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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

I often what color panties Indiana Jones was wearing. You see, the most studly of men often have the biggest secrets.

And I think it would be a lot better if the ‘Ark’ didn’t just turn Nazis into burning skeletons, but just feminized them!

Wouldn’t you love it if those nasty, old Nazis were all forced to wear garters and bras?

And that Hitler dude! His real name was Adolf Schicklgruber. He was actually born with one nut! You want to bet he wasn’t wearing pretty pink panties under that fat coat and his little mustache?

You know, I think I’ve got something here. Hollywood, where are you?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Aversion Feminization!

Curing a man who wants to change

from a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Men who want to turn into women, ain’t it grand?

The official word for it is ‘autogynephilia.’

Is it wrong?

I’m not going to go around telling people what is right or wrong. We’ve got a government that does that.

No, I’m more interested in getting people to get over their prejudices and start acting like human beings.

So, enjoy this story of Roy, and how he adapts to the changes that happen to him.

Will it happen to all men?

In some form, I think it will.

But, until then…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Roy was parked at the Korean Bell of Friendship in San Pedro. It was just after a rain and the air was fresh. Nobody was out and he had the monument to himself.

He stepped out of his truck and put his high heels on the parking area asphalt. He closed the door and faced the world.

He was wearing a pencil skirt, navy blue, and a blouse, white. He wore a long jacket that partially concealed his shape.

Of course, his shaved legs were visible, the calves delightfully curved.

The belt around his mid section pulled the jacket tight so his breasts could be seen. His long hair, carefully styled, hung down his back. His make up was well done, with his red lips given a metallic color in the neon lighting of the parking lot.

He looked around nervously. When he dressed up he liked to visit obscure monuments. He liked to look out at the world, giving people a glance at his persona. He loved to be admired.

The only problem, of course, was his penis got so hard that he had to pull his jacket closed so nobody could see the boner bump in his skirt.

He had finally handled that by wearing a chastity tube. It drove him crazy, and he had to masturbate to get it on, but he could pull the tube back between his legs and have a smooth, feminine front.

He smiled, and felt his dingus trying to stand up. But his tube was small, and his erection was quelled.

His sexual urges were increased by being in chastity, and it made it all the more delicious. It felt like waves of horniness were tumbling through him, making him hornier and hornier.

Finishing his look see, knowing that he was alone, he sashayed towards the monument itself. His high heels clicked on the pavement and his calves were tight and bunched.

God, it felt good.

He kept a look out as he walked. Nobody was there. It had just stopped raining, it was late at night, he would have been surprised if there had been anybody. He stopped at the far side of the monument and faced the eternal ocean.

He could hear the ocean, whispering, crashing, calling to endless souls.

He sighed.

He cross dressed, but he wanted more.

And he was so afraid.

He dressed like this and was terrified, but he couldn’t stop himself.

Without these walks on the wild side his life didn’t have much meaning.

He was 26 years old, was making good money off the internet, and nobody knew about his ‘hobby.’

Not the two girls in the office, or the kid in the mail room.

To them he was an okay guy, showed up with long hair and their paychecks. Gave them long lunches and even Friday afternoons off.

Would they care?

Probably not.

But…he would care.

He was a mama’s boy. Nobody noticed him in school. In high school he had cultivated a masculine attitude. He might look a little soft, with his long hair and slender body, but he talked a good game, and nobody knew he was wearing panties and bra, garter and nylons, under his manly clothes.

Sometimes he would go out with girls, but he presented a masculine front, even leaving his lingerie at home.

He liked girls, he didn’t want boys, but he didn’t allow anybody to see into his secret heart. He made sure nobody saw a trace of lipstick on his mouth, or a dirty pair of nylons.

In college it was even easier to keep up the facade. And it was easier to dress up at night, even go on long walks, and not be seen, not be recognized for what he was.

Then, after college, he was determined to put aside his sexual habits. He wouldn’t dress up like a girl. He wouldn’t risk shame and embarrassment. He would focus his energies on building an internet business.

And, for a couple of years, he had succeeded.

But as his company grew, so did his desires.

One night he couldn’t handle it any more.

He had gotten drunk, gotten dressed, and gone out on the town.

And, God’s grace, nobody tumbled to him.

Nobody he knew saw him.

He watched night clubs from afar, and he realized that he was stuck with being a crossdresser for life. It was something he couldn’t live without.

But he also couldn’t risk being seen.

He was going to have to live a secret life.

And, three years later he was standing by the Korean Bell of Friendship in San Pedro. Listening to the waves, seeing the lights rising from the harbor, and the docks.

“You okay, miss?”

Roy nearly jumped out of his nylons.

A light shone in his face. Cop. Twenty feet away.

Roy turned and dashed back around the monument and headed for his pick up truck.

He heard footsteps behind him, and the flashlight illuminated his frame, his round ass, tiny waist (courtesy of an incredibly tight corset), and his waggling breasts.

“Miss? Stop!”

Roy was panicked. He should have stopped. He should have just talked, but he was so scared.

“Miss! Halt!” The cop’s voice was firm now, and growing stronger.

From a simple inquiry as to how he was doing, he had made himself a suspect.

After all, why should he run if he was innocent, right?

But he was terrified. He didn’t want to be caught. He had to get away.

He made it into his truck, hit the ignition and the lights. The cop was right in front of the truck, and he held his forearm up to protect his eyes from the sudden flash of powerful high beams.

Roy backed up, almost hit the cop car, and put it in first gear.

“STOP!”

Roy didn’t stop. He wound through the parking lot, down the hill, and into the late night traffic.

He had to get away! He had to…he—stopped.

Right in the middle of the road. His breath was heaving, as much as it could in the tight corset. He set his emergency blinkers and waited, his hands on the steering wheel.

He had been stupid to run. He wasn’t going to be able to get away, not with the cops using radar and helicopters and such.

And why was he running?

Because he was scared, not because he had committed any crime.

The black and white roared down the road behind him. It squealed to a stop behind him. The evening was lit up with blinking red lights and a powerful beam illuminated his truck.

“Step out of the vehicle with your hands up!”

Almost sobbing, Roy opened the door, held his hands out, and slid off the side of the car seat.

He stood in high heels and turned his back to the cop car.

“Back towards us. Keep your hands up!”

Roy backed up.

“Get on your knees!”

He knelt, felt the nylon on his right leg run.

“Face down on the pavement!”

He followed their instructions, and was quickly handcuffed and helped to his feet.

For a moment the cop ignored him. He searched the truck, opened the glove compartment and checked his insurance and registration.

Finally he opened Roy’s purse and lifted out his wallet…and found his driver’s license.

The cop stood up straight, looked intently at the license, then stared at Roy.

Roy stood with his head bowed, red, ashamed.

He had finally been caught.

The cop sauntered back towards Roy. He was holding Roy’s purse in one hand and his license in the other hand.

He stopped in front of Roy, and Roy had his first real look at his captor.

He was a few years older than Roy, wore a mustache, had seasoned lines at the corners of his eyes.

“Well, Mr. Jenkins, why did you run?”

Roy’s voice was low and cracked, “I was scared.”

“Why? You didn’t commit any crimes.”

“I was…you see…” Roy licked his red lips. “I’m…”

The cop finally took mercy on Roy. “You’re a guy dressed as a girl. Is that a crime?”

“I…no…I don’t think so.”

“So you go from a situation where I would have asked you a few questions, and risk becoming a felon.”

“That’s why I stopped. I’m sorry.”

The cop nodded. “Stay here, please.”

The cop went back to his car and checked for warrants. There were none, Roy was clean, and the cop returned to Roy. He handed Roy his license and said, “Fear is a terrible thing. It almost ruined your life.”

“Are you…am I…”

“I’m not going to cite you. I’ll make a note in my book, but nobody ever sees that. No, Mr. Jenkins, you’re going to be free to go.”

“Thank you.”

“After I give you a little friendly advice.”

Roy was finally looking at the cop. His fear was waning. A lecture was nothing. Thank God.

“Mr. Jenkins. I don’t care what you do in your life, as long as you are not a danger to the public. However, I have had encounters with people like yourself. There is a program which you might want to avail yourself.”

Roy blinked. “There is?”

“Yes. A lot of people are in your situation. They like to do the things you do. They have gone into a program called ‘Aversion Feminization.’ You can find it on the web. It is run by people who have combined aversion therapy with people’s desire to be more feminine. I suggest you give them a call, or an email, or whatever method they use.”

“What do they do?”

“They help people who have your…it’s not right for me to call it a problem…your interests.”

“But—“

“Honestly, I don’t know what methods they employ, I just know that people have been helped by this organization. And, let’s face it, it’s better than getting arrested by a cop.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Okay. Drive safely, and have a good night.”

Roy was near in shock by the time he returned to his truck.

He had thought he was going to the hoosegow, and there he would have to deal with gang banging, smelly motorcyclists with body hair and tattoos and…and he was being let off.

He sighed in relief and started up the truck.

The cop was writing something on a clipboard in his cruiser. Nobody was in the street, so Roy pulled out and headed home.

He hadn’t been arrested.

He had been warned.

And he forgot all about Aversion Feminization.

Roy went to work the next day, and he was feeling pretty good. His secret was safe.

His heart was beating harder all day, and he realized that in being seen by the cop, in being found out, he had experienced a sense of relief.

Nobody had ever seen him as a woman, and now that somebody had, he felt…freed.

Something in him had changed.

He was a butterfly still in cocoon, but he had had a glimpse of the sky. He wanted to be free all the way.

He was tired of keeping a secret.

Yet…he didn’t know how to accomplish that.

So that would have to wait until he did figure it out.

He threw himself into his work. Which didn’t work because he didn’t have much work to do.

The mail boy was part time. Came in after school and sorted through the mail, put orders in one basket, complaints in another, delivered mail to the three offices in the small building.

Roy got a few letters, but Jeanie and Darlene handled most of the mail.

And there were never any problems so big that the girls couldn’t handle them.

So Roy answered his few letters, took care of a couple of emails, checked on the work flow of the girls, and then…was bored.

But he was also wired from the previous night’s adventure.

So, what to do…what to do?

He chatted with the girls, they were both good looking. Good bodies with large breasts, always showed up looking nice. And they weren’t his type.

Not that he had a type.

With his secret no girl was his type.

Sad by true.

He went to an early lunch, then brought lunch back for the girls. A little bonus, and he was feeling so damned good.

But he was also still embarrassed.

He relived the encounter in his mind all day long.

It was then that he remembered what the cop had said: Aversion Feminization.

After lunch he went into his office and closed the door. Him closing the door was unusual, and the girls took note of the fact, looked at each other, and shrugged.

Roy googled ‘Aversion Feminization’ and there was nothing.

He frowned. He read a few articles on aversion, and feminization, but…had the cop been wrong?

But he had seemed so positive, and it wasn’t the kind of thing a cop would joke about.

So, it to be there, but where?

He tried a couple of other browsers. DuckDuck and Bing and a few others.

He tried private windows.

Then, he tapped into the dark web.

To tap into the dark web he needed a VPN. A VPN is a ‘Virtual Private Network.’ He already had a lot of security, so he was ready to go.

The Dark Web is dangerous, and it’s not.

It is a part of the web that isn’t searched by Google or any of the other search engines. It’s all the people who don’t want to be listed in a the ‘phone books’ provided by Google, Microsoft, and other tech corporations.

There is a huge section of things that people don’t want listed. People who hide their finances, companies who hide their customers information, they are considered part of the Dark Web.

But the real danger is in the areas of the dark web that specialize in hurtful things. Things like drugs, criminal activities, and all sorts of hacking.

But Roy wasn’t interested in that sort of stuff. He just wanted to find ‘Aversion Feminization.’

It took him an hour.

The cop had been right, it was on the net, but it wasn’t listed. He must have heard about it, and assumed that it could be found through a simple Google.

Still, Roy had managed to find it, and he perused it intently.

There was a lot of material to be read. Everything from scholarly studies to stories. And the types of feminization were many.

Men who wore just underwear.

Men who were feminized by their wives.

Men who went whole hog and changed their lifestyle.

Men who even had their testicles and penis removed.

Roy shuddered when he read about that practice. That was going a little too far for him.

The website was supported by something called ‘The Ladies’ Sissy Society.’ This was apparently a group of women who sounded like they wanted to change the world.

They didn’t seem unusually forceful, certainly not violent, but they were adamant.

Men had choice, but the choice was pushed hard.

Roy sat back and thought about it.

He had avoided women, in spite of the fact that he loved women and had no preference for a man.

Over the years he had wished he had a girlfriend, somebody who he could be honest with, but he had never met anyone.

But wouldn’t it be nice to have a girlfriend, to be able to be himself.

But would he want somebody who was aggressive and forceful?

He didn’t think so.

He went back to the website and continued. He spent a couple of hours reading stories from people who had benefitted from the Aversion Feminization.

Most of them were men, and they spoke of being free, of achieving a lifestyle that they had only dreamed of. Many of them detailed individual experiences as they came out in the real world. Some of the experiences were harsh, some soft, but all of them were heartfelt, and all of the men, whether they had had good or bad experiences, were grateful to Aversion Feminization for helping them.

There were a few women, too. Wives. And they were also vocal in their praise of Aversion Feminization.

One woman wrote: I didn’t expect it. I was opposed to my husband getting involved, but as he discovered himself I found a beautiful truth in him.

A beautiful truth within.

Once again Roy sat back.

A beautiful truth…

“We’re taking off.”

Roy jerked, spun and closed windows on his computer room.

But he was too slow.

“Hey, what’s this?”

“Nothing.”

“No…it’s something. Feminization. Hunh. You into that?”

“No!”

“Hey, Jeanie! Roy wants to be a girl!”

“Hey!”

Jeanie popped her head into the doorway. “Really?”

“He’s got a site about turning into a girl!”

“Stop that! It’s…some people asked for an estimate and I’m looking at them.”

“Really?”

“Of course!”

But his face was red and the girls kept glancing at him and giggling.

“Well, you’d look cute as a girl,” said Jeanie, when he finally got them out of his office.

“Har de har,” muttered Roy.

Darlene was smiling, but she said, “Leave him alone, Jeanie, see how embarrassed he’s getting?”

“I’m not embarrassed!”

But he was, and his red face proved it.

The girls giggled and left.

Roy turned back to the computer and stared at it. He opened up the  Aversion Feminization website again and went over everything.

Aversion therapy is when you make somebody do something until he no longer wants to do it.

Well, not completely.

After all, if a guy is drinking too much you don’t give him more liquor. And if he’s cheating on his wife you don’t make him cheat some more.

But there are methods where you make him consider his bad habits in less than comfortable ways. And you ‘avert’ him.

So, taken literally, Aversion Feminization would be making him dress as a woman until he no longer wanted to.

But he didn’t think that was it. The things people said in the testimonials, the way the site phrased their language, it didn’t sound so aversive.

He thought they must dress him like a woman and shame him or something, until he no longer wanted to be a woman.

But…did he really want to be a woman, anyway?

He liked to dress up, but not because he was gay or anything. He dressed up because it made him so incredibly horny.

When he was in sixth grade he had discovered how to masturbate. And he had imagined girls in his class. Not even fucking. Just…being with him. Kissing him, which was all his puerile mind could handle.

But when he had discovered cross dressing he had discovered a higher level of horniness, and he gave up dreaming about the sexless girls of school and began causing himself to be unimaginably turned on.

He didn’t want girls who were standoffish and gave him a kiss when he wanted an orgasm.

And crossdressing led him to that heightened , horny state.

So did he really want to be a woman?

He didn’t think so.

Of course, he didn’t know for sure, but…did he?

Staring at the Aversion Feminization site made him think.

What if he was just sick?

What if he was a pervert?

He spent all his time avoiding women and being a woman. That was not normal. At least, he didn’t think it was.

So, if he was perverted, could Aversion Feminization help him get over it?

Sighing, he turned off the computer and went home to get dressed up.

That night he poured himself a stiff drink, a Kentucky Mule.

He mixed Blanton’s bourbon whiskey ($200 a bottle!) with lime juice and ginger beer.

He sipped the delicious concoction and went into the pink room.

It wasn’t really pink, but it had all his female clothes in it, so he called it pink.

He sat on the small bed and stared at the dresser and the closet.

The dresser held his underthings. Bras and panties and such, corsets and nylons and whatever else.

The closet held his dresses, his robes, his wigs—which he had given up when his hair had grown long enough—and shoes.

On the dresser was his make up. Good stuff he had spent a lot of time getting on the internet.

He had spent a lot of time in this room, making himself pretty, daydreaming of…himself.

He had tried on clothes and even slept in the room.

Was he sick?

Cross dressing was looked down upon.

He had hidden it and he felt guilty.

Did that make him sick?

He made another drink and sprayed himself with Nair. He turned on some music while he waited, and listened to Lucy Thomas.

Such a soft but powerful voice. Such a beautiful and sweet face. What an angel.

His skin started to burn so he got into the shower and washed the Nair off.

He did this depilating every once in a while. The more he did it the less hair he had, and the more silky smooth his skin was.

Afterwards he spread lotion on his flesh and rubbed it in.

He was flexible, practiced yoga every day, and he could reach all of his body.

He felt cool, and electric, and charged up.

He put on his underwear, feeling the sleek silk slide over his legs. He had the chastity tube on and he made sure it was dry, and tied it between his legs and out of the way.

He had breast forms, and he glued them to his chest and put on a bra.

He looked female in body now. Oh, there were the edges of his forms, and the tip of his chastity tube peeked out under his backside, but he had the curves.

He selected a dress, and hid the things that didn’t look feminine.

He spent some time curling his hair, then put on his make up. He was getting good at it, and he did a professional job. His eyes were dusky and sexy, and his lips were red and moist looking. He kept his eyebrows somewhere between a lightly arched male and a thicker female. It worked, and with a little penciling his eyebrows looked entirely feminine.

His lashes were long and thick, and he even put on some earrings.

He walked back out to the kitchen in high heels and mixed another drink.

He sat in the living room, making lip prints on his whiskey glass, and listened to sweet, soft music.

Was he sick?

How could he be sick if he felt so good?

How could—

Knock knock.

He sat up, panicked, terrified.

He was completely en femme! How cold…what should…oh, God!

Then he heard the sound of his doorknob turning. He jumped up and ran to the door. He moved his hand forward to grip the knob, to keep it form opening, but he wasn’t fast enough.

The door opened and he froze.

A woman stood there. She smiled at him, and Roy fell to his knees.

He didn’t pass out, but he came close.

The woman who had home invaded him helped him up. “Are you all right?” she asked.

“I…I…”

She was beautiful. She was a brunette with light blue eyes that didn’t seem to blink. Her shape was fantastic. It was better than Roy’s artificially contrived body, and it was natural. All natural.

“Who…who…”

But he couldn’t speak. He didn’t even know if he was alive! He just stood there, was guided by the woman, and blubbered.

“Hello, Roy. Sit right there. I see you’ve been drinking. Do you mind if I pour myself a drink? While you recover yourself?”

Roy muttered and mumbled, and found himself sitting on his couch.

The woman went to the kitchen, poured some of his good Blanton’s into a glass of ice, then added Coke.

She came back into the living room and sat down opposite him. “Isn’t whiskey wonderful?” she asked. “Of course I’d like some of what you’re drinking. It looks delicious. What is it?”

Roy stuttered, but managed to describe the drink.

“A Kentucky Mule. Wonderful. I’ve tried the Russian Mule, but I’m not fond of the vodka. But this bourbon is a blessing. Here, let me try yours. You take a sip of mine.”

Roy stared as she took his glass, handed him hers, and sipped. He looked at the glass she had handed him. It had her lip print on the rim.

“Go ahead,” smiled the woman. “It’ll be like you’re kissing me.”

Roy then noticed that his cock was stirring in his chastity tube. It was stirring so much it hurt, but in the most delightful way.

He sipped, and it was like he was kissing her, at least his mind reeled like it was a real kiss.

“Who…who are…you?”

“My name is Shirley,” said the woman. “I work for Aversion Feminization.”

“But I…”

She waved a hand. “Did you really think you were safe on the Dark Web?”

“Well, I…”

“We can hack anybody who contacts us. You contacted us, and we knew who you were. Then we received a report that you had been stopped by a cop while being female. Doesn’t that sound funny? Wouldn’t that look good on a ticket? Instead of a DUI, Driving Under the Influence, you’d get a DWF, Driving While Female.” She chuckled, and her voice was soft and sweet. Like the music coming from his sound system, but somehow more real.

Roy said nothing. His brain was firmly stopped.

“Or perhaps we could charge you with Cross Dressing in the First Degree?”

She laughed again, and it was a beautiful sound, then she leaned forward and placed her palm on his knee. Her soft hand on his nylon clad patella.

“Roy, it’s all right. I know you’re frightened, but I’m your friend. We of Aversion Feminization only want what’s best for you.”

“But…I…you…”

“Roy, calm down. Drink your drink, relax, and I’ll tell you everything.”

Roy took deep breaths, followed her advice and sipped his Kentucky Mule, then he excused himself and went to make two more Kentucky Mules.

As he mixed the drinks he stared at himself in the kitchen window.

The reflection showed a beautiful, but scared, woman.

And he had been caught by the cops the night previous.

So his secret really was out.

He took the drinks back in and handed one to her.

She smiled, sipped, and said, “This really is one of the best drinks I have ever drunk. Doesn’t that sound crude? Drinks…drunk?”

Roy sat, and faced her, and studied her.

He noted how her eyebrows were better plucked than his. They were thinner and more arched.

Her eyes stared at him staring at her, and he felt like the blue was a light sky, and he could look into the sky forever and never see a cloud.

Her hair was not as long as his, but it was perfectly coiffed. Elegant.

Her lipstick was redder than his, and while his face was good, it wasn’t quite perfect. Hers was. Soft, feminine curves, a delicate nose, a smile with those oh, so perfect lips.

He blurted. “What do you want?”

She smiled. “I represent a group of women—“

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society.”

She tilted her head slightly and complimented him. “You are quick. People rarely know that. We don’t make a big secret of it, but…most people don’t find that out for a while.

“But what do you want? Why are you…home invading me?”

“Home invading?” she pursed her lips in humor. “I never thought of it like that.”

“What do you think of it like?”

“Helping dreams come true.”

He was silent at that. She didn’t show any trace of misrepresentation, otherwise known as lying.

“Roy, my group of women—“

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society.’

She nodded, “The Ladies’ Sissy Society’… are aware that many men are unhappy. Society is changing, and men are changing with it. Women are more intuitive, and men want to tap into that intuition. And, on the surface, we wear nicer clothes, and we love silks and satins, and make up is wonderful, and…many men want this. Many men want to feel the wonderful sensations that women daily partake in.”

He was silent. He wanted her to stop talking, and he didn’t.

“The Ladies’ Sissy Society is spreading throughout society. We are helping men make these most difficult decisions. We know about you, it is obvious, and we would like to help you.”

“With this Aversion Feminization thing.”

“Yes.”

He contemplated her. His mind was moving now, though there was a vast confusion in him. Change from a man into a woman? What?

She said, “Roy, do you have a mental conflict?”

He didn’t move.

“Do you sometimes feel that there is something wrong with you?”

He felt his stomach yawning. He was trembling. She was coming closer and closer to home.

“Roy, is it wrong to want to do something that other people don’t like? Does it make you sick, or a pervert, if you want to wear the clothes that you want to wear?”

“Well…I…” but his sentence wasn’t going anywhere.

“Is it wrong to be different?”

He was blinking now.

“Roy, I know. You don’t have to lie to me, you don’t have to have a secret. You can let yourself out now. It’s perfectly safe.

Roy began to cry.


Part Two

“Our program consists of us feminizing you, then running you through various scenarios and situations.”

They were sitting in his living room.  It was three days later and Roy had just undergone a thorough evaluation.

He had filled out paperwork that protected both him and the Aversion Feminization People. He had undergone extensive questioning, a lot of which dealt with his personal sexual habits and which he found embarrassing. Now they were meeting officially for the purpose of orienting him to the program.

“And this will make me so uncomfortable that I will get over my obsession with turning into a woman.”

Shirley smiled, but didn’t affirm one way or the other.

“Eventually, should it be necessary, we will take you out in public and help you in daily transactions.”

“And that will cure me.”

“So, would you like to get started?”

His throat was dry, and he was apprehensive, but he nodded.

“Okay, this first part deals with helping you defend yourself against unwarranted thoughts and words. I’ll set up the situation, then we can discuss it, and then enact it. Are you ready?”

Again, he nodded.

“Very well. what do you say if somebody says something degrading to you?”

“Like what?” He was thinking that everything people said, even their looks, were degrading.

After all, he was sick and they knew it.

“Okay, you faggot.”

Roy blinked. “What?”

“How do you feel about somebody calling you a faggot.”

“But I’m not a faggot! I’m not gay, and for somebody to call me one reveals that they are prejudiced!”

“Okay. I’m going to call you one now.” Pause. “Faggot.”

Roy started blinking.

“Prancing around in your secret. Trying to pretend you’re not one. Who do you think you’re fooling.”

Actually, being called names didn’t bother Roy. Shirley moved on to other words. She called him trans and gay and told him he had a little weenie and on and on.

After an hour, though he didn’t have any strong reactions to her words, he did experience a feeling of being at ease.

Shirley noticed this and smiled. “You’re doing well, Roy. Should we move on to the next step?”

“Okay.”

He was sweating a little bit, but he felt good.

“Okay, let’s use your counter here as a bar. Pretend there’s somebody behind the counter and step up and order a drink.”

Roy stood up, gave a sigh, and stepped up to the bar.

Shirley stepped up next to him and pushed him with her hip. He was forced to the side and she said to the invisible bartender, “Don’t serve him. He’s just a queer.”

Roy couldn’t help it. Anger rose up and he glared at Shirley.

Shirley grinned. “Gotcha.”

He realized what she had done, and they continued. Now that there was body contact involved the reactions came fast and furious. Probably his biggest reaction was when she stepped forward and grabbed his groin. “I just want to see if you really have a dick.’

But, again, he got over it, and even chuckled a bit at how easy it was to get his goat.

The next day she helped him dress up, and they did the whole thing over again.

He realized, after just a few minutes, that he was a different person when he was a woman.

His personality changed. He became softer, was less eager to confront, and…she was bullying him and walking all over him.

“I don’t know how to handle this,” he said at one point. “The slightest thing and I’m near tears.”

“That’s the way it is for women. We have hormones, we generate emotional swings, it is sometimes difficult to be a woman.”

Roy understood, but it still took him some time. Now he not only had to control the situation, but his own emotions.

And he thought: No wonder I was afraid to go out and let people know.

But, eventually, he got through it.

As a woman he endured, controlled himself, and even started to talk back, to stand up for himself.

“You’re doing well, Roy. But there’s a couple of things we need to discuss.”

They were in Roy’s living room, sipping lemonade, Roy dressed to the nines. Even with his fake boobs he looked more the woman than Shirley did.

“Such as?”

“First, I want you to think about getting boobs.”

“I’ve got breast forms. They’re pretty expensive, and—“

“No, I’m talking about vacation boobs. For you to really experience Aversion Feminization you need to get a pair of breasts. The doctors inject a solution into your chest and build your boobs. They last a month or two, and then the body absorbs the solution. But for that time you will experience actually having boobs. You will have to wear a bra to protect your breasts. It’s the best way to undergo the female experience.”

Roy bit his knuckle. “What do I do about going to work?”

“You have a couple of choices. You can get small breasts, although I wouldn’t recommend that. Also, you can bind your breasts. Wear a jacket and nobody will be able to tell. But, again, I don’t recommend that.”

“So what do you recommend?”

“Get the biggest humpers you can. Walk into your office and fire anybody who laughs. Well, maybe not fire, but at least you know which people you need to work with to accept your situation.”

After Shirley left for the day Roy was thinking hard.

He was learning to stand up for himself, and now he was being given choices…get boobs and say the hell with the world.

But how would the people at work take it?

He didn’t want to lose anybody, but…didn’t he have the right to be himself?

To get real boobs. Well, fake boobs that were as good as real. They would be real flesh and blood, and some weird solution that would eventually go away.

Then he had a thought, and it bothered him, and he knew he was going to have to ask a question…and get a real answer.

The next day Shirley walked in and he was already dressed female. They sat down in the kitchen and sipped some tea.

Well, she had the tea, he had a shot of bourbon thrown into some Coke.

She arched an eye. “Little bit early for booze, isn’t it?”

He just said, “I’ve got a question, and I need a real answer. Not silence, or a change of subject, or anything like that.

Shirley sat back, pursed her lips slightly, and said, “Okay.”

“This is supposed to be Aversion Feminization. To avert something is to turn it away, to refuse it.”

“Okay,” She was nodding, and Roy had the feeling she had been waiting for this question.

“So everything we’ve done hasn’t been about pushing feminization away. It’s like we’re doing the opposite of avert. I get dressed up, and you make it easier for me to be feminized.”

“So what’s your question?”

“That’s it! Why aren’t we averting? Why are you making it easier for me to be feminized?”

She leaned forward and placed her hand over his. “we’re not averting your feminization, we’re averting people who find objection with your feminization.”

His mouth opened a little and things started spinning in his head. “I…don’t…”

“Look, Roy. It’s nobody’s business who you are, or what you do with your body, or how you conduct yourself in this world. But everybody has an opinion and they are slapping you with those opinions. Tell me, truthfully, are you more able to fend for yourself? To put up with people and even avert them?”

“Uh…” But his answer was obvious.

“So now that you realize this, that it’s okay for you to be you, let me tell you something else.”

He waited.

“This world is changing. Masculinity, which used to be necessary for people to survive, is no longer needed. We don’t need hairy men fighting other hairy men for some hairy concept that has no viability in the real world.”

He was shaking his head, negating, even as it slammed into him.

“You’re actually ahead of the game. You feel the need, and you allow yourself to change into what the world needs more of.

“I tell you this…this mental change that you’re going through, it’s going to happen to just about all men. 98% of them will feel like you do, and you’re the one blazing trail for them. Not only that, but as the change occurs, as we approach some kind of ‘herd immunity,’ men will start having physical changes. Men will have smaller penises, and they will start to develop breasts.

“Oh, it will take time, in some cases a lot of time, but it’s happening. So when I ask you to have boobs, to act like a women, it’s going to happen anyway, but you need to grow up, to accept yourself as the new and improved version. Do you understand.”

For answer Roy got up and poured himself a large bourbon and Coke.

He took a big glug, and Shirley came over to him. She stood close to him and he felt her breasts against his arm. “Roy. It’s not just you who’s changing. It’s the world. Now, it’s your choice, but I’m telling you that you need to get some tits, and you need to show yourself to the world.”

“But…what will people think?”

“First, who cares what they think. Second, you’re going to find that women are pretty accepting, and that when other men start growing boobies…they’ll come around pretty fast. And they will even be grateful to those who have gone before.”

Roy had two hands on the edge of the sink. He whispered, “Will you help me?”

She hugged him then. She whispered back, right into his ear, “Yes. That’s what I’m here for, Roy. I will help you make the change. I will be right by your side, and I will do everything I can to help you.”

He nodded, then he turned and hugged her back.

And, oddly, though he felt her breasts pressing against him, he wondered what she would think when she felt his breasts pressing against her.

Two weeks later Roy went into the doctor’s office. It was the first time he had ever been outside, in public and not in hiding, as a woman.

The nurses didn’t say anything, just treated him like a woman.

The doctor knew he was a man, but didn’t care.

Roy suspected that she was a member of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.

So Roy lay on a table and the doctor made marks on his chest, then injected a solution into his pectorals. Around and around, bigger and taller.

“You are going to have the best boobs money can buy,” the doctor quipped with as mile.

He smiled wanly back.

“Just make sure you wear a bra from here on out. We don’t want your amazing pillows to sag or stretch the skin.

When she was done Roy had very large boobs. The doctor helped him put his bra on, and then he saw the need for brassieres.

Boobs were heavy!

His breast forms were almost as heavy, but they moved independent of his body. His brand, new vacation boobs were part of his body. As he walked and leaned and climbed steps he was constantly being thrown off balance.

Shirley was waiting for him in the parking lot. She was sitting in her convertible, top down, and she stood up and applauded as he walked across the parking lot.

“Oh, lordie, lady. You’ve got some jiggle now.”

Roy blushed, but it was a good blush. He was pleased by the compliment.

And it felt good to walk, heels clicking, and feel the jouncing of his breasts.

Then, for celebration, Shirley took Roy out for drinks. She drove them down to Charley Coyote’s, the hottest restaurant/hot spot in Los Angeles.

It took a bit for Roy to get out of the car, but he was actually gaining confidence. The nurses in the doctor’s office thought he was a woman. People passing by the car glanced at him and recognized him as woman.

So he managed to let himself be dragged into the bar and Shirley ordered a Stiletto. A Stiletto is a glass of ice into which is thrown bourbon, amaretto, lemon juice and a cherry.

It was delicious. He was a straight bourbon and Coke man, but as a woman he appreciated the finer subtleties in fancy drinks.

They sat at the bar and drank, and a man came up and asked Roy to dance.

Shirley said, “Hey, sweetheart, we’re on our own time here, but thanks for asking.”

When the man had left Shirley scoffed. “What? He thought we’d double team him? He could have at least brought a friend.”

“Shirley, I don’t want to—“

“Don’t worry,” Shirley laughed. “We’re not here to be picked up. We’re just going to talk and get used to the world. And it’s okay if you talk to men. You’re a woman now, so you should be able to spread yourself out a bit.

“Well, uh…”

“Barkeep!” Shirley raised her hand and smiled at the bartender. When he came to them she asked, “What’s a Bufala Negra like?”

“It’s sour. Ginger Ale and vinegar. If you like your drinks sweeter, and most ladies do, then I suggest a Blackberry-Mint Julep. Blackberries, sugar and mint.”

“Bring it on, honey. And let’s open a tab.”

So Roy and Shirley sat at the bar for a couple of hours. They sampled sweet drinks, tried a couple of sour drinks, ate some peanuts, and joked with the barkeep.

They left, a couple of hundred dollars poorer, and ignored Shirley’s car.

“It’s Uber time, babe,” said Shirley, and they called for a ride.

Roy was in heaven. He had had no bad experiences. Nobody had looked twice at him, except for a few horny guys, and he was completely en femme.

While they had been drinking Shirley had explained nuances of motion, ways to hold the body, that would help him fool the world.

“Isn’t it funny,” he said. “I’m a fake, and I’m fooling the world.”

Shirley pinched his nipple, hard. “You aren’t a fake,” she hissed. “You’re the future.”

She looked down the street and saw the Uber pul around a corner.

Roy was frowning, her pinch had hurt, and he was suddenly too embarrassed to rub his hurting nipple.

Shirley just laughed at him, however, and ushered him into the little Prius.

“Hey, driver?”

“Yeah?”

“Do you care if we get romantic back here?”

The driver was surprised, but pleased. “Okay by me.”

Shirley rose up and turned and pressed herself against Roy.

Roy was stunned. Shirley had kissed him a few times, especially when she was training him not to react to adverse reactions and comments. But now she was really kissing him.

She kept moving, crawled on top of him and sat on his lap.

He was wearing a chastity tube so he wouldn’t have a boner bump, and his cock started going crazy. It wiggled and flopped, but couldn’t grow.

Shirley giggled into his mouth and wiggled her snatch on his lap.

Roy grunted, and felt Shirley’s breasts.

They were big, and her nipples were hard, and then she was feeling his boobs.

The Uber driver managed to get them home without crashing, and Roy and Shirley piled out. Shirley kissed the Uber driver a good one, told him he’d get a tip, then the girls staggered into the house.

It was now early evening, and the light was fading.

Roy poured a couple of Ginger Ales and they sat and watched the sunset through his big window.

“Roy?”

“Yes?”

“I need your key.”

“My…what for?”

“Don’t ask questions. You’ve been going along with the program long enough, it’s time for you to leap a little, and trust me.”

Roy went to the bedroom and picked up the little, gold key to his tube. He brought it back and handed it to Shirley.

She took it, smiled, and attached it to a thin, gold chain around her neck.

Roy noticed that she already had three other gold keys on the chain.

“You have three other, uh…students?”

Shirley smiled. “Only one at a time. I’ve had six, actually, but three of them gifted me their keys.”

“So they’re in permanent chastity?”

“Pretty much. They call me every once in a while, sometimes just to talk, sometimes to beg.”

“And do you give them their keys back?”

“Sometimes, not often. Men should learn to suffer,” she grinned. “Besides, feeling the frustration seems to help the transition to a more feminine mode.”

“But…you told me…do men really have physical changes?”

Her eyes were dark and she smiled. She opened her cell phone and showed him pictures.

“This is Johnny. He’s got almost nothing down there now. His boobs aren’t as big as yours.

“This is Brandon. He used to be a giant of a cocksman, but look at him now. That’s three inches, if that.

“Now this guy, he happened fast…”

The picture was of a man, who looked like a woman, with what looked more like a clitoris than a cock.

“Is that going to happen to me?”

“To some degree. Some men shrink, some stay the same. I had one that grew. A lot of men lose their penis completely. Their balls draw up into their body and the doctors I have talked to have told me they have vaginas now.”

“Real vaginas?”

She laughed. “Vag, pussy, slit, snatch…call it what you will.” Then she rolled over on him. She sat on his lap, ground her pussy down, and said, “We’re going to need a strap on. When I get hungry, if the man is unable then the strap on is capable.”

“You want me to fuck you?”

“With a strap on. Yes. What? Did you think I was going to unlock you? No way! Your dirty, little dingus is going to have to experience profound frustration for us to get you to your desired destination.

She lifted his skirt, searched for his chastity tube, and pulled it up. She stroked it, she squeezed his balls, she put her mouth over his tube.

Roy loved it. He was so horny…he hadn’t beaten off since he had begun the program.

There was something to be said about being stuck in the horny part of the love making cycle.

For an hour she tortured him, and for an hour he was in paradise. Grunting, groaning, moaning, slobbering, wanting to get his poor dick loose so it could do what it was supposed to do.

Then she stood up, smiled, and said, “I think I’ll sleep in your room tonight. You can sleep in the little girl’s room. And be ready for the morrow. I’ll be wanting to use you some more.”

Roy tossed and turned all night long. His weenie wanted to get hard, his balls were full, and he felt like he was full to the brim with cum.

And it felt good.

He lay in his nightie, his hair in curls, and enjoyed his misery to the fullest.

When morning came he had to use Preparation H and extra make up to disguise the bags under his eyes.

He was wired; he felt aglow from the sexual tension built up inside.

Shirley thought it was funny. She chuckled, kissed him good morning, and told him to fix breakfast.

“I don’t want breakfast,” he mumbled.

“But I do, and I’m only asking you to do what a woman does. Now get out in that kitchen and put on an apron. I’ll take bacon and eggs and pancakes.”

She ate a lot for a little woman, and Roy wondered if it went into her large sized boobs.

Actually, she barely nibbled during the day, and this was her only real meal. It kept her weight down and her boobs up.

After breakfast Shirley teased him some more. She made him eat her to a frothy squirt. She played with his balls, and…she played with his rectum.

“What are you doing?” he asked, desperate for relief.

“Getting you ready for making love like a woman.”

He stared at her and tried to figure it out, but he was dazed and dizzy from his horniness.

In the afternoon she took him on a long walk. He was barely functional by then. He followed along, her dragging him by the hand as if it was a leash, and she just kept smiling at him, reassuring him that everything was all right, that this was all part of the Aversion Feminization program.

Three days later he was ready to break. He was barely cognizant of his name, but he managed to ask her, “Why are we doing this?”

She sat him down in the living room. She played with his balls and kissed him, then said, “Honey, there’s one last thing that you have to do if you want to be a woman.”

He blinked and stuttered, but said nothing.

“You’ve got to make love like a woman.”

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s screw.”

“No…no.” She shook her head. “Not until you beg me to screw you.”

“For you to screw me?”

“That’s right. I’ve got a strap on and I’ll do the honors, but you’ve got to want it worse than anything in your life. By the way, I’ve got some friends who are willing to help you reach this last goal.”

“You do?”

Within the hour more women started showing up. They were all gorgeous, beautiful, and Roy observed them with a slack, open mouth.

They were all there for him.

They took turns, introducing themselves and taking over the activities.

He couldn’t remember their names, but they played with him, sucked on his nipples, held his balls and fondled them, and…they played with his asshole. A lot.

Life became a jumble of experiences. Time passed. His cock was leaking constantly, and his penis was trying to break the little tube.

A week later he fell to his knees and begged.

“Please…please. Stop. I can’t take it anymore. I’ll do anything you want, just…just…”

The odd thing was that he couldn’t put the idea of squirting into words. He was just begging without knowing why.

But the ladies knew why.

They walked him back to the bedroom and laid him down. They put him on his front first, his hips pushed up by several pillows. He never knew who was first, but they began taking him. Woman after woman after woman. They murmured loving phrases into his ears, and he sobbed and loved it. Frequently one would be kissing him, or even using her dildo on his mouth, and another one would be behind him, scouring him out with her penis, loving him into insensibility.

All night they loved him, and by the time they were done he didn’t even know he had a dick. He thought he was all pussy, and he loved it.

Then, when he finally passed out, they let him sleep.

The women covered him, turned out the lights, and one woman made the remark. “He’s turned.”

Others agreed with her.


Epilogue

Roy woke up and stretched and was infused with a divine happiness.

He remembered the night previous, the days previous, but there was a lot of jumble in that memory.

He stepped into the shower and washed thoroughly. Then he got out and got dressed.

He put on his bra and panties. He wore nylons and was surprised that he wasn’t wearing his chastity tube. Instead, his penis hung limply, and it looked a lot smaller than it had been.

I’m changing, he thought. At last.

He knew that the women had changed him. Likely they had encouraged the speed of change. The last he remembered he could get stiff. but not now.

Now he was a little, stubby pencil, and his balls had disappeared. Gone up into him, likely.

He put on a skirt and blouse and a colorful serape. He applied his make up, checked himself in the mirror, then put on his high heels and walked out.

He arrived at his office at ten in the morning. Fashionably late.

He ascended a short flight of stairs and entered the first room.

Jeanie and Darlene were sipping tea and discussing something.

Their mouths opened as they saw their boss.

Roy smiled at them.

Darlene stuttered a little, but managed to get out, “Back from vacation, boss?”

“Sure am. And I’m ready to go.”

And that was it as far as the girls were concerned. They accepted him. Later they might have some questions, but not many. After all, the world was changing, and on a very subconscious level they understood what had happened.

No, the only real reaction was when Sam, the mail boy came in at three to do his couple of hours work in the mail room.

He walked down the hall, greeted Jeanie and Darlene, then passed Roy’s office.

And stopped, and backed up, and stared at his boss.

Roy glanced up and smiled. “Hi, Sam.”

“Uh, boss?”

“Yes?”

“Did you know you were a girl?”

“Oh, yes. Absolutely.”

Then Roy went back to work.

Down the hall Jeanie and Darlene giggled. Sam was young, but soon he’d understand. Very soon.

END
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A giant saga of feminization!
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Hunting in Femtown!

Men are caught and feminized,

then hunted down and emasculated!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Ever see that movie? The Most Dangerous Game? It’s a hoot and a half, and not bad for a movie made in 1932.

It was remade a few times, I think with John Claude Van Damme, a few others, and I think the last remake was called ‘The Hunt,’ about a bunch of Democrats hunting Republicans, and the other way around. Starred Hillary Swank, I think.

So I decided to ‘rewrite’ it and, with a few changes, here it is.

A nice fellow named Tom stops at a bar and wakes up in a game, but this game isn’t about killing, it’s about sex and feminization and…emasculation.

So how would you do in such a game?

If you’re a guy, how far could you run to avoid castration?

And, if you’re a gal…would you have what it takes to push a man that hard?

I think it’s pretty surprising what humans will do to humans.

So enjoy, and…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

When Tom went into the bar he had no idea that there was anything strange.

It was just a bar on the edge of a town he was passing through, there seemed to be a lot of women, but, other than that…just a bar.

He pushed through the bat wing doors, which swished back and forth behind him. He walked across the plank floor, which was old and the planks were a little warped. He walked around wood tables. they were round and in a western motif with bent wood slats on the backs.

It was a bit dim, as most bars are, and he walked up to the bar and sighed. He had been driving for twelve hours straight, and he was done in. A quick beer, an ask for a motel, and he would crash for the night.

The bartender glanced at him, then sauntered lazily towards him.

She was five six and wearing tight shorts and a black, sequined halter top. Her hair was long and luxurious, the kind of hair that makes a raven jealous. “What’ll it be, cowboy?”

Tom smiled. Cowboy. But he guess he did look like one. Jeans and flannel shirt, a slightly battered cowboy hat.

“If I could have a beer?”

“We got all kinds. Any particular kind?”

“You wouldn’t have Golden Monkey, would you?”

“Yep,’ which surprised heck out of Tom. Nobody ever carried Golden Monkey.

She brought an over-sized bottle down with a surreal label. It was of a monkey with extra arms and an eyeball in the middle of its Buddha belly. She poured, filling a frosty mug, then placed the remainder of the bottle on the bar next to the mug.

“Not many people have Golden Monkey,” he grinned and tilted the mug.

The monkey slid down his throat and splashed in his belly.

“You passing through?” asked the barkeep with a happy grin. She was friendly, but her eyes were a little too sparkly. But she was probably at the end of a long shift. That might make a person’s eyes sparkly.

“Yep.”

“Going far?”

“Yep.”

He kept sipping the delicious brew, and, man, it was hitting the spot.

“Got a job waiting for you?”

“Nope. I’m just driving. I quit my last job, and I want to see the sights before I get to working again.”

“That’s a nice plan.”

“I want to see Mr. Rushmore, the Little Bighorn. Maybe head up to Canada for a while, I don’t know.”

The barkeep leaned against the bar and they talked. There were other customers, but the other barkeep, a good looking, slightly older woman, waited on them.

“What kind of work did you do?”

“What you think of this president?”

“How far is it to Mt. Rushmore?”

“Did you ever see that old North by Northwest movie?”

“It was so pleasant, and the girl was so nice, that Tom ordered a burger. She talked him into a big, old, greasy American cheeseburger. With extra onions. And bacon. And…

Then, when he was finished with the burger, and they were still chatting like old friends, she said, “Let me buy you a drink, just for old time’s sake.”

“Well, sure.” He was thinking that he didn’t have to go far this night, there was a motel right down the street, and who knows, maybe he’d get lucky. This girl sure was nice. She laughed a lot, her lips sure looked kissable, and…who knew?

He ate his last French fry and began working on a bourbon and Coke.

Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. The all American drink. He loved it.

It went down smooth, and he felt that wonderful burn in his throat. Woke him right up.

And put him right to sleep. Suddenly he was blinking and the world was blurry and shifting around. And he felt like the room was tilting. And he was gulping and wondering what the hell had happened.

“Long drive, cowboy?” asked the girl. Suddenly she was on his side of the bar, standing next to him, propping him up.

“I guess,” he mumbled, his mouth suddenly feeling full of cotton and worms.

“Well, come with me. We’ll put you up in the back room?”

Now Tom knew something was haywire. People don’t just put strangers up in their back room.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t walk straight enough to make it to the door. He’s take a step or two and find himself turned and angled back towards the end of the bar.

“Gotta go,” he said to nobody, and he was a step closer to the end of the bar, and a corner, and a room.

“Oh, you’ll go, honey,” chuckled the girl. She had a firm grip on his arm now, had wrapped her own arm around his, and was moving him down the length of the bar.

Bar patrons were watching him, chuckles on their faces. Good looking women, but they were laughing him, and he hadn’t done nothing. How had he got so drunk? One bourbon was nothing.

They reached the end of the bar and the old, round woman was right ahead of him, holding the door open.

“Doan wanna.” His head was flopping around and he was sure he was going to fall down. Oh, yeah. The girl was holding him up.

The girl moved him into the room. She guided him across it to where a couple of crates had been put together and a blanket laid across them.

“Wush yer name,” Tom asked, thinking maybe she would help him leave.

“I’m Amanda. Sit down here. Let me help you with your clothes.”

He tried to brush her hands away, but she was quick and dextrous. She unbuckled his belt, then undid his pants.

“Hey! Doan wanna…”

The slightly older woman sat down on a chair on the other side of the room. “He meet all the criteria?”

“Not in a hurry, no appointments, no where to go. Nobody will be looking for him.”

The old woman nodded. She turned to the side and picked a satchel off the floor. “Well, I might just as well get ready to get him ready.”

“Might just as well,” said the girl.

The girl, Amanda, pulled his pants down. Tom’s boner almost hit her in the face.

“Whee,” laughed Amanda. “I got a live one!”

“Not for long,” said the older lady.

“Hey, who knows, what if he makes it?”

“Him?” the old lady gave a critical once over of Tom’s frame. “He’s skinny, perfect for what we want. But he doesn’t have a fighter’s body.”

“I like him. He might surprise you.”

The older woman shrugged. She had opened the satchel and lifted up a syringe and gave a tiny squirt into the air. “Yeah, who knows.”

Amanda had Tom’s shirt off now. She placed a hand on his chest and giggled. He’s got the body for it.”

“For the boobs, yeah. But he ain’t gonna get away.

Amanda pushed Tom back on the crates. He lay there, the world spinning over his head.  Amanda took off his boots and socks and tossed them to the side. From somewhere in his head Tom heard a ‘clunk’ as the boots hit the floor.

“Wush you doing?” His voice sounded dopey.

The old woman came across to him and tied a rubber strap around his arm and tapped his skin. Dimly, he realized she was looking for blood vessels.

“Hey…doan do that. Doan wan no shot…”

The old lady ignored him, slid the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger, and pulled the needle out.

Felt the effects almost immediately. The world became dull and started fading away.

“Wad yu do?” Tom thought his voice was going to sleep.

“Don’t worry, cowboy,” whispered Amanda. At least it sounded like she whispered. But maybe his ears were just going to sleep. “You’ll be fine. Better than fine. And then we’ll have some real fun. Get ready.” Then she kissed his cheek and his body went to sleep.

Dreams are a funny thing. In the daytime you dream of getting rich, finding a beautiful woman, driving a fast car. But in the night time…ahh, yes. Freddy Krueger comes alive. You run screaming, naked, down a city street, and everybody points and laughs. You float over clouds with no means of support…then start falling.

When Tom reached the part of his dream where he was falling he woke up.

Sort of.

Woke up in a hazy, crazy way, the world spinning, and he knew this was more than bourbon and Coke. this was some crazy kind of drug. This was people committing crimes on him. this was…a nightmare.

“Unh…”

Yet he didn’t move. He just lay on a mattress, and thought, I’m on a mattress.

His eyes hurt. They were closed, but there was a pain behind them, like some tiny, Joe Palooka had stood behind them and used them for a speed bag.

Music. Far away. Because it was far away. At least, it wasn’t in the room he was in.

But what kind of room was he in?

He decided to find out, to risk opening his eyes, to suffer the pain and see what the world looked like.

He cracked his eyes open a thin slice. A ceiling. Warped boards and a slowly rotating ceiling fan. A light bulb in the fan assembly, but it wasn’t on.

His eyes still hurt, but the opening of them had allowed some of the pain to leak out.

He turned his head slightly. Walls. Then, an oldCoke machine? What the…?

He opened his eyes wider.

Yeah, a Coke machine from the fifties, one that you had to slid a bottle through a maze into a cage, then drop a nickel and pull it up.

Above the machine was a calendar. 1923. A hundred fucking years old?

To the side of the machine was a stack of old, rusted rakes. Then boxes. A lawnmower that you had to push. And other things.

He pushed himself to his elbows and blinked and tried to take it all in.

Trundle operated sewing machines, record players for 45s. A stand up Coke machine.

He could see light through the slats in the walls.

The floor was warped, and the bottom edge of the mattress…the…something wrong…his chest…he sucked in breath and collapsed.

His chest.

Tits.

He raised a hand and felt his chest. He had breasts. Big ones.

He sat up, all the way up, and held his tits. His mind was a scream and his eyes were now fully wide.

How the fuck had he gotten tits? What had been…he sort of remembered the night before, talking to the woman, then…taken to a room where an old fatty had injected him with something.

And now he had tits!

He got to his feet shakily. He stood. The room was gloomy, but now he inspected it thoroughly.

A storeroom filled with a century of stuff.

He was naked.

And he had a woody. Of course he did. It was morning and he had to pee.

He saw the door in the corner of the room, and he stumbled towards it.

He felt weak. And not simply hungry weak, but muscle weak. What was wrong with him?

He gripped the doorknob, turned, and pushed the door and stepped into the world.

He was standing in a yard strewn with debris. A couple of cars up on blocks. A trailer for a big truck. A broken down tractor. A pile of corrugated tin for roofs.

Just a big, old junk yard.

And a small shack.

A dog outside the shack. The dog jumped to its feet and began snarling and barking. It was a pit bull, and it was in a bad mood. Fortunately it was on a rope.

For ten seconds he looked around the place. The pit bull straining to get at him. Surrounded by thick woods.

Then the door to the shack opened and a half a dozen women came out.

He had the absurd desire to cover himself. But…they had to know about him. So he just stood there, his cock standing out.

He said nothing, and the six women trooped across the yard.

They were grinning. One of them was chomping on a stogie. They wore hunter’s outfits, and the outfits were tight, showed off bosoms and butts, but the way they grinned at him…it was scary.

What was even more scary was the guns they were carrying. Long rifles.

“Hey, Tom.”

It was the girl in the lead, the one from the night before. The one who had slipped him a Mickey Finn.

“What is this?”

“He’s not even dressed,” snorted a large woman with massive tits.

“It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just woke up. ‘Sides, look at his dick.”

The ladies smiled widely and inspected his package.

“There’s some clothes in the shack behind you, Tom. Go put them on.”

“I’ve got to use the bathroom.”

“Pee anywhere. We’re not particular.

Tom looked around. He turned and walked to the shack. His dick was straight out and had that achy feeling. He had trouble at first, this whole thing was bizarre and he felt so self conscious, but he eventually managed a stream. He sighed and emptied himself out.

Two of the women walked to the sides of him and stared at him pissing.

He shook his weeny, turned, and asked, “What…what is this?” He licked his lips, his mouth was dry.

One of the ladies chuckled. “He wants to know what it is.”

“Come on, Tom. Go get dressed.”

“I want to know what’s going on? This is kidnapping!”

“Jeez. We had to get a mouthy one,” groused one of the women.

“It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just hasn’t figured it out, yet. Now, Tom, if you go get dressed I’ll give you a ham sandwich. Would you like a big, old ham sandwich?”

The other five ladies cracked up.

Tom realized that he was going to have to get dressed. First, it was a bit nippy. Second, he wanted something to cover himself. He turned and re-entered the old store room. He hunted around and found…a dress.

His eyes opened. He picked it up and looked at it, a thin summer dress. Not much protection against the elements. He went back outside.

“You said there were clothes. This isn’t clothes.”

“Of course it’s clothes. I’ve worn one, all of these ladies have worn one, and now you get to wear one.”

“But it’s a dress.”

“Do you want your ham sandwich or not?”

He went back into the shack and picked up the dress, then he noticed the brassiere under it. Fuck. He needed that. He put it around his belly, fastened it, and slid it around. He flipped up the cups and snaked his arms under the straps, just like he had seen women do.

It was a good fit, but a little flimsy. His nipples stood out, and…they looked bigger. They must have done something to his nipples.

He pulled the dress on, and saw the high heels on the floor.

At that moment he heard Amanda call out, “The high heels, too, Tom.”

He picked them up and walked out.

“Now, Tom, how are we going to get along if you don’t follow instructions?”

“I want some real shoes.”

“Those are real shoes.”

The other five women were snickering. His dick hadn’t gone down and it was poking the dress out. His boobs were really poking the dress out.

“What did you do to me?”

“We’ve all worn heels, now it’s time for you to wear heels. So put them on and lock them.”

“Fuck you.”

She lifted her rifle and pointed it at him. “The hunt is going to come to a quick end if you don’t follow directions.”

Tom stepped back, almost fell from tripping on the small board porch. He stepped to the side, leaned against the wall and slipped the shoes onto his feet.

“Lock them.”

The shoes had little padlocks, and he clicked them shut. He was now locked into high heels. It felt weird. His soles were slanted, like he was on a hill, and he was off balance.

Amanda lowered her rifle. “Was that so hard?”

Tom was cowed. “What is going on?”

Amanda handed her rifle to the woman next to her. She stepped forward and reached into her jacket pocket. She pulled out a ham sandwich. It was thick, with lots of mayo, some lettuce and onions, and lots of ham. She handed it to him, and Tom took it.

He thought about grabbing her, but the other women still had the rifles.

“Why don’t you eat up and I’ll explain the game here.”

She stepped back.

Tom sank down and sat on the porch. He unwrapped the sandwich and began eating it. It was delicious, just the right amount of salt and pepper. It even had a bit of ham fat, very unusual, which made ham so tasty.

“Tom, these ladies have signed up for a special type of hunt. They are all executives in large companies. Tammy owns one, as does Shiela. Mona and Charlotte are veeps, and Sandy has the largest  chain of pre-schools in Manhattan.”

Once every few months I hold a hunt. We procure a man, you, and we make him into one of us. Would you like to know why we make you like one of us? Because men spend all their time hunting us. Do you know how irritating it is to have to fend off advances while running a million dollar company? So I arrange these little hunts.”

“You’re going to hunt…me?”

“Isn’t that what I’ve been saying?” She turned to the other women. “Isn’t that what I said?”

The ladies nodded.

Amanda turned back to him. “I used to work in a big company. I hit the glass ceiling, and was fired. I was too uppity. I didn’t know my place. I had great statistics, but I was a threat to the ‘good, old boys’ network.

When I was fired I didn’t know what to do. Then one of my friends approached me with this idea, and…you would be surprised at how many women are dying for a chance to even the score.”

Tom was almost done with the sandwich. He was licking his fingers, trying to get as much sustenance as he could. He had a feeling he was going to need it.

“You’re…not well.”

“Oh, I donm’t know. I feel pretty good. How about you Tammy? You feel all right?”

“Never better.”

“Okay, then we should probably get this show on the road. The first thing, Tom, is that we will finish your transition. We’re going to make you into the prettiest—“

“Transition?”

“Don’t be deaf now.”

“You’re going to make me into a girl?”

“Yep. And a pretty one, too.”

“But…why?”

“Silly, so we can hunt you, just like men hunt us. Well, there will be a few differences, but…” she smiled.

“Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can shoot you and drag your ass into the office and place you in a chair. Or you can just follow directions and walk across the yard, up the stairs, and sit in the chair. Which will it be?”

All of the women raised their rifles.

Tom found himself walking. He crossed the yard, and found that just walking was difficult. His heels left little holes in the ground. That would be tough for running, and would leave a trail behind him.

He crossed the yard, and stopped in front of the snarling dog.

“Caesar! Shut!” Amanda snapped.

The pit bull slunk to the ground and turned his face away.

Tom mounted the steps, and he found the second problem with heels; walking up stairs while his feet were slanted was…weird.

He opened the door and warm air engulfed him.

There were counters around the room, at the far end chairs and, on a table, a bottle of booze and six glasses. Empty. As was the bottle.

Crap. His daddy had warned him there was nothing more dangerous than blondes and brown liquor.

In the front of the room was the chair, as from a beauty salon. He sat down.

Place your hands on the armrests.

He did.

Amanda sidled up to him. “Don’t get rambunctious now, Tom.” She wrapped leather straps around his wrists and the rests and fastened them.

He was caught. And his dick was poking up through the thin material of the dress.

“All right, ladies, let’s accouter Tom.”

Laughing, the women put their rifles aside and began decorating him.

One of the women began working on his fingers, giving him long, fake nails and painting them bright red.

Another began shaving his legs. She applied shaving cream and used a little razor and removed all his hair. She even lifted his dress and removed the hair around his groin.

“There’s got to be a better way,” she groused, sliding the razor around his package. “We should Nair him before we put the dress on him.”

Amanda nodded. “Good idea. Make a note for next time.”

Another women put a strip of tape across the top of his forehead, then fitted a wig to him. It was long, brunette, and tickled his shoulders.

Another woman was making him up. the remaining women went to the table, got out another bottle of brown liquor, which turned out to be Old Crow.

For a moment Tom wondered, why such cheap whiskey? Then he realized it was something called ‘Traveler Fifth Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey.’

“Want a sip?” asked Amanda, seeing his interest.

Tom couldn’t help himself. He was prisoner, was going to be hunted, and…if it was his last day on earth…why not?

She poured a snifter and held it to his lips.

As he swallowed she said, “$564.99 a bottle.”

Tom’s breath left him.

“Makes you wonder. You see a 99 cent store and it’s all a gimmick. People will buy more items at 99 cents than they will of anything at any other price. But does somebody buy more five hundred buck bottles of swill with that 99 cents tacked on the backside?”

“Take it up with marketing,” quipped one of the girls.

Tom’s throat was burning, but in the best way. “Another?”

She fed him again.

“Okay, don’t feed the peasants. I’ve got to finish his make up.”

Tom had felt one of the girls brushing his face, smoothing ointments onto it and working on his eyelids.

She had a delicate touch, and his cock was bobbing and throbbing, and even had a drip of pre-cum on it.

Finally, however, they was done.

He was released, the girls were all sitting at the far table now, and had arranged their chairs to face him.

Tom stood up, and felt weird. And horny. He faced the girls.

“Well, Tom, are you ready for the grand prize?”

“Prize? You girls are going to kill me. And that’s the prize?”

“Oh, ye of little faith.” All of the girls were chuckling.

“No, Tom. It wouldn’t be fair if you just lost. There’s got to be some hope, some incentive. When we gals are at the glass ceiling, looking up, they keep us going with hope. So you’re going to get a little hope, too.

“What hope?” he asked suspiciously.

“We won’t kill you. We just aren’t the killing type. If we catch you, if you don’t win, you get castrated.”

“What?”

“A simple injection of Lupron, undoes your testosterone and increases your estrogen. But the point is that your incentive is, if you get away, you get to keep your manhood. Luprone is the stuff they give to sexual criminals. Chemical castration it’s called.

Tom’s voice wasn’t much more than a whisper. “You can’t just take a guy and…and…castrate him!”

“Of course we can. As a matter of fact, we’ve all learned how to do that in our day to day dealings with men.”

All the women nodded.

“Not a day passes when we don’t have to emasculate some fool for disrespecting us, so this is just a logical extension of our day to day lives.”

“But…”

They watched him, and he realized they were enjoying his quandary.

And he knew he was going to have to turn this around. He was going to have to take control.

“That’s a negative prize,” he blurted.

They all thought about that. Then Amanda said, “Explain?”

“I’m fighting to retain what I have. I should be fighting to gain something.”

Glances around the table.

“He’s right.”

A sigh.

“A man with a good idea. Now that’s a rarity.”

“So what would you suggest?”

“You’re all rich. If I get away, or whateever it is I have to do to win this ‘contest’…pay me a million dollars.”

They pretty much ignored him, except for the occasional glance while they discussed it.

“We can afford it.”

“But we don’t have to. It’s our game.”

“But it’s only fair to reward a good idea.”

“Would it make him try harder?”

“I think it would.”

“It might be more exciting.”

Finally, Amanda summed it up. “We pride ourselves on rewarding merit, efficiency, attitude.”

So it was decided, Tom would get a million dollars if he won the contest, with one caveat.

“If we do this then we want to protect ourselves legally.”

“What do you mean?”

“You sign a contract agreeing to play in our game.”

“As if I have a choice?”

“You always have choice. The real point is you just talked the talk…so can you walk the walk?”

Tom heaved a sigh. They had him. But, at least there was a change in the rules. Then he thought of something. “How does this game work? What constitutes me ‘getting away?”

“Look out the window, Tom.”

Tom did. There was forest, nothing but forest. And ten miles away a tall mountain. It wasn’t particularly steep, but it was snowy at the top.

“Get to the top of that mountain and you win.”

“That’s it? That’s all?”

“Easy peasy,” smiled one of the women.

“You’ll find that running, and climbing, with high heels is no easy task. Of course we do it every day, so you won’t find any sympathy from us.”

“In a way, this is what we women face. Every day we climb mountains, avoid men who would distract us just because they think they have big weenies—“

“Which they don’t,” snickered one of the women and they all smiled.

“—and at the end of the day we have to be as beautiful as when we started.”

“All right,” stated Amanda. “We’ve prepared you and told you the rules. Are you ready for the game?”

“I guess I have to be.”

“All right. Go. Don’t worry about the dog, he knows you’re with us. Just head on down the steps and up the mountain.”

Tom walked, feeling so awkward on his high heels, and stopped at the door. He gripped the knob, turned to them and just looked.

“You’ve only got a half hour start, Tom.”

He nodded, and stepped out the door.

As he walked down the steps he heard the ladies cheering.


Part Two

Tom passed the dog, who was now sleeping, and headed for the far mountain.

It was cold, especially with nothing but the thin, summer dress to warm him up. And the bouncing of his tits didn’t help. Yes, he had a bra, but it was what girls called a half bra, or a shelf bra. It lifted him up, but his nipples peered over the top. And his nipples were stiff and excited. The rubbing of the thin dress as he jounced was exciting and made his dick hard. The worst thing, however, was his shoes.

Crossing the yard they only sunk into the ground a half inch, and only in a couple of places.. That was because the ground was packed by car tires over the years.

When he stepped onto a hiking trail that led towards the far mountain, however, his heels sank further. Where the trail was hard packed they only sunk in a half inch or so. But the further he went the less well traveled the trail was, and he began sinking one and even two inches in.

At first he could pull out easily, but between the growing ache in his legs and feet he began to have a harder time of it.

Sometimes he saw it coming, a stretch of soft ground, and he tip toed. There’s only so much much toe you can tip, however, when your foot is already slanted. Also, more weight on the ball of the foot and sometimes that sunk in.

Still, at first he made good headway, but eventually it was worse than clomping through a field of mud with clodhoppers.

The only good side was that the day was beautiful. As he moved he warmed up, and it didn’t matter about the dress being so thin and inadequate.

He knew, however, that if he didn’t make it to the top of the mountain by the evening he would likely freeze to death.

So he walked. And walked. He stepped over shallow boulders embedded in the trail, he balanced on his heals, and took particular care not to trip or somehow sprain his ankles.

And the pain started in.

Dull aching in his ankles and calves.

“How do women wear these things,” he muttered of his heels. The birds in the trees, however, didn’t know.

The land rose, a gentle slope that, at first, was not noticeable, and in spite of all his problems he was making good time.

He crossed a stream, nearly falling in because of those dratted heels, and came to a large clearing.

It was more of a meadow, but with a rickety picnic table, probably a hundred years old, in the center of it, under a tall and spreading oak tree.

The ladies were sitting on it. The five ladies, and Amanda was sitting on a quad, watching.

Tom plodded across the field towards the table.

The girls all made remarks.

“That’s a sad, looking bitch.”

“He’s not going to make it!”

This remark pissed Tom off, made him glare and want to try harder.

“You think his ankles are going to make it to the top?”

“Hey, Tom, want to fuck?”

With that last remark the women all stood and faced him.

He stopped in front of them. He was warm and breathing a little heavily.

What now? he thought.

“Pick one,” said Amanda.

He looked at her.

“Pick one.”

“For what?”

“For a break. Come on. Be brave and pick one.”

Tom looked at the five women. One was a little older, one was a little chubby, two were perfect, and one was skinny.

“What am I picking for?”

“A little loving.”

His head jerked towards Amanda.

“You didn’t think they were going to make it easy, did you?”

The girls were laughing, watching him avidly, lust in their eyes.

“You’re going to have to fuck your way to the top, or least have sex to make it.”

One of the women, the chubby one, said, “That’s what we had to do.”

“Yep. We fucked our way through the lower echelons to get to where we were.”

And we had to keep producing like champs the whole way.”

“So choose, Tom.”

Tom looked at each woman.

He turned to Amanda. “I’m not going to have blow back form the others from choosing one, am I?”

“Nah. People at the top don’t whine when they get chosen for a terrible job, they just muscle on through.”

The skinny girl scoffed, “Or delegate.”

Tom asked, “And then I get to have sex with who I choose?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’ve asked enough questions. Now choose, or we’ll all go get switches and switch you up the mountain, and you’ll have failed your first test.”

“And if I fail I get no million dollars.”

“That’s right. The only thing you would be fighting for then would be not to lose your junk.”

Tom inspected the women again. He judged them from a purely sexual viewpoint. He was going to have to fuck one of them, or something. Whatever that something was.

He picked out the best looking woman. A blonde with magnificent hooters and a nice smile. A nice smile, in his situation, being relative. He did ‘pick a tiger by the toe away from her, then spoke the ditty aloud, the right way, and ended up with her.

“I’ll take you.”

“Hoo ha!” she yelled, and immediately began stripping off her clothes.

She was dressed warmly, and Tom watched as pants disappeared, jacket and shirt were tossed aside, and she stood in bra and panties.

“Oh, baby! I’m the lucky one.”

She had a perfect body, if perfect meant tit heavy. Two of the ladies spread a blanket on the rickety picnic table and she lay back on it and spread her legs.

“Come on, Tom Thumb,” she joked. At least, he hoped it was a joke. “Fuck me silly!”

“Tom?”

Tom had his hand son the girl’s knees and was started to put a knee on the picnic table. He looked at Amanda.

“You must not cum.”

“What?” His voice rose a little.

“If you cum you lose. No million, and we’ll all get switches.”

Tom stared around the circle of women. The looks on their faces…they meant it.

He gulped, nodded, and moved forward.

First, Tom had never fucked anybody with an audience before. He was terribly self-conscious, but at least his weeny didn’t wane.

His prick found her mound and, oh, crap, she was dry.

“Oh! Haven’t you heard of foreplay you doofus?”

The other ladies laughed. The woman on the table was even grinning. It hadn’t felt good to have Tom try to shove into her dry pussy, but her joy at his failure was greater than her pain.

Tom didn’t hesitate. He slid back off the table and began eating her.

She grabbed his head and moaned and arched. “Now we’re talking,” she muttered as she closed her eyes and enjoyed him.

Tom climbed back up on the table. Now he was hot, but he was also trying to control himself. He didn’t want to cum. A million bucks would go a long way.

Now his penis slid in easily, and she grunted. “Fuck!”

Tom began to work. They hadn’t told him, but he had intuited it: he was going to have to make her cum.

But how do you hold yourself from cumming when you’re enjoying a quite exquisite piece of ass? How do you not cum when your dong is sliding through moist, lush folds of pussy?

How do you not cum when your breasts are smushing on top of a sexy woman’s breasts?

And, how do you not cum when you want to?

Tom tried everything he could think of.

He played a game of baseball in his head. He tried to imagine strike outs and never home runs.

He was going to cum. He knew it. He was close…so close…and—he bit the inside of his mouth.

Hard.

Tasted blood.

But his dick backed off.

And, thank God, a moment later the woman began to orgasm. Long shudders of hard climax.

Tom tried to back out, but she held onto him, wouldn’t let him go. “Not yet, you idiot.”

So he bit his mouth some more, and finally she let go of him.

Tom stood there, his penis oozing pre-cum through the dress, his mouth red on the inside.

“Fuck,” muttered the woman, sitting up and reaching for her clothes. “That was good.”

“It sure looked good,” said one of the women, handing the first one her clothes. Two of the other women were staring at Tom, open lust on their faces. They contemplated him like he was a piece of meat at the market.

It was actually a little scary, but, fortunately for Tom, that part of the test was over.

“Well, Tom, take off. We’ll see you in a couple of miles.”

Amanda smiled at him.

Tom nodded, adjusted his dress, and headed up the trail. Behind him he could hear the gabble of the females, then the sound of quads starting up. They headed off to the side of the mountain.

He thought about following them, but realized what was ten miles for him on the mountain would likely be twenty miles on a path for quads.

He walked, and his penis was hard and jutting. He wanted to cum. He even though about masturbating, but decided not to. That would take energy, and he was going to need all his energy before the day was out.

He walked up the trail, and his gait was off. It wasn’t just because of  the shoes, but the magnificent boner he had been left with.

Still, a boner can only last so long. Within a mile he was limp again, thank God, and his gait became more normal.

As normal as a man in high heels can make it.

The ground started to rise up in a steeper slant. The sun was up now, and he was heating up a little.

Oddly, he smelled himself. Who would have thought that sex could make one have an aroma.

He stopped at a stream and squatted—this relieved his calves—and scooped water up and tried to scrub his armpits. It was brisk, but it was good. But after a while the inaction allowed his cock to rise. Damn, that fuck to a near climax had excited him!

He left the stream, rose up through a series of cutbacks, and came to another meadow. Another picnic table, and six grinning women.

“Here he comes!”

“What a swinging dick!”

“Hurry up, lover! My pussy is twitching!”

He came to a stop in front of the table, and the five women stood up. To the side, sitting on her quad, Amanda said, “Choose one.”

Tom’s heart was pounding. He was so damned horny.

“But don’t cum.”

Tom assumed he was going to have to fuck again, and he knew he wasn’t going to make it to the top of the mountain.

But the girls fooled him.

He chose the chubby one, saving the other really good looking one for later, when he might need extra inspiration.

“Sonny boy? Do you know how many dicks I had to suck to get to the top?”

Tom blinked. Wha…”

She took off her jacket and revealed a mammoth set of mammaries.

Tom gulped as he looked at the expanse of flesh. Her nipples were up, and she was smiling like a tiger right before he leaped on the rabbit.

Then undid her pants and lowered them. As she kicked them off sheShe smiled some more and lowered her pants…and a dick popped up.

Tom’s jaw dropped and all the women started laughing and slapping each other on the shoulders.

Then Tom saw it wasn’t a real dick; it was a strap on.

“I think he thought it was real,” murmured one of the ladies.

“Okay, honey. Suck me to a cum.”

Again the ladies spread a blanket on the table and he climbed up.

He wasn't going to fuck her though. He had to eat her.

In a way he was averse. But there was a piece of his mind that was stronger; that piece wanted to fuck, to debauch, to have so much sex his balls exploded.

Dally, he realized this was the effect of having screwed and been denied a cum.

Because it was expected, he mouthed the big dildo a few times. The women hooted and hollered and cheered him on, but he knew he was going to have to get rid of the dildo and get to the pie.

After a few minutes he knelt and lifted her and undid the strap on.

“Now we’re talking!” crowed the woman he was eating.

Tom had a clear path to her pussy now, but instead of diving in he asked, “What’s your name?”

“Oh, ho! So we’re going to be on a first name basis, are we?”

She didn’t give her name, but Amanda called out, “Her name is Sandy. Do her proud, Tom.”

Now Tom dove in.

Tom was an inveterate eater of pussy. He prided himself on his abilities, and now he had to use all those abilities.

He lapped, he sucked. He used his fingers a little, and his tongue a lot. He slapped his pink tongue against her pinker pussy.

It made him even hornier. To have been denied, and now to be so close to the object of his meat pole…it made him so horny it hurt.

Still, it took a while for Sandy to reach her orgasm.

She enjoyed every moment of his ministrations, but he was wiped out by the time she grunted and headed over the falls.

He pushed back on his arms, his face a mess, his lipstick smeared, and little tears had caused his mascara to run.

Sandy was still shaking from her orgasm, and the other girls were crowding around her, congratulating her.

Amanda touched Tom and he turned to her.

She wiped his face with a bit of cold cream and began repairing the ravages of sex to his face.

“How you doing, Tom?”

He nodded.

“Think you’ll make it?”

“I think so.”

“Good. Attitude is important, but I’m warning you…your remaining tests will be harder, and easier. Steel your mind to accept anything. Okay?”

He murmured, “Do you really care?”

She paused, eyed him, and, “Of course I do. And it’s not just I feel guilty for tricking you and getting you into this. Heck, that was just business. But…you’re a nice guy, Tom.”

By now Sandy was able to walk, and the five women headed for the quads.

“Hurry up, Amanda. We want to beat Tom to the next challenge.”

Amanda looked into Tom’s eyes. “Go for it, Tom. Beat them. Beat them and you’ll get a million dollars, and you’ll even get me a bonus.”

Then she leaned forward and gently touched her lips to his.

She walked away, and Tom turned up the trail.

Now he had another problem. His high heels were not built for the steepening trail, his boner was making it awkward to walk, and…he kept thinking of Amanda.

She was beautiful. He had been drawn to her in the bar. They had had a good time, and now…was she really on his side?

It almost felt like it was more than just a bonus.

But…but he had to put all thoughts out of his mind and keep climbing.

He was halfway to the mountain now, but the way was steeper.

He walked, lifting his aching feet and calves over small steps, navigating odd boulders strewn in the path.

His breasts were heavy, his nipples were raw, his feet ached.

He still had halfway to go, and he was hurting.

It was about noon now, and he forced himself on.

He drank from a stream, and forced himself to scoop water again to control his body odor.

The ham sandwich seemed a lifetime ago.

Still, he walked.

Two hours later he came to another clearing. This was just a wide spot in the trail, and there were no picnic tables. Just a couple of boulders and a couple of logs.

The ladies were sitting on their quads, waiting, chatting merrily, laughing, and they turned to watch him as he struggled the last few yards to them.

“Hey, here he is!”

“About time!”

“Come on, Tommy boy!”

Tom staggered to a stop. His shoulders were slumped, his breasts were hanging low.

The girl named Mon stepped up to him. “Raise your dress, girly man.”

Tom lifted his dress.

He was finally limp. His exertions had overcome his desire, at least physically.

She fit a tube over his cock, a ring over his package, and padlocked them together.

“You ever wear a chastity tube, Tom?”

He stared in wonder at his groin, leaning forward to see past his breasts. His dingus was trying to come alive in the prison. Sexual strivings stirred in his body. The fact of being unable had made him desperate to get hard.

He stared at Mona.

She was laughing silently. “Oh, Lord, the look…I wish I could feel what you’re feeling now.”

“Wha…what am I…”

“Nothing, Tom. Just keep on hiking. I think you’ll find it interesting.”

Interesting? It was more than interesting. His cock trying to get hard, pressing against the plastic of the cage. It was excruciating. It was horny to the nth. As he walked out of the clearing and up the trail his cock was trying to so hard to get hard he could hardly walk. His balance, already suffering because of his tits, was haywire.

Now the trek became impossible.

The thing between his legs rubbing, the horniness of it all, the sway of his tits; for Tom the game had become a contest for survival.

Each step was more difficult. Each breath more meaningful. Each moment an eternity of unbelievable desire.

His legs hurt. His feet hurt. His chest hurt.

The walk became a climb. He was forced to lift his legs, which felt like iron weights.

He climbed, breaking his nails, and cursing. He had played sports, he had run a marathon, but nothing was like this endless torture.

Still, he couldn’t give up. there was something about these women that spurred him on. He had to beat them. He had to…to prove that all men weren’t like…weren’t like what they thought men were like.

And what did they think of men?

They obviously loved them, but with serious serious considerations.

Love them, but make them suffer would be number one, of course.

He climbed, and just when he thought he could climb no more, the hill crested. He still had a couple of miles to go, but it was easier.

Unfortunately, along with this ‘easiness,’ he found a clearing and a picnic table.

“Come on, Tom!”

“Come on, Mr. Man!”

“You can do it!”

They hooted, they whistled, and they laughed.

Tom staggered up to the table.

“Almost there, Tom baby.”

He sank down on the picnic bench. He stretched his legs out to relieve his calves and thighs, and so he wouldn’t cramp up. He put his head down so he could rest his tits on the table top.

One of the women passed him a bottle of water.

He took it and drank greedily. He left no lipstick on the mouth of the bottle. He had worn his lipstick and some of his make up off.

“Well, Tom, you’re getting close. Some of the ladies think you might even make it.”

Amanda straightened him up, repaired his make up.

“Oh.”

“One of you girls want to fix his nails?”

Sandy repaired his fingernails, and Tom sat in a daze.

“About two miles to the top…and your final challenge.”

“Is there a challenge here?”

“Oh, yes. And it will make your final two miles quite memorable.”

“Oh.”

He really didn’t want to talk.

They finished with him, and told him to bend over the picnic table.

The world was blurry, and he was so tired, he just did what he was told. He bent over the picnic table and grabbed the edges with his hands.

The woman named Shiela lifted his dress. She felt his balls. “Pretty full. You know this might make him cum some.”

“Got to risk it. Besides they usually just drain a little at this point. There will be plenty left at the top.”

Tom had no idea what they were talking about, the Shiela spread his cheeks and pushed something into his butt.

“What!” Tom straightened up and felt his rear.

“Don’t move it, Tom. You have to make the hike, the last couple of miles, with a butt plug.”

“No! This is…you can’t…”

He would have pulled it out, but the women were holding his arms back.

Tom went through a dozen thoughts in a second.

He was gay. It hurt. It didn’t hurt. What was this going to do to his walk? Drain? And lots of other things.

He stopped struggling and the women let loose and stepped back.

“A butt plug,” he said, turning towards them. Just the act of turning was a turn on. The plug was rubbing against his prostate and it felt like he was going to pee.

“Try not to pee, Tom,” suggested Amanda. “You won’t pee, you’ll release sperm. It will feel like pee. Don’t pee.”

Tom nodded. It was so hard to think. And his cock was trying to wake up again. And his butt…his butt…

It was Charlotte who turned him and faced him towards the top of the mountain.

“I’m the last one, Tom. You get past me and it’s a million dollars. Can you do it?”

Tom stood, like a horse hit on the head with a log, and wondered: can I make it?

All he had to do was walk a couple of miles. Easy miles. Just a slope compared to what he had already walked.

He swallowed, his vision was blurry, and he nodded.

She slapped him on the ass, which made the butt plug wiggle inside and almost caused him to pee. “Go get it, tiger.”

Tom walked off, not quite on a straight line, and the ladies all followed him. There was no trail for the quads at this point, and they walked behind him.

Tom would always remembered that last couple of miles. It was easier, but he had been so beaten down that it was harder.

His spikes sunk into the earth and he had to shift his weight and pull.

His cock felt like it was going to burst inside the tube.

His chest swayed, unbalancing him at every step.

The plug in his heinie slid across his most sensitive nerves at every step.

Each step was an exciting torment of sexual desire.

Each step he felt like he was going to cum, and he felt like he was losing control of his body.

He wanted to pee.

He grabbed his cock at the base and squeezed.

Behind him, the girls were having the time of their lives.

“Only a mile more, Tommy boy!”

“He’s dripping! He’s going to pee it all out and lose!”

They made side bets among themselves.

He’ll get to the table, but won’t be able to go the last hundred yards.

He won’t get to the table.

His pecker won’t be of much use if he gets to the table.

And so on.

Tom stepped, and stepped. Forced his quivering muscles to work.

Then, in the distance, he saw the top of the mountain, and a hundred yards before the top was a small stand of trees with a picnic bench nestled in them.

It became obvious that he might actually make it to the picnic table, but the way he was wobbling and shaking…he probably wouldn’t make it to the top.

The girls were actually cheering him on now. Male or female, great effort draws appreciation.

He staggered the last ten yards, went to his knees, and fell across the picnic table.

The wood was rough and weathered, and the world wavered to Tom’s senses.

The ladies all sat on the other side of the bench and looked at Tom. They were grinning.

“Okay, Tom, here’s the deal. Women have to fuck their way to the top, and so do you. You want to win this…you’re going to have to let these women screw you.”

Amanda spoke as she pulled the plug out of him.

Tom groaned, and suddenly his ass felt empty.

Unbelievably, he missed his little friend.

“But, really, Tom, it comes down to choice. You can quit right now. No money, of course, and we will give you that chemical castration. It’ll only last a year, but.small price to pay to quit, eh? But if you want that million dollars, you have to fuck for it. So the question is…are you man enough to be a woman?”

On the other side of the table the five women grinned.

“Are you, Tom?”

“Can you do it?”

“We all did it.”

“It’s up to you.”

Tom lay there, exhausted, every muscle in his body quivering.

Could he do it”

Could he lay down and get fucked for a million dollars?

And he asked himself: how far are people willing to go?

How far was he willing to go?

He knew they were right, once he took it up the poop chute he was going to be changed.

He’d be a man…but he also wouldn’t be.

He would be changed. That’s why they had dressed him, built him up sexually. And yet…it was a choice they had all faced.

What was he willing to do?

He nodded. “Okay.”

The women stood up and began taking off their clothes. It was an orgy on a mountain top, and blouses and bras, panties and pants, all flew into the air.

Tom lay there, felt the rough wood grain under him, and the women lined up behind him.

He was so tired. But he could have fought. But he didn’t want to.

The truth was…they had made him curious. Could he do as they had done?

So he lay there, and one by one the women stepped up behind him. They greased up and took turns inserting.

For an hour Tom grunted under their weight, under the thrusts of their plastic dicks.

The sun shifted in the sky, and towards the end Amanda raised her voice and said, “Okay, he’s draining!”

He felt the semen coming out. They were right, it felt like he was peeing, but a little thicker, a little more sensation. He heard the splat of semen as it drained onto the ground under him.

And, when they were done, he couldn’t move.

He was totally fucked, and he slid off the edge of the table.

Amanda leaned down and whispered into his ear. “Come on, Tom. A hundred yards. Crawl if you must, but do it. The women bet against you, but now they’re on your side. You’ve shown them that a man can do anything a woman does. So show them. Crawl.

Tom moved his arms and legs. He dug in the tips of his heels and pushed. He clawed at the ground and ripped his fingernails. The pain was worse than anything. His boobs were dragged, the sensitive nipples screaming in agony. His dick was being hauled along, bits of sand and stone sliding into the tube and irritating his poor cock. But he crawled. and crawled, and it felt like forever, like it would never end, and then…it ended.

He was helped to his feet. He stood, held up by five women, and watched the most incredible sunset he had ever seen. Orange and gold, shards of red. Slowly sinking, and when it was dark they took him off the mountain.


Epilogue

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER!

Tom sat at the computer in the back of the restaurant. The same restaurant he had been in a year previous.

He sighed and shut down the computer and turned around just as Amanda entered the room and brought him a drink.

He sipped. “All closed up?”

“Yep. Have you gone through the applicants?” asked Amanda.

“Yep.

He and Amanda ran the restaurant, and they managed the ‘game’ that was played every couple months.

They were going to have to set up more games, for more women were finding out about them and wanting to partake.

And men were hearing about this terrible game where they had to get fucked near to death to win. And they wanted in.

What a crazy world. Men willing to risk castration just to experience a game of ultimate fucks. Women loving to be pursued in such vibrant manner.

Yet…it was what the world wanted.

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

The Feminization Games


The Bend Over Games!

He was locked into a Bozo Butt machine!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Wonderful story, if I do say so myself.

Paul is caught cheating…and his wife hatches the perfect revenge.

Or so she thinks.

I really love ideas like the game at the end. It is so ludicrous, but it is a deep reaching fantasy. You would be surprised at how men tell me this is their fantasy.

And I know it is, and will be…until it happens.

Then fantasy and reality collide and men are left licking their wounds.

Or, as in this story…they are left licking something else.

Incidentally, there is another story I wrote some time ago that is similar to this one. It is called ‘Feminized by Gangsters.’ Make sure you like this one, first, though. Stories like this aren’t for everybody…only for special people with special fantasies.

Now…STAY HORNY

Gracie


Part One

Jen picked up the laundry basket and walked through the house. She was whistling, she was happy. Her husband was Paul Hopper, the up and coming lawyer. He had paid his dues, he was about to crack a big case, and they were on the verge of the big time.

Heck, when he busted this case he might even run for office! She’d love it if he was elected to office. That would start the gravy train to Washington. They would be rich, they would be feted, they would be elite!

And she knew the case was coming to a close.

They were so damned close!

Jen opened the door to the garage and stepped down. She put the laundry basket on the driver and opened up the top of the washer. She plucked out clothes, pants, shirts, underwear, the bra and panties she had worn the night before, a bit semen soiled, but that only made her grin and think again of how passionate they had gotten.

Wow.

She reached to the shelf beside the laundry and picked up a bag of soap pods.

Oh, crap. The bag was empty!

And she had to get the clothes done today! There wasn’t going to be any time later in the week.

She sighed, left the laundry for later, and headed back into the house. She grabbed her keys and purse and returned to the garage. in a moment the garage door was open and she was pushing her bicycle out to the street.

Sure, she could take her car, but why bother when she could get a little exercise, tone her thighs, stay trim for her hunky hubby? Besides, the store was only a half a dozen blocks over. It was probably faster for her to take the bicycle.

The day was beautiful, built for biking, and she put her ball cap on, dragged her hair into a pony tail and pushed it through the back of the cap. She smiled. She was a good looking woman. Slender with nice ta tas, her face even with full lips and light blue eyes.

She threw a leg over the saddle and popped up on the bicycle.

Down the street she went, pedaling faster and faster. Three blocks north, then left. Three blocks down the street to the big super market. She would lock the bike, saunter in and out, and—

She blinked and stared.

Just ahead of her a car had turned onto the street. It was a black Acura, late model, Paul’s car.

She grinned and raised her hand and pedaled furiously.

Traffic was normal, which meant slightly heavy, and she should be able to catch up to him.

She wondered what he was doing out on the streets. He had that big case going on, and he should be preparing subpoenas and interviewing witnesses and…and the car turned the corner right in front of her. She was about to shout, but stopped. A brunette was sitting in the passenger seat.

Jen almost stopped. A brunette? Then she smiled a sickly smile. It had to be a secretary or something. Or maybe even a witness. That’s it, he was taking a witness somewhere.

But she didn’t slow down. She was pedaling pretty fast, and when she reached the corner  she could see Paul’s car down the block, stopped at a light.

She stayed in the bike lane and held her head down. She didn’t want him to see her face. She wanted to find out who…who was with him.

The light turned and he accelerated.

Jen made the light just barely, would have lost him, but he was stopped by the next light.

She slowed down, got behind another bicyclist and kept her face down.

Another light, and another.

Normally, she knew Paul would be cursing. He hated traffic lights. He had even gotten ahold of the city engineers and tried to get the timing on. the lights changed.

But as she pulled up to the fender of his car at one light she saw the profile of his handsome face. He was looking towards his passenger and laughing.

His passenger leaned over and said something to him and they were both laughing.

the light changed, and she saw that she was in no danger of being spotted. He was too much into the woman. Whoever she was.

Now Jen was seething. Her husband was cheating!

Why else would he be out driving around? Why else would be be laughing and chatting up some sweet, young thing?

He turned into a big parking lot next to a hotel, and she felt her heart breaking.

Why else would he take a girl to a hotel in the middle of the day?

There was a small shed for the parking attendant. It was closed this time of day, and she pulled her bicycle up and peered around the corner.

Paul parked his car and got out. The woman hung on his arm and they walked into the hotel.

Jen was more and more sure. He was cheating. But she still needed more proof. She needed physical evidence, not just her feelings.

The hotel was ten stories high and built in an L shape. She could see Paul and the woman walk through the lobby and stand in front of the elevator.

They didn’t need to stop at the front desk because he must already have a key.

Bastard! she thought.

She pushed her bicycle between the shed and the next building, then ran across the parking lot.

She entered the lobby, and Paul didn’t even look at her. He just kept talking to the woman, who Jen could see was really attractive.

She had brunette hair down to her shoulders and a figure that was a knock out. She was turned slightly, and Jen could see her massive breasts.

The kind of tits that men leave their wives for, Jen thought bitterly.

She hurried across the lobby to the stairs. She managed to be behind a potted bush when the elevator opened and Paul and Miss Home Wrecker stepped onto it.

They turned, and even then he might have seen her. But he was too engrossed in the woman.

Jen ran up the stairs two at a time. She reached the first floor, cracked the door to the hallway and looked down the corridor.

The elevator passed that floor.

She ran to the second floor.

The elevator passed that one.

Floor to floor, all the way to the top. She was late on the tenth floor, but the elevator was closing, and Paul and the woman weren’t visible, so she ran down the hallway, a full sprint, and peered around the corner.

Down the hall, the last room on the right, Paul was just holding the door for the woman. The woman slid a hand along his cheek when she entered. Then Paul entered and the door was closed.

Jen turned, her back to the wall, and sagged. She knew…but…she had to know more!

Suddenly, she bolted back the way she came. She entered the stairwell, but instead of going back down she went up. She went through the door that led to the roof, and ran to the edge of the roof.

She stood at the parapet and stared at the room her husband had entered.

The drapes were open, and she could see motion in the room.

The woman was sitting on a bed.

Paul opened a can of Coke and poured a little whiskey into it from one of those small bottles hotels stock the mini fridges with. He handed the woman the can and sat down next to her.

On the bed.

Jen’s heart was pounding and breaking at the same time.

Her husband. She loved him with all her soul, and he had done this to her.

In the room her husband was on his feet again. Walking back and forth. The woman stood up and faced him.

Then the woman reached out and hugged him.

Paul held her for a long moment, then he looked out the window.

He was too far away to see Jen, but it felt like she was looking straight at him.

He let got of the woman. He walked to the side of the big window and pulled the drapes closed.

Jen turned and sat on the roof and held her face in her hands. She cried, sobbed, couldn’t stop.

Her husband. How could he?

Jen did what any sane woman would do after finding out that her husband was dipping the wick in another woman. Jen went and bought soap pods.

She still had laundry to do.

And, she had a lot of thinking to do.

She had a cheating husband, and what was she going to do about that?

She retrieved her bicycle which, fortunately, hadn’t been stolen, and pedaled back to the supermarket.

She walked in and out, barely thinking, stunned, not really aware of what was goin on around her.

She pedaled home, obeying all traffic laws, not trying to beat nay cars, not thinking of exercising, just pedaling, and thinking.

And she was blank.

She put her bicycle in the garage and walked to the washer. She place a pod in the machine and started it, then she walked into the house.

The sound of the machine a dull rumble, she took down the bourbon. She filled a glass with ice and poured in half bourbon, then some Coke.

Paul liked bourbon and Coke. Her not so much, but she needed something strong right then.

She walked out to the patio and sat down. She was dull, broken, unaware. She sat and figuratively cried in her beer.

“Hey ho!”

It was Sally, her bestie.

“Out here,” she mumbled.

Sally didn’t hear her, but she saw her. she came through the sliding door and sat down next to her. “Oh, ho! One of those days, is it?”

Jen’s response was to break into tears and throw herself at her friend.

Fifteen minutes later, Sally sipping her own bourbon and Coke, Jen told her of what she had seen.

“So Paul is a cheater,” mused Sally, her voice not kind.

“I never thought, of all the people…” Jen cried.

“Men are men,” muttered Sally. “They can’t resist a skirt.”

“Or a big pair of boobs,” added Jen bitterly.

“Hunh! Big tits.” Sally turned to Jen. “So what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I’ve got to do something. He’s really hurt me, and…I don’t know what to do.”

Sally nodded. “I understand, and I’ve got a suggestion.”

“What?” Jen looked at her friend through red eyes.

“Get back at him.”

“How? Do what? I’m not about to go screwing men just to get back at the big idiot.”

“There’s lots of other ways to get revenge.”

“Revenge,” snorted Jen. “It sounds so petty.”

“At least it did until now,” agreed Sally. “But I’ve got an idea, it’s a bit crazy, but it will teach Paul a lesson he’ll never forget.”

“A lesson?”

“Honey, guaranteed, when we’re through with him he’s never going to want to cheat again. Ever. He will be a broken man, begging for forgiveness. Then, if you want to take him back, it’ll be up to you. Believe me, you won’t be the victim here, he will, and you’ll hold all the cards.

“Really?”

Normally, Jen would never have entertained such a notion as revenge. But this wasn’t normal. She was hurt, and she wasn’t thinking straight, and she leaned forward and listened as Sally put forth her idea.

Paul got home that night and was in high spirits. “Hey, honey! Where are you?”

“I’m in the bedroom.”

She was sitting at her vanity and working on her eyes. Still, she couldn’t hide the red squiggles in them.

He entered the bedroom, kissed the top of her head, gave her a hug from the rear, then sat down on the bed to change his shoes.

“Man, what a day. I had a blast.”

“On that big case you’re working on?” She controlled herself. She didn’t sniff or tear up. It helped that she was a little drunk,

“Yeah. Man. What a blast. I can’t tell you about it, of course, but…things are breaking open.”

She thought: Yeah, with your little Miss Tenth Floor Honey. Balling her all afternoon long, then coming home and acting all normal.

“So how was your day?”

That was the moment she almost broke down, but she managed to hold it together.

“Oh, nothing much, just did the laundry, took a bicycle ride.”

Saw a cheater cheat and think he got away with it.

“Well, great. Say, are you feeling all right?”

She faced him, her eyes bright and shiny. But red.

“I think I’ve got some sort of a bug. Maybe allergies. Do my eyes look red?”

“Uh, yeah. they do. Do you need to take something? Should I head to the pharmacy for you?”

“No, no. I talked to the doctor. He said as long as it’s just a little redness in the eyes I should just ride it out. He even told me what to buy over the counter. I just took it.”

“Oh. Okay. Do you want me to order dinner or anything?”

“Actually, I just want to lay down for a while. The doctor said I might feel a little bit drowsy. You don’t mind, do you?”

“You’re going to be sleeping?”

“Yeah. I just want to sleep a bit.”

“Well, I do have a client I need to see. Would you mind if I caught a little dinner and met with the client?”

Client. Right. Miss Brunette Hubby Fucker.

“No, that would be fine.”

He smiled. “You can call me if you need anything.”

“I just need a little extra rest. I’ll be okay by the weekend.”

“Excellent. That’s my girl.” He smiled broadly.

Paul finished changing clothes, and was shortly heading out. Dinner, and his second tryst of the day. Bastard!

After Paul left Jen called Sally. Not long after that Sally came by in her Jeep. She picked up Jen and they drove to the hotel where Paul was meeting with the girl.

From the street they could see the lights were on in the bedroom on the tenth floor.

They trotted up the stairs, their cell phones at the ready. They arrived on the roof and peered over the edge, but the lights were now obscured by the heavy drapes.

They stood on the roof and waited, watched, and talked.

“I talked to some people. They said they are willing to help.”

Jen nodded.

“There’s going to be a big party. Lots of people to see Paul’s undoing.”

“Good.”

“If you can get Paul through the back door, I’ll take care of his girlfriend.”

“That sounds wonderful.”

Jen was staring fixedly at the drawn drapes.

Paul was in there, pushing his pecker into that woman. Kissing her. Feeling those big tits.

Why did he do that? What had driven him to cheat?

But for some things there aren’t any real good answers.

Maybe he was unhappy, maybe she wasn’t sexually adventurous enough for him, maybe it was a personality flaw, but whatever it was, she was going to fix him good.

With that in mind, she and Sally headed downstairs.

Later that evening Sally called a number. “I found her. I can get her to you, but I’ll need a little help.”

The man on the other end of the line listened, and spoke, and plans were made.

It was two days to the weekend, and Sally arranged everything. This thing was going to happen, and she talked to people, arranged everything, and by the time the weekend rolled around she was ready.

For those two days Jen had pretended to be suffering allergies. She had ‘slept’ a lot, had avoided Paul, and managed to avoid being intimate with him.

Paul was understanding. He waited on her hand and foot, as much as he was able, but he kept having to go out, to spend long hours on the job, and…and she knew what he was doing. He was spending time with his new girlfriend at the hotel.

But, Saturday arrived, Paul worked until the late afternoon, then was off. When he arrived home Jen had good news for him.

“Honey, I’m better.”

“Great!”

“And I really want to go out tonight. Do you mind?”

“Actually, I’m okay with that. I’ve been working all week long. It’s time to go out and have a little fun.”

They were in the kitchen, and he stepped up and grabbed her and smooched her.

For a second Jen thought she had gone crazy. The room whirled, and she was dizzy, then she realized that she had actually gone out of her body. Her mind had shut down. She had been kissed by the man who she thought she loved, but who had turned out to be a cheater.

It was surrealistic. It was other worldly. It was bizarre.

And, in a strange twist, it was enjoyable.

Not feel good enjoyable, but being a person living a lie enjoyable.

She was getting away with fooling him. If she had thought about what she was doing, right then, she might have realized a few things, and even called the night off.

After all, to think she was getting away with secrets was like being a cheater. It was heady. It was…removed from reality.

But she didn’t think, and the kiss ended, and Paul actually had the temerity to tilt his groin, with its hardened pole, into her groin.

A moment of lust, but as if with a total stranger.

And she liked it.

And, in an odd way, it made her hot.

Fuck him, she thought gleefully. Fuck him.

They got ready to go out. Paul undressed, showered, and began dressing.

Jen was watching him, and because she now had secret thoughts, she was breathless. She was a voyeur. She was a person peeping as if into the mind of her stranger husband, but was really manifesting her own peeping self.

So bizarre.

But…so horny.

Suddenly she wanted to fuck him.

She had her bra and panties on and was working on her face, and she wanted to go over and pull his boxers down and suck on his cock.

She wanted to grab his balls and pull on them till he screamed.

Screamed out his love for her.

Yet she didn’t move. She just gasped, felt an orgasm lurching in her crotch, and finished her face.

“You look beautiful tonight,” he said, as they walked out to his car.

He had his arm around her, and he had no idea of how contorted her mind was, how unbalanced her thinking was.

And how would he know? She had secrets, and they were tilting her thoughts, and…there was no way he could know.

They stepped into the car and he backed out and drove down the road.

“So where is this new club you heard about? And where did you hear about it? I thought you were sick all week.”

“Just because I was feeling under the weather doesn’t mean I didn’t talk to my girl friends. Sally told me about it. In fact, she might be there tonight.

“And what kind of a club is it?”

“Well, it’s a new idea, sort of a floor show, a little audience participation, that sort of thing.”

He chuckled. “You’d better not try to get me singing up there.”

“But, honey, you’ve got a wonderful voice.”

“Only in the shower. “But maybe we could get you to do a dance.”

“Actually, I was planning on something like that.”

“You were?”

“I was, but I need a little help.”

“Help with what?”

“Just escort me in the back door.”

“That’s all?”

The lights from the dash were illuminating his face. He seemed relaxed and happy.

“They have a little construction going on, so if you could just walk me into the back…”

“I see no problem with that.”

She couldn’t help herself. She leaned forward and kissed him. Like being kissed by a stranger. Her heart holding in her secret. Still, she didn’t equate her feeling of unfaithfulness with her own behavior. He was the cheater, dammit!

They headed up Santa Monica Blvd.

They passed through various city districts, the car running smoothly, and Jen’s heart beating like a centipede tap dancing.

She was looking extremely beautiful in the night, the passing lights flashing on her. She had chosen a low cut, body hugging dress. She was so excited her nipples were pushing the material out.

“Okay, it’s in that warehouse.”

“Wow. Doesn’t look too impressive.”

Jen didn’t argue. “It is sort of a dump. Not even any signs out, yet. It’s supposed to be better on the inside. Sally says they’ve been working for weeks, but…I don’t know. I suppose we could always leave if it turns out to be a junkyard.”

“Well, whatever. We’re here now.”

“And I did promise to perform.”

Paul showed his white teeth. “Can’t wait to see you on stage.”

They parked in a lot off an alley in the rear, and there weren’t many people.

“It’s still pretty early,” explained Jen. “But I have to be there early. You can sit around, have a drink, while you’re waiting.”

They walked up some stairs to a back door and were let in by a big bouncer kind of guy. The guy looked around, made sure it was only them, then ushered them in.

Paul could smell whiskey and marijuana, but such things didn’t bother him. He was a straight arrow, and he wasn’t interested in other people’s habits.

Sally came rushing up to them out of the darkness. She hugged Jen and then Paul, and led them to the right side of the building.

“I can’t believe this,” she groused good-naturedly. “The swankiest opening night in history, and the place isn’t finished.”

Paul chuckled. “Sort of fun, though. We get to see what’s happening behind the scenes.”

“I’m glad you’re taking it so well. I guarantee, this thing is going to blow your mind.”

Jen asked in a whisper, “Did you visit that friend of your today?”

“I did, and she’s doing well. Not having any problems at all.”

“Wonderful.”

Jen smiled.

An hour before they met at the warehouse Sally had gone to the hotel. She walked into the lobby and took the escalator to the fourth floor.

It being Friday night there were a lot of people out, and nobody noticed her.

She smiled at a drunk couple who got on the elevator, then—realizing they were going up and not down—got off.

Everybody laughing.

On the tenth floor Sally walked down the carpeted hallway. She stepped up to the last room on the right and tapped on the door.

A moment, then: “Who’s there?”

“I’ve got a message from Paul Hopper.”

Sally and Jen had discussed it, had figured that this would be the best way to get to the girl in the room.

The chain rattled undone, the bolt slid back, and the door opened.

Her name was Marcy Hanover, and she was gorgeous. Her waist was tiny and that made her her boobs look even bigger than they were.

Her eyes were wide, round, and seemingly a little scared.

But Sally figured that was just the dewy look of innocence some bimbos put on. A look that cheating, lawyer husbands liked.

“Yes?” Her red lips were trembling. She was wearing a robe that hid none of her charms.

“Paul wants you to come with me.”

“Paul does?”

“Yes. He said to give you this.”

Sally handed Marcy a note. It was official stationary right from Paul’s office, easy enough for Jen to get.

Please go with this young lady.

I’ll explain when I see you.

Paul

Marcy read, looked up at Sally, and nodded. “Let me put something on.”

“Okay. But quickly. Paul didn’t explain all this to me, but he said it was urgent.”

“Do they know where I am?”

Sally had no idea what Marcy meant, but she went with it. “I don’t know. But we’ve got to leave.”

Marcy was ready in two minutes. She swapped the gown for a dress that looked almost like a gown, stepped into some high heels, and was ready.

Sally led the way down the hallway.

Down the elevator and into the lobby.

Marcy was looking left and right and seemed a little apprehensive, so, again, Sally made the most of it.

“This way. Keep your head down.”

It was the right thing to say, and Sally got Marcy out of the hotel and into a van. As Marcy stepped into the van a hand reached forward and a handkerchief was placed over her mouth.

She gasped, struggled, but the chloroform worked quickly.

“Got her?” asked Sally.

“No prob,” grunted a large man in a dark suit.

“Okay. Keep her under.”

“Just drive, lady.”

Sally drove.

At the club Paul was led down a short hallway. There was no lighting, and he placed his feet carefully. Then a hand reached forward, around his head, and a handkerchief was pulled tight against his face.

He struggled, smelled the odor of nail polish remover and wondered…wondered…and was asleep.

Paul didn’t sleep long, but his kidnappers didn’t need long. He grunted and jerked, and couldn’t figure out where he was, or what was holding him so tightly.

He tried harder to move.

“Take it easy, fellow. Hey, some light over here?”

It was gloomy  and Paul stared straight ahead.

He couldn’t move his head, it was clamped in place. He breathed, and somebody shoved something into his mouth.

It was a tube sort of gag. The thing had leather straps and the straps were fastened behind his head. His mouth was now effectively kept open at all times. He could only grunt and make unintelligible mumbles.

Then the lights went on.

Paul blinked and couldn’t see for a few moments, but slowly shapes took form and he could see what had happened.

He was encased in what felt like a suit of ancient armor, like a knight, but the suit was made out of a grid work of iron poles. His legs were in the legs of the ‘suit,’ his arms were tied down by his sides; it felt like they were handcuffed at his waist.

“Umphgrrmmm!” he yelled, but the tube in his mouth made it difficult to talk.

Suddenly the whole contraption lurched forward, and Paul realized there were wheels on the bottom of the thing.

He also realized that he was naked!

He yelled again, but he was ignored. The two, no there were three people, working on him chatted as if he wasn’t even there.

“Ummphrrrrotto?”

“Hey, fella, take it easy,” said the man working the motors that were moving him around.

“Let’s check the bend,” said someone behind the framework..

A motor whirred and the structure actually folded at the groin. The top half bent forward and Paul was bent until his dick was pointing down and his butt was jutting up.

“Perfect. Back up we go.”

WHIRRRR! And he straightened up.

They turned the thing then, and Paul saw that he was not alone. He was in a small area, but next to him was another frame, with another person in it.

It was a woman, and she was excited and laughing. She was naked and getting into the thing all by herself.

“UHHHGRoooo!”

“There were people behind a small railing just behind the framework things, and they made quips endlessly.

“Hey! Look at that guy’s dick!”

“I’d like to be in a bozo suit behind that girl. See her tits?”

“That guy’s too short. He’s going to be bent over all the time.”

Paul’s eyes were wide open, the whites showing, and he kept trying to talk. Trying to move, however, was useless.

The metal body suit moved around, and whichever way it went he had to go along for the ride.

“Okay, check bay one. Let’s do a test.”

A man holding a control box pressed buttons and the metal suit turned to the right. In the next area a woman was in a similar metal suit. She had a dick, and Paul didn’t understand for a second, then he realized she was wearing a strap on.

He tried to look around, but his head was positioned and trapped so he could only look forward.

“Okay, bend Bozo one.”

A whir, and Paul was again bent over.

“Hold it, the head isn’t rising. Give me a second.” The man did something to a motor built into the waist of the suit. He stood back. “Okay. Try again.”

The suit went the rest of the way down, but the head rose up. Pauls’ upper body was bent over, but his head was raised so he look in front of him.

“Back up.”

Paul rose again.

“Bozo two check.”

The woman in the suit next to him bent forward, her head raised up, and…Paul realized who it was!

It was Marcy! Her eyes were wide with fear. Her breasts were exposed, and she bent over easily.

“Uhjjjiuuu!” she yelled.

She recognized him.

He recognized her.

They couldn’t speak.

“Okay, check connections for Bozo two.”

Motors spun and Paul bent forward. Marcy rolled towards him, and her dick was on mouth level!

Paul tried to scream, but her plastic peter filled the tube in his mouth and tickled the back of his throat.

“Excellent. Perfect fit. Change them up.”

Marcy backed off, the penis slid out of Paul’s mouth and Marcy’s suit spun and bent over.

Paul was straightened up and his suit moved forward. His penis was lined up with her pussy.

“Hold on. They haven’t been lubed.”

The woman who had been working on them stepped forward. She had a big jar of lubricant. She smushed the goop Marcy’s pussy She rubbed the goo around and Marcy moaned. The woman was moving gently, and it couldn’t help but feel good.

Then she came around and grabbed Paul’s dong. She put gobs and gobs of the lubricant on his rod. “Don’t worry, big boy. We’ll take regular breaks and keep you juiced up.

Paul tried to talk, tried to explain that he wasn’t supposed to be there, but she just smiled and went to his backside.

Paul jerked as she inserted a finger and started rimming him.

That was the tough moment. He didn’t want to be there, but her finger, then fingers, sure felt good. After a moment he couldn’t help but groan with the pleasure.

“Pretty nice, eh?”

Then she moved past Marcy into a third bay and began greasing up Bozo three.

“Okay, check rear connections.”

Paul panicked as the suit moved forward again. His dick went right into Marcy’s mouth.

It felt wonderful. Marcy was wide-eyed and terrified, but she had the sense to open and not bite.

Paul was pulled back.

“Check Bozo two rear connection.”

Marcy was straightened up, then her suit whirled her around and bent over.

Paul went forward, and his penis went right into Marcy’s hole.

Marcy grunted and moaned. Paul felt the heaven of her juicy snatch engulfing him, he thought he would faint with the wonderful feeling, then she was backed away and his penis popped out.

“Okay. Bozo one and two are aligned. Let’s check two and three.”

Paul watched as Marcy and the next machine went through the bend over and insert process. Then he was alone. It was relatively silent, except…he heard people talking. No. Groups of people. Voices…behind him, or at least behind the barricade that had been behind him.

Oh, crap! he thought. They’re filling the building!

He stood in the suit, not able to speak to anybody. Just standing and full of fear.

It didn’t seem like anybody was going to hurt him, in fact, it felt like they were being concerned with him getting hurt. But he had no control over the situation!

Then he began wondering about Jen. Where was she? What had they done to her? She had been close to him, and then…

He heard people talking in the distance, ‘Checking Bozo four and five. Then five and six.

So he must be in something called a ‘Bozo’ suit. And it controlled his sex, make him bend over and take it, or straight up and give it.

But who was doing the controlling?

The sound of ‘Checking Bozo nine and ten’ came to him. They were getting close, and he realized they must have gone around the room.

A few minutes later he heard ‘Checking Bozo twelve and one!’

His suit whirled and bent and something was inserted into him. A dick. Oh, fuck!

But he was so greasy with lube that it slipped into him easily. And, horror of horrors…it felt good!

Then it pulled out and all was silent.

He stood there, waiting, and there was a movement off to the side.

Somebody was approaching, and they stepped in front of him.

“Hello, Paul.”

It was Marcy!


Part Two

“Ohmmmytr!” Paul said, tears coming down his cheeks.

“How do you like your Bozo Suit. That’s what these little things are called.

Paul stared at her. He loved her, but she was smirking at him.

“I know they’ve already checked your connections, so you know what they do, what they’re for.”

“Iii?”

“Why? Because I know about your little love honey down in the hotel.”

Paul’s eyes went wide.

“That’s right. I saw you, and followed you. Spending hours a day with that…that tramp! How could you do that to me? I love you more than life itself, and you cheat on me. What kind of a husband does that?”

Paul tried to waggle his head, but the Bozo Suit prevented that.

“So, now you’re going to pay the piper. The people who run this thing, they thought it was hilarious what I wanted to do. They didn’t even charge me. They just said they’d hook you up and teach you a lesson. So, are you ready for the ride of your life, my dear hubby?”

Paul tried to talk, to explain, but his mouth wouldn’t make the sounds, and Jen wasn’t in a listening mood, anyway.

“They’re going to start pretty soon. I think I’ll go up to the stands and get a beer. This is gonna be better than baseball.”

“Oiiiytbbbuuj! Iuuytrghdfghjk!”

She just laughed and turned away.

Then Paul was alone. Alone with his thoughts. Alone, and knowing that he had been betrayed in the worst possible way.

Tears flowed and he slumped in the suit.

But there was nothing he could do.

The sound of the crowd grew. Loud voices shouting. Voices selling beer, and peanuts, and other sundries.

Occasional foot stomps.

The bleachers must be right above him.

He tried to look up, but could see nothing.

Then the suit lurched. Connections clicked and the Bozo suit rolled!

It turned to the right, away from Marcy, and rolled about ten feet, then turned into a hallway. Behind him Bozo Suit twelve turned in behind him.

He was trundled up a short ramp and a wide, black door swung open. He burst into the light of a large arena. Around the floor other Bozo suits were coming out of similar halls.

Twelve Bozo Suits.

Twelve people about to be bent over and…used.

For a minute the Bozo Suits were scurrying everywhere. They would run up to the rail between the arena and the crowd and stop suddenly.

Paul was lurched back and forth, but no fucking was committed, not yet.

Then the machines all assembled in the center of the area and stopped. They were in a circle looking out at the audience.

Paul stared at the people who were whooping it up and cheering for their favorite Bozo Suit. They were oblivious idiots, and Paul hated them all. Making a spectacle of him for their entertainment.

Then he saw the small box with twelve men sitting in it. Correction, ten men and two women. They were all smiling and holding control boxes.

The men were all dressed in black, and they looked like…Paul’s mind stuttered to a stop…they were gangsters!

These were some of the very people he had been working to get into jail! And he was in their hands!

He felt faint then, and he wondered where Marcy was. Because she was a prime witness and they had been looking for her!

And now they had her!

And Paul’s only hope was that nobody recognized them.

Fat chance.

The loudspeaker bellowed out: “Ladies and Gents! Welcome! Welcome to the Bozo Butt Driving Game!”

Paul studied the people in the audience. Drunken louts with buxom babes. The lowest of the low. Common louts out to see the most vulgar of entertainment. Cock fights. Live porn. Or, in this case, people forced to fuck against their will.

The announcer continued, “For those who haven’t seen these wonderful machines, we will now have a demonstration!”

Paul’s machine lurched into action. It made a quick circle on the arena floor, then stopped

On the other side of the arena Marcy’s machine vroomed into motion. It made circles, ended up behind Paul, and Paul’s machine bent at the waist.

Paul’s ass rose up and the crowd roared its approval, then Marcy’s machine shot forward and impaled him. Marcy’s dildo shot into him and he jerked and groaned.

The crowd rose up and started stomping their feet.

Then Marcy’s Bozo Butt machine began moving forward and back a couple of inches at a time. The plastic penis kept slamming into Paul.

“Oh, fuck!” he yelped. But it sounded like “Oohffuuuu!”

The crowd laughed at the look on his face.

Then Bozo Butt three roared out of the pack and went to Paul’s front. Bozo Butt three was a guy—the machine alternated male and female—and Paul gaped as a big weeny shot towards him. It entered the tube in his mouth and he was forced to give head.

The crowd was stamping their feet, screaming to the ceiling.

“The point system is as follows…”

The machines kept ramming into Paul as the number of points individual actions could bring. Finally, the machines backed off, and Paul lay in his suit and gasped. then the machine unbent at the waist and he was stood up.

That was the moment he saw the gangsters in the box laughing at him. They pointed their fingers and slapped their thighs and were having a wonderful, old time.

Oh, crap, he thought. They recognize me!

Then he realized they must have known who he was before they had him put in the infernal body armor thing.

And that meant they had recognized Marcy.

The announcer was finishing up his explanation. “So you see, if you make a contestant cum, points will be doubled.”

The crowd was silent now. They understood, and bets were quietly being taken up.

The gangsters sitting in the box were now huddled together. Every once in a while one would raise his head and grin at Paul or Marcy.

“Okay, ladies, gents. You have ten minutes to make your bets. The floor is open should you wish to examine the machines, or talk to the contestants.”

Paul stood quietly, thinking madly, and coming up with nothing.

People sauntered across the floor. Men in suits and ladies in gowns. Some of them tried to talk to Paul or Marcy, but neither Paul nor Marcy could speak. Marcy didnt’ have a tube in her throat, but she had been sprayed with something that paralyzed her vocal cords.

Jen stood outside the immediate ring of people and waved a pinkie at Paul and laughed.

Bets, bets, bets and more bets.

And the buzzer went off.

“Betting is over, please leave the arena floor. The game starts in one minute…”

Another buzzer.

“The game starts in 50 seconds…”

Another buzzer.

“The game starts in 40 seconds…”

Down to ten seconds, then Paul heard the final countdown.

“Five…four…three…two…one…GO!”

The machines moved, and insanity exploded.

The noise of the crowd was truly deafening.

Machines whirled around the arena. Machines bent over. Dicks and dildos were inserted, and people in the Bozo Butt machines yelled as they were diddled.

While the other ten machines circled and squared off and vied for the advantage, Paul and Marcy simply rolled from machine to machine and gave up the advantage. They were bent over and plugged again and again, and the crowd quickly saw they were losers and laughed at them.

The gangsters, Paul glimpsed them every once in a while, were bent over with laughter, and their strategy was obvious. They were going to fuck Paul and Marcy to the end. Then, if they were still standing, they would be taken out, given cement overshoes, and dropped into the bay.

Paul groaned, and watched, when he could, the points on a large board.

Amazingly, he and Marcy were high scorers. Even though they got half the points, they were getting plugged so much they were accumulating more points.

And, it didn’t help that Marcy was having orgasms. Orgasms doubled points, and being plugged was having its effect.

Orgasm after orgasm, and the points were racked up.

There was some sort of halftime, Paul was in a daze by now and just hung in his Bozo suit and breathed. He couldn’t see Marcy, but he knew she must be having a terrible time. Then the contest continued.

The crowd had realized that the simple strategy of making Paul and Marcy victims had worked, and they started cheering, and bets were shouted with Paul or Marcy, Bozo Butt one or two, as the projected winners.

Then the gangsters changed their strategy. Maybe to allow the other Bozo machines to catch up and excite the betting, they began having Paul and Marcy penetrate each other.

Bozo Butt one and Bozo Butt two faced each other. One would bend and the other would thrust. Then the other would bend and the other would thrust.

Again and again. Taking turns impaling.

The gangsters cheering.

A glimpse of Jen laughing.

The look on Marcy’s face, and Paul…Paul saw Marcy’s face.

She was dazed, but…but when he went forward she opened her mouth, or bent over and took it doggystyle, and…she was enjoying it.

Of course. She was a victim to everybody else, but Paul was her attorney. He had been helping her. His was the only really friendly face in the place for her. And the only friendly dick.

The other contestants were just fucking and having a good time. They had volunteered for this. But Paul…and her…they only had each other.

And he realized that hers was the only friendly face for him, and the only friendly pussy.

Something in him calmed.

The machines roared and bent and plugged, and he suddenly enjoyed the wonderful feeling of her pussy, or her mouth.

And when he managed to see her face he could see what he thought was a look of relief on her face.

She was not just being fucked by strangers, but being loved by somebody who she knew, and who she knew cared for her.

After all, hadn’t Paul come to her hotel room night after night, day after day, and conducted himself like an honorable man?

Hadn’t he watched TV and played cards and just talked with her?

Hadn’t he watched over her with no concern for himself?

Hadn’t he kept himself from trying to take advantage of her position?

He had been a gentleman, and kind, and now…now he was the only dick she wanted in her.

Paul felt the connection. He felt her pussy giving a twitch, a  contraction, a movement of encouragement.

Not just to mechanically fuck, but to find a point of care and concern, of love, in this universe.

And Paul finally had an orgasm. A deep, wrenching explosion that stupefied him and made him wonder at the cosmos.

But Paul cumming wasn’t int he gangster’s plans. Seeing him lurch, seeing hsi white seed squirt, Paul and Marcy were disengaged. Then the game hit the final quarter.

Everybody, all the machines, were fucking all the machines, striving for an advantage. Trying for a final cum. Trying to eke out the last point on the scoreboard on the wall.

Paul was now more aware. And he watched as his dick entered somebody, or a dick was entered into him, and he wished for Marcy.

Not Jen, who had betrayed him, she was gone from his thoughts.

But for Marcy. Marcy who wanted only him in this last moment of ultimate chaos.

Then, just as the cock on the wall counted down the final seconds, a big boom was heard.

The gangsters all looked around. This wasn’t part of the program.

Then screams were heard.

People began pouring onto the arena floor, running in the path of the Bozo Butt machines, getting knocked over, trampled, screaming.

Paul’s machine spun in circles, then came to a stop. A few yards from him Marcy’s machine came to a stop.

Then the police could be seen, swarming down the bleachers, pushing the crowd ahead of them, herding them into the arena.

Then the police were arresting people. They seemed to have an endless supply of the plastic wrist restraints, and people were cuffed and pushed out one of the exits. Doubtless to a waiting line of paddy wagons.

Finally, the floor was empty, and the police began opening the Bozo Butt machines.

They arrested the people and took them away, but when they came to Paul they stopped.

“Hey, Lieutenant, we got something different here!”

A tall police Lieutenant came up and examined Paul. He saw that Paul was locked in, and that he had a weird tube thing in his mouth. Paul nodded towards Marcy, and the police gathered around her.

Paul was released, and he and Marcy stood together, under blankets, and told their story.

Fortunately, the cops knew Paul had been one of the attorneys working to bring the gangsters to justice, and he was not arrested, and when Marcy was figured out to be a major witness…well, let it be said there was some major celebrating in city hall that night.

Finally, Paul and Marcy were escorted out of the arena. Most of the people who had come to watch the Bozo Butt games were gone to the hoosegow. The gangsters, however, were still there, and amongst them was…Marcy.

“Paul!” she yelled. “Help me! Hey! Get your hands off me! That’s my husband! He’s in charge of this…leggo! LET GO OF ME!”

The cops didn’t let go, however. They simply trundled Jen off to a waiting wagon.

Paul and Marcy sat in the back of a police car. They held each other.

“Thank you,” said Marcy.

“For what?”

“I could feel it…all through that…you were there for me.”

She cuddled closer to him.

Paul just smiled and held her.


Epilogue

The Gangsters were all given hefty prison sentences. They were all charged with such things as kidnapping, false imprisonment, and a lot of other crimes. They would be rotting in jail for the rest of their lives.

Jen’s role in the affair was discovered. False imprisonment. Kidnapping. Not a lot of other things, but those charges would still do.

Over the months Jen called Paul endlessly, until he changed his phone number.

Sally’s role was discovered; it was revealed that she had deliberately aided the gangsters in finding the location of Marcy, and she was charged with conspiracy, obstructing justice, kidnapping, and a lot of other things.

Paul didn’t bother to come to Jen’s sentencing, where she received a couple of ten year sentences…to be served successively.

Paul was a hero, but of the bittersweet variety. He was video-ed in the Bozo Games, which the press had ended up calling ‘The Bend Over Games,’ and the video ruined his reputation. He eventually quit working as an attorney completely.

But, that was okay. Marcy was by his side, and he married her.

Then he moved to Mexico, where the laws are more forgiving, and became an investor in a new sport. This sport used Bozo Butt machines, but was more of the volunteer variety, and there were lots of volunteers. Male and female, there was no end to the people who wanted to ride around in the metal suits and fuck each other.

Currently, Paul is a billionaire living in Cancun in a massive villa.

The gorgeous Marcy is by his side.

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


Dick’s Big Feminization!

An actor suffers a medical disaster,

is feminized and becomes a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

Secrets, secrets. Everybody’s got secrets. But not everybody gets their nipples pierced.

One of my little secrets, nobody knows this, but I once thought about being an actress. I took some lessons, talking to some people, and my acting teacher said I had a real shot at it. Then she died.

Just like that. Croaked.

I just forgot about it at that point. The truth was that I didn’t have the drive, I just didn’t care enough. And…there were other things I wanted to do more.

Things like write.

But, if you have the desire, go for it.

Or if you want to get a piercing, sure.

But I’d stay away from secrets. Those are dangerous!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You can’t ask me to do that!” Dick blurted.

Dick was a handsome enough fellow. He was slender, his hair was a bit longish, and his eyes a piercing blue. Though his chin wasn’t exactly square, it was firm enough for him to play the part of a deputy sheriff in a play at the community playhouse.

“Oh, come on,” purred Lola, his leading lady. “Mine are pierced. Didn’t hurt, and it’s sort of kinky.

Lola defined the word babe. She had an actresses good looks, a full body, especially top side, and a manner that encouraged men to like her.

Dick sure liked her. He had tried extra hard to get this part when he found out she was going to be the lead. And kissing her at the end was the bomb!

“Yeah, but…it’s different.”

“A nipple is like an earlobe,” explained Sandy Perkins, the director. She was an older woman, past her prime as an actress, but still retaining her good looks from when she had been a box office draw.

“I don’t think so,” said Dick.

“A boob is a boob, and a tit is a tit, and a nipple—“ Lola was reclining on the couch on the stage. Only the lights on the stage were lit, but they were plenty bright.

“It’s only for the length of the show, seven days, and I’ll even give you the piercing myself.”

Dick swallowed. He didn’t like the idea of putting needles through his body. Not even for a few days.

“Well, I don’t like the idea of needles, or tattoos, or anything. I want my skin to stay lily white and pure.”

The two women studied him carefully. Both had small frowns on their faces.

“I’ll show you mine…” said Lola.

“What?”

“Oh, hell.” Lola sat up and began unbuttoning her blouse. Button by button her perfect flesh was revealed. The swell of her breasts appeared, and then she was wearing only a bra.

Sandy sat back and concealed a smile. She knew what her star was doing; it was something she would have done if their roles were reversed.

Dick gulped and broke into a light sweat. He was enthralled with Lola, and to see her undressing so cavalierly…it was incredible. He gulped again and his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.

Lola undid her bra and her breasts flopped out.

They were large. Maybe a bit large for some people, but perfect for Dick.

And the nipples. She really did have nipple rings. Well, not rings. The large nipples were kept stiff by little barbells.

Dick’s mouth opened and was dry. He licked his lips.

Sandy stifled a cough, which was actually a snicker. Men were so easy.

“Uh…”

“Would you like to feel them?”

“Well, I…”

Lola moved over next to Dick. She took one of his hands and lifted it to her boob.

Then Dick’s other hand followed, and he had his mitts on Lola Cartwright’s magnificent hooters.

More, she was making him feel the nipples, the nipple barbells, and she gave a little shudder.

“Sorry, this always turns me on.”

Dick couldn’t take his eyes off her perfect boobs. He felt faint.

“Sandy, hand me the star shield.”

The director was holding the nipple shield, and she handed it to the actress.

“Hold this,” Lola handed the shield to Dick. She began unscrewing one of the barbell ends on barbell on her left breast. Her hand made small movements, then the jewelry came loose. She hand it to Sandy and took the star back from Dick.

She tried to put the needle through her nipple, but it was too awkward.

“Hold my tit steady, Dick.”

Dick was blinking, but he put his hands under her boob. Lola tried again, then sighed. “Pull the nipple out for me.”

Dick used his other hand and gripped her fat nipple. It was pulsing with blood, and he stretched it out.

“It’s always difficult with a shield like this. Not enough room behind the shield, if you get my—ah, there it goes.”

The needle slid through the hole in her nipple, it snapped onto the other side of the shield and she was set.

The play called for a final scene where the sheriff has the shirt ripped off him. He had a nipple shield in the shape of a badge, and the audience would go wild. It was perfect for his character. It was ludicrous and brilliant, and when he acted embarrassed Lola would hug him and kiss him, and the curtains would close.

Just two minutes of a nipple shield over his nipple, and the play would be a hit. People would be talking, and…it would work.

Except that Dick didn’t want his nipple pierced.

Except that, now, he was staring at the reality, the badge on the large nipple of his co-star, the woman who he would really like to make a connection with.

Still, he was scared. It was a needle, after all, and he had a fear of needles! And a love of his own perfect skin remaining whole.

“There you go, dick. go ahead, feel it.”

Dick did.

“Pull on it lightly.”

Dick did, and Lola gave a subtle moan and half closed her eyes. “Sorry. But this really turns me on.”

“How about it, Dick. A couple of nights. That’s all. You’ll be the star of the break out play of the season. This is a big door opening for you.”

“Well…”

“Hell, Dick, if you do this it’s good for me. So I’ll tell you what. You do this and after the play, the last performance, I’ll suck your dick.”

Lola grunted, and did a poor job of covering up her snort.

Dick was caught. But there was something he wanted more.

“Go out with me.”

Both ladies blinked. They were professionals, and they understood about the value of sleeping their way to a role, but this was the first time they had ever considered the possibility that a man would whore himself for a role.

Sandy and Lola looked at each other. Then Sandy turned back to Dick.

“You don’t want your dick sucked?”

“Or even fucked?” asked Sandy, slightly bewildered.

“Sure. But only if you want to. Go out with me, let me see if I can sway you to want to do me just because you like me. You promise me a chance and I’ll…I’ll do the nipple piercing thing.

Both ladies smiled.

Opening night, and Dick was in his dressing room. He put on his wild west costume, checked that the loads in his pistol were blanks—they were, and it was just a starting pistol, anyway—and Sandy popped through the door.

“Okay, Dick. Are you ready for the real thing?”

Dick gulped. He had been gulping all week. He nodded.

Sandy sat down next to him and put the piercing kit on the make up counter.

“Okay, take a big gulp of this…” she handed him a bottle of bourbon.”

“Alcohol before a performance?”

“I’m usually adamantly opposed to liquor on the stage, or set, or whatever, but I know this nipple thing…and you being sort of a sissy about it all…”

“I’m not a sissy,” he said weakly.

She unsnapped the pearl snaps on his garish, western shirt.

Dick unscrewed the cap and tilted the bottle.

Gulp! It went down hard, woosh, and his belly immediately warmed up.

Sandy was pulling his nipple out, and she dabbed it with alcohol, then slid the needle smoothly through it.

Dick gasped, it hurt, but then the hurt evaporated, and he felt a warm tingling going out from his nipple.

“You’re lucky,” Sandy murmured. She had the star shield ready. “For many people it hurts more. And it takes time to heal, but I know what I’m doing.”

She pushed the bar through his nipple, snapped it shut over the shield, and leaned back.

Dick sat there, in a little shock, and stared down at his chest.

He had a badge attached to his skin, and it looked absolutely perfect.

He could feel the audience gasping, chuckling nervously, then applauding.

And he would be a star.

He took another gulp of whiskey.

Sandy grabbed the bottle quickly. “None of that,” but she was smiling. Being a director she was a bit of a control freak, and piercing Dick, and then grabbing the bottle to control him, made her a bit warm down there.

Hell, this whole play was making her not just warm, but downright wet. This was going to be a great play, and it was going to break things open for her.

“Okay, sport, get dressed, and get ready to break a leg.”

She dabbed a single drop of blood off his nipple, then helped him pull his shirt up.

Dick snapped the buttons, gave a sickly grin, then continued to get ready.

The play went off without a hitch.

In the first act the villain robbed the bank and took his hostage, the beautiful Lola Cartwright.

In the second act several things happened. Sheriff Dick Johnson took center stage. The role was complex, and Dick managed to pull it off. He was commanding, but presented a ludicrous side. It was a delicate presentation, and Dick managed to be a buffoon, and still retain his sheriff’s authority.

And, the villain abused Lola—tastefully, of course—and roused the audience’s ire.

Then the third act, the confrontation between the sheriff and the villain, the gunfight, the fist fight, the shirt being ripped off, and suddenly the audience cheered for the sheriff.

Dick took his stage punches and delivered his own to the tune of a thousand voices cheering for him. It was an incredible feeling, and it told him that he could make it as an actor.

Then, the villain out cold, the audience cheering, Dick took Lola in his arms, and she whispered to him, “Oh, big Dick, you really pulled it off.”

She kissed him. It wasn’t just a kiss, it was her kissing him, and he felt like he was in outer space, blasting off.

And she whispered, “I’m going to fuck you silly!” And kissed him again.

And the audience was screaming their lungs out for him.

The seven days of the show were a total sell out. The first show had sold out because all the actors had told their relatives to come see it. The second to seventh show were sell outs because everybody in the city wanted to see it. Word went out, word of mouth, reviews, even discussions on the local TV network about Dick’s fine work and dedication to his craft.

And every show Dick got the works from Lola. She started hanging with him in the back area, they went out for dinner after the show, she even laughed and giggled and groped him a bit.

First it was just a turn of the body, the back of her hand coming in contact with his crotch, and she chuckled knowingly.

Then it got more serious. By the fifth show they were digging for tonsils in a dark corridor back stage, and her hand was all the way in his pants.

He loved it.

And, what was more important, she loved it.

She would often say things like, “I’m glad we took a chance on you…big Dick.”

Night after night the fight would happen, the shirt would rip off, and his bare breast would be revealed.

He was the studly sheriff with the soft secret.

And he was the toast of the town.

On the seventh night, however, he didn’t feel well. He had a slight fever, was a little dizzy, and, worse, he had a slight swelling in his chest. His left chest. His pectoral. Or, more explicitly, his left ‘boob.’

That’s right. His breast under the piercing was swelling, and by performance time it was actually a small, little tit.

Oh, nothing that would be noticed, even when his shirt was ripped off and he revealed the secret to his personality.

But it was irritated. His chest hurt a little.

Still, he carried the night once again.

He played his role to perfection, played it to the hilt, and when the final fight scene erupted the audience was already on their feet. They cheered the swings and the busted furniture. They screamed when the shirt came off.

Dick turned to the audience, faced them and staggered and showed the badge pinned to his very flesh.

Then the villain spun him, and they took another couple of swings. Then Dick threw the knock out shot. But when he threw it, and the villain collapsed, he almost collapsed, too.

The fight scene had taken everything out of him, but he managed to get to his knees and stagger to Lola.

Lola knew something was off. She could see the perspiration beading on his face. She could feel the heat coming off him. She could see the dazed look in his eyes.

She had to almost hold him up as she kissed him, but she managed to pull it off, and she even supported him when they did curtain calls.

Then it was over.

The curtain closed and Dick sagged to his knees. Lola couldn’t support his whole weight, and he lay down right on the stage.

“Something’s wrong, he muttered.

Lola was right by his side, and she held his hand, and she saw his breast.

The badge had concealed it, but it was swelling up. She had seen him before the show and it looked normal. Hard to tell with the badge distracting inspection, but…normal.

Now it wasn’t normal. Now his chest was swollen. Now he had an actual boob on his chest.

“Call an ambulance!” she shouted, and she held him close.

Dick awoke to whiteness. White lights. White ceiling. White walls. Even white people. Then his vision cleared a bit and he realized he was in a hospital.

“Hey,” he objected, without knowing what he was objecting to.

“Right here, Dick.” Lola was holding his hand and sitting right next to him.

Dick was dazed, but he was mentally quick and he realized that something bad must have happened to him.

“What happened? What am I doing here?”

“There was a problem with your piercing. The doctor…oh, good.”

A doctor entered the room and stood at the bottom of the bed. He was tall and he wore a face mask. He had on thick glasses and bushy brows behind the glasses. “How are you feeling, Mr. Johnson.”

“Like shit,” Dick replied honestly.

“Yes. I would imagine. Well, there’s good news and bad news.”

This was a very ‘un-doctorly’ way of speaking and it made Dick blink. The doctor continued right on.

“The piercing has infected your chest. We can remove infected material, but we’re going to have to rebuild your chest. There’s going to be some swelling for a few days, but don’t worry. Everything is going to return to normal.”

Dick was feeling a bit dazed from all the drugs they had given him,  things weren’t all making sense, but he nodded. “Okay…I guess. I mean—“

“You should be thankful,” said the doctor, holding an Xray up to the light. “We caught you just in time. Any longer and we’d have to amputate.”

Lola gasped, and even through the drugs Dick was confused. What kind of bedside manner was this?

But, again, he was drugged, and the doctor seemed so authoritative….

“Okay, the nurse will take you upstairs and I’ll see you in a couple of minutes.”

“Oh. Okay.”

And the doctor was gone.

Lola stood up and leaned over him. She was careful not to touch his chest, which was really swollen now, but she hugged him ever so lightly and kissed him.

“Now, remember,” she whispered into his ear. “We have a date coming up, so get through this as quick as you can.”

“I love you,” said Dick.

She blinked and straightened up.

“Oh, fuck. I’m drugged. I shouldn’t have said that.”

She smiled. “No. No, you should have said it.”

“Then you’re not upset?”

“Honey, you get better, and we’ll discuss the heck out of this. But right now…”

He smiled, she smiled and clutched his hand, and then he was being transferred to a gurney.

Dick awoke a second time, but this time he wasn’t dazed. He had been sleeping in the recovery room and his system had had a chance to clear a lot of the drugs out.

He opened his eyes and saw a white ceiling, and…a window that stretched down the wall.

He smiled, and saw green hills.

And he felt good.

Of course he still had a few drugs in his system, he wasn’t completely clean, but he was happy and alert and appreciative. He had survived a medical emergency.

“How are you doing, honey?”

He turned his face and smiled brightly. Lola was there, and she had called him honey.

“Top of the world, ma.”

They both laughed at the classic movie line from ‘White Heat.’

Then he looked down at his chest. “Man, they really got me bundled up down there.”

Lola looked at his chest.

It was huge. Whatever the doctor had done, he had left two big mounds of bandages.

They both frowned.

Then Lola, trying to relieve the situation, chirped, “”Makes it look like you have real tits.”

He smiled, but it wasn’t a happy smile. “I hope I’m not too scarred up down there”

“Oh, you won’t be.  Besides, you know what they say?”

“What?”

“Scars are just badges of honor.”

“Ugh. Don’t talk about badges to me.”

They both chuckled.

Dick had come in late the previous night, had been operated on in the morning, and was discharged int he late afternoon. Lola was there to help him.

“I live over on fourth street. You can drop me off there.”

“I don’t think so,” said Lola, handing him a bag with medicine in it and closing the door.

She circled the car and got in and he looked askance at her.

“Have you ever seen my house?”

“I didn’t even know you had a house.”

“Well, you know now, and that’s where you’re going to be recovering.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Why not? I got you into this mess, and it’s a good chance for us to get to know each other. Outside of those incredible, passionate kisses you were giving me in front of thousands of people.”

He smiled. “I would like to know what it’s like to kiss you in private.”

“It’ll probably be boring. You’ll do it once then toss me aside.”

“You know that’s not true.”

“Well, maybe,” she responded, playing the part. “But do you need anything from home? You can stay in the car and I can ransack your place, take all your toothpaste and valuables.

“You can have the valuables, ‘cause I ain’t got none. But I need toothpaste, especially if I’m going to be, uh…”

“Kissing me?”

“Yeah. That!”

She smiled. “Can do, captain. Now hold on to your britches.”

An hour later Lola pulled up to a small house in the hills.

It was overhung with trees, and Lola and took him in through the side yard. She didn’t like tracking leaves in the front door. In the back the pool was under the sun and looked very appealing, and there were no leaves.

“Wow. Nice digs.”

“I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Only the ones I want to get in their pants.”

“Ha!”

They entered through the back and Dick stood in a large, cool sunken living room. behind the living room was a modern kitchen.

“Down here is the bedroom,” she led him down a short corridor. “There’s one on the other side of the house, that’s if you don’t like sleeping with girls.”

“I have to sleep with girls?” Dick mock complained. “You mean real girls? The ones with cooties?”

They entered a big bedroom and Lola opened the shades. They were able to look over the hills, but the hills couldn’t look in on them.

“Big cooties.” She turned to him and wrapped him in her arms. Her face was inches from his when she whispered, “Big cooties that will devour every inch of you and leave nothing but a quivering pool of sperm.”

“Oh, fuck,” he blinked.

Then she kissed him.

But she didn’t just ‘kiss’ him.

She KISSED him.

There have been many famous kisses in Hollywood. Richard and Liz. Clark and Vivian. Miss Piggy and Kermit. But none of them could hold a candle to the lip lock Lola Johnson performed on Dick Johnson on that afternoon.

It was deep, soul quivering, and just the start.

She reached down for his zipper and tugged it. He sprang out, fully formed and ready to go. Two weeks of kissing Lola nightly had prepared him for this. A week of rehearsals, then a week of performances, and he had had no sex.

Heck, being kissed by Lola Cartwright made him want sex with no other woman…just her.

She gripped his shaft and marveled. “I’d ask if this was a gun, or if you were just glad to see me, but I think I know the answer.”

He responded with, “I’ve loved you since I saw you in that play on Sepulveda.”

“Oh, God,” she whispered, stroking him. “I was terrible in that.”

“Terribly good. I could see only you.”

She divested him of his pants.

“At the risk of being cliche, I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Only the ones holding my dick.”

She pushed his shirt back off his shoulders. All his bulky bandages were revealed, the large mountains on his chest stood out.

“Be careful,” he whispered.

“My middle name,” and her mouth was plastered onto his. For a long minute they swam in the depths, not coming up for air.

His hands weren’t afraid of feeling her breasts, and he felt her, and began pulling her clothes off.

She stepped back from him, sat on the bed, then leaned back on her elbows and grinned challengingly at him. “Well, stud?”

He lifted her skirt and pulled off her panties, then he knelt between her thighs, pushed her back onto her back. He moved her legs aside—he had to because of the big bandages on his chest—and showed her what kissing was really all about.

She laughed, she cried, she pushed his head away, but he wouldn’t leave. Then she made noises that weren’t intelligible words, but certainly meant a lot. Finally, she was just sobbing, and then he moved up and inserted himself.

That was the moment she decided that she truly loved him.

They awoke the next morning at about the same time.

An odd thing, that, waking up simultaneously. They figured it meant they were really connected, and they were.

So they laid around and giggled and joked and groped each other.

They laughed and tickled and kissed, and got up and had breakfast.

They cooked together, almost letting the food burn for their burning kisses.

They sat out on the patio and fed each other. And the only bummer was the bandages on Dick’s chest. in the morning light they seemed even bigger, and they were so exactly like tits it was…weird.

Still, they were in love, and certainly in lust, and the morning past, and it would be a couple of days until they finally found out the news they had missed. The truly bad news.

Of course, there was no reason they should have seen it. It only occupied a couple of minutes of the morning news, then faded.

But that’s the world. Today’s bad news is tomorrow’s not so bad news, and three days later it is a comedian’s joke.

But it was, for them, no matter how much time passed, truly bad news.

Three days later they were sitting on the patio, naked, eating Chinese. Tonight they were going to make a festival of Kathleen Crowley movies. They were going to binge on ‘Target Earth,’ and ‘The Silver Whip,’ and, of course, ‘Curse of the Undead.’ They were arguing over what order to watch the classics in when the doorbell sounded.

Ding dong!

Lola made a moue. “I shall ignore it,” and she flipped her hair arrogantly.

Dick laughed. “I’ll get it.”

“But,” she played it dramatically, “What if it’s Count Dracula?”

“It won’t be,” he assured her.

Ding dong!

“How do you know?”

“Because I’m Count Dracula, and I vant to suck your blood!”

She ran, laughing, through the house, him pursuing her and making growling and sucking noises.

She gripped the doorknob and threatened, “It’s Helsing!”

“Bah! What do I—“

She opened the door.

Two men in suits. Somber men, and Lola knew, intuitively, that it was worse than Count Dracula.

Dick and Lola and the two men sat in chairs at the kitchen table. Documents were laid out on the table and Dick, incredulous, said, “So a complete stranger comes into your hospital and performs an operation on me.”

The two men looked at each other, and in spite of their lawyerly air there was a sheepishness in the air.

“He was apparently a medical student, had some problems…”

“Yes, you told us that. He was committed, and eventually released.”

“He had everybody fooled,” explained one of the suits. He knew the medical language, he spoke seriously with the nurses, he acted just alike a doctor.”

“And you found the real doctor knocked out in a broom closet.”

“Yes.”

“So let’s discuss what he actually did to Dick.” The look in Lola’s eyes was downright dangerous.

“He implanted Chyna 2000 breast implants. They are breast implants designed for Joannie Laurer, a professional wrestler known as the Ninth Wonder of the World.”

“So this isn’t just temporary swelling. It’s actually boobs.”

“Yes.”

Lola and Dick looked at each other.

“That explains the size and shape of them.,” murmured Lola.

“And that explains why I’ve got two bulges. I thought it was just bandages, but he really gave me two implants.”

The lawyers nodded and offered, ‘Uh, um…yeahs,’ to the proceedings.

“So let’s cut to the chase,” said Dick. “Why are you here? Aside from having to tell me that I’ve been maimed by a maniac under the auspices of your hospital.”

“Well, we’re here to discuss your return to the hospital, and to negotiate a settlement.”

“So I go back and let the people who maimed me maim me again, and you buy me off for…what? how much are you prepared to offer me to keep quiet and save the reputation of your wonderful hospital?”

The lawyers stirred in their chairs, and one of them, the one who had been taking the second position, said, “We’ll be responsible for all your medical bills in this situation, along with a settlement of $25,000. I think you’ll find that that’s quite generous considering that you’ve already signed arbitration agreements and—“

“Hold up,” Lola raised her hand. “$25,000. Dr. Frankenstein cuts my boyfriend up, endangers an acting career that has really opened up, and you want to buy him a cheap automobile.”

“Nobody said anything about a car,” mumbled the lawyer.

“$25,000 won’t even buy a Ford,” observed Dick.

“Well, yes, but you signed—“

“I signed under the impression that I was going to be administered to by professionals, not some sick kid who’s watched too many Freddy movies.”

“But you’ve got to understand—“

Lola interrupted him this time.

“Actually, it’s our lawyer who is going to have to understand. And you can forget about Dick coming back to your abattoir. Tomorrow we’ll be looking for reputable doctors who actually have some ethics.”

“But…but…”

But Lola was already up and moving. She had the door open and was waiting.

The lawyers had no choice but to leave, but they were due to suffer one more indignity. As they walked past Lola she grabbed the folder with Dick’s medical files in it out of the lawyer’s hands.

“Hey!” He reached for it, but she backed up. “Give that back.”

Dick stepped into the doorway. To get the file back the lawyer would have to push past a recovering patient, then tear the file from the hands of a running, shrieking woman. A woman who already had her cell phone out and was videoing the scene.

“I don’t think so. Our new doctors and lawyers will be needing this.”

Frustrated, but helpless, the lawyers backed down. One tugged the others sleeve and they exited through the front gate.

Dick closed the door and they stared at each other.

Dick had been maimed, and they had insulted him, and…and…

“There’s only one thing to do,” said Lola.

“Watch Kathleen Crowley?”

“That comes later.”

And Dick understood.

As they walked down the hall towards the bedroom Lola said, “You know, I was getting off on thinking how much your tits looked like tits. And now to find out they are tits…well…”

“I’d laugh,” said Dick, “but it hurts too much.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll kiss it and make it better.”


Part Two

At a different hospital the next day…Dick saw his tits.

Now that he knew what was happening, now that he knew what had been done, he thought he was fine. He was expecting to see tits. What he saw however, shocked him to the core. Still, it was just tits.

He went to the hospital with Lola, they sat in the waiting room, waited for the hospital to decide to see him. Since he was asking for a ‘second opinion’ the hospital wanted him to sign paperwork prepared by hard working lawyers.

By ten o’clock, however, they went in to see a lawyer.

By eleven o’clock, after assuring the hospital they wouldn’t sue, and filling out documents, they saw a doctor.

“What a fucking circus,” groused Dick to Lola just prior to the doctor entering the exam room.

Lola replied, “When did the Hippocratic oath command doctors that protecting their own asses was more important than helping people?”

Then the doctor came in, smiled, and got down to business.

The doctor had Dick sit on an exam table and he carefully unwrapped his chest. As the bandages dropped away Dick’s mouth opened and he stared in stunned surprise.

Two boobs. Not just a swollen breast with a nipple infection.

For a demented maniac, the psychotic wanna be doctor had done an incredible job.

His boobs were massive, but, courtesy of being hooked to his rib cage, didn’t sag. The nipples were in the center of the boobs, not off center, too low, or anything like that.

They were perfectly shaped cones, exactly like real tits.

“Whoa,” said Lola, and Dick was surprised at the excitement that flashed in Lola’s eyes.

He blurted, “You like these?”

She was, for the first time since he had met her, speechless.

The doctor felt his breasts. He hefted them, he measured them, he took pictures.

“Well, the good news is,” he said, “”the young fellow who did this did an incredible job. This is possibly the best result for breast implants I have ever seen.”

Lola finally managed to say, “They are impressive.”

Dick contemplated her through half lidded eyes.

“The bad news,” the doctor continued, is that we have to wait before we can remove them.”

“Why?” Both Lola and Dick said at the same time.

“Well, in spite of such shows as Grey’s Anatomy, we don’t operate on an operation. Yes, there are times, but these are extreme cases. The usual practice is to wait for healing to take effect, then operate, and, there is an additional problem. When your previous doctor put in the implants it appears that he did something unorthodox.”

“What?”

“Usually the breast is hooked to the rib cage. He didn’t just hook it, it’s not just a plastic substance that can be cut. He tied, and it looks like he used some kind of metal. We’re going to have to take X-rays to figure this out, but…I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, but you’re going to be stuck with these breasts for at least a month, maybe longer.”

Dick and Lola walked out of the hospital and Dick was hardly capable of thought.

“Tits for a month,” he muttered.

“That’s not so bad,” Lola’s eyes were glittering as she held on to his arm. “And at least you don’t have to wear those bandages.”

Dick studied her profile. That was true. The crazy ‘doctor’ had wrapped his chest up to hide the fact that he had put tits in Dick’s chest. He didn’t need all the bandages. He was, in fact, wearing a bra the doctor had given him.

It was a stiff, medical suspensory garment of sorts.

It wasn’t especially comfortable, but it did support him, and he had realized that, unwrapped, his tits were quite heavy.

“You like this,” he stated, his voice small.

She looked at him, and realized that she was on soft ground.

He was hurting.

He had a great sense of humor, and he was as flakey a person as she was, but this was his body they were talking about.

More, it was his character and persona and his way of making a living.

She stopped him just as they reached her car and turned him to face her.

“We’re actors.”

“Ye-e-es.” He drew his answer out, not knowing where she was going.

“Then we act. You have been given a specific role for a month. Oh, you can be a man walking around, all upset because life has dissed him. Or you can be a woman, learning things that will help you be a better actor.”

If there was anything in the world that she could have said that would have helped him, that was it.

He was an actor. Acting was his craft.

Take a bad situation and make it into a learning experience.

“What about you? Do you want to be seen walking around with a freak?”

“Since when is being a woman being a freak?” she challenged him.

He frowned.

“Besides, I always wanted to see what it was like to be with a lesbian. We can walk around and hold hands, you en femme, and watch how the world reacts to us. We can go to clubs and play the part. We can explore this and find out what lesbians really feel. And you what a woman really feels. You don’t think that won’t make you a better actor?”

He stood, gave his lips a light lick, and thought about what she was saying.

“I prefer the Miesner Technique.”

“Baby,” breathed Lola to his droll ‘confession,’ you can focus on me all you want.”

Then, starved by having to restrain herself for the long hours of their visit to the hospital, she was in his arms. Or he was in hers. They were never sure when they went hog wild like this.

At any rate, she was hugged him, their breasts were pressing together, their lips were mashing, and they were literally breathing into each other.

They made it home and screwed like sex starved pigs. And now Lola truly enjoyed Dick’s tits. She had never been with a woman, and while he wasn’t a woman, he had a woman’s parts. She licked and sucked, she felt and fondled. She explored his nipples with her tongue.

Dick lay back and let her be the aggressor. He laughed at one point and said, “It’s nice to let the man do all the work.”

She called him a lazy slut and told him to move his ass.

And they ended up feeling pretty good, once his cum was spilled.

Then they had to figure out how to accouter him as a female.

They were both actors. They understood make up. They even understood prosthesis and the need for special garments.

And, Dick had the wonderful ability to throw himself into a role.

Dick was an inch taller than Lola, and a few pounds heavier. And now his tits were slightly larger than Lola’s.

She brought out panties and he tried them on. Panty after panty.

“Well, they fit, but you’re already getting another boner.”

“Can’t help it. When the world’s most beautiful woman handles your junk…you get hard.”

“Aw, what a sweet thing to say,” she patted his cheek. “Now get soft or I’ll spank it.”

He groaned. “You might have to.”

And, in the end, she tried spanking it, which didn’t work, and which led them to a second bout of love making that day.

“What are we going to do about your dong?” she asked, projecting playful misery.

He looked down and grinned. “There are more things in your philosophy, Horatio.”

“I know!” She picked up her cell phone and dialed a number.

“Marcia! Dahling!”

Dick went to fix lunch. He knew that women would talk for hours, especially if you were waiting for them. Surprisingly, Lola popped into the kitchen in a minute.

“It’s called a gaff.”

“What is?”

“What female impersonators wear. I was just talking to Marcia, who works in Costumes. She said males really get off on dressing up, and there is a special pair of panties called a gaff, which keeps everything under control.”

“So now Marcia knows you have a friend who is into female impersonating,” but he wasn’t really upset.

Lola chuckled. “Yeah. Want a threesome? She’s 800 pounds and hairier than a gorilla.”

“But is she female?”

“I don’t know. Got big tits like yours, though.”

“Great,” his lack of excitement was noted.

“Okay, she’s going to bring a gaff over, and in the meantime, let’s work on presenting your chest.”

“Presenting?”

“Hey, you know that women are judged by how well endowed they are, we’re going to endow you. Try this on.”

She held out a bra. It was a flimsy thing, a half bra actually, and Dick looked at it like it was a snake.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I think I’m suffering from latent male-ism.”

“Well, get rid of that and put the bra on.”

With a little laughter and a few chuckling criticisms, Dick managed to figure the thing out. It helped that he had seen a woman put on a bra before. He pulled it up tight, and said, “Too tight.”

“Here, let me loosen the straps, there we go, and you need an extender to make the back strap longer. Let me text Marcia.

While Lola texted her friend, Dick saw himself in the mirror.

He had seen himself at the hospital, but mostly in reflections off the metal surfaces in the elevator. He had looked shlumpy and drawn then. Now, fresh rested and with a real bra, he looked…more than perky. Quite a bit more.

His Chyna 2000s were protruding into the next room, and they were standing up and cheering.

Lola hung up and grinned. “Baby, you’re stacked.”

“From stuck to stacked. That’s me.”

“Okay, we really need to give you a tummy shaper, or maybe a corset. Yes, a short corset, that would take care of your huge and gargantuan belly.”

“I don’t have a big belly!”

“Okay, if you say so, Baby Huey.”

She ran for the bedroom and returned with a stiff garment. She pulled it around him and began fastening hooks. “We can get one with a built in bra, that would really push you up. suck in your gut.”

He sucked, and she began pulling strings on the corset.

“How am I supposed to breath?” he asked, when she was nearly done.

“Why do you need to breath? Breathing is for sissies!”

“Can I breath and be a sissy, too?”

“Well, okay. But don’t breath much.”

“Don’t worry. I can’t.”

The corset worked wonders. His belly, which wasn’t big to start with, shrunk, which made his boobs bigger, and which made his ass rounder.

“God,” he said, looking at himself in the mirror again. “What women go through.”

“You ain’t seen the half of it. Wait until we put the Tampon in.”

He stared at her hard, and she giggled. “Gotcha.”

He sighed, and tried to relax his constricted belly.

“Okay, dress…dress…what will you look good in?” she tapped her toe and tapped a tooth with one of her long fingernails. Then, “Come on, let’s head for the back. I don’t want to keep running back and forth.”

“But what about breakfast.”

She grinned. “Are you really feeling hungry? With that corset on?”

Ruefully, he shook his head.

Ding dong!

“Hey!” Dick was cut off from the bedroom. He would have to go past the foyer.

Lola didn’t hesitate. She jumped into the foyer and opened the door. “Come on in, girlfriend!”

Dick was an actor, used to being on stage, but not in female underthings and with his hard dick poking out. He stood, frozen, and Marcia stepped into the foyer and looked into the kitchen.

“Oh, hi! You must be Dick.”

Dick just stood there, and suddenly Lola and Marcia were breaking into laughter.

“He’s ‘dick!’

“Oh, he is. Look at that schlong!”

“And he looks so embarrassed and sweet all at the same time.”

“Come on, my little dickling,” soothed Lola. She entered the kitchen and grabbed his arm and pulled. As they passed Marcia she said, “We were just going to pick out some clothes. Come on. You have the gaff?”

“Right here,” she pulled it out of her purse. Her purse was big, and she had picked out a few things to bring over to make life easier.

They entered the bedroom and Dick tried to sit on the bed. He tried, but the corset made him a little stiff. It ended up being more comfortable to stand up, even though that made his dick stand out more.

“Wow. I see the problem,” Marcia stared at his dong.

“We’ve fucked twice and he’s still in bonerville.”

“We could try hitting him in the nuts. That always makes men go soft.”

“You hear that, honey? You want to get hit in the nuts? Or just go limp all on your own.”

“How about a cold shower?”

Lola tilted her head. “I suppose that might work. It would be more fun to take turns kicking you in the apples.”

“But don’t you have to Nair me?”

“Ah, yes. Get undressed and I’ll get the Nair. You just saved your balls, buddy boy.”

Dick sighed in relief and removed, with Marcia’s help, his bra and corset.

“You didn’t have him in there tight enough,” observed Marcia.

“What?” squeaked Dick.

“Dion’t worry,” she said, smiling at him as she slapped Nair onto his body. “I’ll help you next time.”

Dick stood and Marcia rubbed the Nair in his groin.

His dick was getting harder all the time. Having a woman he had never met before put her hands all over his body was very exciting.

Still, Marcia was professional, and she finished, only stroked him a couple of times for fun, then waited for the burn to start.

“He’s got nice hair. You want to do his nails and hair while I work on his make up?”

“Oh, that would be wonderful.”

Dick grew more and more conscious of his burgeoning boner. It was getting harder and harder, and even bouncing a bit with the throb.

Finally, however, the burn started, and he got into the shower.

He had planned to have a little warmth, a bit of lukewarm temperature, but Lola reached in and slapped his hand off the hot water. “Nothing but ice for you, bozo.”

“Erk!” yelped Dick as the cold water struck him.

It worked. Within a minute he was bare of hair, and shivering all over. Lola pulled him out of the shower and Marcia helped him into the gaff. She pushed his junk into the gaff and pulled it up tight.

“Gah!” he said, then he was…snug. His dick was pushed between his legs towards his ass and the gaff held it firm. She had actually manhandled his balls up into his body.

His penis struggled a bit, tried to get hard, but the gaff kept everything contained.

It hurt a little bit, it’s never comfortable to feel your dick get all bent, but it was standable.

“Beautiful. Okay, bra and the corset.”

Lola and Marcia moved fast, and before he had stopped shivering they had his bra on and his corset tightened even tighter than before.

He stood, his back straightened out in the corset, and Marcia helped him balance while Lola rolled stockings up his legs.

He could seem himself from the side in the mirror, and he was stunned by how slender the corset, now properly fitted to him, made him.

Oddly, his boobs were so big, and he was actually getting used to them, and he felt a dollop of pride at how his chest was thrust forward.

“Okay, how about this one?” Lola held up a dress.

“Nah. We need to showcase his boobs.”

“Do we have to?” Dick asked.

“If you’ve got ‘em, flaunt ‘em,’ was the answer.

Marcia dug through Lola’s large closet and brought out a slinky Chinese cheongsam dress with a porthole over the chest area.

“More material on the vertical will make him look thinner. No mistaking the boobs with the top, and see how the slit will make it easier for him to walk around?”

Lola agreed, and they pulled the dress on to him.

Dick had never worn such a garment in his life. It wasn’t jeans and a tee shirt. With the corset and bra and the dress, he felt the oddity of support and revelation in odd places.

And it really worked. His body looked longer, his boobs were still large, but now they were no longer freakish.

They sat him down and began doing his hair and nails and face.

Dick watched, and learned, as Lola cleaned and prepped his toes. He felt like he was having a surrealistic experience as his toes were painted red.

Then she did his hands, making his fingers a half inch longer and the same color red.

“Wow,” he blurted at one point.

The girls just glanced at him and smiled and kept working.

Marcia was working wonders on his face. She knew how to shadow his paint so the male angles of his face wee subdued, and he attained a soft roundness to his normal planes and angles. When she did his eyes she made them dewy and scintillating.

“I’m going to give his eyes a little slant. And slighter darker make up. It’ll give him an Asian look, and nobody will ever guess.”

This statement made Lola think. ‘Nobody will ever guess his secret.’ She was very thoughtful as she finished working on his nails and began washing his hair.

“I’m going to be done before you. Want me to pierce his ears.”

Dick froze. Pierced ears. It was piercing that had put him in this fix in the start.

Lola watched him, gauged him, and realized that he had a hill to climb. “You’d better.”

“But…”

“Shush, little boy. Mama knows best. These are lobes we’re talking about, they aren’t nipples.”

“Did you want me to pierce his nips?”

“No!” Both Dick and Lola yelled.

“All right, already. Sheesh. Don’t have to bite my head off. Besides, I thought you already had one piercing on your boob.”

They talked then, and explained why they were loath to get him nipple piercings. When they were done Marcia understood.

“Wow. What a bummer.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Lola spoke off handedly. “It’s sort of opened new doors. We’re having fun.”

“So no ears.”

Silence. Lola came to the front of  Dick and met his eyes. For a long moment they stared at each other.

“It’s lobes, it’s different. And you’ve got a professional piercer here.”

“I’ve done thousands of piercings. Never a problem.”

And, finally, Dick gave a sharp nod of his head.

The girls smiled, and Marcia got out her piercing kit.

Dick was gorgeous. He was in black strappy heels, wore the cheongsam easily, and the ocean pattern wove around him and emphasized his curves.

His cleavage was deep and wide.

His face was perfectly made up, and his hair was done up in the French style.

“Dick, you want to pour some bubbly? I have to make a couple of phone calls.”

Dick walked to the kitchen. He was awkward, but already figuring it out. His heels made occasional clicks,’ and he only grabbed the wall a couple of time.

He was going to have to strengthen his ankles, however.

Of course, he could wear flats, but…he didn’t want to.

He was enjoying this.

In the kitchen he brought out a bottle of champagne and three flutes. Then he was stymied by the cork.

He could pop cork with the best of them, but not with longer, stiletto finger nails!

Marcia entered the kitchen, laughed when she saw him trying to figure it out, and took over. She showed him how to use his pads and work it back and forth. It took time, but they were rewarded with a loud ‘Pop!’

Lola entered the kitchen a few minutes later and picked up her glass.

“Okay, girls! Time to start the celebration!”

They sipped, then Lola and Marcia trained Dick on how to walk, how to talk, how to sit, how to do everything with a feminine flair.

Dick was used to putting on exaggerated mannerisms, and he was  quick study. After a half hour, the champagne bottle empty, he was moving, pirouetting, and making little hand gestures which were pretty good.

“Fantastic,” said Lola. “Now all we need—“

Ding dong!

Dick panicked, but Marcia grabbed his arm and steadied him.

Lola went to the front door and opened it, and left it open.

Maizy Ryan and Celeste Johnson, no relation to Dick, entered and began doing the Hollywood hug to Lola and Marcia. As the girls chatted and joked Dick stood in the background. But you don’t go unnoticed in such stunning company.

“So who is this ravishing creature?” asked Maizy. Maizy had her own sitcom and was the prettiest comedian in Hollywood.

“This is ‘Dick.’” she emphasized his name. “Don’t say anything, Dick. Let them guess your secret.”

Maizy and Celeste walked around Dick and inspected him.

Celeste was a an actress with several A movies to her credit. She said, “Well, my first guess would be Dick is a man, but that’s too obvious. You don’t make up a man and call him ‘Dick.’ Too obvious.”

“Besides. with those ta tas? That is no man!”

Maizy circled closer, and suddenly gripped Dick’s ‘mons.’

She frowned. “She’s wearing some kind of stiff underwear. No ‘package,’ male nor female, to speak of.

Ding dong!

Two more girls entered the house. One was dressed like a slut, and was in a rock and roll band. Her lips were redder than red and her eyes darker than a cave, and she had a mammoth bosom, almost as big as Dick’s.

The other one was wearing a suit, but there was no mistaking her femininity. She was a talent agent.

And more women showed up.

And most of them brought bottles of booze.

Soon everybody was drinking wine, or champagne, or bourbon and Coke, and everybody was trying to guess what the mostly silent Dick’s secret was.

The afternoon waned and turned into dusk, then full night.

There were probably 25 girls in the house then, no men, and they were loud, and raucous and they kept coming up to Dick and feeling his crotch, and his breasts, and peering into his eyes, and wondering what the big secret was.

More booze. More celebration. Laughter and chatter and endless joking.

Dick was drunk. And he was more relaxed than he had ever been in his life.

Girls usually made him nervous, but he was a girl now, or at least accepted as such. Girls talked to him like he was a girl, and he had figured out how to keep his voice slightly higher pitched, and he was engaging in conversation more and more.

The girl who was most interested in him, however, was the talent agent. Her name was Cindy Goforth, and she kept coming up to him, admiring his skin and his boobs. She touched his face and put an arm around his waist. She asked endless questions.

“Are you in the business?”

Yes.

“Don’t tell me what or how, let me guess. You’re about twenty-five years old.”

“Twenty-six.”

“Hmmm. Do you have any pets? No. You don’t. No hair or fur on your clothes.”

And on and on, getting answers that revealed nothing.

Finally, midnight approached, and the girls all found seats, or sat on the floor, or leaned against walls. It was time for Dick’s big secret to be unveiled.

Dick sat in a chair in the center of the room. He was the guest of honor, and Lola began talking. She explained who he was, and the girls were all surprised they hadn’t recognized him. but the Asian make up had done the trick.

Then she explained about the nipple piercing, and the infection, and…the crazy wanna be doctor.

Finally, she summated by describing how they had decided he should explore the role of a woman for a month.

The women in the room were stunned. Some times they chattered excitedly, sometimes they were struck dumb and silent.

All were impressed. Not just by the make up and disguising, but by how well Dick was taking his medical disaster.

Not a few of them remarked how their significant others wouldn’t deal with this situation so well, but how they wished they could do to their men what had been done to Dick.

The evening was coming to a close. It was two in the morning and the women were gathering purses and coats and heading out the door.

Dick stood at the door and hugged and was kissed by the women.

He was smiling. He had carried it off, he had made friends, and…the last girl gone, a hand turned him.

It was Cindy Goforth, the talent agent. “We need to talk.”

Lola was on the other side of the foyer, listening.

“You, too, Lola. It’s pretty obvious you’re going to be involved in this young man’s…pardon me, this young woman’s life, so can we sit down for a few minutes and let me run something past you?”

This was how a lot of deals happened in Hollywood, and so the trio sat in the living room and had a final sip of bourbon and Coke.

“As you know, I’m a talent agent. I find the right person for the right job. I have a million contacts, and I know how to use them.

Lola was thinking movie deal. Cindy fooled her though.

“Dick, you are in a position to make more money than God. If God is a woman.”

He blinked.

“Do you know how many women would pay huge amounts of money for a night with you?”

Now Lola blinked, and she sat back and folded her arms.

“Hold on, Lola…”

“Are we talking prostitution?”

Lola and Dick expected Cindy to deny it, but she fooled them. “In a manner of speaking.”

“I think…”

“I have a side business. I have over a hundred women who want to sleep with a man who has a dick.”

“Can’t they just go get a shemale hooker or something?” blurted Dick.

“They could, but then they would risk disease, and, let’s be honest, there aren’t a lot of good looking shemale hookers. Most of them are adequate, and none of them has your training. You are intelligent, you know how to comport yourself. Think of it like taking a role. You could supply these women with something they are desperate for.

“They can’t just go hire some bozo. And not just the disease thing. They need some one who is discrete, who will never speak. I watched you all night, you spoke without saying a thing. You’re entertaining, witty, and you know how to speak with women. You know how to play a role.”

Lola was thinking now. She wasn’t the jealous type. She loved Dick insanely, but not in a bad way. Could she handle him spending nights away from her?

And she thought: maybe. If he was really making enough money.

“I don’t know,” Dick was looking at Lola, but Cindy could feel his interest.

“Look, it’s sex. You might not get the women to be as interested in you as a man, should you decide to be a man later, but I could even get you movie roles as a woman. You can still be an actor.”

Lola’s eyes were far away.

Dick sighed and started to say no.

“Yes.”

Both Cindy and Dick looked at Lola.

“But—“

“It’s money, not love. It’s sex, and we can start our own production company.”

“But…I don’t…”

“There is one other thing,” put in Cindy.

They both looked at her.

“Many of the women, most of them, they enjoy anal sex.”

“Well, I suppose—“

“With them on top.”

Silence in the room.

Then Lola started to say no.

“Yes.”

Both women looked at Dick.

Lola: “But, I didn’t know…”

Cindy: “Really?”

“Maybe it’s time you found out.”

Both women grinned.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


My Husband is a Sissy!

A young man gets chastised and feminized

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“I think Miles is wearing my panties.”

Joan stared at Amy. “What?”

They were at Charlie Coyote’s, the best Mex bar and grill in Los Angeles, at a wrought iron table in the far corner of the patio.

“You heard me,” Amy lowered her head, embarrassed, but not knowing who else to turn to. She suddenly raised her head and looked at her friend. “You’ve been my bestie forever…what am I going to do?”

“First, what makes you think so?”

Amy almost whispered, “Cum stains. I was sorting through the wash and I found cum stains.”

“Cum stains?” Joan blurted it out and Amy jerked her head around, but nobody was listening.

Joan started giggling.

“What…what are you…”

Joan had a big grin on her face as she said, “How do you know it was him?”

“I…because I had my period last week and we didn’t do it. I don’t see what is so funny!”

Joan tried to stop laughing. She made her face straight, but it was obvious she was having trouble keeping it so.

“How do you know some neighborhood kid didn’t sneak in and…” she pumped her fist up and down and put her tongue in her cheek.  Joan was so ludicrous looking that, in spite of herself, Amy found a smile trying to creep out.

“Stop it,” she said, Then: “We keep the garage locked.”

Joan waved to the waiter, Juan, for a couple of Margaritas. Juan gave her the thumbs up and hurried away. In 30 seconds he was unloading a tray at their table.

Amy sat and waited patiently. She took the time to study the people at the restaurant. There were a lot of women taking lunches and brunches, and she wondered how many of them had jack off hubbies,

Joan sipped her drink, put it down, and with a smile, “So you have your husband right where you want him. Hand in the cookie jar, so to speak, and you’re all humiliated and ashamed.” She shook her head slowly. “Girl friend, I thought you were smart.”

“What? But…how can you be so cavalier? I mean…Miles is…is sick!” She spit out the last word and her face was red.

Joan sipped again, then reached across the table and placed her hand on Amy’s. “It’s time you learned the facts of life. Now, listen, I hate to break it to you, but men jack off. All men. And if they don’t…they aren’t real men. Does Miles please you in bed?”

“Well,” Amy wasn’t used to talking about sex and her face was the color of a tomato that had been painted red, “Yes.”

“And have you ever jilled off?”

Amy looked blank.

“Masturbated. Jacked off. Jilled off.”

“I don’t…you…why are you…” Joan grinned while Amy mumbled in confusion.

Finally, Joan put up a palm to save Amy from her own embarrassment. “I jacked off last night. I rubbed my button until I had a glorious squirt. And I rubbed two off last week. I’ve got two vibrators and never know which one to use because they are both so wonderful.”

Amy’s face was stunned.

“So let me ask you, now that you know…have I suddenly become less than your friend?”

“Well, uh…”

“The answer is no. And you know it. And, let’s be honest, do you occasionally play with yourself? Do you play with your jay jay until world is okay kay?”

“Well, uh…”

“Of course you do.”

Amy managed to overcome enough of her embarrassment to put the subject back on track. “But in my panties!”

“Better your panties than somebody else’s,” Joan quipped.

And, finally, Amy was silent. What Joan was saying was the truth. And it was time for another truth. She whispered, “I guess I’m pretty prudish.”

“That’s okay, we all start out prudish. The question is…what are you going to do about it now? Are you going to go all Amish on me and give up sex? Or are you going to take advantage of Miles’ foibles and have some real fun?”

“What do you mean ‘real fun?’

So Joan told Amy the facts of life, and Amy found herself in turns giggling, turning red-faced, and gaping. And, in the end, Joan said, “So the first thing we have to do is get proof. Okay?”

And the newly enlightened Amy nodded and said, “That should be easy.”

“Honey, I’m sorry, I just don’t feel up to it. Slight head ache, a little stomach upset. I sure hope I’m not coming down with something. Can you, uh, put it off? Again?”

Miles smiled in understanding. He was a slender fellow, brown hair and brown eyes, puppy dog eyes, Joan had described him once. “Honey, just feel better, okay?”

“Okay.”

He kissed her, tucked her in, and said, “I’ve got a little work to do. I’ll be in later.”

Amy smiled and closed her eyes. And wondered if that business involved a pair of her panties. She turned on her side and listened as Miles closed the door and padded down the hallway.

Miles had some work, that was true. He sat in his office and sipped a bourbon and Coke and read over contracts. He did a lot of work at home these days, post COVID, and he enjoyed it. He liked being able to get up when he wanted to, eat when he wanted to, take a break when he wanted to, and…rub one out when he wanted to.

Not that he preferred whacking off. Amy was one sexy, little girl, and he was a lucky guy. But first she was on the rag, and now she just didn’t feel good, so what was a guy supposed to do?

He worked on contracts for maybe 45 minutes, and was aware of the growing problem in his pants. Damn. Seemed like he had just jacked off, but…he sighed.

In part, it was Amy’s problem. She had been dressing so darn sexy, and she kept rubbing up against him, and then begging off. What was a guy supposed to do?

He sighed and stretched, and yawned, and felt the nervous excitement he got when he was about to pleasure himself.

Dammit! He hadn’t intended to, but…he looked down at his pants. Bulge. That familiar throbbing.

He looked at the clock. It was still early, not that time mattered much in his self arranged work hours. He got up and went to the hallway and listened. Nothing. She was asleep.

He went to the kitchen and poured another bourbon and Coke. A little liquid courage for what he was about to do.

He returned to his office and pulled up some porn. Milfmovs. He liked that one. A few dogs, but a lot of big breasted mamas. He scrolled down the videos, picking out the ones that excited him. He kept the sound low and listened for sounds of his wife.

Halfway through his drink he had his hand in his pants and he was fondling himself. God, he needed it. The neglect he had been suffering, and yes, even though his wife didn’t feel well he thought of his situation as ‘neglect,’ had brought him to this.

And, he reached the point of no return. He was going to have to do it. He was going to have to jack off.

He peeked down the hallway again. He listened. He was good to go. He took off shorts and put them aside. He removed his socks and underwear and headed for the garage. He slipped through the garage door quietly. It better be quietly, he had certainly used enough WD 40 on the hinges.

He slipped past the front of the car and put his underwear on the lip of the washing machine. Excellent, even if Amy were to suddenly open the door, he could just shove his underwear into the washer and act like he was just…putting clothes into the washer.

He reached into the washer and felt around. He felt the smooth, soft fabric, Amy’s panties, and he took them out. With a final glance at the door he began stroking himself with the panties. The soft material slithering against his overheated skin, shortly he was breathing hard and getting close. For a minute he reveled in the sensation, and he felt himself right on the edge. Just a little push and he would ignite. He would feel that trigger deep within and his prostate would squeeze and the semen would shoot up his shaft. Ah, God! So delicious! He pushed.

Click, ah, that fantastic rush of sperm, and that white hot feeling in his head. He stood there and spasmed, and shivered, and his semen came out, and he caught it all in Amy’s panties.

Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh….

Finished, he tossed her semen soaked panties into the washing machine, pushed his own underwear over them, and left the garage. As he turned off the light and closed the door he smiled and sighed. So good. So good.

Amy was up before Miles, and, as she had for the past few days, she felt excitement boiling within her. God, she was horny. But here was the funny thing. She wasn’t horny for dick so much as she was horny for proof. She wanted to catch Miles, and it was making her so damned horny.

Of course she hadn’t been getting any, so that made her horny, but, honest to herself, there was something about the game, catching Miles in the act, that was making her pussy throb.

Joan had said it would be like this, but Amy was still delightfully surprised. And she realized that maybe if she rubbed a couple off…it might even be better than regular sex.

She had NEVER felt this horny in her life!

So, all horned up and no place to go, she sauntered out to the garage and reached into the washing machine.             

Huh. His underwear. He must have…then she felt something slimy. Oh, fuck, what had she touched?

She brought her hand out, and the disgust turned into exultation. Her panties! And they were filled with cum! Giggling, suddenly celebrating, and feeling her horniness come to a peak, she realized that Miles had done the deed. While she had been sleeping he had masturbated.

Just like Joan had said, and that gave Amy pause. Joan was right. He jacked off. And that meant all men jacked off, and that meant…she had cause to have a little fun. And it was the kind of fun that had contributed to her horniness this last week. What she and Joan planned to do with Miles…it was so delicious that, standing in front of the washing machine with cum filled panties in her hand, she actually scrunched her knees together and used her other hand to press on her vagina.

God. She wanted to cum.

“Hey, Joan,” Miles opened the door and greeted his wife’s friend. He liked Joan, and that was something because he didn’t like many of Amy’s friends. But Joan had a wicked sense of humor, and she wasn’t too bad to look at, either. Right then she was wearing a thin blouse with neon pink and black stripes, and a very short skirt. Man, her long legs went all the way to the ground and back up again. And…she wasn’t wearing a bra! He could see her nipples plain as day!

Sighing happily, Miles said, “Amy isn’t here right now. Don’t know when she’ll be back.

“Oh, that’s okay. It’s really you I wanted to talk to.”

She brushed by, planted a red kiss on his cheek, and he was VERY aware of how her breasts brushed his arm.

“Me…but, what?” He followed her into the living room.

Joan planted herself on the sofa and reached into her purse. She brought out her cell phone and handed it to him. It was open to a video, and Miles, mouth open about to say something, was suddenly caught by the video. He stared at the thing…familiar images…no sound, but…it was him! In his garage! And he was…he was…!

Miles stared in shock as he watched himself walk to the washing machine, look around with an almost guilty look on his face, then reach into the washing machine.

Stunned, he gaped as he watched himself stroke himself into Amy’s panties. He started to feel dizzy. He staggered, and Joan took the cell phone out of his hand. “Better sit before you fall, lover.”

Lover? She had called him ‘lover!’ And that sort of tweaked him. He had never thought of Joan as a lover. Sure, he stared at her big boobs, and he liked to watch her red mouth when she told naughty stories, but…lover?

He was married!

Still, he sat. His mind twisting and turning like a kite in the wind. “What…what…where did you…”

“I set up a nanny cam. I was just curious. I wanted to see how it worked.”

“But why…why my garage?”

“Because I don’t have a garage, and I didn’t want to set it up outside, where somebody could steal it, or it would get rained on or anything.”

“Or anything,” he repeated dully. His mind felt thick and dull, and it was still whirling as he tried to come to grips with the video of himself doing…doing to himself…if Amy ever saw that…oh, fuck!

“So I set it up in your garage, Amy was okay with that. I just wanted to make sure the motion sensor worked. It was a great little exercise for learning how to use my new toy.”

“Amy…she was okay…”

“Oh, she won’t be okay with you. Jacking off like a little boy? I mean, who does that?”

“But, I didn’t mean…it was…give me the video!” Finally, his mind had a coherent thought.

“Are you serious? Give up this little piece of gold?”

“But…but…what do you want?”

“What do I want. Hmmm. Now that is the question, isn’t it?”

She sat back and looked up and ruminated. “Well, for starters, I want my house cleaned. So the next time Amy is gone for a couple of hours, I want you to take off all your clothes and sneak through the backyard.”

“N…n…naked?”

“As a jaybird baby’s butt. But don’t worry. I’ll have something for you to wear. And since you’re such a kinky, little boy, you’ll love it.”

“Listen, this can’t happen! What would this do to Amy?”

“You should have thought about that before you did your dirty, little deed.” She looked at him with a grin, victory written on her face.

“But…but…”

She stood up. “And to start with, to get you in the mood…” she lifted her skirt and he could see her flesh colored panties. She hooked the elastic with her thumbs and wiggled them down. She held them out to Miles.

“What?” But he wasn’t confused now. And his dick was suddenly pounding. His neighbor had her skirt up and no panties. He could imagine himself smelling her delicate aroma, crouching down and looking at her pink slit, crawling forward on his knees and burying his face in her vagina. Licking that snatch. And, his imagination running wild, he found himself, as if watching from afar, reaching out and taking the panties.

“What?” He repeated.

“Put them on.”

“What?”

“Now. Take off your pants and put on some real panties.”

“But…I can’t…I…”

“You could have last night. Now, OFF!” She snapped the last word like she was cracking a whip, and he actually jerked, which, truth to tell, made Joan so very, very hot. She really liked pussy whipped men.

His face turning brilliant red, almost glowing red, he unbuckled his shorts and pulled them off

His hard on was visible in his tighty whiteys. The red imprinted against the material, a little droplet of liquid wetting the front.

“Nice,” Joan nodded her head.

Miles was so thoroughly whipped, and his attention was on not falling, and the panties he was trying to turn right side out, that he totally missed the fact that Joan had the cell phone in her hand.

Oh, she wasn’t filming openly. She just held it and let it record negligently, and he totally missed it.

He stepped into her panties and pulled them up. They were tight. The thong pulled into his ass, rubbed his brown button, made him even hornier. If that was possible.

Standing there, in front of a woman not his wife, his face red, totally humiliated, his cock poking out the side of the panties, his asshole stimulated by the thin string of material, he was about as horny as he had ever been.

“Oh, my God!” giggled Joan. “You really are turned on! Look at your cock!”

Miles looked, and noted that there was a big drop of pre-cum oozing out of his slit.

Joanie picked up her purse and came to Miles. Before he could react she kissed him, full on the mouth, left a big smear of lipstick on his lips. then he jerked back.

Joan just laughed. “So kinky, but won’t admit it. Well, lover boy, we’re going to have a good time.”

“Please…I don’t want to do this!”

“I’m going to come over tonight, Amy and I are going to have a few spritzers, and I want you to flash me. Show me your pretty panties. If you do that while she’s in the room you get extra points. You want extra points?”

But she didn’t wait for an answer, just patted his cheek and sauntered towards the front door. She turned the knob, opened the door, and turned back to him. “And, by the way, no more jacking off. Not in the garage, not nowhere. After all, you never know where you’ll find my little camera.”

Then she was out the front door, across the lawn, and into her own house.

Miles almost sobbed. He was so caught. He was busted. What could he do?

And what made it worse was the monster boner in his panties.

Amy’s car rolled into the driveway a half hour later. For that past half hour Miles had wandered through the house, his mind turned into some kind of mushy cement.

Fortunately, he had noticed the red smear on his lips and had wiped it off. Crap. Joan had really set him up.

Then, as he heard the car door slam and the sound of his wife’s heels on the driveway…click, click, click…he thought about just admitting everything.

But, no. He couldn’t. It was too embarrassing.

The front door opened and Amy entered with a smile.

God, his wife was sexy. She had perfect breasts, uplifted and proud. She had long, brunette hair. And her green eyes always sparkled.

“Hi, honey!” She came to him and kissed him, pressed her mouth against his, and he felt her warmth and moisture and loveliness. All in one package. His package, and he…he…he was excruciatingly aware of the string rubbing on his star. Of how his cock poked out so uncomfortably, and yet so excitingly.

“Hi, babe. Have fun?” He tried to act normal. Nonchalant. And her hand brushed his cock.

“Oh, my!” she said, as he stiffened up in panic. “Is that a cock in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?”

“I, uh…”

“Come on, lover.” Oh, God! She called him lover…just like Joan had! “Let’s go to the bedroom and play.

“Oh, uh…”

“What’s the matter?” she looked at him with concern.

“I’m sorry. I know I’m hard, but…I don’t feel well. I, uh…”

“You don’t love me!” She pouted. Oh, it was a fake pout, and they both knew it, but it had the desired effect.

He stumble mumbled, “No! No! I love you! All my heart. I just…I…”

“I’m sorry, honey, I should tease you.” She patted his ass, and felt the slither of pants against flesh, and she knew he was wearing panties, and that’s why he didn’t want to disrobe in front of her.

“I’m sorry.”

“No…no…I’m sorry,” she put on the fake act again, putting the back of her hand to her forehead and closing her eyes she wailed, “My husband doesn’t love me…I’ll just go throw myself off a bridge.”

Miles was in total panic now. On top of his confused state his wife was playing this weird acting game.

She grinned. “But don’t worry. It’ll be a low bridge. And the water will be deep. Heck, I might even take off my clothes and swim around for a while.”

“Honey,” he was almost crying. He wanted to tell her…but he couldn’t.

“And the newspapers will come and take pictures of me, naked girl swims while husband is in sick bed.”

“Babe…”

She patted his cheek. “I’m kidding. Want a drink? Probably be good for your headache.”

He stood there, his mouth opening and closing. She turned away so that he wouldn’t see her grinning face. “I’ll get you one. A big, old bourbon and Coke. Then I’ll fix dinner. A little food and drink and you’ll be back in the pink.”

She turned, tilted her hips up and spread her feet, and cupped her hands at her vagina. “And I do mean pink.”

Then she spun back around, before she laughed outright, and headed for the kitchen.

Behind her Miles turned and stumbled away. He headed out to the patio. Outside he sank into a lounge chair and forced himself not to cry. Oh, God, what had he gotten himself into?

Miles was fairly silent during dinner. His mind was on his entrapment and his panties.

“Honey?”

“Huh?” he looked up.

“I asked if you’re all right. You seem to be a million miles away.”

“Oh, uh, yeah. Just thinking about work.”

Amy smiled, and kept waiting for him to slink into his own thoughts, then started chatting. Again and again.

Miles felt like a ball flat for the bouncing by the end of dinner. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t keep up with Amy’s chatter, and…and…he wished he had never jacked off.

“What?”

“I asked if you could do the dishes. I see Joan out there and I’d like to go talk to her.”

Now Miles’ head was truly spinning. the last thing he wanted was for his wife to talk to their neighbor. But what could he say. No? “Uh, sure.” And, belatedly, he realized he wouldn’t have to flash his panties at Joan.

Amy thanked him, got up and pecked his cheek, and hurried out through the back door. He could see her head bobbing as she walked past the window and through the hedge.

Fucking Joan, thought Miles, gathering up the dishes. Fucking Joan.

“Oh, my God!” Amy laughed. “He is totally out of it. He can hardly keep up a conversation, his eyes are a million miles away, and he keeps shifting his weight.”

“Shifting his weight?”

“He’s trying to adjust the feel of your panties.”

The girls giggled, and if a giggle could be said to be hysterical, this was the one.

“So what next?”

“That depends on you.”

“Me?”

“Sure. How big do you want to make this?”

“Well, right about now I’m thinking pretty big.”

“How about the girls?”

“Mia and Allyson?”

“Sure. Maybe a couple of others. You think they’d be up for laughs.”

“Oh, my. Poor Miles.” Her eyes focused in for a second, then she came back. “Let me think about that.”

“Okay, you think. Can you go somewhere this weekend?”

“Well, sure. I’ve been meaning to spend a couple of days at my mothers.”

“Perfect. I’ve got some big plans.”

“And you’ll take videos?”

“Absolutely. And you think about the girls.”

“Gotcha.”

Grinning, they hugged, and Amy came back to find Miles standing at the sink, half done with the dishes, his face all scrunched up with thought and desperation.

“Let’s go, Miles. Chop, chop! You don’t have all day!”

Miles actually jerked as he came back to himself. Quickly, he began scrubbing pots and plates.

“Your mother?”

“Sure. I haven’t been home for a while. I’d like to spend a couple of days there. That okay with you?”

“Well, yeah. Okay.” Only he wasn’t thinking about Amy, he was thinking about Amy leaving and Joan…Joan…Joan what? What was he scared of?

And, the truth, he was scared a little bit, but he was also excited. He had finally gotten out of the panties, but his cock was big as big could be, and he desperately wanted to cum. But Amy, though she claimed to be feeling a bit poorly, waited and went to bed with him, and she hugged him and entwined herself with him, and made it difficult for him to get up and…and take care of business.

If he even dared to take care of business. Joan’s crack about her camera being everywhere was really hitting him.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“Uh, sorry. No. what?”

“I said…can you hold off sex until I come back?”

“Well, uh…what about tonight?”

“I’m sorry, honey. I just feel so poorly. Maybe this trip to my mother’s will make me feel better.”

“Uh…”

“So can you save your sex for me?”

“Guaranteed, I’ll be feeling like it when I get home.” She paused. “
I hope.”

“Well, uh, yeah.”

But what was he supposed to say? No honey, I’m going to flog the chicken as soon as you set foot outside the door. Which, of course, was what he was planning to do.

“Okay, then it’s settled. Now, come on. Let’s go to bed and cuddle. We can at least do that, right?”

“So, his pecker hard as lightening rod, Miles was dragged off to bed where, once again, he had no chance to relieve himself.

Friday, the next day, Miles lugged two suit cases out to the car and put them in the trunk.

Amy was on the phone, presumably talking to her mother. “Of course, mother. A couple of hours and I’ll be there.”

On the other end, Joan said, “You ready for this.”

“Oh, you bet, mother. But you’d better be prompt.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be two minutes after you leave. You know the first thing he’s going to do is find a dark place to beat his meat.”

“Wonderful, mother.” She put her hand over the phone and mouthed to Miles, All packed? Miles nodded and gave a thumbs up.

“Yes, mother,” Amy spoke back into the phone. “I’m all packed and ready to go. See you in a couple of hours?”

“Get going, girlfriend, and I’ll be sending you video.”

“Okay, Mother. Bye.” She hung up the phone and turned to Miles. She popped the phone in her purse and hugged him. Long. And kissed him. And let her hand wander in a southerly direction.

“Oh, honey. I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you, too.” The curious mixture of dread and fascination roiled in his psyche.

She backed away from him, but kept her hand on his package. She grinned. “And you won’t…you know…take care of yourself? While I’m gone?”

“No.” Yes! Yes! Yes!

She hugged him again. “Thank you, Miles. You know, I think the secret of our marriage is that we can trust each other.”

Gulp.

“Now, I’ll see you on Monday.”

A final peck, then she was in the car and cranking the motor over.

Miles stood to one side and watched her, gave her a final wave, and watched her zoom down the street, one hand out the window and waving back at him.

Then he turned around, suddenly gulping and almost faint. His dick was harder than stone. It was throbbing. He needed to…get inside. He walked up the walk and entered the house. He walked back to the bathroom and lowered his pants. He began to stroke himself. Oh, yes. Oh…yes. This was going to feel good. This was going to—

“Miles?”

He froze. Joan. In his house.

“Miles? I know you’re back there. Come out here right now.”

“NO! NO! NO! He was close! He needed to finish this off!

“Miles! Don’t make me come back there and drag you out screaming.”

Stifling a sob, Miles forced his cock back into his pants and flushed the toilet. Let her think he was just peeing. He turned around and shuffled out of the door.

Oh, God. Let her go home! He just needed a minute alone.

He walked into the living room.

Joanie stood there, a big grin on her face and a bag in her hand. She was wearing a white blouse with no bra. Her big breasts pointed at him, the nipples turgid and wanting. She was wearing the same short skirt, and he automatically wondered if she on panties.

Of course. She had to be wearing panties.

But this was Joan. She might not be.

“What do you want?” Miles asked, and his voice was a show of bravado.

Joan’s eyes narrowed. “First off, you will greet me appropriately. Yes, mistress will do. And in the proper ‘happy to see me’ attitude.

Miles mouth opened and closed. “I…I…”

“Well?” She looked at him sternly.

He crumbled. Like a week old cookie. Just bits and pieces of him shredding. He opened his mouth and what came out was a squeaky, frightened, “Yes, mistress.”

“Better, but you need practice.”

“But…I…you have to stop this.”

“Why?” she countered, haughtily.

“I’m married.”

“Could have fooled me, beating your meat like a horny, little, high school boy.”

He wanted to say something but she was on a roll. She continued speaking right over him.

“I brought you something, to help you stay true to your wife.”

“What? I do—“

She reached into the bag and pulled out a little, black sack. It was made of velvet and only as big as his two fists together.

“Open it.”

Scared, horny, curious, he opened the bag and took out…rings…a tube…a lock…what?

“What is this?”

“It’s your wife’s guarantee that you will be true to yourself. That you won’t be wasting your semen down the sink. Or,” she snickered, “into her panties.”

“But…but…”

“Put it on. Now!”


PART TWO

There were two problems with putting on the chastity belt.

One, he didn’t want to. He argued, he fought, he whined, he begged.

Joan was adamant, And, finally, brutal.

“If you don’t put on that tube in about 2 1/2 seconds I am going to post the video of you whacking off in your wife’s panties.”

Miles was so desperate he considered it. The video was sort of grainy. The panties were sort of a blob, how could anybody know…just by looking…he was just…yeah, he was beating off, but, he could live with that. So…

“Post it.” He blustered. He had to stop this…this abuse of him.

“And I’ll post my other video of you.”

“What?” He started to turn a little white.

Joan held up her phone and tapped it a couple of times, and there he was…putting on her panties. His cock sticking out. Her voice:              ‘Oh, my God! You really are turned on! Look at your cock!’

His big cock. It didn’t matter that his face was red, it didn’t matter that the picture was slightly ‘cock-eyed,’ what mattered is that it could be seen that he was putting on women’s underwear and was obviously excited by it.

“But…I can’t…please…”

“Now..PUT THAT TUBE ON!”

The second problem was that his cock was once again hard.

Oh, heysoos! He thought. What’s wrong with me?

He tried to get the rings on, he tried to get the tube on, but his cock was too big and stiff.

Finally, Joan had had enough. “Come with me.” She actually grabbed his dick and pulled him through the house.

Miles was up on tip toes, trying to keep up with her. She led him into the kitchen, let go of his dick and opened the refrigerator.

“What are  you doing?” He was dreadfully confused. He had almost cum from the grip of her hand pulling him.

“This!” She pulled out a bag of frozen peas and slapped it on his dick. There she stood, one hand holding his dick, the other holding the frozen vegetables on him.

“Hey! Ow!”

“Shut, you baby.”

It didn’t feel good. His penis was jumping and throbbing, and his skin was burning with cold, and for a second he didn’t think it was going to work.

Joan watched him, her mouth in a twisted grin. “You really are a horny, little bitch.”

“Please,” he was starting to cry.

“Please what?”

“Please let me go.”

She snickered. “I’ll let you go when I feel like it. You really like the underwear stuff?”

“I don’t! I just wanted something smooth to jack off in.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Let me go,” he begged.

“Not until you tell me a couple of things.”

“What?”

“How much you love jacking off.”

“But I don’t! I just got horny when my wife…when my wife…”

“What?

“When my wife was having her period.”

“Ha!”

“Please?” he whimpered.

His cock was starting to go down. He wasn’t noticing it so much because she was so close to him he had to look at her, but she could feel it.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. You repeat after me, sincerely and with gusto, and I’ll let you go.”

He looked confused.

“I love masturbating.”

“What? No! I can’t say that.”

She merely repeated the phrase, glaring at him. “I love masturbating!”

He sagged. He was almost limp, but he didn’t know it. His dick was cold and unfeeling and he thought he was hard, or he probably wouldn’t have repeated after her.

“I love masturbating.” His voice was low and whiney.

“With gusto and verve!” snapped Joan, shaking his cock.

“I love masturbating!” he yelped.

She had him going now, and she knew it.

“I love wearing women’s underwear!”

“I love wearing women’s underwear!”

“I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!”

He hesitated and she squeezed. He had enough feeling to grimace, then: “I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!”

“I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!”

“I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!”

Joan kept saying phrases, and he kept repeating them. And, while he was so occupied, she put the bag of peas aside, jammed his cock through a ring, slid the tube on his shrunken weenie, and locked the thing in place.

CLICK!

It was such a small sound…that sounded so big.

Miles looked down at his dick. He reached down and grabbed it. He pulled, and winced. All he had succeeded in doing was stretching his balls. His dick started trying to get hard.

Joan leaned against the sink and watched him with a big grin.

Miles shook the tube, he circled his package with a hand, he tried to figure a way to get the cock tube off.

Nope.

“Why?” he begged, looking up at her.

“Not why.”

“What?

“That’s better.”

“Hunh?”

“Don’t ask why. Ask what…as in ‘what can I do for you.’”

“What can I do for you?” He was thoroughly befuddled.

“My lawn, my dishes, a little vacuuming, polish the silverware and the woodwork, do my laundry, wash my dainty underthings by hand, mop my floors, dust everything, rearrange the garage, scrub the bird shit off the patio, clean my pool, wash my windows…”

The list went on and on, and the long it became the lower Miles’ jaw dropped.

Finally, “Now, put some clothes on and go cut my lawn. And make sure you trim the edges.”

“But…but…”

“GO!” she stamped her foot.

Miles got, and as soon as he was out of the kitchen Joan turned around and picked up her cell phone. She had wanted to record him in the bathroom, but she didn’t think she could get away with it. But the kitchen had turned out even better. When she got done editing…she chuckled and went home.

For an hour Miles pushed the mower. Bits of grass flicked up and stuck to his sweaty body. Under his shorts he couldn’t stop feeling his dick trying to erect. It kept pulsing and throbbing but, almost painfully, was stopped. And it sort of relaxed, for all of half a minute, and tried to get hard again. And again and again. He could feel it mushing up against the plastic. And his balls hung down below the tube, bouncing and banging around in his underwear.

His underwear. His tighty whiteys. They helped a little bit with holding everything in place, but he had a feeling that wasn’t going to last. He had a feeling she was going to make him put her panties back on as soon as she realized he was wearing his own underwear.

He finished the lawn and started edging it. He ran the edger along the walkway, around the bricks lining the flowerbed. It was actually arduous work, and he had to work it carefully inside corners and where weeds had accumulated.

Finally, he was done. Dispirited, ashamed, his head hanging, he trudged back towards his house. He cleaned the edger and hung it up, and heard his cell phone in the house.

His wife! It had to be Amy! He trotted through the garage and into the house, picked up his phone, “Amy?”

“Wrong guess, bozo.”

His heart sank. It was Joan.

“Shave your whole body and get your ass over here. You have ten minutes.”

“Shave…” but the phone was dead.

Shave his body? What? Why? But there was nothing to do about it. He went to the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The hot water felt good, and he grabbed a razor and began stripping the hair from his flesh.

Up and down the legs he went, and he realized there was a ‘grain’ to his hair. And if he went against the grain it would pull the hair up and cut it shorter. His torso was more difficult. The underarms were easy, but it was hard to see high on his chest, and his back was almost impossible. Still, he kept working and working, and finally his body, including his groin, was bare.

He sighed, and stepped out of the shower. He reached for a towel and…DING DE DE DING1

Oh, crap! He ran, dripping wet, through the house and grabbed his cell phone. He didn’t make the mistake of saying his wife’s name now. He just held it to his ear and listened.

“I gave you ten minutes!”

“It was hard!”

“Your dick? Are you saying that shaving makes your dick hard?”

“No! No! I just couldn’t reach spots.”

A snicker came out of the phone, then: “Get your ass over here. Now.”

“I need to get dressed!”

“Didn’t you hear me the other day? Naked. Now. MOVE IT!”

Helpless, Miles put the phone down and headed for the back door. In a second he was trotting across the lawn. Even though it was his backyard, complete with fences and hedges, he still worried about somebody seeing him.

He ran between the hedges and across the lawn. His package bounced ludicrously and he reached down and grabbed himself, held himself so he wouldn’t bounce.

Joan was in her bedroom, peeking out the window, filming him as he scampered, his manhood in hand, across her lawn. Her teeth were showing in a massive grin.

Miles stepped through the sliding door and into Joan’s living room. A second later Joan strutted into the room. Strutted, and well she should, for she was wearing a tight, leather outfit and holding a ping pong paddle.

“Hey, slave boy.”

Miles gaped, was stunned, couldn’t speak.

“Bend over the couch.”

“What…but…”

She grabbed his arm and pushed him, maneuvered him over the end of her couch.

WHAP!

“OW!

WHAP!

“OW!

WHAP!

“OW!

“Okay, enough for now. Kiss my paddle.”

“What?”

“You want three more?”

Miles was standing now, rubbing his red butt with one hand. “No.”

“Then kiss…my…paddle!”

She held it up and he did so.

“Excellent. Good first lesson. Come with me.”

Once again she had his cock in her hand and was leading him.

Up on tip toes he went. His face open and shocked.

“This chastity tube makes it easier to hold you.”

He began crying, little tears that kept leaking out of his eyes.

She led him into a spare bedroom. “I use this for make up and clothes and stuff. Sit here.” She turned the chair that was at the make up table around so it was facing the open room.

He looked around. A frilly, pink bed. A closet full of clothes. A dresser full of…underwear? And the make up table. What was he doing here?

She pulled another chair up to face him and said, “Give me your foot.”

He lifted his foot and she took it in her lap. She reached over to her make up table and grabbed a little red bottle.

“Hey!”

She pulled the tiny brush down his toenail.

“You can’t—“

“Quiet down, little boy. And hold still. I don’t want to have to do this again.”

He held still, and was very aware of his cock throbbing. She was aware of it, too. “Man, look at that cock pulse. This really turns you on.”

“It doesn’t,” and now he was aware that he was lying. It did turn him on.

She looked up at him, a silent look, a determined look, and he knew what she was going to do. she whispered, “I love getting my nails painted.”

He repeated, “I love getting my nails painted.”

“I love being a sissy boy,” her voice so low he could hardly hear her.

“I love being a sissy boy,” he gulped.

“Thank you for making me all pretty.”

“Thank you for making me all pretty.”

“Please don’t tell my wife…”

“Please don’t tell my wife…”

“Can I play with myself when you’re done?”

“Of course not,” she chortled.

And, the conversation, contrived and controlled, went on, and Miles was totally unaware that the home security system was recording his every move.

Finally, she started working on his face.

“I love make up,” she whispered, as she cleansed and primed him.

“I love make up.”

“There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.” She worked on his eyes, lining them and shadowing them so they were so sexy.”

“There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.”

“Make up makes my little dickie so hard.” She applied bright, red lipstick, matching his nail color perfectly.

“Make up makes my little dickie so hard.”

She sat back and inspected him. Excellent. “Stay there.”

He remained on the chair and she went to the frilly bed and picked up a maid’s uniform. Black, white chiffon underskirt, garters and nylons.

“What is that?”

“I need a maid.”

“I don’t want to be a maid.”

She whispered, “Please let me be your maid.”

His face burning, his voice was barely loud enough to be recorded. “Please let me be your maid.”

She laughed and tossed the uniform to him. “Put this on.”

Slowly, his mind short circuited, wondering what had happened to his world, he put on the maid uniform. Joan had to instruct him a couple of times, but he managed to get the bra on, and the breast forms, and then the tight, little black dress. He looked down at his nylon clad legs and his high heels and felt a shiver go through him.

What was wrong with him? Why was this turning him on? Was it just the fact of having his dick constantly strangled by the cage, or was he actually…perverted?

Joan brought a wig out of her closet and fastened it to his head. He looked in the mirror, and his legs were weak. She had shadowed his face so it looked feminine, his breasts were huge! And his curvy curves made him looked extremely feminine.

“Okay, there’s a list of chores on the kitchen table. I’ve got some work to do, so don’t bother me. Now, get to work.”

She walked out of the room and headed for her office. A moment later he heard her office door close, and a snick indicated it was being locked.

Miles stood for a long second, struggling with the excitement boiling in his chest. God, he was turned on. But he needed to get out of this…this…these clothes. And make up. He needed to be himself.

And, an errant thought, What would Amy think?

But he was caught, stuck, and…and the pulsing in his groin was exploding through his body. He felt like he was on the edge of cumming, but, of course, there was no way he could do that.

Finally, he walked out of the dressing room. He staggered down the hallway, holding the walls for balance. He had never imagined that walking in heels could be so difficult.

As he passed Joan’s office she listened to him scraping along and snickered, then she turned back to her computer. On the screen she had the films she had taken earlier in a file, and now she was downloading the home security videos. She watched, very pleased, as Miles’ face was shown, pleading, begging, and then her making him up. He made a pretty good woman, she mused.

She heard Miles puttering around, looking for cleaning supplies. She doubted he would get done with everything today, but there was always tomorrow. Then she ignored the sounds and began sorting them into a specific order of occurrence.

Miles pranced around the house, standing on tip toes, which wasn’t much because he was already in heels, and dusting everything. Oddly, he felt…sort of cool.

His calves were all bulging and shapely, his feet were stretched out. He liked the feeling of the boobs bouncing on his chest, and for a second he imagined what it would be like with real boobs. Real boobs, with real nipples. And he groaned and pressed on his cock cage. Heysoos, he was horny.

Joan fed the videos into a movie program and started editing. She snipped and clipped, digitally, and erased her saying things and linked his repeatings until it sounded like he was just sitting there, spontaneously blurting his true feelings.

“I love being a sissy boy,” he looked so deliciously helpless.

“Thank you for making me all pretty.” He did sound grateful

“Please don’t tell my wife…” That was sincere.

“Can I play with myself when you’re done?”

Joan almost jammed her hand into her own crotch at that one. She had played with men before, she liked dressing them up, but she had never had one like this. His softness, his fear, his trepidation, it all channeled into her pussy, made her wet… “Fuck!” she blurted, and she did…she rammed a hand down, slipped it into her panties and began diddling herself.

She watched Miles on the screen, transforming into a sissy, and she played with her button. With her other hand she massaged one breast, got a hold of a nipple and pulled it, right through the cloth, she felt herself igniting way down deep. Oh…oh…FUCK!

Miles dusted, and he polished, and he vacuumed. Then he went into the kitchen, and the longer he worked, the more he danced around the house in high heels, the hornier he became. His dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop it from trying. Sometimes he would just stop what he was doing and squeeze his chastity tube, Pooching his butt back and squeezing and his mind just sort of going white hot blank.

Then, no satisfaction, and somehow even hornier, he continued with the cleaning. He did the dishes, and scrubbed the cupboards, and he wondered, what is going on? Why am I so horny? Sure, I haven’t

squirted for a few days, but the feel of these nylons, the air under the dress, the feel of the bra restraining him…it was too much. He was desperate. Every step he took he could feel the tube holding him, it was like a big hand was massaging his privates every second, yet it wasn’t massaging enough to make him cum. Just enough to make him want to cum…more and more and more.

At five o’clock Joan came out of her office. She looked a little funny, a little blowsy, a little distracted, but her eyes sharpened up when she saw him. She grinned and thought about the four orgasms she had given herself while watching him clean the house.

“Go home, Miles.”

“What?” There was a part of him that didn’t want to. He liked cleaning the house like a woman. He liked being dressed up.

“Go home. Fix yourself dinner. Have a few drinks. Be back here in two hours.”

“Oh,” that lifted his heart.

He started back towards the dressing room.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

He stop, was confused, “To take off this uniform.”

She stared at him for a second, then nodded. He noted how tired she looked.

“Are you okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” she sighed. Then she straightened up, forced herself into motion, and pushed him towards the dressing room.

He got undressed under her watchful eye. He hung the clothes up and placed them in drawers. He was naked, and suddenly missing his feminine clothes, and he realized that he was going to have to go home with no clothes on.

He started to leave, but she said, “Sit down.”

He sat.

She freshened up his make up, then handed him a tube of lipstick.

“Keep this with you. Make sure your lips are red and juicy always.”

He held the gold tube, looked at it, then nodded. He was so confused. He liked the taste of the waxy lipstick, but he was starting to realize, now that he was naked except for make up, that he was doing something he shouldn’t.

“I can’t come back,” he tried. “My wife. My wife won’t understand…”

Joan grunted, then, “See you at seven o’clock.”

Miles walked out of the house. Once home he made a pot pie and drank a drink. And another one. And another one.

Yet the booze didn’t seem to make him drunk. Just a little tipsy, and he realized that his state of sexual excitation was stopping him from getting drunk. The sexual feelings he was having were better than drunk.

Drinking his drinks, he watched the clock. Second after second the hands closed in on seven o’clock. He wished they’d hurry up.

“Amy! Did you get the video?”

“Oh, my God! Is that really my husband?”

They were connected by Facetime, and both of their faces showed high amazement.

“It is. Girlfriend, I have to tell you, I’ve played with boys before, made them dress up, but this is…he is the most…natural sissy I have ever seen.”

“My husband is a sissy.” She was stunned and shocked and amazed, but, also, wet. “You’re sure.”

“You saw him.”

Amy’s mother suddenly appeared behind Amy. “I knew it.”

“Mother!”

“I always told you he was a little soft for a man.”

“But he works! He plays football with the guys! I’ve even seen him smoke a cigar!”

Joan and Amy’s mother were quiet, but they were looking at each other over the Facetime, and Amy’s mother was nodding slightly, showing her pleasure with being proven right.

“Look, Amy, men can be manly and still be sissies. In fact, sometimes the most manly of men have a deep desire to submit to a strong woman. They are hard chargers in the work place, in charge of other people, they actually need to submit to someone to balance out their lives.”

Amy opened her mouth to speak, then shut it.

Joan continued her push. “Look, I know it’s a big pill to swallow, but we can prove it. If you’re brave.”

“How?”

Joan began to explain, and behind Amy her mother began to grin.

Miles stood up, he hadn’t gotten dressed, he didn’t think he needed to. He had a feeling for what was going to happen when he returned to Joan’s house. And it didn’t involve him wearing shorts or jeans.

He looked at the clock. Tick. Tick. Tick. Then, his heart starting to speed up, it was seven o’clock.

He stood up, gulped the last of his drink and headed out the door. Ten seconds later he was standing in front of Joan’s sliding glass door. For a second he was confused. Should he knock? Or walk in?

Heck, she had seen him naked, had dressed him up. He had done her housecleaning all day long. He pushed the door open and stepped in.

Joan was waiting in the living room. She had the paddle again. And a hard look on her face.

“You’re one minute late.”

But he wasn’t. He knew he wasn’t.

“Lay on the end of the couch.”

He could have complained, told her her clock was too fast, but he didn’t. Something inside him was rejoicing, and he quietly laid down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck in the air. Breathing rapidly. His cock  trying to bust his plastic cock cage.

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

And she was hitting him harder, really laying into him.

“Don’t you ever be late again!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

“You didn’t freshen your lipstick!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

WHAP!

“OW!”

“Stand up.”

He stood, and she sat down on the couch. “Kneel in front of me.”

“I…I…” there were tears on his face, and his cock, he had never been so excited in his life.

He knelt.

She put a hand under his chin and held his face. “You’re a bad boy, but don’t worry. I’ll fix you.”

More tears streamed down his face. Not from the pain, but from the relief. He didn’t understand what was happening, but he was glad. Glad.

The only fly in the ointment was that he didn’t know what he was going to tell his wife.

“Now, you have a lot of work to do, and you won’t be going home.”

“I won’t?”

“Nope. You have to clean the house. I mean REALLY clean the house. Not half assed like you did before. And tomorrow you’re going to paint my house.”

“The whole house?” He was dazed.

“Yes. And then we’re going to…” she listed his chores, enough chores to take a week. He listened, and was dizzy, and his mind wasn’t working, and he was so happy he—“

DING DE DE DING!

Joan stopped talking and picked up the phone.

“Hi, Amy! Sure, he’s here. I was using him to move furniture around. Uh huh. Sure.”

She turned the phone on speaker.

“Hi babe, that’s pretty nice of you to help Joan out.”

“Uh, hi,” Miles managed.

Amy didn’t seem to notice how abrupt he was, or to read anything into his manner.

“Listen, I’m going to spend the week here. Is that okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.” He hardly knew what he was saying.

“So you have fun and—“

“Amy?”

“Hi, Joan, yeah?”

“I’m having some work done, can I use Miles this week?”

“As much as you want. If he doesn’t answer his phone I’ll know where he is.”

“Excellent. Thanks, girlfriend,” She arched her eyes at Miles. Miles didn’t know whether to groan or throw his arms up in celebration.

“Okay, then I’ll see you. Love you Miles. Be good.”

“You, too. Honey.” He blurted.

Amy didn’t take any notice of his awkwardness, and hung up the phone.

Miles handed the phone back to Joan.

Joan was staring at him with a big grin. “Well, I guess we know what’s going to happen. Right?”

Miles, feeling like his chest was going to explode, nodded. He was incapable of speech.

“Now, freshen up your lipstick, dry your tears, and I’ll show you where you’re sleeping tonight.

Glumly, but giddy, Miles nodded.

He slept in a little doggie bed at the foot of her bed.

He watched her, and lusted after her, as she flounced around in a sheer baby doll.

She used him every day. He painted and washed and cleaned, all in sexy clothes. A maid outfit, a negligee, a housedress.

He brushed her hair three times daily, and attended to her bath. He soaped her and rinsed her and dried her body. All the while, his prick leaking pre-cum by the bottle. To be that close to her large breasts. To have her tug on his cage. Even when she spanked him he got excited.

On Friday night things reached a peak.

“Miles!”

He hurried into her room, and stopped. She was lying on her bed, not a stitch of clothing on.

“Get me off.”

His face was an open book, and his eyes kept blinking and blinking.

“Did you hear what I said?”

“I…I…”

She sat up, “Don’t make me get the paddle.”

He fell to his knees.

She grinned. “Now crawl over here and do me right.”

Do her right. OMG!

He knee walked over to the bed, where she lay back with spread legs.

“Well, come on, get busy.”

“What…what do you want me…”

“Use your tongue, stupid. Don’t you even know how to make love?”

“But…I’m married.”

“Don’t worry, you’re not going to squirt. And your wife said I could use you this week, so stick out that tongue and get to work.”

Maybe if Amy hadn’t told him to do what Joan said…maybe if he hadn’t been so brow beaten and trained for a week…maybe he could have refused. As it was, he crept up on the bed, crawled between her legs, and started licking.

“Oh, yeah.” Joan sighed and closed her eyes. Lick me, use your fingers, and when I get close use this.” She reached under a pillow and took out a vibrator. She placed it on the bed without looking.

Miles kept licking. Long, loving laps up her labia. Then he kissed her clitoris, pulled it with his teeth, sucked on it like it was a little teeny peeny.

Joan moaned and grabbed her nipples. She pulled them, and arched her back.

Miles used his fingers. Inserting first one, then another, then another. Three fingers inside her he could feel the ridge surrounding her hole. His knuckles slapped into her pussy and Joan groaned with pleasure.

“Now…use the vibrator.”

He picked it up, touched it to her, which made her gasp, then pushed it slowly inside her.

“Oh, fuck! If you only had a dick like this!” She opened her eyes, looked down at his face between her legs. “God, I would love to fuck your bone till I exploded.

Then she lay back and waited.

Miles pushed in and pulled out. He turned the vibrator on. He spanked her pussy with his fingertips, and suddenly Joan was arching and bucking.

“FUCK! YES!” She twisted and writhed and clamped her thighs together.

Miles was half caught, so he just kept the vibrator inside her until she calmed down. Then he withdrew.

Joan sighed. “Now. Go to sleep.”

Excited, his cock raging in the cage, Miles lay down in the doggy bed. He listened to the sounds of Joan tossing and turning, then slipping into a light sleep. Soon her snores started to build.

Miles lay there, as awake as he had ever been. He didn’t know what to do. His wife would be coming home one of these days, but…but…he admitted it to himself: he liked this lifestyle.

Finally, an hour later, he slipped into a doze, and then slept.

Saturday morning, and Joan was up early. She slapped Miles’ ass and dragged him out to the garage. In the middle of the garage was a large box.

“Open it.”

Miles grabbed a knife and slit the edges of the box. Inside was a curious mix of wooden parts.

Joan sat with the instructions and read them off. Miles put the thing together.

It was some sort of a horse. A sex horse. It had four legs, and a padded center plank. There were four, little platforms attached to the legs.

“Hop on. Let’s try it out.”

Miles laid down on the center plank. His head could fit on it, but his butt stuck out a little. Still, it wasn’t too bad with his elbows and knees on the little platform.

“Okay, you all comfie?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good.” She took several leather straps out of the box and put them on him. She buckled the straps and his arms and legs were fixed to the legs of the sex horse.

“Excellent,” Joan murmured.

“Hey, I can’t move.”

“Precisely the idea.” She wrapped a leather strap around his midsection. Now he was truly tied down. The tightening of the body strap had, however, made him arch his back and his butt was pooched up into the air. His caged cock and his balls hung down.

“What’s this for?” he asked.

Joan didn’t answer. She simply walked into the kitchen.

Miles looked around. He was alone in the garage. The garage was sideways on the property, so no passersby could see him, but still, he was tied in place, he couldn’t move, and he was starting to worry.

Suddenly Joan came back out. She was holding a drink with a straw.

She sat down, cross legged, in front of him. She pointed the straw into his mouth.

He sipped, then asked, “What’s going on?”

“Graduation day.”

“Huh?”

“And we’ve got a crowd coming to see you graduate.”

“Hey!” But his exclamation was weak.

He struggled, but the struggle was weak, not that it would have mattered if he was able to struggle with any strength. He was fastened in place with no hope of escape.

For a few minutes Joan sat and kept feeding him bourbon and Coke.

Miles sipped, and his mind was going a million miles an hour.

What was going on?

Then, he heard footsteps.

Click, click, click.

And more clicks. Dozens of clicks.

He was gasping now, and truly struggling, but it was no use. A herd of women, all in high heels, was coming up the driveway.

“Take it easy, Miles. They all know about you. They’ve all seen the videos, and now they want to see you.”

“But…but why?”

“Because you are an inspiration. All men should learn to be like you.”

“But I don’t want—“

She touched a finger to his mouth and pressed. He shut.

“Everybody knows about you…but you. It’s time you found out the truth of you.”

“Let me go!” He begged, large tears forming and dripping on the garage floor.

“Hi, Joan!”

“Hey, Joan.”

“Is this Miles?”

Women crowded into the garage. They crowded around him and touched him. They touched his back, his caged cock, his face.

“Please…please…”

“Hi, Miles.”

Miles jerked. “Amy?”

His wife sat down where Joan had been sitting, right in front of him, and they were face to face. Behind her her mother stood and watched, her arms folded in satisfaction.

“I was so pleased to find out about you.”

“Honey, I…she trapped…what?”

“I was pleased to find out that you’re a sissy.”

Around them a couple of bottles of champagne had made appearance, and the women were chatting and drinking. Most of their chat was about him.

“He looks so strong.”

“That cock is turning red. How long has it been since…”

“Are we going to take it off?”

Miles asked, “You like it when I…when I…”

“I love the idea of you serving me. Being at my beck and call. I’ll tell you the truth, your male posturing was getting a little old. I mean, who made you the boss of us?”

“But I…”

“Hush now, dear. We’ll talk more later. Right now Joan wants to graduate you.”

Amy stood up and moved away.

“Okay, ladies,” Joanie dinged a spoon against a champagne flute. “Your attention please.”

The talk quieted down and Miles lay on the bench, his whole body burning with embarrassment, and yet…and yet…

“First, I am going to unlock Miles’ cock. Remember, to lock a cock is good, but you do have to allow it release every once in a while. You don’t want your men growing all red and puffy and suddenly exploding, right?”

Laughs and giggles surrounded Miles.

He felt hands, Joan’s hands, inserting a key into the little cock lock. then the tube slid off. Oh, GOD! His dick unfurled and he felt the first taste of freedom in a long week.

“Now then, Miles, I’m going to release you, and I want you to simply stand up and face us. Don’t run. Okay?”

Miles nodded. Small tears dribbled down his cheeks.

“And try not to cry. It so messes your make up.”

He nodded again, but he couldn’t stop crying.

Then he felt hands, several hands, undoing the buckles that kept him tied down. Thirty seconds later he was getting up, pushing off the bench and standing behind the sex horse. A circle of women stared at him. They were all smiling, and nodding, and they looked pleased with him.

Pleased? With him?

“Now then, ladies.” Joan was at the head of the horse, watching him. “For graduation I think that it would be appropriate if Miles would take matters into his own hands.”

Miles looked around. Women urged him on.

“Grab your cock!”

“Beat it!”

“Come on, sissy!”

He was confused, but their emotion, their concerted thought, guided him. Slowly, he placed a hand around his erect shaft.

“Yeah!”

“Do it!”

“Go, sissy boy!”

He realized that they wanted him to play with himself, to…to jack off.

His breath coming in gasps, he began to stroke himself. Up and down.

The ladies cheered.

Their approval, the way Joan and Amy and her mother smiled at him and encouraged him.

And he was so damned horny! The week of teasing, being locked up and unable to touch himself, it all combined, and he stroked harder. And harder.

“Go! Go! Go!” the ladies built up a chant, and he stroked, and somebody stepped forward and pinched his nipple. His wife came around and cupped his butt cheek with one hand.

He was close…close…

“Go! Go! Go!”

And, finally, he did it. Knees shaking, the hot lava shot up his shaft and exploded into the air.

Cheers literally raised the roof of the garage. Everybody was yelling, congratulating him, showing their appreciation.

He stood there, exhausted, his hand still holding his cock. His cock was growing limp and the last dribbles of cum fell to the floor.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself.

Then the ladies were surrounding him, pressing in, patting his back, touching his penis, one even held his balls.

Joan came through the crowd, held his arm up and yelled. “The first official graduate of the Ladies’ Sissy Society!”

Now Miles was crying again, but not tears of embarrassment or humiliation. Rather, years of happiness.

Somebody pushed a glass of champagne into his hand. He sipped, and Amy came and put her arm around him. “She whispered into his ear… “Now we know.”

And they did.

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!

[image: ]

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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