life.”

“Oh, it was fun. I’ve been studying karate for years, and to finally find out that a front punch works…”

I smiled at her.

“Sorry about Tanya’s teeth, though. And poor Ralph. They’ve actually got him in traction for that kick to the balls.”

I laughed. “Couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy.”

We were silent then, measuring each other.

It wasn’t awkward, though. There was a comfortable presence to her.

We both started to speak, both stopped, and laughed.

She said, “I’ve got a confession to make.”

“Yes?”

“Mother asked me to look in on you. It was your first night out without her looking over you. I think maybe she didn’t trust Tanya and Ralph. But that’s how I knew you were a boy.”

“I’ll have to thank her.”

“Yes.”

Another pause.

I said, “I like you. I’ve known you for two days, probably two hours, and I…I like you.”

“Well, that’s the funny thing…second confession coming up. Do you mind?”

I shook my head.

I like you. And, uh…I especially like you…”

“Yeah?”

“When you are a girl.”

“What?”

“I know. Weird, huh? I mean, I’m not a lesbian, but when I see a guy in…wearing…crossdressing,” she stumbled and fumbled, “It just turns me on.”

I stared at her.

“Okay,” I finally said. “Here’s the thing. I’m going to have to go back to being a woman for a while, and I need somebody…it’s weird, but the job is weird…but—“

“What job?”

“Well, I get boners too easily. Wearing women’s clothes and all. And sometimes I need somebody to, uh, relieve the pressure, so I can get into a dress. If you know what I mean.”

“Oh?” She cocked her head and smiled and gave me a look of mock disbelief.

“I mean, the position is open…if you’ve got nothing better to do. I mean. Uh…”

She nodded. She reached under my sheet.

“You mean I’d have to do something like this?” She grabbed my cock.

“Oh!”

“And stroke it like this?”

“Uh, yeah.”

Her hand was going up and down, her thumb teased my slit. I could feel my juices boiling.

“And maybe I could use my mouth, you know, suck that thing? Drool all over it and use my lips and…is that what you mean?”

“Unh…” I grunted, unable to talk.

I was almost ready to pop, and she let go.

“I’ll think about it.”

“What?”

She stood up. “Well, got things to do…places to go…”

“What? But…but…”

She giggled and sat back down.

“Or maybe I could hang for a bit. Could I?”

“Oh, please do.”

She reached back under the sheets. “Of course, I won’t be official  in my new job until you’re out of the hospital. So I can’t really relieve the pressure until then. But you don’t mind being a bit horny for a day or two, do you?”

“Oh, no. I mean, yes…but…Heysoos! I don’t know what I mean!”

She laughed.

And I was happy, happier than thirty billion dollars.

And darned if she wasn’t just as happy.

END
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!
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