

Role Reversal Feminization!

Women who make men into women!

Feminized by My Wife!

The Feminization Way!

They’ll Never Guess I’m a Girl!

Role Reversal Romance!

Too Big for Her Bra!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

ISBN: 9798853943599

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Feminization is at the heart of role reversal.

And it should be.

There might or might not be white privilege, but the I know there is definitely male privilege.

Unequal pay, poor attitudes towards women in the work place, it all mounts up.

So how do we level the playing field?

By my making men understand what it is like to be female.

Like the women do in these stories!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized By My Wife!

Feminization and complete role reversal!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh…yeah…YES!” I felt the shudders go through me. My eyeballs rolled up, my penis did its thing. For a long time I held myself up, my body rigid, and enjoyed the white hot violence of a good cum. Then I sagged, and Sue pushed me off.

I rolled to the side, lay on my back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a good cum, they all were, but…

“Did you cum?” I asked.

“Nah.”

“Do you want to?”

“Nah?”

I frowned in the darkness.

Sue turned to me and cuddled. “It’s okay. I’m not that big on orgasms these days.”

Now, I don’t know about you, but if you love a woman you want her to have an orgasm. You want to bring her to the toe curling, breath taking state of ‘Oh, my GOD!’

You just do.

But my wife, for some reason, didn’t want to cum anymore.

I rolled out of her arms, out of bed, and strode towards the bathroom.

She figured I was just going to pee, and she waited for the warmth of my body with closed eyes.

I ran the water for a second, got it good and warm, and dashed a wash cloth under it.

I walked back into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, threw the covers back and sat, “Spread.”

She rolled on her back, looked at me, and was totally curious.

“What are you doing?”

“Spread your legs and you’ll find out.”

A puzzled expression on her face, she spread her legs. I took the wash cloth and began wiping her pussy.

“What on earth…?”

“I’m cleaning you out.”

“But…but why? I mean, yes, it’s nice to feel a nice, hot massage down there, and I’ll enjoy not sleeping in the wet spot, but…but why?”

For a long moment I kept washing her vagina with the washcloth. She sighed and was very relaxed.

Man, she was beautiful. Large breasts, long, golden hair, green eyes that revealed her highly perceptive nature. Fucking Sue was my favorite sport. But having her cum was my second favorite sport, and now she wasn’t interested.

“Do you remember when we first got married?”

“Every day,” she said, smiling as she placed her forearm over her eyes and enjoyed her pussy bath.

“You used to love to cum. You’d jump my dick every day when I got home from work.”

There was a trace of a frown on her face now. She knew where I was going.

“Man, you used to get all worked up, you’d be shivering with excitement, and then when that big bang hit…wham! Your whole body tensed up and you’d grab me and hold on like I was the life preserver. You once told me it was like being caught in a blender, and the best thing in your life.

“Yeah, well…that was fun.”

“So when did the fun stop?” I kept moving the hot washcloth on her privates. She groaned, pushed up at my hand, then sank back.

“Come on, babe. Is there something wrong with us? With me? Have I done something?”

“No,” she said. But she had spoken too fast.

“Then why don’t you want to cum?”

“Well, I do…” her voice trailed off.

“So why don’t you.”

She sighed. She went to push my hand off, but I held her wrist and leaned over her. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “Honey, you and I both know that our relationship is based on honesty. If you can’t talk to me…then who can you talk to?”

“It’s not that….I just…”

“Secrets…bad. Honesty…good.

I pushed her hand away and kept rubbing her mons. “And I’m going to keep doing this until you either cum, or tell me what the problem is.”

That was when she got irritated. “Stop that,” and I could hear the snap in her voice. I had gone too far.

Correction. I had gone too far before she was ready.

I took my hand away, left her pussy nice and warm, all cleaned up.

“Okay,” I said. “But you and I both know that you’re going to have to talk to me. You’re going to have to tell me what is going on.”

She said nothing, just laid there with her arm over her eyes, an unhappy look on her face.

I tossed the washcloth in the hamper, and into the bathroom and relieved myself, and returned to bed. I slid in next to her. I started to put my arms around her, but stopped. She was in that prickly place where she didn’t want to be touched.

I moved to my own side and whispered, “I love you and I’m always here for you.”

And we slept.

I slept well, but I woke up and she was a bit discomfited.

Nothing in how she acted, but…she was thinking.

And thinking was good. That meant she was considering my words, and I knew she would eventually come to the right decision. She would talk to me.

I got up, had a small breakfast, just OJ and some oatmeal, and went to work. Work was a huge commute. Twenty feet into my computer room.

Yep. I’m one of those lucky guys who works at home. Doing my own business. If things don’t going right I can fire myself for an hour or two, or a week or a month, though that never happens.

Once you start working for yourself you become the worst boss you ever had. You work late hours, skip lunch, and are totally focused. And if you aren’t you are very rough on yourself. You don’t like slackers, and especially if they are you.

So I powered up the computer and threw myself into my work.

I wasn’t aware of Sue. I sort of knew she was cleaning the house, doing the dishes, that sort of thing, but I was working hard and everything was sort of zoned out.

Mid-morning and I came out of my office for a short while. She was in the kitchen, scrubbing the insides of the stove. I opened the freezer and got out ice cubes and rattled them into a glass. I got out a Pepsi and gurgled it over the cubes. I returned to my work den.

Sue hadn’t said a word. Yet I knew she was aware of me. Her head in the depths of the oven…I could feel her ‘feeling’ me. That sixth sense, hair on the back of the neck sort of thing.

But I didn’t disturb her. I could feel her thinking. Heck, she only did those odious jobs like cleaning the oven, or washing the leaves out of the gutters, when she wanted alone time…’think’ time.

So she was thinking.

I threw myself back into work. I skipped lunch. I was working hot and heavy, and I heard her cleaning the leaves out of the gutters. I paused for a second, my fingers hovering over the keyboard, and made a moue. Crap. Whatever was bothering her must be serious. To put herself through two odious tasks meant twice the thought, and maybe the problem was twice as a serious as I might have imagined.

And then I started to worry.

What if there was something seriously wrong with her? What if she had developed a medical condition and hadn’t told me? What if her health was in danger?

Yet, what could I do?

So I tried to keep such bad scenarios out of my mind and keep working.

Mid-afternoon. Hot and heavy into work, and I suddenly jerked. Sue had entered the room and was watching me. Sort of surprised me, which was unusual.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey. You read to talk?”

“Give me two minutes to make notes and shut down.”

“I’ll be back in two minutes.”

I made my notes for the next day’s work, and shut the various programs. I left the computer on and turned around just as she entered the room. She was holding two glasses.

She handed me one glass and sat down in the spare chair and faced me.

I faced her, sipped, and sighed. Mixed with the Coke was Angel's Envy bourbon. The good stuff. Fifty bucks a bottle.

She smiled, and I noticed that she had fixed herself up for this little conference. She smelled of fresh powder, which meant she had taken a bath. She was wearing nylons, a dress that showed off her cleavage, and she was made up. She knew I was a sucker for red lips.

“Wow,” I said. “You ply me with alcohol, and now you’re looking like the most beautiful critter on God’s green earth…what did I do to be so lucky?”

“You do lots of things,” she said, taking a sip of her own drink. Was it my imagination? Or had she just fluttered her eyes at me?

“But this is about me.”

“It’s all about you, babe. What can I do for you.”

“You can…” she paused, looked real nervous, and then she sort of changed streams. She was going to say something, but then decided to say something else.

“The reason I don’t like to cum…”

I cocked my head and was very silent.

“I have been having feelings.”

I nodded. “Feelings?” I encouraged.

I had heard of this, read of it, sometimes women change.

“And how is this change going?”

She frowned. Then blurted, “Terrible.”

I waited, and the rest of it came out.

“Ron. I feel…I’m attracted to…women.”

I have to say, my cool deserted me. I blinked, and then I struggled to regain my mental equanimity.

“I don’t…you haven’t done anything. But about six months ago I found myself staring at a woman. I don’t know who she was, but we were at a restaurant and she was walking by, and suddenly I was staring at her and…and…and I felt feelings.”

She paused. Gathered her thoughts. I sipped some more bourbon and Coke. Tell the truth, I was mind blasted.

But her pause turned into a shut down, and suddenly I realized I was going to have to get her started again.

“What kind of feelings?” I spoke tentatively, hoping she would start up again. “Are we talking…Lesbian fee—“

“I don’t know,” she blurted, almost wailed. “I felt warm, down there, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts. Her…her boobs. And I…I think I felt like a man. Sexual desire. I didn’t want to run away…I didn’t want to meet her…except that, sexually, I did.

“I was just so confused. We were out with Bob and Shiela and I was embarrassed, turned a little red—I think I was afraid somebody would read my mind—and just looked away and tried to get back into the conversation.”

I remembered that incident. But when she had gone into another zone I hadn’t thought anything of it. I figured she was just thinking of something. People do that, you know.

“And since that time you’ve…what? Lost your sex drive? Don’t want me?”

“No! No! I love you! All my heart! But I’m confused now. I can’t stop thinking, wondering, and I watch other women. I watch them on TV and wonder what they would be like in bed, what the Lesbian experience would be like. I wonder what it would be like to kiss another woman, to taste her lipstick, to feel her breasts…”

As Sue spoke I could see a deep misery under her speech. This was really bothering her, and I could see how that would mess with her desire for sex…and how it could stop her from wanting to cum.

She would be thinking that she was, just by having such thoughts, betraying me.

I placed my glass, now only half full, on the desk. “Honey? I think it’s time we had a hug.”

She was nodding, misty-eyed, and we both stood up. She moved into my arms and I held her complete. I didn’t try to kiss, nor did she. We just held each other. We held each other and breathed on each other’s necks. We felt the pulse in one another’s bodies. I could feel her boobs pressed up against me, heaving with her emotion.

And she could feel…you guessed it…my cock.

She giggled.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s a guy thing.”

“It’s a good guy thing.” She reached down, inserted a hand into my pants and held me. She didn’t stroke or play, she just held, and it felt so very good.

We just stood like that for several minutes, then I started to sway. Just a gentle motion, and she swayed with me.

I tilted my head back, and tilted hers, and we looked each other in the eyes. I kissed her lips so very gently, and said, “Do you have a plan? Any thoughts about this…uh, situation?”

“No. Just that I’m not happy, that I’m conflicted. I love you totally, all my heart, but…”

“But now something is in the way.”

She nodded, bit her sexy lip, and stared me in the eye.

“Well, it is a sticky wicket, and I know how uncomfortable such things can be, but…I might have a thought about it.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“What?”

“Can I have about an hour to do some research?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll call you in an hour.”

We let go of each other and she smiled and said, “Thank you.”

“I haven’t done anything.”

“You’ve been understanding, and that is a lot. I didn’t even want to talk about it. I was afraid that you’d…I was afraid.”

I kissed her gently again. “Fear no more, sweet maiden, now give me an hour.”

Smiling, relieved, she left the room.

I downed the rest of my bourbon, felt that cool liquid warm me up, and I sat down and opened a browser window. Shortly I was surfing the net.

An hour later, almost to the minute, I closed my windows and sat back and thought. And thought and thought. The bright idea I had had in the moment was proving to be…a bright idea. There were a lot of things I could do, but the question was…how far did I want to go? I could easily see the vast potentials here. And a few potential problems.

I sat for five minutes and just pondered, thought of what if’s and why not’s, and then, because I had said an hour and didn’t want to keep her waiting, I stood up and headed for the kitchen.

Sue was in the living room, nervously perusing a fashion magazine, and I had a feeling she had read nothing. Then I realized maybe she had read something, or at least looked at the pictures of sexy women.

And that gave me food for thought, and an idea about how to broach the subject I was about to broach.

“Hello, baby,” I leered at her cheerfully, making it a joke.

She was on her feet and following me, and I listened to the click of her heels on the wood floor.

“Shall we imbibe?” I asked, getting down the bourbon. “We have some possibly tall talking to do.”

“I guess I’d better.”

Her eyes were glimmering. I wondered if she had maybe been crying while waiting for me.

I poured the drinks, handed her one and said, “Patio, woman.”

She giggled and lead the way. As I left the kitchen I saw her purse on the counter and I reached in, found a tube of lipstick and put it in my pocket.

Our patio is our paradise. Tall bushes that blocked peepers. A pool with a waterfall and a diving board. A barbecue pit. We had had some mighty fine parties here.

We sat down in the lounge chairs and sipped, and I started the ball rolling.

“Honey, why do you wear nylons?”

She blinked. She didn’t expect that question.

“Fashion,” she answered somewhat easily. Curiosity was in her eyes.

“And why do you wear your hair so long and beautiful?”

“Again…fashion. What…?”

I held a hand up to stop her.

“And why do you wear dresses and make up and heels and everything?”

“It’s what women wear? Why are you asking me this?”

“Did you know that men in Scotland wear dresses?”

She blinked.

“Men in Fiji started wearing skirts not long ago. They call them sulus. In Greece the soldiers wear a dress called a fustanella. In Africa the men wear dresses called Kangas. Men wear dresses all over the world.”

“And you’re telling me this why?”

I swiveled around and stared at her. It was a very fixed stare and she was getting quite curious.

“Honey, I’m going to do something right now, and I don’t want you to say anything, just watch me. Okay?”

“Okay.” She drew out the word and turned her face slightly. I truly had her attention.

Watching her closely, taking note of any twitch or movement of her face or body, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the lipstick I had taken from her purse.

She blinked.

I turned the base and a pillar of beautiful, bright red rose.

I placed the tip of the lipstick on my lips and rolled it on. I could taste the waxiness. I could smell a slight perfume-y smell to the substance.

Sue’s mouth opened and she was fixated. Her eyes watched the red spread across my lips.

I took my time, I was working by feel and didn’t want to mess it up. I finally smacked my lips and screwed the lipstick closed. I held the lipstick in my hand, tilted my head slightly, and reached for my drink.

She couldn’t keep her eyes off my mouth.

I sipped, and left a red imprint on the rim of the glass.

She sighed, and it sounded like something was falling inside her chest, falling a long way, and then it hit, and she gulped.

“So how’s work?” I asked, deliberately guiding the conversation away from my lips.

“Work is fine,” she muttered. She was mesmerized, and I had the feeling she was not really even aware of answering.

“And how’s the new girl working out?”

“She’s…fine. She’s fine. She’s…” she focused on me, on me, not my lips. She seemed to give herself a mental shake, and she said, “What are you doing?”

“Do you like my lips?”

“I…they…”

“Just sit and talk. Tell me what you feel.”

Her eyes were glistening, and there was a hunger in them.

“I feel…I’m…excited.”

“Sexually excited?”

“Yes.”

She was staring at me, at my eyes, so hard it felt like she wanted to jump in my body and drive it away.

“Would you like to kiss me?”

“Oh, God…Oh…” But she didn’t move.

“So why don’t you?”

“Can…can I?”

“I wish you would. I wish you’d do a lot more.”

“More.”

“Yes. I would like you to take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I’d like you to kiss me. Gently, so you don’t mess my lipstick. Then I would like to eat you out. And that might mess up my mouth. But I can quickly reapply and…and then I want you to cum.”

There it was. Bingo. And she didn’t even blink.

“Oh, yes,” she said.

But she didn’t move. I don’t think she could move.

“Will you take my hand and lead me?”

“Oh…oh…” she licked her lips. Her own gorgeous, red lips.

“I can’t lead you. You have to take charge. You have to do this if it’s going to work.”

She didn’t even query me on that statement.

“Stand up.”

Like she was sleep walking, she stood up.

“Take my hand.”

She did, and then she started to move. Staring over her shoulder at me she pulled me towards the house. She never looked where she was going, she just kept staring at my red mouth. She walked, with head turned backwards, through the double doors, and down the hallway to our bedroom. I followed along, gripped by her clutching, sweaty palm.

She led me across the big room to our bed. She pulled me around and sat me down on the bed. She pulled her sweater over her head, and it was like she didn’t want to stop looking at me for even a second.

My heart, inside my seemingly clinical attitude, was pounding in my chest.

She kept her bra on, she was too horny to take the time to take off excess clothing. She pushed me back, lifted her skirt, pulled her panties and kicked them off, then she leaned forward and began unbuckling my belt.

All the while her eyes glittered, watched my lips. Occasionally slipped up to meet my own eyes, but right back to the lips. My red, red lips, so inviting, so intoxicating. So downright hypnotizing.

She undid the zipper and pulled my pants off. My underwear was poked out by my hard cock. She pulled my tighty whiteys down over my cock, off my legs, and threw them aside.

Then she was climbing onto me. Pushing me back further. In truth, we weren’t even in a comfortable position, but she was on me, sinking down my rod, gasping, and her own hands were up on her breasts, feeling them through her bra.

I lay still and watched her. Thank God I had cum the night before. This was so erotic that if I hadn’t I wouldn’t have lasted a minute.

She rocked back and forth, like I was a horse and she was in the saddle.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

“Kiss me,” I said.

She stopped rocking and leaning forward. Her breasts touched my chest and she held herself up on her forearms, and leaned down, down.

She touched my lips so softly I could hardly feel it, and our eyes were open, locked.

She kissed me again. Harder, but without moving her lips around on mine. She wanted to preserve my lipstick. It was exciting her.

She straightened up and began rocking again.

We rocked and rolled. She gave an occasional gyration of the hips, and I gave a hip thrust every once in a while.

But she was not in a hurry…except to just feel my cock in her. And to watch my lips.

She placed her hands on my chest, her back was slightly arched, her pussy was moist and firm.

Honestly, I had thought the lipstick was for her, but it was working on me, too. I couldn’t cum, but it was making me so horny that I wanted to. Talk about excruciating frustration. I wanted to cum, and the more I wanted to, the more I didn’t want to. Wasn’t that an interesting pickle? I was changing roles with my wife, and where she had not wanted to cum, now it was me.

“Are in charge?” I whispered.

She nodded, and she placed her hands on my pectorals. It was like she was holding herself up, bracing herself on my muscles, but there was deeper meaning her.

And I sensed that we were changing roles in more than just lipstick. There was something about her, a drive that was, with me now in the submissive bottom position, overpowering. She wanted this. She needed this.

A lifetime of being a submissive woman, and now she wanted to be the domineering woman.

And, surprisingly, or perhaps not so surprisingly, I liked it.

After a lifetime of being in charge, there was something very intoxicating about just lying back and taking it.

She began to shake, and her eyes got a surprised, far away look in them.

I could feel her hips quivering, her thighs starting to spasm.

I tried to drive up into her, to help her, but she pushed me back, she didn’t need any help.

She reached down and pushed my legs aside, now she was inside them, again in a domineering position, the Amazon position for lovemaking, and she fucked me.

She had already started, and now it was a mad finish. She fucked, male like, and pushed her hips down on me like she was inserting into me, though I was still penetrating her.

“Fuck!” She moaned, and the twitches became full on spasms, locked up muscles like she was having a seizure. And isn’t that what sex really is? A momentary seizure as bodies transmit…and accept…reproductive fluids?

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!”

I don’t know how she managed to stay on her feet, the cum was so violent, but she sagged on me, drove for that final inch, and collapsed. She lay on me, like a man would lay on a woman. She breathed, heaved really, and held me.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered.

I lay there, my hard cock still in her.

We felt the throbbing, pulsing of my erection, and she giggled. “What’s the matter, baby?”

I grinned. “You didn’t make me cum.”

She stood back then. Pushed off and stood  up and stared at me. She had a big grin on her face. “Good.”

And it was good.

I really enjoyed the horny feeling she was leaving me with. And I was soon to learn a truth: being horny all the time is better than shooting your load and not being horny.

True.

But, on the moment, I just knew we had made a break through. She had cum, and I had experienced something that had sort of taken me by surprise.

Sue pulled her skirt back up, but left her panties off. Heck, I hadn’t deposited a load of semen in her, so why should she?

“Come out and let’s talk about this,” she said, putting her sweater back on.

I was now officially horny, and I stared at her breasts hungrily.

She caught my gaze and laughed. “None of that, baby. I’m done for now.”

She started out of the room, then stopped at the door. She turned and contemplated me.

“What?”
“I’ve got a new lipstick in the top left drawer. Same shade. I like that shade on you.”

Then she turned and left.

I listened to her heels clicking on the wood, and I suddenly realized something: she had fucked me, like a man fucks a woman, while wearing high heels. The heels had probably helped her be high enough to give her the height she needed.

I sat up and felt myself. I felt my chest. My nipples were erect, tingling with sex. My cock was sticking out like a blind man’s cane. God, was I horny.

I looked over at her vanity table. Top left drawer.

I got dressed, then went to the table. I took out the new lipstick and, now watching myself in the mirror, I painted my lips.

It was gorgeous, and it made my lips look bigger. And my lips tingled. It turned out that there was lip plumper in the lipstick.

I stood up and thought about how we had fucked.

Wild, overwhelmed by our desire, like we used to fuck.

But now the shoe was on the other foot. Or perhaps…the high heel was.

Whatever, I walked out of the room and down the hall. Sue was on the patio again, she had taken her top off and was gathering some sun.

I walked outside.

She heard me, didn’t even turn around. she just raised a hand and snapped her fingers and said, “Two more drinks, boy.”

I chuckled. I was so horny that my cock almost hurt—it certainly was dripping—and I liked this game. I turned back into the house and headed for the kitchen.

Two drinks made, this was turning into a pretty good day, I sauntered back out to the patio. I placed one on the table next to Sue and sat in my own lounger.

We sat, her satisfied and happy, and me happy. Happy that I wasn’t satisfied.

We sipped, and I admired her bare chest.

“Beautiful,” I murmured.

She looked at me, saw what I was looking at, and smiled. “Nice lips,” she returned to me.

I could feel the paint on my lips and I smiled.

“So,” I said, “The game has changed.”

“It certainly has,” she agreed.

“The question is…how far are we going to take this?”

We both grew sober at that.

“How womanly do you want to be?” she asked.

“How womanly do you want me to be.”

“I don’t know if ‘want’ is the right word.”

“Require?” I asked. “Or, how womanly do I have to be to make you have earth shattering orgasms every time?”

She laughed. “Hell, all the way, baby.” Then she grew serious again, “Seeing you as a woman is a terrific turn on, but it’s all about me.”

“Sure it is.”

She didn’t say anything and I turned to her. “So what did you feel when we were making love?”

“I felt big, and strong, and powerful.”

“And I understand that. When we were done I was marveling at how good it felt to be on the bottom, to just submit and let you have your way with me. So, the opposite, how good it must have felt for you to be in charge, taking control.”

“Being the one on top,” she mused.

“Exactly.”

We sat and sipped quietly then, each pursuing our own train of thoughts.

“This sounds like we are reversing roles,” I finally stated. “And I think that it has more to do with power than sex, although, if we’re honest, you’ve got to admit that sex is power.”

“Or maybe power is sex.”

I nodded.

Then I said, “Let me ask you some questions, and you just listen and tell me if they do anything for you.”

“Okay.”

“Imagine me in a dress.”

She smiled. “Um hmm.” She liked it.

“Nylon and a garter belt.”

“Nylons. You have two legs. But…yes.”

“A bra.”

She grinned.

“A sex change.”

She stopped grinning. She opened her eyes and turned to me. “I don’t want that.”

“But you would like to see me with boobs.”

She grinned, then blurted, “I’m sorry. I just…it makes me happy.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. We’re just trying to get a clue as to what floats your boat.”

“You as a woman floats my boat,” she spoke instantly, without doubt. “And I want to be in charge. I want to tell you to do things. And…” she stopped.

“And what?” I grinned. “Come on, out with it.”

Her voice lowered almost to a whisper. “I want to…to control your orgasms.”

I didn’t say anything. On one hand, I was mind blasted. On the other, there was something so incredibly exciting hearing her fantasize what she would do with me.

She stared at me. “Is that bad?”

“We won’t know until we try it.”

“Really?”

“Really what?”

“Really are we going to do this? Play around with your sex, let me take control of your…your penis?”

“Well,” I said, somewhat ruefully, “It is said that man’s power emanates from his penis. So…I guess letting you take control of my big fella is going to give you the power. The question is…can you handle it?”

“Oh, yes.” she spoke eagerly.

“God,” I laughed. “That was fast.”

She looked sheepish, but we both knew that a decision had been made.


PART TWO

We spent that night talking over what we were going to do, and we spent the night cuddled in each others arms. We were happier than we had been in a long time.

At least, she was happy. I was…apprehensive.

Well, I was a guy. I was used to being in charge. She was going to be taking my power, being the one in charge.

But, that aside, I was happy, and I was especially happy that I was going to be doing something for Sue. I was going to be sacrificing something for her.

And, hey, if it didn’t work we could just go back to the way things were, right?

So, we awoke, the sun was shining, and Sue bounced out of bed like a jumping jack.

“Come on, lazy bones?”

I was awake, but not that awake. I grinned, “What’s the hurry?”

“I think you know the hurry,” she turned and looked at me meaningfully.

“Oh, that,” a nervous line darted up the center of my chest.

“Yes, that. Unless you’re going to chicken out.”

“No…no. I’m not going to chicken out, but I think you know I’ll be experiencing some mental…changes.”

“Tell me about it. Now, get up and shower, and use the Nair. I want to play with your body a bit.”

Wow. Nair. There was a feminine product if ever there was one.

So I stretched, rolled out of bed, and went into the bathroom to read the directions on the dreaded Nair bottle.

20 Minute later I emerged…without my body hair. I mean, I was exfoliated. Nekkid of hair. I didn’t have a single strand on my body.

“Whoa ho!” Sue exclaimed. “I definitely like the hairless look.”

“Feels…strange.”

“How strange?

Makes my flesh feel more electric. Like I can feel everything more intensely.

She smiled and led me to the vanity table.

“What are we going to do?”

“Fingernails.”

“Fingernails?”

“I want you to wear fingernails. You’ll have to be careful not to break them, and that means you’ll have to learn how to be gentle and do things differently, with more awareness.”

“All right.”

I sat down, and right from the get go I felt like I wasn’t in my body. It was surreal. It was almost mystical.

And, right from the get go, my boner sat up and howled. Or at least bobbed and throbbed.

Sue giggled. “Cute,” she said.

“I think more in terms of dangerous.”

“It used to be dangerous, but now…I don’t know.”

Yikes,” I said. “That’s hard to take.”

She was filing my nails and she stopped and looked at me. “And I think we’re going to have to do something about your dick.”

“Like what?”

“Well, we can’t have you bonerizing a dress all out of shape. That would be embarrassing.”

That made me chuckle on the inside. Being in a dress was going to result in a certain degree of embarrassment, but she was right. I was going to have to hide my erection.

“So, how do we hide that wants to stand up in a crowd?”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about that.” She paused for a moment as she pressed a red fingernail onto my thumb. “I’ve had to make them a little long because you’ve got spatulate fingers. But…you’re dick…there are several ways.”

“Like?”

“We could give you a chemical, temporary, that would make you limp.”

“Hmm.” I didn’t sound too happy about that.

“Or, we could make you wear a gaff.”

“A gaff?”

“It’s a tight fitting underwear female impersonators wear. It holds the penis back between the legs.”

“Sound painful.”

“Not to me.”

We chuckled at that.

“Or, we could make you wear a chastity tube. The cock can’t get hard, but we could let it out whenever we wanted, take it for a walk, if you get my drift.”

“Any other methods?” I wasn’t thrilled about any of them, so far.

“Well, there’s a rather drastic one. It can be undone, but…”

“Go on. Hit me with your best shot.”

“We could get an operation, sew your penis back between your legs.”

“What?”

“I read about it on Altairboy’s site.”

“You read that site?”

“Well, it’s defunct now, but you can still find it on the internet archives, the Wayback machine, if you really want. But, yes. I used to read it.”

“And how much other stuff have you read on the internet?”

She got cagey then. She smiled at me, a knowing smile, and said, “I’ve probably read everything you’ve ever read.”

I blinked. I grinned. Okay. Busted.

“Okay, so how does this ‘operation’ work? Not that I’m interested, I’m just curious.”

“Well, the operator…”

“The doctor.”

“Or nurse, he or she makes a small incision on the bottom of your penis, and another incision over the perineum. The perineum is between your asshole and your testicles.”

“I know where the perineum is,” I said dryly.

“Oh, okay. But that’s it. You are stitched together, your dick can get excited, but it can’t go anywhere. It’s supposed to be exquisite.”

“Exquisite.”

“Exquisite.” She nodded happily.

She had one hand done. She circled me and sat on the other side, and I examined my mitts.

My fingers were longer by a half inch. They were oval. They took my breath away. I was supposed to live with these things on my fingers?

“Okay. So we think about the method for controlling my cock.”

“We do. And I’ll make an appointment for your boobs this afternoon.”

“My boobs,” I said, wonderingly.

“How big do you want them?”

“Oh, my…” my mind went riot on that one.

Did I want big honkers that everybody would stare at?

But if they were too small then it would be like I didn’t have any.

“I would go for average.”

She frowned. “Okay.”

“What? You want me to have big balloons that everybody stares at?”

She laughed at the tone of my voice. “No. Of course not. But…a little bigger might be fun.”

“Fun,” I blinked. This was weirding me out, to say the least, and it was just fun for her.

But…yeah. I could understand that. I just had to learn to deal with it.

“Okay, let’s think about that, maybe talk with the doctor and then think about it some more.”

“Okay.”

I stared at my hand some more. I touched my face. It felt so weird to touch myself with long nails. I began adjusting my thinking right then. How I would hold hammer, and nail. How I could put laundry in the machine without breaking a nail. No working on cars, which was fine, I didn’t like to work on cars. Putting on clothes, the simple act of working a buckle might prove…interesting. And other things. Lots of other things.

“Take a look.”

I looked down. Both hands were done now, and I marveled at how long my fingers looked, and…my dick was harder than ever.

Sue grabbed my penis and squeezed it. “This is so sexy. You really love this stuff.”

“Uh…”

“Admit it!”

“I refuse to answer on the grounds…”

“Poo! Put on your lipstick!”

My first test with elongated fingers. Putting on lipstick.

I picked up the tube using the pads of my fingers, and that was already weird. I turned the base, and watched my nails move.

I leaned forward and made my mouth red.

And my dick actually began to drool.

“Oh, my God! Look.”

I looked down at my lap. It was a lot of drool, a lot of pre-cum. “Wow.”

“You’re going to need a pad,” she giggled.

“That’s going too far!” I protested.

She just looked at me and smiled, and I knew she was thinking about it.

But me? A pad? I didn’t have the feminine parts for it.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I’m going to do it.”

“Do what.”

“I’m going to have you wear a pad.”

“But…”

“But shut. Not a pad pad, but a Tampon pad.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“Yep. Women use them, and I want you as womanlike as possible. So…tampons for you, baby.”

“Oh, my God.” I actually turned a little white. This was out of control.

But it was also strangely exciting. I thought about it. Putting a pad up there. Wow. That would be something. And it shouldn’t hurt, because women do it. Not to their butts, but…what was the difference?”

“You want to put it in now?”

“Uh…whatever you want.”

She clapped her hands. “Get on the bed, butt up.”

I climbed onto the bed slowly, nervously.

Sue got a Tampon and put a dab of lube on it. “Okay, this is going to feel funny, but I think you’re going to like it.”

She put the thing to my butthole and very gently inserted it. It went right in, and I experienced…excitement.

“Your dick is drooling more.”

I got off the bed and looked down. Yes, it was. A lot. I felt my butthole and felt the string dangling. “Wow.”

“Cool, huh?”

“I guess.” My penis was positively giant.

“Okay, let’s get you into a dress.”

“No more make up?”

“A little later. Right now I want to see you in a dress, and high heels, and I want to work on your hair.

“My hair.”

I hadn’t even thought about my hair.

I wear my hair long, but masculine. But masculine was a gone deal now.

Sue washed my hair with shampoo and conditioner. She put big curlers in it. “These are big curlers. I don’t want you looking like Shirley Temple. I want you to have gentle, sexy waves. You up for that?”

“Sure.”

When she was done I did have soft and wavy hair. I stood in front of the mirror and marveled. With the lipstick I definitely had a feminine look. In fact, because I have a roundish face, I did look like a woman.

“Wow! Put this on.”

She gave me a tight dress, very stretchy, and I pulled it down and she frowned.

“Okay, bozo, it’s diet time for you.”

“How about just giving me a corset?”

“And a corset…too!”

“Too? I have to diet and wear a corset?”

“Absolutely.”

It was frightening, and uncomfortable, but the sense of excitement running through me was too great.

“This is so much fun,” she giggled. Then she frowned. “But we have to do something about that dick.

She was right. It poked that stretchy dress way out.

But, nothing to do for it now, we continued our little dress up session.

An hour later I was a most excellent imitation of a female. I was wearing nylons and heels, a bra, my face was made up.

It was fun. It was exciting, and except for the big boner, dripping into the dress, it was a smash success.

“Okay, baby. I want you like this every day. I want you to learn how to put your own make up on, do your own nails, everything.”

“Okay.” Man, I knew this was going to be a project, but…wow.

It took Sue a while to get a doctor to give me tits. It should have been easy. Lots of LGBTQ doctors out there. But most doctors wanted me to have psychiatric counseling, or to have been living as a woman for a year, or some other hoop to jump through.

Huh. Can’t a guy just get tits if he wants to?

But she found a doctor, pretty well recommended, too, and we went for our initial meeting. The meeting went fine. He asked a few questions, took some measurements, and he offered a specific insight to me getting breasts.

“You’ve got a slightly wider chest than a female, so a small implant will look like you’re just starting puberty.”

“So what do you suggest?”

“Bigger.”

“Oh.”

“How much bigger?”

“Why don’t you lie back on the exam table.”

I did, and he placed several implants on my chest and told me about each one. And each one felt larger and larger. But, at a certain point, Sue said, “That is the most proportional.”

“I agree,” and he made notes and put the implant aside.

“That looks pretty big,” I observed.

“If the shoe fits,” Sue said, and that was it. And I think that was the first time I saw the downside of being the lesser ‘power’ in our role reversal marriage. She just spoke, and there was no room for any real discussion. We would talk about that later, but right then Sue brought up the other operation.

“Can you attach his penis to his perineum.”

The good doctor blinked, thought about it, then shrugged. “Sure. Can you tell me more?”

I hadn’t actually decided on that, but it was an exciting possibility, and it was obvious that Sue had thought about it.

So we made an appointment for the operation, and it was decided that when I was there we would let him know about the other operation.

Hey, I was going to be there, I was going to be under, so why not? Two for one, right? But the thought really sobered me up.

One month later I was wheeled out of the hospital in the obligatory wheel chair. I stood up next to the car, which Sue had brought around, and realized that I had rather sizable boobs.

I looked down and couldn’t see the ground.

The nurse was smothering a smile, and she helped me into the car. I was very silent when we drove home.

At home I went into the bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror.             

Wow. I was stacked. I had thought average, but this…I was as big as Marilyn Monroe. Maybe even Jane Mansfield. With my diet and exercises I had a very thin waist, and my body was very feminine.

“What do you think?” asked Sue, standing next to me, gazing at my boobs with a big smile.

“They’re…large.”

“It’s what the doctor ordered. And how about your little friend?”

I looked down, but couldn’t see it.

Of course not. It was tucked back between my legs. The doctor had given me something to stop erections for a week, and by then…by then I would be able to…what? Be horny and not be able to do anything about it?

“I can’t feel it.”

“He said you wouldn’t be able to. Turn sideways.”

I did, and she said, “Excellent. Can’t see it at all.”

The following week was interesting. I had long fingernails, long hair, and large breasts. I had to figure out a new sense of balance. I was figuring out how to use my hands. And I had to get dressed, put on make up, take care of my nails, every single day. It was difficult at first, but as time went on it got easier. What didn’t get easier was the sense of frustration as my penis started to live again.

It got sort of hard, but it was directed downward, and it just sort of fizzled out. Got so hard, and no harder. Couldn’t make the bend or something.

And my balls were actually pushed up into my body, into the space from which they had descended when I was ten or eleven.

Sue loved it. I fit into dresses easily, no bump.

And, the bonus for her, and the, uh…problem for me…sex.

Seeing me dressed so sexy, wanting a woman, she was constantly horny.

And I couldn’t deliver.

So Sue got a couple of things.

One, she got a dildo for me to use on her. Oh, man. That was hard, and even more frustrating. To be balls deep in a woman…and not have any sensation. To see her groaning and crying out…and feel nothing.

It made me feel inadequate…even as I got pleasure from it.

Two, she made me wear a butt plug at all times. She absolutely loved the flushed look of excitement I got from walking around, sitting, having an invader in my back canal. And she said it made me walk more like a woman, a little more sway.

But it also made me awkward, which was weird. I was awkward and she said that was what made me move more like a woman. But my awkwardness made me feel more feminine.

I tell ya, one of the thrills of my life was when we went jet skiing. That constant vibration on my asshole, I was dripping so hard, and I felt like I was constantly on the edge of an orgasm.

And there we were. Sue was living her dream. She had a woman, and the woman could still pleasure her to her heart’s content.

I was in a state of super excitation at all times. And, like I said earlier, it was more fun to be horny all the time than to get off.

But, I did need to get off. To be horny all the time, and not be able to squirt…I needed to clean my pipes. I really needed to.

DING DONG!

I went to answer the bell. Sue had decided that we needed to have a party, a coming out party for me. So she had invited all our friends, and we had a kitchen full of drinks, and I had to open the door.

Now, I had been out in public. And most of our friends knew what we were doing. Some chuckled, some were aghast, but almost all of them came around. Sure, we lost a few friends, but were they really the kind of friends we would want in the first place?

So I opened the door and shook hands, or air kissed, or hugged, or whatever was appropriate.

And, this being Hollywood, there were a couple of people that were like me. Men in chic clothing.

And we partied, and we drank a lot, and I fielded a lot of questions, once the liquor flowed enough.

“What’s it like having tits?” was my favorite. Four different guys asked me that. No girls asked me because, well, duh, they already knew what it was like to have tits.

“It’s cool,” I answered, and, “Try it and find out.” That made them chuckle, and it also made them think.

The fact is that this is a changing society. This is a world built by and for men. But women had arrived, and they were taking over. And I do mean taking over.

More women graduated college. The number of woman who owned businesses was skyrocketing, and male owned businesses were dwindling.

Women were becoming male in the family, and two women would raise children, or the woman would just take over and, like me, the man would be in skirts.

The point of all this is that though I had to go through some stuff, some personal and inside, and some not so personal and related to the world at large, it was okay. It’s a changing world. I was being accepted as a crossdresser, or transvestite, or a person in the middle of transitioning, or whatever. And that was okay. Call me whatever you want, just don’t call me late for dinner. In a changing world you have to adapt, and be understanding, or have a rough time. I was determined not to have a rough time.

What I didn’t plan on, however, was the conversation Sue had with Barbara, one of our friends who happened to be Lesbian.

Now, how much Sue told Barbara I don’t know. She might have told her a little and sloughed her off, or she might have laid out our whole history. But, whatever she said, what Barbara told her…that was the icing on the cake. I wasn’t to find out what was said until later, however.

We had started the party at 2 in the afternoon. We had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, drunk a lot of soda pop, beer, hard likker, and I know there were even a couple of people into pot and pills.

All of which was okay.

And, by 7 the people started drifting. By ones and twos and groups they found Sue or I and thanked us and headed on out. Maybe to crash, maybe another party. By 9 o’clock everybody was gone.

I stood and stared at the mess, and was happy. Heck, you judge how good a party is by the mess left behind, right?

And I was standing there and Sure came up to me, put her arm around my waist and hugged me, and said, “Good party.”

“The best,” I answered. Truth was, I had had a bit to drink, and I was feeling pretty good.

Sue sighed.

“What?”

“How’s your sex drive.”

“Oh, heysoos,” I whispered. “My sex drive is out the roof. Putting on sexy clothes every day, and I’ve still got my balls, hidden though they are, churning out semen by the gallon.”

“By the gallon?” she chuckled.

“Then there’s you. I touch you every day, and you touch me more and more. And you make me get down and eat you, and fuck you with the dildo. And you look at me like you’re laughing all the time. Sometimes I am a drooling mess.

Sue gave a delighted laugh. “Well, that’s sort of the way I like you.”

“Well, you got me,” I shook my head. My skin was tingly, having her touch me. I felt like I was going to orgasm right on the spot. But I felt like that a lot lately. But all I did was drool pre-cum. In fact, I usually put a light pad in my panties to blot up the liquid.

“Well, my question is…are you happy? Do you like being like this?”

“I love it,” I answered honestly.

“Do you want to go further?”

That stopped me. I had boobs, my cock was locked in a unique way that had no key. I was about as feminine as you could get in dress. What was left?

“What is further?”

“Further is what I tell you to do. And I tell you, you may object at first, but once it’s done you’ll love it, and you’ll want more.”

Well, curiouser and curiouser. It was like a riddle.

“Okay,” I said.

“Mind you,” she said. “Once I do this, once I take you all the way, you will be a woman, and you will also be subservient to me. I will be totally in charge. Can you handle that?”

“You’re pretty much in charge anyway,” I answered. “So I guess I can.”

She considered me for a long moment. I could feel the deep thoughts she was having.

She turned to me, turned me to her. “Down on your knees.”

Puzzled, I complied. I knelt and looked up at her.

“Ron, do you take me for your husband?”

I blinked, and suddenly it was like I was out of body. And there was a big piece of me wailing away, ‘No! No!’

But I had agreed to this, whatever she was going to do.

“I do.”

“Do you agree to act upon my slightest whim? To Love nobody but me? Forever?”

Suddenly I was stammering. This was going out of control. Yet…I had the intuitive feeling that this was what I wanted. This was what I had been seeking my whole life. “I do.”

“Ron. Do you submit to me fully and completely and dedicate your life to my pleasure?”

This was way deeper than a marriage vow, and I had the feeling I was stepping off a diving board a thousand yards high…with no pool underneath.

“I do.”

“Rise, my wife.”

I did.

She took my hand and lead me into the house. Back to the bedroom. She said, “Lift your dress and lose your panties.”

Dutifully, puzzled, but suddenly having a sort of dawning intuition niggling at the edges of my awareness, I lifted my dress and pulled my panties off.

“Lay down on the bed.”

I lay on the bed, face up, and watched Sue.

She opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out the strap on. She wanted me to fuck her right then and…and it hit me.

She put the strap on on.

She was going to fuck me.

I opened my mouth to speak, but couldn’t.

I wanted this. I knew it. She knew it. I had pledged myself to it.

She screwed the biggest dildo we had into the strap on. It was a full nine inches, and very thick.

She faced me, gave a sigh, and we could feel the nervous energy in the room.

She opened the jar of lube on the dresser and began lubing up the cock. Thank God, she was using a lot of lube.

She stepped over to the bed, her big cock glistening with lubricant.

“Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for me to make you mine?”

Gulping, I nodded.

“After this this is the only kind of sex you will get. We won’t release your cock. You will be a woman every day. You will fix me meals, clean the house, and do whatever I wish. Do you understand?”

I gave another nod. I was torn between looking at her, and looking at the large dick poking out from her juncture.

“Okay, lay back and spread your legs.”

Feeling a bit faint, scared, I leaned back and spread.

She stepped between my legs and pulled my legs towards her. She was in heels, and that made her the perfect height. She put the dildo to my hole, my virgin hole, and she began worming it around.

Oh, Heysoos in a bucket with no bottom. It felt good. I felt light headed as the sensations ran through my butt.

Gently, holding my hips and smiling, she began pushing the thing into me.

I was a virgin. I don’t deny that it hurt. But…it also felt good. I felt my hole growing wider, stretching, and the pain that went along with that.

But I also felt the penis touching my nerves, sliding in, and I jerked back. Sue grabbed my hips and held me firm.

“Be brave, my wife,” she whispered. Inch by inch she penetrated me. I cried a little, it did hurt, but giving myself up felt so good that it more than canceled out any temporary pain.

Finally, she was in me. She just stood there, inside me, and I had to deal with it.

This was my station in life. This was my purpose. This was what I was built for. I bit my lip, and the tears subsided. The pain began to subside.

She pulled out gently, and I panicked. I had just gotten used to her being in me. I didn’t want her to leave. I grabbed her wrists and the look in my eyes, she knew what I wanted.

“Hush, my sweet. I’m not withdrawing, I’m going to fuck you now. I am going to make you my woman.”

And she began push back in. Inch by exquisite inch, opening me up, making me accept her superiority.

I gasped, and the strength went out of me. I couldn’t resist. I was powerless.

And she knew it. I could feel her gaining strength, as if she was taking it away from me.

She pulled back slowly, it was as if all my nerves had been pushed inward, and now they were being pulled outward.

And in.

Now I was crying harder. Not for the pain, but for the joy of giving up. I was submitting, and this was something I had needed all my life.

I wanted to rise up, to hug her, to show my appreciation for what she was doing, but I couldn’t. She was male superior, and she was doing what males do, and there was nothing I could do bu take it.

Then, just when I thought I could take no more happiness, I felt something gooey getting into my hole. Not the lube, but something else.

Sue smiled. I’ve pressed on the prostate. Your semen is coming out.

She kept fucking me, and the fluid of months of denial flooded out of me. I felt myself emptying, leaking out my throbbing, but not cumming, dick.

Sue smiled at me. “You will be drained, and you will be hornier, hornier than you could have imagined. But your only release will be to serve me, and to hope that I will do this again. And if you are a good girl…I will. In a month or so.”

Then, me feeling so satisfied and happy, she pulled out. She wiped her cock off on my buttocks. Held out her hand and pulled me from the bed.

I was feeling very lazy now. I was drained.

She said, “I’m going to go to sleep now. Clean the house, do a good job. I’ll leave a blanket on the floor for you to sleep on. In the morning I would like bacon and eggs for breakfast.”

Then she slapped my ass and sent me from the room.

END
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PART ONE

She was tired. She was tired of doing the dishes and picking up the clothes, doing the laundry and vacuuming, fixing the meals and following her husband around. Then one day, it finally got to her and…she snapped.

“Samantha!” John called out. “Did you pack my extra shirt?”

“Yes,” she yelled back. She was irritated. She was upset. She was tired of being a maid.

“What about socks! Did you put socks in my luggage?”

“You’ve got socks!” she stomped down the hall and into the bedroom. “Honestly! Why don’t you pack for yourself? Don’t you know what you need? Why do I have to pack for you all the time?”

“Hey, babe, don’t have a tizzy fit.”

Which statement, of course, caused her to have a tizzy fit.

“It’s just that I’m awfully busy. I work all day and half the night. If I need a little help—“

“And I have to do all the laundry and the vacuuming and I cook all your meals.”

“Of course you do,” he seemed surprised. He finished tying his shoes—thank God he didn’t ask her to tie his shoes—and stood up and stomped his feet. “You’re my wife.”

“To work and slave for you.”

“Oh, honey, you know better. It’s just that I’m busy and…that’s why I’ve got a wife.”

Bingo. Instant rage. In fact, it was more than rage, Sam slid right out the top, blew her stack so bad she was speechless, and then…calm. The calm in the eye of a storm.

“I’ve got to go. I’ll be back next week.” He kissed her a peck on the cheek, picked up his bag and strode out of the room.

He ignored what she had said, or, rather, he thought he had handled it. A moment later she heard his car start up and he was gone.

She stood and experienced a frightening moment of clarity.

She was a wife. He had married her expecting her to wait on him hand and foot. That’s how he saw a wife. Somebody who picked up after him and was happy with that.

Well, that was over. Boy, was that over.

Having suffered her epiphany, in a new frame of mind, she walked into the kitchen. She walked like a man, clomping, letting the rage come out in her stomping. She opened the cupboard and reached for the bourbon, and cursed. When John had put the bottle up there he had shoved it to the back and now she couldn’t reach it.

She pulled a kitchen chair around and climbed up on it, and she thought about how the world was built for men. Cupboards too high, steering wheels too far, everything was built for a man.

Well, that was over. She was not going to be the happy, little wifey anymore. John was going to have to be the wife. He was going to have to clean up after her. He was going to wait on her hand and foot. She had had all she could stand and she could stand no more.

She held a glass to the ice maker and the clattering cubes half filled the glass. She filled the glass halfway with bourbon, the other half with Coke,  and swirled it around.

John liked bourbon and Coke. Now she did, and he was going to have to drink wine.

She walked into the bedroom, sipping the nectar, and stood in his closet. Clothes. Suits. White shirts. Ties. Fuck that. She put her drink down and grabbed an armful of clothes off his rack and walked back into the bedroom and put them on the bed. Armful after armful, until the closet was emptied.

She moved his shoes out, and his underwear, his cufflinks, everything and anything. She packed everything in a box, then took a hand truck and moved the box out to the garage. She pushed it in behind a bunch of other boxes. He never came out here, he would never find them. He wouldn’t even think of looking out here.

She hopped into her car and headed for the Goodwill. She dug through bins for underwear, took dresses off racks, selected shoes—lots of high heels—and, bonus of all bonuses, she found a corset!

She smiled.

Next she headed downtown. John worked at Spencer’s Financial. He was the Indian and the chief in his own department, which, to describe it loosely, checked contracts.

She walked into Chuck Browers office.

Chuck looked up in surprise. “Sam! Hi! Did we have a meeting or something? John is out of town and…you knew that.”

“I knew that,” She closed the door and locked it. She walked over to his desk, put her hands down and leaned forward.

Sam had a world class set of breasts. She was proud of them. They were big, lots of cleavage, and some wicked, pointy nipples.

Chuck swallowed and had to rip his eyes off her cleavage and nipples.

“So what can I do for you?”

“Assign John to work from home.”

“Well, I can’t, really.”

“Bullshit. John doesn’t have to do these out of town gigs. He just likes to travel and play golf so he volunteers. But that’s done. No more. John is now working at home.”

“What’s does John have to say about that?”

“John loves his job and he’ll do what you, the boss, tell him. And you’re going to do what I tell you. John is working at home. Period.”

“Well, I don’t think that would be…”

Sam ripped her top button off. It didn’t expose any more flesh because it wasn’t buttoned, but it was a slight dishevelment of her person. “Rape,” she whispered.

Chuck blinked.

About ten seconds passed, then she ripped another button off. “Rape,” she said.

“Hey! Wait! you can’t do this! I could lose my job! My wife—“

Sam ripped the third button off. She was down to the bottom of her cleavage now. Another button and her bra wold be visible. “Rape,” she said in a louder voice.

“Fuck! Stop this! We’re friends! You can’t do this!”

She grabbed a button hole and said, “I’m going to rip this next, and that will rips this dress. I will be exposed. By the time you get the door open I can throw everything off your desk, slap my face so hard I’m crying.

“Sam! For God’s sake! Okay! John’s going to work at home.”

“Thank you, Chuck. Now, one other thing.”

“What?” His eyes were wild, he was upset, nothing was making sense.

She came around the desk and sat on it and slid her ass so she was right in front of him. She reached under her dress and pulled her panties down. She pulled them over her high heels and tossed them then spread her legs.

“Wait a minute! I agreed!”

“Yes, you did. And good boys should be rewarded.”

“But…but…”

She grabbed his hair and pulled him as she leaned back.

He was a man. He couldn’t resist her. No man can resist a woman if that woman  takes control, and Sam was taking control.

Chuck found his face enmeshed in pussy, and he did the only thing he could do, he began to lick. He slurped his tongue up her labia and found the clitoris. He sucked hard, and Sam moaned.

Chuck didn’t think of John. Or of his wife. He couldn’t think with his mouth full of pussy pie. All he could see, his whole universe, was focused on her moist pinkness.

She held his head down and moaned, “Take your dick out, Chuck.”

Keeping his mouth working, Chuck reached down and unbuckled, then unzipped. His cock sprang out and throbbed. Twenty seconds ago he had been limp and terrified, now he was gasping and hungry and desperate for this juicy pussy.

“Come on up, little girl,” she pulled his head and he moved up. She pulled her dress to the side and a tit popped out, and right into his mouth. His cock was at her front door, begging entry.

“What are you waiting for?”

Nothing. He slid into her like she was greased and so was she.

She threw her head back and arched. She wrapped her legs around his body. She fucked him.

He was on fire. He had not a thought in his head. He was just intent on sliding his cock back and forth.

She groaned and matched his thrusts. Their pubics meshed and parted, meshed and parted.

“Oh, God,” he mumbled over a mouth full of nipple.

She scratched his back and made a small wail of pleasure.

With such violence it was only a matter of a minute until he began to squirt. His hips bucked and his eyes rolled up a little.

Sam smiled.

She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. All she cared about was the fact that she now owned Chuck.

When men and women have sexual intercourse one always owns the other. The man becomes enthralled, or the woman. One becomes dominant in the relationship. And since Sam was now determined that her husband was goin to be her wife, that made all men into wives.

She owned him. She was dominant in their relationship.

She slapped his face and he backed off, dazed. His dick flopped out  of her pussy and his semen oozed out of her quim and drooled down between her legs and over her asshole.

“What?” He was confused.

“You came in me, you moron. Now lick it up.”

“But, I…you—“

She slapped his face again and whispered, “Rape.”

That was it for Chuck. He wasn’t about to go through that again. Though it disgusted him, he bent his head down and began licking.

Sam leaned back and enjoyed his lapping tongue. She loved the way it worked into the button of her asshole, how he licked up the crevices to her pussy. And she really liked it when he put his lips on her pussy and sucked. Oh, that felt good.

Sex is power, she thought.

Done with him, and his mouth having cleaned her up, she pulled her panties up and said, “You better figure out what to tell John. I don’t want to have to come here and get raped again.”

“But…I didn’t rape you!”

“Oh, honey,” she smiled and patted his flushed cheek. “Every fuck is a rape if you know what you’re doing.”

With that oblique and convoluted statement she walked out of his office.

She stopped at the mall on the way home and bought John’s make up. She had a piercing kit at home, so she bought him some earrings.

Finally, she headed for home. And another bourbon and Coke.

She smiled and congratulated herself. All the things she had done today…she was going to have a wife. A real and honest to goodness wife. To pick up after her and do the dishes and…and do all the things a wife was supposed to do.

The only thing left to do now was to prepare John for his homecoming. After all, just because she knew he was going to be her wife didn’t mean that he knew it.

That boy had a few things to learn, and he was going to have to start now!

“John,” she spoke low, sultry, dripping with sex, “How did you like my picture?”

On the other end of the line John was breathing hard and gulping. He looked at the text message again. The JPEG showed Sam laying on the bed frigging herself with the end of a rolling pin. It was so fucking hot he wondered why the phone didn’t burst into flames.

“Uh, honey…” his throat was dry and his voice cracked. “I…uh…”

“Would you like me to send you another one.”

“Yu…yu…yes.” His cock was slammed up against his zipper. Good thing he was in his hotel room. If he went out on the street with that bump he’d be arrested.

“Oh, I’d like to, too.”

“Uh…”

“But there’s something stopping me.”

“What?”

“I need a picture from you.”

“I can do that.”

He dropped his pants and his cock sprang out the fly of his boxers. He snapped a picture and sent it to her.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so nasty! But…I want something more.”

“What?” He could hardly speak.

“I want you to go buy a pair of panties.”

“What?” Now his voice did rise up.

“I want you to go to a store and buy some panties and put them on and take your picture. I want to see your panty clad penis, all stiff and happy and dripping.”

“Uh, but…that’s…that’s…”

“That’s like buying Kotex. No man wants to do that, but buying panties and sexting me will prove how much you love me. If you can overcome yourself…if you can show me that big, hard cock, inside a pair of girl panties…then I’ll know you love me.”

John didn’t even think about how, exactly, that would prove he loved her. He just nodded and gulped some more. He was already trying to figure out ways he could get panties without going into a store.

He could steal them off a clothes line, go stalk a laundromat, mail order them…wait, he couldn’t mail order them, that would take too long. He needed those panties now!

“Okay.” He sounded like he was gargling.

“Oh, goodie. In the meantime, while you’re doing that, I’m going to do really nasty things to my pussy.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe jack off with the vacuum cleaner. Maybe sit on a bedpost, or, I know, I’ll go sit on the ball hitch on our SUV.”

John was leaking now, and he was having trouble standing up. He had no idea what had made his wife act like this, but like any man with a hard dick he wasn’t thinking. He was just intent on getting panties.

“And, by the way, Mr. Big Penis?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t you dare jack off. You can play with yourself all you like, but…don’t…jack…off.”

“Oh…okay.”

“And when you get home I’m going to do all these wonderful, dirty things to you…”

Some time later, John dazed and staggering, Sam hung up. John zipped and buttoned up, pulled on his jacket, and headed out into the sunlight. He had a couple of hours before he had to meet with the customer, and he had to get a pair of panties. He opened his cell phone and typed in ‘panties.’  Good old Google, he knew exactly where to go when his Uber arrived.

Back on the home front Sam had hung up because she had heard the doorbell.

She was naked because she had just been making love to a kitchen implement, and she ran, tits flopping through the house. She opened the front door to see a Fedex delivery man walking down the walk towards his truck.

“Hey!” she yelled.

He turned around.

She opened the door to reveal herself in all her natural splendor. “You need to bring this box into the house for me.”

The Fedex man gawped. His eyes opened up and he stared.

“Well? Come on!”

His legs moved like they had no knees. Just stiff sticks of wood that staggered back towards the house.

He arrived in front of the doormat and Sam pointed down at the mat. The box was six inches cubed and she said, “It’s way too heavy for little, old me. Bring it in.”

Still stunned, looking like an ox trying to figure out what TV was, he bent and picked up the package.

“Back this way,” Sam moved down the hallway.

The Fedex man stumbled over the threshold and followed her.

Sam grinned. She walked backwards so he could see her proud boobs. She beckoned with a finger.

He followed her into the bedroom, and she stopped at the bed. “Put it here.” She pointed at the bed.

The Fedex man, gasping for breath, red-faced and pants bulging, put the little box on the bed, and Sam pushed him down, began stripping his clothes off him.

In a second he was naked, his own package ready for delivery.

Sam pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him. She squatted over his meat and began to descend.

The tip of his dick slid into her snatch. She was juicy, his cock was big, and their pubics met and began to grind.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. This is the delivery I’ve been waiting for!”

His balls were big and they bounced under her wild gyrations.

He reached up and grabbed her tits and she groaned and lowered her chest to him. “Suck them, big boy. Suck them good.”

He did. He took her nipple in mouth and began to suck it hard.

She groaned and swiveled her ass around on his cock.

It wasn’t but a couple of minutes before he felt himself triggering.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Well, hurry up!” She grabbed his ears and held them while she fucked him, and he began to spurt his white fluid deep inside her.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” she grunted. “That’s the way.” then she said something that made no sense to him. “Now I own you.”

“What?”

“Want to be my wife? Want me to take you away from all this?”

But he was done. His dick was limp and it slipped out of her, along with a big gloop of sperm.

He pushed her off and stood up.

She lay on the bed and grinned at him.

“Are we married?”

“Uh, lady, uh, I…I’ve got deliveries to make.”

He staggered out of the bedroom, pulling his clothes on. He didn’t know what had happened to him. He had never had a woman do that to him, and what was that business about them now being married?”

He ran to his truck, tucking his shirt in and pulling up his fly. He got in and drove down the street. The truck veered back and forth, but he made it and turned on the next street and was gone.

Sam lay back and sighed. She hadn’t cum. But that wasn’t what was important. What was important was that she had fucked another man. She owned him. She was gaining in power.

She thought about taking a picture of the semen oozing out of her and sexting John, but she didn’t. She knew it was too soon for that. She might own men, but he was the one man who she had to change, make more amenable. He was the one she had to make like a wife.

John picked up the panties and his face was redder than a rose painted red. He was standing in a department store in the (choke) women’s section. Women walking past him. Did they see the panties in his hand?

He didn’t know, but he could see himself, and he was having a rough time. This was worse than buying Kotex. Holding the panties low so they wouldn’t be noticeable, he headed for the check out counter.

He stood in line. A woman with three kids was behind him. They overflowed her shopping cart and chattered and the youngest one was exploring the taste of boogers. A woman holding drapery and rods was in front of him.

The line moved slowly. The girl at the counter seemed a bit lame brained. She looked like she couldn’t chew gum and work the register at the same time, and she was chewing gum.

The lady in front of him paid, moved forward, and stopped at the exit to the line. She started fumbling with her purse and wallet and mumbled, “I know it was here a second ago.”

John put the panties on the counter and the girl ran the tag under the light.

“Dang!” she chewed. “This ain’t…hey, mister, the price tag is obliterated.” She actually used the word ‘obliterated’ and she showed him how the price was rubbed out.

She grabbed her mike and said, “Price check on women’s panties.”

John felt himself shrinking.

The girl turned to John spoke in a shrill voice. “You sure you want these mister? They’re lady’s panties.”

He nodded, his face pounding with blood and embarrassment.

“Hey, Mommy!” blurted one of the booger eaters behind him. “That man is buying panties!”

He felt one inch tall, like even the babies were giants, and his face felt like it was glowing, which it was.

“Do ya?” the girl persisted.

“They’re for my wife,” he whispered.

“Oh, they’re for your wife. Why dint you say so.” She turned to the lady with the booger eater babies and said, “They’re for his wife.”

The lady in front of John turned to look at him. She snorted. “Yeah, right.”

John stood there, wanting to run for his life. Five minutes later a supervisor showed up and okayed the price.

John didn’t care. He just wanted to get out of there. Jamming the panties into his pocket he ran from the store.

Sam went on the net and ordered things. Sissy clothes for John, a remote controlled chastity device, chains and padlocks. She ordered them for overnight delivery, which would leave her lots of time to get the house ready.

And she smiled. Overnight delivery. Amazon drivers. She was going to own more men.

John burst into his hotel room. He had forgotten about Uber and run all the way back, shamed and mortified by his experiences.

And, yet, he was trembling. He ripped open the package and took out the panties. They were white and looked a bit small, but he was so horny he didn’t care.

He stripped his clothes off and began pulling the panties up.

Oh, man, they really were small. The legs got so tight, he couldn’t get them over his thighs. He lay back on the bed and tugged and pulled, and turned his face and finally read the wrapper.

‘Teens.’

“Oh, fuck!” he cried.

Then, frustrated but driven, he grabbed the waist band and pulled.

The panties slid up and over his hips. They were stretched and so damned tight…his package, which had gone down from his efforts, was crammed inside the space reserved for a teenagers mons.

He stood up, his balls hurting, his cock squashed, and grabbed his cell phone. He snapped a picture, then groaned and fell on the bed. He began ripping the fabric, which was now so stretched out it was starting to come apart on its own. In a second he was holding bits of thin fabric. His cock, of course, was now gigantic. He almost sobbed with relief. He quickly sexted Sam the picture.

Sam was laying on the bed. She was using the handle of a flashlight and groaning and pulling on her nipples.

She hadn’t cum, twice, three times if you counted John before he left, and…she wanted to cum.

“Fuck! Fuck!” She groaned, her arm moving back and forth in a blur.

DING!

“Oh, fuck!” she screamed, and she leaned over and picked up her cell phone.

There was John’s package. She could see the outline and bits of skin through the stretched mesh of panties. It was small and wrinkled and looked like it might if it was squashed between two panes of glass.

She frowned.

She texted back: “I want to see your whole body! And those panties are too small! And where is the matching bra?”

John was crushed. He had suffered, and this was all he got?

DING!

He looked at his cell. It was a video, a selfie, and it showed his wife’s large tits in the background, and a flashlight in the foreground. The flashlight was blinking, and between the picture obscuring blasts of light he could see where the flashlight was.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. Suddenly he was no longer crushed. Now he was…HORNY! He stared at the video. He was willing to go blind for those glimpses of labia surrounding the fluted barrel of the flashlight. He could see her clitoris above the flashlight.

She began moving the flashlight in and out and he could hear her gasping.

Then the video stopped and a message came through: Bra and panties! Or else!

John looked at the clock. He had a meeting. He was conflicted. Go to a dry, old meeting and talk about stocks and interest points, or follow his ramrod cock into the women’s section of a store where he would be humiliated and his cock would get even harder.

He looked down. He was dripping.

He called an Uber and ran out the door.

John asked the Uber driver where a cheap department store was with not too many people.

The Uber driver asked him what he wanted to buy.

John fumbled the words out. “I want to buy a bra and pantie set for my wife.”

The Uber driver nodded and headed across town.

Halfway there the Uber driver, who was female, looked in the rear view mirror and asked, “Is this really for you?”

John wanted to jump out and run away, but he was in luck this time.

“Hey, it’s okay. My brother is a cross dresser. You pay me extra and I’ll even go in and get the stuff for you.”

Finally finding his voice, John squeaked out, “Really?”

“Oh, sure. You should probably get some extra things, though.”

“Like what? Why?”

“For why is because if you’re like my brother it’s addictive. You’re going to want nylons and garters, maybe some lipstick, something nice to sleep in.”

John didn’t like the word ‘addictive,’ but in his mind he denied it, even chuckled a little. He was no addict.

“How much should I give you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Give me your credit card and forty bucks. Or maybe a hundred and forty. Whatever floats your boat.”

They arrived at the department store. It was in a rundown part of town and it was decorated with for sale signs, going out of business signs, snd the like.

John handed over his credit card and said, “Ask for forty cash.”

“If you want to come in I can show you stuff. You can make sure I don’t overcharge you, too. We can pretend we’re husband and wife and I’m buying for myself.”

John didn’t care about being overcharged. He was in a frenzy and wouldn’t care if somebody chopped off his toes.

But the idea of being able to walk through the store without being mortified…it was good. He needed to learn some of this stuff, and this girl was willing.

They got out of the car and entered the store. It was not busy. In fact, if it was any less busy it would be a graveyard. The girl at the counter was actually nodding off as she leaned against the register.

The Uber driver, whose name was Sandy, took John back to the women’s section. She held up panties and asked his opinion, and he found that, after the first few muttered responses, he was capable of talking.

“Different color,” he stated, as he imagined himself in a chemise.

“Can the cups be flatter? I don’t have any tits.”

“We could get you breast forms?” She answered.

“We can?”

“Sure.”

“Then get me a flat cup and a couple of big cups.”

“You want shoes? High heels?”

He did, and he wondered if there was something to this addiction. thing, but he shook his head.

His cock was throbbing this whole time, and at one point Sandy actually grabbed him and said, “That’s not going to fit in these panties. We better get you bigger ones that have stretch.”

He was holding his breath, stunned, and Sandy laughed.

“Haven’t you ever had anybody grab your cock before?”

He was looking around, making sure no store detective wasn’t going to arrest him. He had seen porn where women were arrested by store detectives and taken into a room and fucked. He didn’t want that to happen to him.

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Well here’s something to remember me by.” She held him with one hand and unzipped him with the other. She fished his cock out and went to her knees and began sucking him. Her lips were soft, plump, and magical. He started grunting, moving his hips. She unbuckled him and his pants half fell. She reached around and began playing with his asshole.

He grabbed a clothes rack and his eyes were trying to look everywhere. He could see the headlines.

Uber Driver Gives Man Head in a Store!

Then he felt the switch being flicked. His cock started to surge and she giggled and pulled her mouth away. She squeezed the base of his cock and only a few drops of cum escaped.

“Please! Please!” He begged.

“Nah. I don’t want to taste cum in my mouth all night.”

She backed away, picked up the items she had picked out, and headed for the counter.

Flustered, red-faced, John followed along, tucking in his shirt and zipping up his trousers.

DING!

Sam was almost asleep, but she woke up and looked at her cell phone and smiled. It had taken him long enough. When she opened up her cell, however, her eyes near fell out and rolled across the floor.

John was wearing panties and bra. Matching. And his cups were filled.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered.

He had on garters and nylons.

And he was wearing lipstick.

His face, of course, was red.

DING!

A second picture, he was shooting himself in a mirror, and he was turned sideways, his big fake tits stuck out and he looked so proud.

She tapped fingers and sent him a message.

I just came!

But you better not.

Good wives save themselves for their husbands.

John blinked at the text.

‘Good wives…’ What?”

Then he sort of transformed the message in his head. She was saving herself for him.

And he put thought of the blow job that had resulted in a couple of drops of squirtem out of his mind.

So horny he couldn’t think straight, he went to bed, and he tossed and turned and played with himself and he fantasized of being a woman. Taken out dancing. Long walks in the park. Going to movies and theaters and stuff. And the weird thing was that he imagined himself being squired by…Sam.


PART Two

It was a long week of frustration for John. Endless sexting. Dirty whispers over the phone. And not being allowed to cum. By the time he got on the plane he was barely able to walk.

He floated through the clouds, his cock pounding in his pants while people watched TV and slept around him.

He walked off the plane and was still hard.

He found his car in the parking lot and headed for the office. He had to drop off a couple of things before he went home to…to…to whatever Sam was going to do to him.

“Hey, John,” Chuck said when John entered his office.

Oddly, Chuck looked a little embarrassed, maybe even a little scared.

John was too horny to really take note, however. He placed the folder On Chuck’s desk. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I got sick and couldn’t meet the client. I just stayed in bed the whole time.” Except for when I was prancing around in women’s underwear.

“That’s okay,” Chuck looked a little distracted, at least he was having trouble looking John in the eye. Not that John was aware enough to be able to notice it. “Uh, John?”

“Yeah?”

“The company is making some changes. You’re going to be working at home from now on.”

“I…what?” John didn’t want to work from home, but he was having trouble processing Chuck’s words. “Why?”

Because your wife came and fucked me senseless! “It just seems more efficient.”

“Oh.”

John was confused. He wanted to object, but he didn’t. He was in too much of a hurry to object. He had to get home and find out what his wife was going to do to him.

“Well, thanks, John. Welcome home.”

John nodded and backed out of the office. He mumbled greetings to people who welcomed him home, and rushed out of the office. His fellow workers looked at each other and shrugged.

John was having a hard time concentrating on the road. He drifted in his lane and suddenly his rear view mirror was filled with blinking lights. A siren sounded, and John turned at a corner and pulled over.

The cop lowered the kickstand on his bike and sauntered towards john.

John had enough presence of mind to get out his insurance and license. His pants were actually rising and falling slightly, his dick was pounding so hard.

The cop took his license and insurance and walked back to his motorcycle. He picked up his mike and checked for warrants, and stopped. Same last name as that babe he had pulled over earlier in the week. Man, he remembered that. She had sucked her way out of a ticket, and…he looked at the address. Damn! Same one! This guy must be her husband.

Suddenly, the cop felt a little embarrassed. He had filled the guy’s wife’s mouth with gism, and now he was going to give the guy a ticket? He frowned, then walked back to John.

“Here you go, sir.”

John took his ID and insurance back, and was vaguely aware that the cop’s face was a little red, like he was embarrassed or something.

“Drive safely, sir.”

“I will.”

And the cop left.

John blinked. First time he ever got out of a ticket in his life, and he wondered why. He pulled out on the road and headed for home.

He pulled into his street and stopped a house away from his house. There was an Amazon delivery van blocking his driveway.

He waited.

The driver never came out.

Frowning, John got out of his car and walked up the drive to the front door. He let himself in, stood in the foyer and listened.

“Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Harder! Faster!”

“I’m doing the best I can, lady. Let go of my balls!”

“Fuck me!”

“Oh…OH!…OH!” The man yelled.

John was confused. That was his wife. And somebody had just come inside her. What the fuck?

And he would have been mad, normally. But he was no longer normal. Now he was hornier than a priest in a whorehouse, and his mind wasn’t working properly, and…his dick got harder.

He was listening to his wife fuck, and he was so horny that it just made him hornier.

He stood there, in the foyer, looking down the hall, and listened as the springs on the bed stopped squeaking.

A moment later an Amazon delivery man backed out of the room. Sam was saying things to him but John couldn’t tell what.

Then the Amazon man turned around and walked towards John. He was buckling his belt as he walked and he wasn’t put off at all by John’s presence. As he got closer John heard him mumble, “Her wife? What the fuck? I ain’t nobody’s wife.” Then he said to John, “She’s all yours, man.”

The Amazon man went out the front door and a half minute later he heard the delivery truck drive away.

He stared down the hallway. Something was wrong, but he didn’t know what.

He heard the bed make sounds as Sam rolled off it, then, before she could come to the door, he turned and went out the door. He was shaken, and horny, and didn’t know what to do. He felt like crying, and yet was numb. He walked down the street to his car, got in and drove it into the driveway.

He slammed the car door loudly, so it could be heard inside the house. He got out his suitcase and walked up to the front door. He stepped into his house and banged the door shut.

“I’m home!”

“Honey! wonderful!” Sam came down the hallway. She was wearing a robe and she hugged him and kissed him.

He wondered if the Amazon man had kissed her.

He wondered who else had kissed her.

The Amazon man had seemed pretty disgruntled when he came out of the bedroom.

She linked her arm with his and guided him into the kitchen. “Why don’t you make us a couple of drinks.”

She was done making drinks. Her wife was home.

John complied. He was okay with making drinks, and he had no idea of what was going on in Sam’s mind.

He put a drink in front of her and sat down opposite her.

“How was your week?” She asked, a randy smile on her face.

“It was…good. I…uh…”

“Are you wearing your underwear?

He nodded, and gulped. This was so weird.

“Excellent. I’ve put some clothes in your closet to replace those silly suits.”

“You…what?”

“I’ll expect you to be dressed up when you make dinner. You can call me when you need help with make up.”

“I…what?” He was honestly confused. He was horny, conflicted, didn’t know what was going on, and now…what was she really saying?

She slugged her drink back, belched, then stood up and sat on his lap. She kissed him. With lips that had kissed somebody else. And ground her buttocks onto his package.

He groaned. He was so horny he was starting to leave wet spots on his panties.

“Uh, honey?”

She snuggled against him. “Oh, it’s going to be so wonderful. I’ll be the best husband you ever had, and I know you’ll be the best wife a man ever had.”

“What are you saying?”

She looked at him. “We’re married, honey. And you’re my wife.”

“I’m not your wife.”

She chuckled. “Honey, what’s wrong with your head? Of course you’re my wife.”

“No, wait…”

“Aren’t you wearing a wife’s underwear?”

She ran her fingers over his shoulder, found his bra strap and pulled it and let it snap back.

“But that doesn’t…”

She pulled her robe apart and revealed that she wasn’t wearing a bra…and she had on a pair of boxer shorts.

He stared.

“I’m the man. I wear manly underwear. You’re the woman. You wear womanly underwear.”

“Now wait a minute! This has gone far enough! I am not your wife! And who was that Amazon driver?”

She leaned past him and picked up a knife from the kitchen counter. She placed the tip to the side of his neck.

He gulped and suddenly realized he was mortal.

“Honey, I decided to be the husband, and what the husband decides is what is. I am the lord of the manor The king of the castle. What I say goes, and I say you are my wife. Do you wish to disagree?”

She smiled sweetly, and he managed to mumble, “Okay.”

She put the knife down and stood up. Now that we have that settled, I want you to go get dressed. In fact, I’ll help you. Come along. She put out her hand and grabbed his. She dragged him down the hallway, and all he wanted to do was go screaming out the doorway. Something was really wrong with his wife.

“And that man was a delivery driver. He delivered a package.” She looked back at him and giggled. “He delivered it right to my box.”

They entered the bedroom and she pushed him in front of her into his closet.

His suits were gone. His shirts and ties were gone. He didn’t even have any shoes. He looked at the rack of dresses, the high heels under them.

“What…what? Where are my clothes.”

“I gave them to the Goodwill. You have so much prettier things to wear now.”

She took a dress down and held it to his frame. “Oh, yes.” Then she frowned. “Where’s your tits?”

“My…tits?”

“Yes, your tits! Are you deaf? Like you had in your texts.”

“They’re in my suitcase.”

“Oh, you silly boy. I don’t want to see you without tits ever again.” She walked past him and into the bedroom. she called back, “We’ll get you some implants. I’ll make an appointment tomorrow for a consultation.”

He stood in the closet, dazed, dizzy, not understanding…and with a monster dick pounding in his pants. He looked at the woman’s dresses, the nylons and the bras and…and a corset. What the hell had gone on here?

Sam re-entered the closet. She was carrying his breast forms. “Off with the shirt, honey. Let’s get you squared away.

She unbuttoned him and pulled his shirt off. “I don’t want to see you in these man clothes ever again.” She slipped his breast forms into his cups, and stopped. He had worn the flat bra, the training bra, and she said, “Why are you…here. Put this on.” She handed him a frilly bra with big cups.

John wanted to object, but he was seriously befuddled. She had held a knife on him. She seemed to believe this fantasy she had, of him being the wife.

She had his flat bra off and helped him put the frilly one on. She slipped his forms into the cups and smiled. “There we go.”

She pulled him out of the closet and pushed him onto the bed. “And you’ll never guess what I bought you.”

She was holding the corset behind her back and he could easily see it.

“Uh, no.”

“This!” She held the corset up with a big grin.

“I don’t think I can wear that.”

“Oh, nonsense. I want to see you with your skinny waist and your big tits, so wear it you will.”

She unbuckled his pants and pulled them off. He was wearing panties and his cock was big and dripping in them.

She giggled. “Oh, that’s so pretty. Every woman should have a big cock.”

She pushed him back on the bed and put the corset around his mid-section. She fastened the snaps in the front, then turned him over and started pulling the ties on the back.

He grunted with each pull. “I…can’t…breath!”

“Take shallow breaths. You’ll be fine.”

She went up his back and he could feel the garment pushing his fake tits up. They would have popped out the top if it wasn’t for the frilly bra.

He gasped, and she slapped his ass and helped him to stand up.

“Huh…huh…huh…” he breathed.

“Now that’s what we’re talking about.” She pulled him in front of the full size mirror and examined his body.

His waist was less than 25 inches, and shrinking. His boobs had to be 40 double Ds. Or maybe Fs. His butt flared out from under the corset.

“That’s how a wife should look!”

He decided to try something. “How come you didn’t wear clothes like this when you were the wife?”

“Because I wasn’t a very good wife,” she smiled. “But you’re going to be a lot better! You’re going to be a perfect wife!”

He would have run out of the house but he couldn’t breath properly. but even if he had, he would have collapsed from lack of oxygen before he got to his car, and she would just drag him back.

She held up a pair of nylons. “I am so glad you shaved your legs.” She said.

“I Naired my whole body,” he answered. “You said to.”

“Well, wasn’t I the smarty pants?”

She looked at his feet then, and frowned.

“What?”

He was exhausted.

“Sit down at my vanity table.”

He was glad to sit down, though his back was kept ram rod rigid. “What are you doing?”

“We have to do your nails. You don’t want to be caught without pretty red nails, do you?”

Of course he did. He opened his mouth to object, but he had no sooner opened his mouth and said, ‘I,’ then she placed her hand on a pair of scissors on the vanity table and held them right in front of his eyes.

He gulped and looked at the sharp and shiny points. “Do you?”

“Uh, no.”

“Good. Then just sit there and be quiet while I pretty you up.”

He sat, and thought about jumping up and running for it. But she placed the scissors on the floor, right next to her hand.

She took down her nail kit and began shaping his nails. She pushed the cuticles back and sanded and prepared them, then she got out the bright, red polish and began painting them.

John kept looking at the door. He wanted to get out of here. He wanted to run screaming down the street, but Sam kept looking up at him with that fixed grin.

She did three coats, admonishing him not to move an inch. She brushed down, from cuticle to tip, evenly. When she was done she looked up at him, her chin on her hand which was on her knee. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered.

She sat up, then knelt and put her hand behind his head. She pressed her lips to his, and he suddenly felt like he was in a deep pool, drowning, and…and it felt good.

He opened his eyes. She was back at his toes, coating them with lacquer.

His cock was raging inside his corset. She had pushed it up and it was trapped, and that made it even harder.

She took his hand and spread it on the vanity table. She began preparing his fingernails.

He was so totally mixed up. On one hand he wanted to run screaming…on the other hand his cock was pulsing so hard he was faint, and he didn’t want to run away.

She wasn’t going to stab him with knife or scissors, he thought. That was just his imagination.

Not very slowly, his mind, driven by his penis, transformed the events of the day to more amenable conclusions.

He watched as she chose long stilettos and glued them to his fingers. Then she painted them, long strokes, and they were red. Red, red, red. They matched his toes.

She applied the lacquer and they were sealed.

She smiled. “Now you have real claws. Not like me.” She held up her own fingers. When he had left last week they were sexy long ovals. Now they were blunt, chewed spatulas. Male nails. What had she been doing?

“All right, sit on the bed and let’s get these nylons on you.”

She rolled up the sleek material and he marveled as his legs became sexy stems. His red toes showed through the material.

“Oh, baby. I can’t wait to put you in some high heels.”

She pulled a yellow dress over his head. He wiggled and struggled, but because of the corset he was able to get it on.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. In the mirror his body was decidedly feminine. “Sit down here.”

He sat, and she moved things around on her vanity table, selected a bottle, and started working his face with little sponges. “We’re cleaning your face now. This will clean out your pores.” She showed him the blackened sponges and he blinked.

“That came from me?”

“Nobody else. But now you’re clean. This next thing is called primer.”

Step by step she made him up. She put on the foundation, then added color. His face went from male colorful to female pale to female colorful. She began working on his eyes, and he suddenly found that his fear had evaporated and he was becoming interested.

His cock, of course, was totally interested. At one point he pressed on his pulsing cock and groaned.

“Don’t be masturbating on me now,” she warned. “Good, little wives don’t go jacking off. Or jilling off.” She giggled.

“When are we going to have sex?” he asked.

“You leave that up to me. Although, I have to admit. I have been getting so much sex with all my affairs that it may be awhile.”

“About those affairs…”

“Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about that. It’s okay if husbands go out and get a little.”

“And what about wives?”

“Wives stay home and do the cooking,” her voice became rough  and even threatening.

He groaned. His cock really needed attention.

She finished with his eyes. They were grey, little caves and his eyes sparkled from within. She smiled at her work, then took out the lipstick. She rolled it on his lips and he was startled, though he shouldn’t have been, by the fact that the color matched his nails.

“This has a plumping agent in it, so your lips will get nice and plump. They are going to be so kissable.”

Something was happening to John. The feeling of being in a dress, of having boobs. The gentle and intimate way she had touched his face, and, of course, his raging hard on, he was feeling sexy. He was actually starting to like this. It was like the feeling when you hair stands up, but it was his whole body, and he felt really cool.

She placed a wig on his head, glued it onto a little skullcap, and he suddenly had long, wavy, feminine hair.

She grabbed his hand and helped him stand up. She pulled him in front of the mirror and posed with her cell phone, thens topped. “Oh, my gosh! We forgot the shoes!”

She ran into the closet and rummaged through the shoes she had bought him.

This was the moment. This was the time he could escape. She was in the closet. He could run out of the house! He could call the police, the men with the nets, whoever, and…and…she came out of the closet and he was still there. His mind was running, but his body was staying, and his thoughts were confused but turning…her way.

The feminine way.

She knelt at his feet and put one high heel on him, then the other.

He stood and was taller. He towered over her, but she didn’t care. After all, in her mind she was the husband.

Now she held the cell phone up and clicked their image in the mirror.

Him so tall, with magnificent calves popping out because of the heels. With his butt flaring out, so round and perfect. His waist slender and yet flaring out at the bottom and top. His tits…incredible mountains.

She took more pictures. And, unbeknownst to him, she uploaded them and put them on Facebutt. He would find out the next day, but right then he was lost in the image of himself.

She walked him out to the kitchen and once again she sat down at the table and told him to get the drinks.

He walked to the cabinet and got down the bourbon. He marveled at his long fingernails. They looked so sexy as he held they bottle. He tried to get the top off, but couldn’t.

“Could you open this?” he asked.

She smiled and pried the cork out easily. But then she didn’t have long, glorious fingernails.

He put ice in two glasses, poured in the bourbon, then had to have her open two cans of Coke.

Again, she smiled. Men were so superior in the things they could do.

John filled the glasses and placed her glass in front of her.

She sat back and gulped a big gulp and grinned. Then she belched.

He sipped, ladylike, and marveled at how it felt. He liked it. He liked being dressed up and acting elegant.

“Well, John, how’s the day going?”

She wore no make up, long pants and a flannel shirt. Yet he was fascinated by her.

“Pretty good,” he said, touching an earlobe.

“Oh, no! I forgot to do your ears! We have to pierce your ears!”

She jumped up and ran into the back room.

Again, John could have stood up and left. Of course, now she would really catch him. Running on high heels he would likely break his ankle before he made it to the street. He smiled. He suddenly understood why men liked women in high heels; they couldn’t get away.

She came back and within a minute he had pierced ears and hoops through his lobes.

He felt them, and they felt so cool. He turned his head and could feel them touching him, caressing his neck.

Again, she sat, male like, and watched him.

He said, “I really am going to need some sexual attention.”

She waved her hand. Wives aren’t expected to have lots of orgasms. You just put out for me, honey, and we’ll be fine.”

Not what he wanted to hear.

“Sam. I know that I’m not supposed to have sex, but I’m horny. Underneath all this femininity is a cock and balls.”

Sam leaned forward, “About that. There are several things we can do about that.”

“What?”

“We can give you a chemical castrator, or even lop everything off.”

John started to panic. “No! I don’t think I want that!”

“But why not? We could have that done when we get your breast implants.”

“I’m sorry, Sam, but I want to hold on to what I’ve got.”

“And if I, the husband, tell you that you must?” Her voice lowered into a warning growl.

John was getting a little worried, but, female like, he was starting to understand how to get around somebody who was overbearing.

“Then…then…” he blustered, “Then we could do that, but from then I might suffer an awful lot of headaches.”

Sam frowned. “You’d be having our period all month long?”

“You used to do that.”

Sam’s lips pursed and twisted in thought. She thought, I finally make the breakthrough, and she pulls this on me. Damned woman!

“But if you let me keep my, uh, self intact…then maybe I won’t have so many headaches.

Sam felt like she had been outmaneuvered, but what could she do? These nefarious women had all the answers. Bitches!

“Well, okay. But…I need som relief right now. Do you have a headache now?”

Now John was caught. After what he had just pulled he couldn’t pretend to have a headache.

Besides, he wasn’t quite sure how sex with Sam as the husband would work. In the back of his mind he thought maybe they could loosen his dick and he could fuck her.

“No.”

“Then let’s go fuck, baby.” She took his red finger nailed hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“Up on the bed, honey. Get ready for papa.”

Puzzled, still hoping, John sat on the bed and watched.

Sam opened her dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She put it around her hips. A big cock suddenly pocked out from her groin.

“Wait a minute!”

“For what, honey?” Sam seemed honestly puzzled.

“I…you…I thought I was going to put my dick in you!”

She laughed. “Come on, get real. Housewives don’t have dicks.”

“But…but…” John was about to say he did have a dick, and pull his penis out from under the tight corset. Except the corset was under the dress and there was no way he could reach his dick.

And, to make matters worse, Sam had picked up the pair of scissors.

John scooted back a little, his eyes wide. “What are you doing?”

“Opening up some lube,” said Sam, and she snipped the seal off a jar of lube. She came to the bed, still holding the scissors but now with a big glob of lube in her other hand. “Get on all fours.”

John was frightened. His heart was pounding, and he felt he had no choice. He got on all fours.

Sam stepped between his legs and John could feel the big cock laying on his calf. She lifted his dress and pulled his panties up. She  started slathering lube into his back hole.

“Oh!” blurted Sam. Her fingers felt good on his asshole.

She rubbed the lube in, pushed some into him, and used her fingers around the rim, slowly working her fingers deeper and deeper into him.

He groaned. This wasn’t supposed to feel so good. But it did. He found himself pushing his ass at her fingers.

Sam chuckled and went to three fingers. She began running her fingers in and out of him.

John moaned and wiggled his butt.

“Are you ready, honey?”

Was John ready? He didn’t think so, but he pushed his butt up and Sam guided her cock into it.

John felt a guttural moan of pleasure erupt from deep down inside. He felt incredible. He felt like the world had opened up. He had never felt anything so good as this.

Sam worked her cock back and forth, in and out. She sawed and wiggled and corkscrewed, and the more she moved the more John moved, and the more John groaned in pleasure.

“Oh, heysoos!” John blurted, pushing his butt back as hard as he could.

Sam moved back an inch, then, like a man, she rammed forward.

John felt his ass being pushed and his arms couldn’t support her weight and he fell forward. Sam stayed with him, climbing on the bed and pushing her dick deep inside of him.

Now John couldn’t give way, and the dick went to the hilt in him.

“OH…OH…OH…!”

John felt like he was peeing, but he was so dazed he couldn’t think straight. He didn’t care. He had been officially fucked into stupidland, and he was happy there.

Slowly, Sam pulled her dick out of him.

She saw the semen oozing in his panties, and she knew that John had cum. Of course, he probably didn’t know it, for he hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was what was really important.

Good housewives were for fucking, and it didn’t matter if they came or not. All that mattered was that they stayed horny. And Samantha was determined that John would stay good and horny. That’s what made them good housewives, after all
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


They’ll Never Guess I’m a Girl!

Feminization, crossdressing, chastity!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“This is going to be good,” Chuck snickered as he handed the bag to Lana.

Lana grinned. “I’ve been wanting to see what you were going to do to get back at her.”

“Well, now you know.”

Chuck and Lana were sitting in Chuck’s kitchen. Lana was a svelte babe with large bosoms and a ready smile. She had just made four drinks and was about to take them out to the pool area. She let the four drinks sit on the counter, however, as she held up the woman’s bathing suit and inspected it.

“I got it with the little fringe around the waist. Jo likes suits with that bit of skirt on them. I don’t know why.”

“Oh, I know. I’m not a fan, but I don’t have to wear them.” She turned the suit in the air. It was thin and black. It was going to be stretchy at the boobs, Jo had a sizable pair, but that would just make it dissolve that much faster when it was immersed in water.

“Dissolvable swim suits,” Lana shook her head. “Who would ever think of such a thing.”

“Walmart,” said Chuck wryly, and they both snickered.

“Okay, she’s in the back getting dressed. I’ll take the drinks out. Remember, she can’t suspect that I bought the suit for her. She does and she’ll never wear it.

“Not to worry. Here, take the drinks. Go.”

Chuck picked up the tray and headed for the pool. Lana put the suit back into the bag, then picked up the bag and headed for the the master bedroom.

“Hey, girlfriend, which one should I wear?” Jo came out of her walk in closet and held up two hangers. On one hanger was a yellow, polka dot bikini, just like the song. On the other hanger was a purple one piece, but without the little fringe of skirt that she liked.

“Well, that yellow one is so tiny…”

“Two bandaids and a cork,” quipped Jo.

“And the purple one is downright ugly.”

Jo nodded sadly. “Unfortunately, you’re right. I’ve got two ugly swim suits and nothing to hold up my magnificent mammaries. What is a well endowed girl to do. Eh?”

“Well, there is a solution.”

“Oh?” Jo looked at her friend and neighbor hopefully.

“I just happen to have purchased a delightful, little, black number.”

She tossed the bag to Jo who snatched it out of the air and looked inside.

“Oh! My! Gosh!” She pulled out the black one piece with the fringe. “You know how I love this style!”

“I know. I wouldn’t have got it for myself, but it was on sale and I figured you might like it.

Jo held the suit up to her body. “Gonna be tight at the titties…”

“With you everything is tight at the titties.”

“Jealous?”

“A little. Gonna put it on now?”

“I’ve got a couple of things to do first. Go on out to the pool. I’ll be out in a short while.”

Lana walked out of the bedroom and went to the pool. There she found Greg, her husband, and Chuck standing on the far side of the pool. They were holding their arms up as if measuring the size of their dicks.

“Is that how big the one that got away was?”

Both men laughed.

Back in the bedroom Jo examined the black suit happily. It was skimpy without being too skimpy. It was thin without being too thin. And the little skirt would conceal her real secret with no problem.

Humming, she stripped to almost nothing, then stepped into the black suit. Perfect fit. The men would be drooling over her boobs on this fine day. She pulled it tight in the crotch, stretched the material over her boobs, and looked at herself in the mirror.

She had an almost perfect body. She would have had the classic measurements of 36 by 24 by 36…except she was an extra couple of inches on top. And she was a real, live F cup.

Yep, too heavy on top. Boo hoo, and she grinned.

She bent over, her big boobs moving around behind the thin material, and slipped her sandals on. She straightened up and knew she would have to be careful when she moved. Her boobs were going to be flopping out on somebody’s lap if she wasn’t careful.

She put on a bit of make up, she didn’t intend to be doing any swimming, and headed down the hallway.

“Hey! There she is…Miss America!”

“Thank you, dahlings,” she posed at the end of the pool, then blew a kiss to Chuck and her neighbors.

Shortly they were gathered next to the barbecue and sipping their drinks.

It was a wonderful afternoon. Not hot, but perfect for swimming. Perfect for sucking bourbon and Coke, perfect for laughing and joking and having a good time.

At times Chuck, Lana and Greg jumped into the pool. They splashed, swam around, and climbed out.

When Chuck and Lana were at one end of the pool, far from the barbecue grill, Chuck groaned. “I don’t think she’s going to go in. This is a disaster! She’s got to go in…she’s got to get wet so that suit…”

“I know. Why isn’t she going in?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, We’re going to have to do something about it. Wait until I’m next to her. You push me and I’ll grab her and…” she smiled a wicked smile.

Chuck nodded. “Okay. Let’s set our watches.”

They laughed because they had no watches, and because the plot was so simple it didn’t need any timing.

The couple swam back and climbed out of the pool. They didn’t do anything for a couple of minutes, just stood around, carefully adjusting where they were standing so as to set up the big push.

Greg was heating up the pit and four steaks were sitting on a plate. They had been pounded and salted to perfection, and were just waiting for their turn over the coals.

“I was telling Sam, down in sales, that we need to cut out the middleman, but he wouldn’t listen…”

“Should have talked to Georgina. She always…”

The bodies shifted imperceptibly. Finally, everything was lined up. Chuck held out his hand and said, “I’ll get you a fresh drink.”

Lana handed him her empty glass, a subtle flash of a look, now!

“Ha! Gotcha!” Chuck pushed Lana and she fell back, and grabbed Jo’s arm.

Jo shrieked and went into the drink with her friend.

Chuck and Greg laughed, Lana and Jo laughed, and Chuck stepped to the side of the pool and offered a hand.

Jo didn’t like to get dunked, but she was a good sport, and it had almost seemed like an accident. She reached up, unaware that threads in her suit was already dissolving.

Chuck lifted and his wife came up and he placed her on the patio…and her top gave way.

Jo’s huge boobs flopped out.

“What the fuck?” Jo stared down at her bare breasts, then she realized Chuck had done it to her. He had finally gotten back at her for that time when she had…she had…and she realized what was about to happen, and that there was absolutely nothing in the wide world that she could do about it.

Greg and Lana were laughing hysterically, Chuck was grinning, there was no where to turn, no place to go, and her cock popped out.

Talk about a dead silence. From drunken hilarity to a silence more profound than a morgue. Tears started to drip from Jo’s eyes.

“Honey?” asked Chuck, not understanding what he was seeing, not understanding the cock sprouting from between her thighs.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Lana. Greg’s mouth just opened and he stared.

It wasn’t a big cock. Only four inches long. It was kept in place by flesh colored straps. But four inches on Jo’s short frame still looked pretty big.

Chuck, for a moment had a severe problem with reality. He had made love to hi wife. Many times. He had never noticed that she had a cock before.

Then he realized it was a fake cock. Plastic. A dildo.

But it sure looked realistic.

Large tears dropped from Jo’s eyes. Made a path down her cheeks and splatted on the brick patio.

Chuck grabbed a beach towel that was hanging from a chair and wrapped it around his wife. Whatever explanation she might wish to give  could wait.

Greg pushed a chair to her and Lana helped her sit.

“Greg, could you and Chuck go make some more drinks?”

“The steaks…”
“I’ll take care of them.”

Jo just sat on the patio chair, wrapped in a large towel, and cried.

It took about ten minutes for the emotion of the moment to settle down. By then Lana had the steaks on plates, the boys had stiff drinks next to the plates, and Jo began talking.

“I know it’s crazy but I’ve always had this thing, call if a condition, of ‘penis envy.’ Yeah, that’s a real term. I’ve always wondered how men could walk around with a banana and two oranges between their legs. I’ve wondered what it felt like to have an erection. How do men stand it.”

“So you put on a strap on and pretended you had a dick.”

“I did. I’ve actually done it quite a lot. I’ve gone shopping with a dildo strapped to my leg, barely held out of sight by a string.”

Lana sat, chewed, and her eyes were far away.

“Can we see it?”

“Greg!” admonished Lana.

“No. It’s okay. You guys have already seen it, so I guess it doesn’t matter.”

Jo stood up, letting the towel drop. There were still a few strands of threads left from the dissolving swim suit. These hung from her breasts and around her waist. There were no remnants left around her crotch and the dildo stuck straight out. Her vagina was covered by a small set of balls, and her groin looked surprisingly male.

Chuck sat back. “Wow.”

“You know,” murmured Lana, “I actually like that look.”

“Really?” asked Greg?

“Sure. A penis is an object of power. You are looking at one heck of a powerful woman there.”

“I can see it now,” chuckled Chuck. “A new line of women’s products. Dicks for the enterprising, young lady.”

Greg laughed, but Lana just gave a sort of snort. It looked like the idea wasn’t that outlandish to her.

“I’d like to try that on.”

“I’ve got a bigger one in the bedroom.”

“You do?” blurted Chuck.

“It’s too big for me to wear under clothes, but sometimes, when I’m just boppin’ around the house,” she shrugged.

“I’ll be right back,” Lana jumped up and headed for the house.

“Bottom drawer under my corset,” Jo called after her.

Lana waved and disappeared.

“So, uh,” Greg spoke diffidently, “Have you ever tried out that, uh, strap on on, uh…”

“On, Chuck?”

“Yeah.”

“No,” said Chuck.

Greg grinned.

“But I’ve often thought about it.”

“You have?” Chuck’s eyes were wide.

“Sure. It’s such a large charge, so powerful, when I just walk around with a swinging dick. I often wonder what it would be like to really use it. What does a man feel like when he’s on top of a woman, feeling her moan and groan under him. Wouldn’t you like to feel what a woman—“

“Whoa!” Greg blurted, and they all looked towards the house.

Lana sauntered out to the patio. She had a big ten incher dangling from her thighs. She had taken off her clothes and her breasts were waggling from side to side and her cock was bouncing.

“What do you think, guys?”

“I think that’s scary,” gulped Greg.

“It looks like Babe Ruth’s bat on you.”

Lana stopped in front of the others, put her hands on her hips and struck a pose. “Off with the clothes, honey, I think I love you.”

Which made them all laugh. When they stopped laughing Jo said, “She’s right. Off with the clothes.”

“Hey…”

“I don’t…”

“You guys played me, and now us girls have no clothes on. And I’m curious. Take your clothes off.”

Greg and Chuck looked at each other, shrugged, and stripped out of their swim trunks.

The girls watched and Jo grinned. “I thought so. Hard ons. You boys are getting all horny seeing us wear dicks.”

“I would say we’re more horny seeing you in the buff.”

“Ha! You’ve seen us before, we’ve all seen each other, but those dicks between your legs are throbbing and bobbing. This is new ground for hard ons.”

“She’s right,” grinned Lana.

Greg and Chuck glanced at each other. Greg finally admitted, “It is sort of hot. Chicks with dicks. I mean, you’re still babes underneath, but now you’re more…uh….imposing. I guess that’s the word.”

“What about you, Chuck? Are you going to admit that my big, hard dick turns you on?”

Chuck hemmed and hawed, but finally said, “It certainly is a new look for you.”

“Ha!”

The little party continued. They finished eating, did some more drinking, and admired the girl’s pricks. The sun set, they turned the music up and danced in the nude. The men danced with each other’s wives, and the wives even danced with each other, making up a mock argument about who got to lead.

Finally, it being late, the party came to a close. Greg and Lana headed through the hedge and fifty feet to their own back door, and they could be heard arguing over who got to give who the dick that night.

Chuck and Jo put the dishes into a sink to soak over night, and headed for their own bedroom.

“That was fun.”

“Yes, it was,” agreed Chuck. He kept glancing down at Jo’s pecker.

She turned to him, hugged him Her large breasts mushed against his chest in the most delightful way. “So what do you think, big boy. Are you ready to find out how the other half does it.”

Chuck grinned. “I don’t think so.”

“Scared?”

“I might be.”

“I promise to be gentle.”

“I’m going to have to think on that.”

They kissed, long and tenderly, and then held each other. The moon was coming in their bedroom window and it was a silent, sultry night.

“One thing, though?” whispered Jo.

“What’s that?”

“Before I take this off? Before we go to bed?”

“Yes?”

“I want you to go down on me.”

Chuck held her away from him for a second, studied her, then he gave a nod. There was nothing wrong with that.

He bent at the knees and lowered slowly until he was on his knees.

She held his head and gazed lovingly down at him.

He opened his mouth, their eyes glittered in the darkness, and he put his mouth around the head of her cock.

She sighed. “I can’t feel it, but in my mind…it’s real.”

He began to move his head back and forth, his lips sliding over the veined shaft. It felt so odd and yet so hot. He could never imagine sucking another man’s cock, but his wife…he could imagine that.

Jo moved here hips very slightly, and gasped when Chuck reached behind her and started diddling her bung hole. She said, “You’e gonna love it when I do that to you.”

Wisely, she didn’t try anything more. She just kept fucking his face and feeling his wiggly finger please her butt.

Next door Lana and Greg were likewise engaged. Lana had the big ten incher on and Greg was struggling to blow her. She was laughing. He was on his back and she was perched over her face. “Just wait until I shoot a gallon of juice into your pretty, little mouth.

“Gah!” he said, but he was smiling.

“You going to let me fuck your ass tonight?”

He shook his head in the negative, not letting her cock fall out of his mouth. “Don’t think so.” He mumbled.

She pulled out of his mouth and slid down and hugged him. He felt her breasts and they pressed their mouths together.

“Why not?” she whispered.

“It’s too big!”

“Oh, but you would if I was wearing that little one Jo had on?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Come on, lover, you can’t have it both ways. Let me grease you up and…”

“Nope.”

Lana pouted for a minute, then laughed. “Okay, then try this.” She took off the strap on and put it around Greg’s waist.

“What the heck? I look like I have two dicks.”

“Just use the one on top. Don’t use your real one.”

“Why?”

“I want to see what a fake dick feels like. And I want you to feel what it’s like to fuck somebody with a fake dick.”

Greg was incredibly horny, the night of nakedness and dancing and overt sexuality…he was in boner city. But he managed to withhold himself and slid the tip of the big ten incher into Lana’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, suddenly holding on.

“Big?”

“I’ll never go back,” she managed to say, then he began banging her.

She turned into a rag doll under him, unable to move for the size of the invader splitting her pussy apart.

Greg grinned. Yes, he wanted to be using his own dick on her, but this was really wild. His own cock was fair sized, but a ten incher? That was doing things his own cock couldn’t do. So he rammed and jammed and gave Lana the ride of her life. For long minutes he slammed into her pussy, and she began to cum. And cum. And cum.

Greg was astounded. His wife had had multiple orgasms before, but nothing like this. One barely ended before the next one started. Her hips were constantly seizing, spasming, arching up for more.

At last, she had had enough. “Please…please…no more!” She held on and he slowed down and gently pulled out.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, then she just held on to him and slept.

“Oh, fuck, keep it there!”

Jo used her hand to keep her smaller dick straight out. This pushed the nub on the back of her fake phallus directly into her pussy.

“Now, suck it now.”

Chuck kept sucking and blowing, and the nub rubbed, and Jo started to shiver. Here words devolved into gruntings, and she came. Hard. Harder than he had ever seen. It was a long blast of ridged muscle and spasming hips, then she sagged. “Oh, my God!” she whimpered, then she held to him, went to sleep with her dick on and pressed against his belly.

“Hey, girlfriend, how’d it go after we left?”

Jo was doing the dishes. Chuck was gone to work and Lana came in the back door and started helping clean up.

“That was some of the hottest sex I have had in many a long day.”

“I got Greg to use the big boy on me. I must have blown my stack for an hour.”

“An hour?” Jo raised her eyebrows.

“Well, okay, only 59 minutes. But it was stupendous. I told him I was going to cut his dick off and only use the strap on from here on out.”

Jo chuckled, “And how’d he take to that?”

“He didn’t have much choice.” Lana stood motionless for a second. “You know, it’s funny. Wearing that dick, it’s like it did give me more power. I felt like I was the one calling the shots. I love that feeling.”

“You and me both. And I managed to get Chuck to let me stick a finger up his ass.”

“Really!”

“All the way. Middle finger. I finger fucked my husband.”

“And he liked it?”

“He didn’t want to admit it at first, but towards the end he was, uh, quite amenable.”

Both girls laughed, finished the dishes, and took coffee out on the patio.

“You know, I didn’t realize it until I woke up,” said Lana, “But Greg didn’t get to squirt.”

“He didn’t? Oh, my God! Neither did Chuck!”

The girls laughed, then sobered.

“I like it.”

“Not letting your man cum?”

“Not having a sticky mess to clean out of me.”

“Boy, that’s the truth.”

They sat and sipped and enjoyed the morning, and their own thoughts.

Finally, Jo said, “We’re going to have to take this further.”

Lana didn’t have to ask what. “Yes. A lot further.”

“So, our men are going to be hot and horny tonight, and they’re going to want to get some.”

“I think I just developed a yeast infection.”

“Exactly.”

“We need another big dick.”

“A pair of ten inch horny bitches, that’s what we are.”

“I’ll order a strap on for myself.”

“Just the dicks. These harnesses are fine.”

“Okay. And we don’t let the lugs squirt. Not even into their own hands.”

“Especially into their own hands. From here on out we own their peckers and everything that comes out of them.”

“Deal.”

“And we have to come up with a plan, a course of action, some way to get them to agree to what we want.”

“You know, that’s not going to be much of a problem. Seeing us in dicks, the way they acted last night…”

“The way they are going to be so horny…”

The girls chuckled together.

“So what kind of clothes have you been wearing to hide your pecker?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.” they stood up and headed into the house. For the next hour they tried on clothes and explored various ways of hiding the big bulges in their pants, or skirts, or whatever.

Greg arrived home at 5:15. couple of more days and it was going to be a four day weekend, and he couldn’t wait. Four days of hanging out, sipping the suds, and getting a little nookie.

A lot of nookie. He had been so hornicized when he woke up, not having cum and yet watching his wife blow her top, that he had been erect all day. Sitting with a boner, adjusting himself constantly, standing and moving so people couldn’t see his state of excitement.

He sighed, put his briefcase in the closet, and headed into the kitchen. A drink was waiting for him, freshly poured with condensed drops on the outside of the glass. He sipped, sighed, and looked at the note next to it.

“Your clothes are on the bed. Get dressed and hurry over.”

He grinned, and headed back to the bedroom.

Panties and bra were on the bed, and that was all.

Wha…?

He lifted up the bra with one finger and looked at it. God, his wife had big tits. He chuckled and tossed the bra back on the bed. He put on his swim suit, which was ridiculous because he spent most of his time skinny dipping, and headed for the break in the hedge.

And stopped right in the hedge, before he was visible to the girls.

They were sitting on the far side of the pool. They were wearing slacks, shirts and jackets They were sitting with their legs crossed at the ankles, spread out, and as he watched Lana adjusted the big cock in her pants.

He backed up, and was breathing hard.

What were those women doing?

Yet he knew. At least, his cock knew. It was hard as a rock.

He peeked again. Their hair was slicked back so it look short. They weren’t wearing lipstick. They had big chests, but it as obvious they had bound their tits.

Fuck, he thought. He reached down and felt his hard on. Fuck!

He went back into the house, slipped out of his trunks and figured out how to get the bra on. It was a tight fit, and it was a very sturdy bra. When he finally had it on he started stuffing it with panties and nylons. Soon he was quite outstanding.

He picked up the panties and realized that they weren’t panties. They were tummy shapers. He struggled into them. Pointed his dick down and pulled until they were snug. He had to walk with his butt pooched out a bit, but that was okay. Made him look like he was wearing…high heels.

Oh, my God! Heels!

He went into his wife’s closet and selected a worn, old pair of heels. She had talked about them being too loose, and even throwing them out. He slipped his feet into them and suddenly was clumsy and uncoordinated.

Finally, he picked up a tube of red lipstick and filled in his lips. He smiled at himself in the mirror, blew himself a kiss, and headed down the hallway.

Click. Click. Click.

The girls on the other side of the hedge stopped talking and watched the hedge.

Greg stepped through the opening and onto the patio.

The girls stared, their mouths open, as Greg slapped his ass and sashayed around the pool towards them. Then they were all laughing and giggling.

“So, girlfriends, who’s got the cock?”

Lana and Jo broke into hysterics at that.

From the house Chuck called out, “Where is every—“ his voice stopped at the doorway and he stared. “Greg?”

For the second night in a row they sipped bourbon and Coke and chatted. The girls dressed like men, the men dressed like girls. Chuck was wearing a one piece stuffed with socks. It was a little clunky, but acceptable.

“So,” said Jo.

“So?” asked Chuck.

“So we girls have a plan, and you boys are included.”

“Nice to be included, isn’t it?” Greg waved a hand. Funny, being dressed like a woman made him want to use more feminine hand motions.

“And what’s this big plan?”

“As you know, Lana and I are now the proud possessors of king-sized dicks.”

“Hmm. Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?”

“Oh, we’re glad.”

“Go on with the big plan.”

“Four day weekend starts on Thursday. That’s four days of the most amazing sex in the world.”

“Right after I cum tonight.”

“Nope,” said Lana.

The men looked a little discomfited by that.

“Four days of belonging to the International Crossdresser Club.”

“Who?”

“What?”

“For four days we girls are going to make you into girls. We already have clothes on order. We have even ordered chastity tubes so your pesky, little peters will stay out of the way. You will be put in drag and you will allow Lana and I to squire you about town.”

“Wait a minute! You expect us to get dressed up like girls and you’re going to take us out?”

“Don’t worry. Nobody will recognize you when we’re done. We are going to go whole hog on you.”

“And what does that have to do with Chuck and I finally getting our rocks off?”

“Simple. If anybody, and I mean anybody, recognizes you as men, you get to fuck us. Both of us. Chuck can fuck me and Jo, up the butt, head, whatever.”

“And Greg can do the same. To both of us.”

The men looked at each other and grinned.

“Of course…”

The men sobered and studied Jo.

“If nobody recognizes you then Jo and I will be doing the fucking. And I think you know what our hole of choice is going to be.”

“Wait a minute.”

“I don’t think we—“

“Then there’s the third choice.”

“Which is?”

“You refuse to play the game.”

Lana paused and smiled.

“And what happens then?” asked Greg.

“If you don’t play the game then Lana and I will be forced to use our not inconsiderably sized weenies on each other.”

“You’re going to fuck each other?”

“Absolutely.”

“Yes.”

“And we will so fuck until you girls agree to play the game.”

“That’s crazy!”

“I don’t want to!”

The girls shrugged.

“You don’t have to.”

“You can get each other off.”

The men stared at the women.

“That’s not fair.”

Jo leaned forward. “What’s not fair is that men rule the world and they never let us have any of the fun. We just get to lay on our backs and take it.”

Lana added, “One little game. Four days, at the end of which is sex as you never imagined it.”

For the next hour Greg and Chuck argued, cajoled, promised vacations and diamond rings, but the girls were adamant. It was their way or the highway.

At the end of the hour the girls went in for more drinks, and Greg and Chuck put their heads together.

“We can’t let this happen.”

“It wouldn’t be manly.”

“You can say that again.”

“It wouldn’t be—“

“All right.”

Greg grinned. Then, “I’m gonna do it.”

“What?”

“What have we go to lose? At the end of the game we’re finally going to get fucked.”

“Yeah, but…I don’t want to be on the bottom.”

Greg shrugged. “Think about it. When we’re all dressed up like girls, how hard would it be for one of us to slip, speak in a bass, act like a man.”

Chuck blinked. “What the hell have we been fighting it for?”

“Okay. So. We together on this?”

Chuck nodded and they bumped fists.

The girls came back out with lubrication in glasses. Chuck and Greg turned to them.

“Okay, bitches, you’re on.”

Four happy smiles broke out, and they all tilted their glasses and drank to the International Crossdressers Club.


PART TWO

A couple of days to a four day weekend, and it was a wild couple of days. Jo and Lana spent the days thick as thieves, making plans, choosing clothes, getting make up ready, wigs, and, of course, chastity tubes.

And they teased Greg and Chuck mercilessly, and didn’t let them cum.

“Get me off, baby!” Jo would moan through the night, and he would, but she wouldn’t get him off.

“I’ll play with you, all right,” Lana giggled, “But you aren’t going to squirt until Sunday night!”

The boys weren’t overly fond of this plan. Chuck was particularly adamant. “Why aren’t we supposed to come until Sunday night?”

“Because we won’t you horny out of your mind. Then when we finally fuck you there’ll be a better chance that you can cum with our dicks in you.”

Chuck blinked.

The next day, on the phone, he commiserated with Greg. “The way they’re building this up is crazy,” said Chuck.

“Yeah, they make it sound like we could actually have an orgasm from being butt fucked.”

“The problem is that it is possible.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I’ve been researching it. Apparently men have something called a P spot. A place where the prostate gets rubbed, and then men actually have an orgasm.”

“No shit!”

“Nope. Just cum.”

That quip didn’t make total sense, but they laughed, and when they ended the phone call both men were thinking about whether it was possible to have a super, female type orgasm, an ‘anal orgasm,’ just through anal sex.

Thus, the two days passed, the men got hornier and hornier, and the big, four day weekend arrived.

“Wakey, wakey!”

Chuck rolled over and opened his eyes as Jo opened the drapes.

“It’s early!” he groused.

“Yeah, but we’ve got a lot to do.”

She pulled him out of bed and handed him a bottle of Nair.

“What the hell is this?”

“Hair depilatory. Men have hair. Women don’t. Put it on below your neck. You might want to use it on your whiskers, too, but don’t get it on your hair.”

Chuck and Jo applied the goop to his body and he stood around for fifteen minutes until it started to heat up. Then he jumped into the shower and watched, fascinated, as his hair washed off his body.

“Nice,” Jo felt his chin. The Nair had worked there and his face felt as smooth as a woman’s. “Now let me work on those eyebrows of yours.”

She sat him down and tweezed his brows. She was careful not to go overboard, but when she was done he was a real half and half man. By ruffling his brows he could look male, by smoothing them out he looked female.

“Beautiful,” she said.

That was when she realized she had made a mistake. She looked down at his cock and it was like a rock. There was no way she was going to get that monster into the chastity tube she had selected for him. She called up Lana.

“Hey, girl, did you put the chastity tube on Greg, yet?”

“I did.”

“Oh, crap.”

Lana laughed. “Get a bag of ice and calm him down. I tell ya, the more I work on Greg the hornier he gets. If he wasn’t in the tube already I’d never get him there.

Lana nodded, hung up and went for a big bag of ice.

“OWWW!”

“Don’t be a baby.”

Chuck stared at his cock.

“But it’s cold!”

“So get limp and put on the tube. The sooner it happens the sooner we stop with the ice.”

It took ten minutes of suffering, but his cock finally shrank enough and he slipped a tube over the cock, the ring over his package, and locked everything up.

Chuck stared down at his cock sadly. The thing was trying to get hard already, but it didn’t stand a chance.

“Okay, time for nails.”

Next door Lana was already done with Greg’s toes and working on his fingernails.

Greg stared as his fingers elongated, the tips turning into glistening, little claws.

Lana took her time, three coats and a coat of lacquer. When she was done Greg was astounded. His hands now looked feminine. He had started out with spatulate nails that he chewed on, now he had slender ovals. He waved his hands in the air, marveling at their shape and sexiness.

“Okay, honey, it’s time to put you in lingerie.”

He looked down at his caged cock. It kept trying to get hard, and failing, and trying.

“What are you going to have me wear?”

“The good news is that you won’t need a full body corset.”

“And that is good because?”

“Because you’ll find out when we tighten the thing.”

She helped him into a short corselet. She pulled on the ties in the back and he found out what the word ‘tight’ meant.

“You’re still going to have a little boner bump.”

“Are you kidding?” he gasped.

“I’m going to pull your tube down between your legs. I can either tie it to your thigh, or run it right up between your buns and fasten it to you…yes…to this loop on your corselet.

She attached a string to the chastity tube and pulled it back between his legs. Then up between his crack.

“Fuck! It feels like I’m wearing some kind of super thong.”

“But look, no boner bump.”

“Yippee,” he spoke dourly.

“Hello!”

“Back here!”

Jo led Chuck back into the bedroom. “What did you do about his cock?” She eyed Greg’s smooth front.

“I tied it up, see?”

“Got it.”

While the two women were examining Greg’s tied back dick the two men looked at each other.

Their faces were red. Even though they knew what was going to happen they were embarrassed.

“Okay, let me handle his dick. You want to go get the breast forms.”

Jo grabbed Chuck’s cage and turned it this way and that.

“Hey!” he sounded like he was strangling.

Lana laughed and headed out to the garage for the breast forms they had bought the men.

“Quiet down, girly,” Jo murmured. She tied a string through his cock cage and ran it between his legs like she had Greg’s. In a few seconds he was blinking as she pulled the string tight up against his asshole.

Lana returned with the breast forms and two bras. “Okay, girls, time to put on your bumpers.”

The men tried to put on the bras, but couldn’t figure it out. The girls laughed as they helped them.

“Can’t even put on a bra,” Jo chuckled.

“Helpless little girls,” agreed Lana.

Finally, the men were properly accoutered, and the women handed them nylons.

Done with the lingerie Greg and Chuck looked at the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

They were slender in their corselets, and had big breasts. Their legs were sleek and sexy. Their finger nails were long. Their faces were still male, but the eyebrows gave hints of things to come.

“Looking good, girls,” smiled Jo. “Let’s put you in dresses and make up.”

The girls had picked out a pair of summer dresses for this first day. Chuck wore a pink number with butterflies and flowers. His arms were bare, and looked a little thick,

“It’s not bad,” Lana mused.

“As long as he doesn’t flex his biceps.”

They had selected a pink dress with different shaped white boxes on it for Greg. His chest was tight and Jo observed. Sunday night we’re going to have to give him a full corset.”

“Okay, girls, time to get used to wearing high heels.”

Greg and Chuck put on leather high heeled sandals.

“The cork bottom will help your balance. By Sunday night we’ll have you in full spikes.”

The men looked at each other and shrugged. They were a bit subdued and didn’t speak much.

“Okay, make up and…we’re going to pierce your ears.”

“What?”

“Speak in a higher tone of voice,” admonished Jo.

“What?” Chuck tried to accommodate, and he wasn't half bad.

Jo pierced ears and Lana cleansed their faces and applied primer.

Greg felt like his cock was going to explode from the way the earrings dangled alongside his neck. Chuck felt like his ears were getting longer.

The girls put on foundation then began coloring eyes, putting on mascara, and making the boys’ faces pop. Finally, they added bright, red lipstick. Then they sat back and smiled.

“This is not bad.”

“Nope. Not bad at all.”

Then, for a half hour, they just played with the boys’ faces. Experimented with colors and brushes, potions and powders. Finally they placed wigs on the boys’ heads and were done for the time being.

It was almost noon now, and they all went out to the pool and sat down and discussed their progress.

“The girls are looking good,” noted Jo.

“Absolutely. This is going to be a cinch.”

“Of course you girls are going to have to work on your mannerisms.”

“What do you mean?” asked Chuck.

“Come Sunday night we’re going to take you to dinner. Wendell’s Place. Dinner, drinks, and for once we’re not going to be bugging you to go dancing.”

When the boys looked blank Jo explained, “It would be too easy for you to move incorrectly, heck, just to talk like men. So we’ll just have a quiet dinner, then head for home.”

Chuck and Greg glanced at each other, and it was plain what each other was thinking. They wanted to get caught. They intended to get caught, but this was going to make it difficult. If the girls kept too tight a rein on them, if they watched them too closely, they could never make a mistake. Not and get away with it.

“So, let’s practice being girly,” Lana chirped.

Chuck and Greg took turns learning to walk. They walked across the room, placed one foot in front of the other, letting their hips sway, but just enough.

“No, no, place the heel down like this…make it click!”

After learning to walk the girls drilled the boys on getting in and out of cars, going up stairs in tight skirts, sitting down and keeping the knees together.

Then there were facial expression.

“Talk with the lips pursed like this…”

Repairing make up.

“Smack your lips like this…”

For hours the girls kept after the boys, and by late afternoon every one was tired.

“Okay, kids, time for a drive.”

“A drive?”

“We just want to drive around, get you used to being seen. Maybe on Saturday we can go to the mall. But for right now…let’s take a drive.

They took Greg’s Mustang, top down, and zipped through town. Greg and Chuck sat in the back, miserable and trying not to act like it. For an hour they crisscrossed the town. They didn’t see anybody they recognized, and nobody honked at them. Well, except for a couple of horny young teenagers. Heh.

Finally, they pulled up to a Seven-Eleven.

“What are we doing here?”

“First test. Go in and buy something.”

Chuck got out and Jo said, “You, too, Greg.”

Grumbling, Greg joined Chuck and they walked into the store. This wasn’t a test, so the boys didn’t try to screw things up, they just walked in and bought a couple of Cokes.

“They look good,” stated Jo, watching the boys through the front window.

“It’s not Sunday night yet.”

“You’re worried?”

“You know the boys. They will pull something.”

“Not if we watch them closely.”

“Hmm.”

Jo looked at Lana, “You think they’ll try something?”

“I know they will. But…I’ve got an idea.”

Chuck and Greg returned to the car.

“Well done, boys. It’s getting easier and easier, isn’t it.”

“I guess,” said Greg.

“Don’t worry. By the time Sunday rolls around, when we go out to Wendell’s Place, it’ll be second nature. You won’t even remember that you’re manly men.”

Chuck and Greg sighed and sat back and the girls laughed.

On Friday the boys got up early. They had spent the night in curlers and robes and lingerie. Within one day they were starting to understand what it was like to be women. Friday morning it didn’t take half as long to get ready. They even managed some of the work themselves.

They spent the remainder of the morning learning to walk and talk like women, and by the afternoon Jo decided they were ready for a quick walk through the mall.

The boys, of course, didn’t want to. They griped and complained and groused and grumbled, but the girls were adamant. They took the boys to the mall and forced them to walk through the length of the mall.

To Chuck and Greg’s dismay nobody gave them a second look. As men. As women there were quite a few looks.

“I swear, my butt has eyeball prints on it from men staring at it.”

Chuck said, “Don’t worry about it. I’ve got a plan.”

“A plan for my butt?”

“I’m going to call Bill Deakins. I’ll have him go to Wendell’s place and run into us. He’ll recognize us and that will be the end of that.”

“And I’ll never dress up as a woman again as long as I live.”

“You and me both.”

Friday night they practiced walking and talking some more, and then there was Saturday. More practice. They tried on different clothes. It was a full dress rehearsal for Sunday evening.

Finally, late in the day on Saturday, the girls proclaimed that they were done. They pronounced the boys ready and the group sat on the patio and had drinks.

Chuck and Greg were perfectly female. They moved their lips the right way when they spoke, they walked correctly and sat down like perfect ladies.

Lana and Jo went into the kitchen to prepare dinner, and the boys were left to their own devices.

Except the girls didn’t go into the kitchen. They started for the kitchen, then Lana snagged Jo’s sleeve with one hand and tugged her into the den.

A finger to her lips asking for silence, Lana crept up to the window. Jo followed her and they listened.

“Heysoos, what a mess,” sighed Chuck. They were sitting right outside the open window.

“Did you call Bill Deakins?”

Lana glanced at Jo and they stared at each other.

“I did. He said he’ll be there. He’ll recognize us, and that will be that.”

“We won’t get our butts fucked, and we’ll do some fucking of our own.”

“Man, it’s about time. Wearing this stuff has made me super horny.”

“Tell me about it. My cock is screaming for mercy. I can’t wait to get out of this chastity tube.”

“God, I’ll say…”

Lana led the way back to the kitchen. Inside the kitchen they put together some spaghetti and some garlic bread.

“I knew it,” said Lana.

“What’ll we do?”

“I’ll figure something out. One thing is for sure, I’m not going to let those two bozos ruin all our hard work.”

Making fresh drinks, the girls served dinner and acted like everything was normal.

Chuck and Greg, for their part, acted quite chipper. No more the dour victims, they seemed to have accepted their situation.

Sunday morning, and the preparations began in earnest.

The girls checked the boy’s hair, made sure their eyebrows were plucked, and this time severely, and that there was no trace of chin hair.

They made sure the boys’ manhood was pulled back between their legs and dressed the boys in tight corsets.

They worked over the boy’s bras and made sure there were no giveaways. The boys’ boobs were big and thrusting and their nipples were hard and visible under the dresses.

The dresses were matching and skin tight. One was lavender and one was pink. The boys wore necklaces and rings and dangly earrings.

Their make up was immaculate and their wigs perfectly coiffed.

Their nails were done, they wore five inch heels and their legs were clad in the sheen of expensive stockings.

By two in the afternoon Chuck and Greg were ready.

“You boys ready for the final exam?” asked Jo.

“Sure,” Chuck answered. He was feeling good because Bill Deakins was going to rescue them.

“Why don’t you to go watch the game or something and Lana and I will get ready.”

Chuck and Greg headed through the hedge and the girls looked at each other and grinned.

“All right. You ready?”

“Ready, Freddy. Let’s do this.”

Ten minutes later there was a knock on the front door of Lana and Chuck’s house.

“Oh, crap,” said Chuck. “I’m not going to answer the door dressed like this!”

So the two men sat and waited.

The front door opened. “Hey! Where’s our sexy dates?”

“Lana?” Chuck jumped up.

Lana and Jo walked into the living room and Chuck and Greg stared with open mouths.

The girls were wearing cargo pants. Long pants that covered up high heels. They wore loose jackets and their chests were bound underneath. Their chests were thick but more like they had muscle than tits.

The big deal, however, was that they had cut their hair. Their hair was long for a man, but short for a woman, and it was combed in a masculine fashion.

They wore no make up, no jewelry, nothing to give away the fact that they were women.

And each of them were wearing a strap on, the pricks pressing lightly out at the crotch.

Even a hard glance wouldn’t reveal that they weren’t men.

“I’m Alan,” said Lana, taking Chuck’s arm. “I’m your date tonight. You sure are beautiful.”

Chuck stumbled along helplessly.

“I’m Joe. I’ll be your date tonight.”

“But…but…” Greg was hauled along.

Out to the Mustang the girls took the boys…looking like boys escorting girls. They held the doors open and waited politely, big grins on their faces.

A minute and they were zooming through town.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Chuck. He was stunned by the girl’s masculinity.

“Don’t worry. Bill Deakins, remember?”

Greg nodded. but he was worried.

He was especially worried when they passed Wendell’s Place.

“Hey! you passed Wendell’s Place!”

“Change of plans, girls. You girls are so fine looking we thought we’d really treat you.”

A mile down the road they turned into the parking lot of Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s was a nightclub during the night and a restaurant during the day. Even though it was day, however, the place was hopping. A five man combo was covering classic rock and roll, and couple were dressed to the nines. As they entered they saw people dancing on the small parquet dance floor, and the bar was busy.

“Alan, I’ll escort our babes to a table. You want to get the drinks started?”

Joe dragged Chuck and Greg out to the patio and they sat at a table in a corner. A minute later Alan sat down, and a minute after that the waiter, Jose, grinned and delivered drinks.

Greg and Chuck kept looking at each other, and around the patio, and finally Alan said, “You can give up looking, Bill Deakins isn’t showing up.”

“You know…” said Chuck.

“We know. And you should be glad we’re forgiving. That would have been pretty mean of you to trick us after all the work we put in.”

Chuck and Greg had the grace to look guilty.

“Now then, you boys sit here and Alan and I are going to discuss your punishment.”

Alan and Joe stood up and headed inside to the nightclub area. Once inside Alan turned to Joe. “What gives?”

“This…” Joe snagged a passing young man, “Hey!”

The man was tall, six foot easy, and he had a rugged face and an easy grin. “Can I help you?”

“Get a friend and go dance with those two girls at the corner table in the patio.”

He looked at them and tilted his head slightly.

“They’re our husbands, and we’re playing a joke on them. No matter how much they try to convince you they’re guys, pretend their girls.

A minute later Chad and Henry sauntered across the patio and stopped in front of Greg and Chuck. “Care to dance?”

“No.”

“Come on, a couple of babes like you?”

“We’re guys. Bug off.”

But Chad and Henry sat down. “Now that’s something I would never believe.”

Greg was about to get rude when Alan and Joe came back.

“Oh, hi, ladies. We were just asking your friends to dance.”

“Wonderful,” said Alan, pulling Chuck’s arm and making him get up. Joe made Greg stand up. “Go dance, girls. Have some real girly fun.”

The look in Alan’s and Joe’s eyes warned the boys, and they found themselves standing helplessly. Chad and Henry took them in their arms and danced them across the floor. Greg and Chuck would have resisted, but they couldn’t get firm footing in their high heels.

The boys were forced to dance through a couple of numbers. Chad and Henry led, and easily, and Greg and Chuck put up with having their asses grabbed, their bodies pulled snug, and at the end of two dances Chad and Henry thanked them, returned them to their table, and sauntered off. Laughing.

“They knew,” whispered Greg.

“They knew as much as Bill Deakins,” Lana stated victoriously. “Are you girls ready to go home?”

Resigned to their fate, Chuck and Greg nodded, and the foursome headed out the door.

“Okay, girls, who wants to lose their virtue first?”

Chuck and Greg look at each other and neither said a word.

Lana chuckled. “You’d think it wasn’t sex.”

Jo said, “We’re going to go get the bedroom ready. Why don’t you girls flip a coin or something?”

So Jo and Lana headed into the back room.

“How do you want to work this?” Lana asked when they were in the bedroom.

“I think we should spit ‘em.”

“One in the front and one in the rear?”

“Absolutely.”

“So who spits who how?”

“Let’s blind fold them, have them guess who’s doing the fucking. If they guess wrong we get to do it to them again…until they finally figure out who’s fucking who.”

“I like it.”

“You want to use the short dick for the mouth?”

“I’d like to use the big one, but,” sigh, “we have to be realistic. How much can a virgin take, eh?”

The girls took their time, arranged pillows to help with support, turned off the lights, then they walked out to the kitchen.

“Okay, girls, here’s how it’s going to go down. You will put on this  Lone Ranger blindfold over your head. Lana and I will fuck you, in a variety of ways, and you’re going to have to guess who is fucking you. Guess wrong and the game will continue next week. Guess right and it’s all over.”

“You’re not going to tell us?” Greg blurted.

“Nope.”

Greg and Chuck looked at each other.

“So who goes first?”

Chuck heaved a sigh. “Me.”

“Okay, me. Here’s the mask. Put it on, and come on back. When you get into the room go to the bed and we’ll arrange you.”

Lana and Jo headed back to the bedroom.

A minute later Chuck knocked on the door.

Without a word, Lana opened the door and stepped back.

Chuck walked carefully across the room. He still had his high heels on, and when he got to the bed Lana and Jo helped him onto the bed. Without a word, they arranged him on all fours.

Lana lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She picked out a glob of lube and began swirling it into his asshole. Chuck gasped, and Jo put her hands on his face and held it up. She touched her penis to his lips and he gulped and forced himself to open wide. She gently inserted her prick and Chuck found himself deep throating her dick.

Lana moved back and forth, then Jo climbed up behind Chuck and touched the tip of her dick to his asshole.

He went rigid for a moment, then forced himself to relax.

Jo began to move forward.

“AHHH!” Chuck’s mouth was open in surprise. Jo’s big ten incher didn’t slow down. She knew that if she stopped he might start resisting. right now he was too surprised to resist.

In by inch she plummeted into him. He felt the big veins rippling along his anal passage, and he was mind blanked by the sudden pleasure.

He had thought it was going to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt like nothing he had ever felt before in his life.

He was being opened up, expanded, and it felt like heaven come to earth.

His hands gave way and he plunged forward, his mouth gulping down Lana’s dick, giving it a full deep throat.

Behind him Jo stayed with him, riding his buns down and jamming her big penis all the way to the plastic balls.

“Oh, God!” He mumbled, his words slurred, his voice stumbling over the length of cock in his throat.

Jo kept driving into him, pulling out and thrusting forward, and he found his hips rising and falling, going back to swallow the big shaft, coming forward to feel the exquisite sensation of being totally and thoroughly fucked.

Under his groin his cock cage was pressing down, his balls were squashed, but not in a hurtful way.

He felt hands on his ass, spreading his cheeks. He felt the dick again and again,

Then he felt a warm sensation wash over him. He felt like he was peeing, but knew it wasn’t pee. He was cumming! She was pushing on his prostate and that was forcing the semen out of him.

“Oh, God!” he blurted. “I’m cumming!

Ten minutes later Chuck stumbled down the hallway. He was walking bow legged, and that was fine. His asshole felt like it had been blessed by god.

“How was it?” Greg asked, taking the mask off his friend’s face.

“Oh, Heysoos,” he whispered. “You got to do that…”

That surprised Greg, and he had a most puzzled expression on his face as he put the mask on.

Knock…knock…

The door opened and Greg stumbled forward. He crossed the room and got onto the bed. Hands helped him into the all fours position, and then he felt the lubricant being smushed into him.

“Oh, geez,” he whispered.

Hands grabbed his face and he tasted the plastic peter on his lips. He opened wide, and found himself giving head.

Then he felt the big penis in his rear.

The girls had learned. They had switched positions and they had switched penises, and they quickly assumed a rhythm. Lana rode Greg from the rear, driving in in time to Jo’s thrusts from the front.

Greg felt himself spitted. Fucked from the front and fucked from the rear, and he had never felt anything like this in his whole life. The battering ram in the rear shoved his mouth over the penis in the front. He gulped and almost gagged, then the penis in front pulled back and the one in the rear wiggled a bit and pulled back.

Thrust after thrust he was opened up. It felt like he was being fucked from the bottom to the throat, and back again.

It wasn’t long before, like Chuck, he felt that warm feeling and began to drizzle semen out of his caged cock. At that point he lost control. He just laid down and found his butt rising up and dropping down. He felt like he was the golden goose, and being finally opened up to his true potentials.

Chuck and Greg sat on the patio and sipped bourbon and Coke. Their rectums felt like gold and they would wiggle every once in a while just to feel that wonderful sensation of being fucked.

“Did you figure out who was fucking who?”

Greg nodded. “It was easy.”

“If you could ignore the penis up your heinie.”

“If you could,” Greg nodded.

“I figured it out, too. It only took the feel of her thighs behind me, the way her fingers gripped me.”

“The question now is—“

“Hey, girls,” Lana and Jo stepped out of the house. They still had dildos in their pants, but they were both wearing ten inchers now. “Did you figure out who was who?”

Chuck and Greg looked at each other, then back at the girls. “No.”

“Ha!” Jo and Lana high fived. Lana leaned forward and took Chuck’s drink and sipped it. She handed it back and said, “You know what this means, don’t you?”

Chuck and Greg shook their heads.

“It means that you’ll dress up as girls every single weekend.”

Jo grinned, “And we’re going to fuck your asses until you finally figure it out…no matter how long it takes!”

Chuck and Greg looked at each other in dismay. “Oh, no!”

END
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PART ONE

“Oh, honey!” Jan pulled Bo into a closet.

“No! Not here!”

The sounds of the party came through the thin door. Jan was clawing at Bo, trying to pull his belt loose, trying to get his pants down.

It was the hall closet and they were stuck between shelves, just enough room for both of them…without the fuck.

“Why not?” she hissed, managing to get her hand into his pants. She grabbed his cock and began stroking as fast as she could.

“We did it last night, this is a party, I don’t feel like it.”

“You don’t feel like it.” She twisted her hips and managed to bend her knees. She gobbled his penis voraciously.

“Please, honey. I don’t want to!”

She grabbed his balls and palpated. She moved her head back and forth. He was hard, but still protested.

She rose up, pulling her panties off and raising her skirt. She used his body and the shelves behind him to climb up, then she tried to lower her pussy on his cock.

“Come on, baby. A little monkey love. I want it, so you must want it, too.”

“Just because you’re horny doesn’t mean everybody’s horny.”

“Of course it does,” she shimmied and turned and his dick was going further and further into her. “Anybody who says they’re not horny when I’m horny is a damned liar.” She was firmly on him then. Her pussy gripped him and no matter what he did she wasn’t going to let him go.

“Fuck!” he whimpered helplessly.

“Come on, now.” She rode him, pulled herself up and down, used the shelves for footholds and leverage. She twisted her hips and humped and pumped and did everything she could.

In truth, she was frantic. She liked sex. She wasn’t a nympho. At least that’s what she told herself, she just needed a heaping helping of sex.

And while Bo liked sex well enough, he wasn’t ruled by it.

She wanted it anywhere and anytime.

He wanted it in the dark of the night, warm and secure in their own bed.

“I saw them go back here…” a voice waxed then waned.

“Shhh!” giggled Jan, placing her hand over Bo’s mouth and stopping her fucking. “They’re looking for us.”

“Get off me!” He tried to grab her buns and lift, but he couldn’t get her weight up.

The voices came back down the hallway.

“That’s funny. They must have come back and gone out back.”

“What’s this room?”

Bo grabbed the doorknob and held it.

A hand twisted and a voice said, “That’s the closet. Nothing in it but sheets and stuff.”

Bo held the knob steady. Jan giggled into his neck, trying to smother her chortles.

“It’s locked.” The hand stopped trying to turn and let go.

“That’s funny. There’s no lock on that door.”

“Well, it won’t turn.”

“Here, let me try.”

That second voice was male, and a stronger hand gripped the knob.

Bo burst into sweat and willed strength into his hand.

“Hunh. That’s funny. Let me go get a wrench.”

The voices faded and Bo struggled.

Jan let herself be lifted, then they burst out of the closet, stuffing body parts back into clothes, her laughing hysterically and him just trying to be presentable.

They closed the door and hurried back down the hallway. Just before they reached the foyer they heard the voices around the corner. “I probably shouldn’t be trying to fix something during a party…”

Bo cursed quietly. They were caught.

Suddenly Jan grabbed his arm and half turned him, in a semi-loud voice she said, “I just saw them go down the hall…”

Bob and Lettie stepped into the hallway and Jan turned around. “Oh, there you are.”

Bob was holding a big wrench and Lettie smiled. “We were just down her looking for you.”

“We were out on the patio.” Jan looked down at the big wrench in Bob’s mitt. “New sex toy?”

They all laughed, and Bo tried not to be obvious as he wiped the sweat off his face.

“Nah. The closet door is jammed. Just gonna take a quick look at it.”

“Oh. Well, we’re going now and we just wanted to say good bye.”

Hugs and air kisses were exchanged, and Bob and Lettie walked over to the closet door. Bo and Jan turned the corner and Jan plucked his sleeve and stopped Bo. “Hold on.”

“What?”

She was listening to the sounds of Bob trying to fix the door. The door that wasn’t broken.

She heard the wrench slip off the knob and Bob cursed and said. “Damn! That thing was stuck! I’ll swear it.”

Laughing, Jan pulled Bo to the front door, waving good bye to people, shaking hands and air kissing, then they were on the front walk.

“Damn, that was close.” Bob reached into his pocket for the car keys.

“Hold it! I’m still horny.”

“I’ll do you at home. Come on.”

“But we could step behind the bushes and…” her eyes were bright with anticipation.

“No!” he groaned, pulling her down the sidewalk.

“But I’m hor-r-rne-e-e”

“And I’m Bo. We can do it at home.”

He managed to get her in the car and they started for home.

“I don’t see why you are such a party pooper all the time.”

“Jan! We fucked before the party. We fucked at the party. And now you want to fuck after the party. I like fucking, but there’s only so much I can take!”

Jan folded her arms and sniffed. “Prude.”

“You know that’s not true!”

“You had your dick in me and I didn’t get to squirt!”

“Just because you have orgasms all over the place doesn’t mean I do.”

“Okay. Okay. I’ll give you this one…if you’ll do one thing for me.”

“What?”

“Drive out around the lake.”

“That’s the long way home. I thought you were in a hurry to get home and fuck?”

“Yes, but it’s so beautiful. And it’s only a little extra time…”

Bo sighed and took the turn off for the lake. In ten minutes they were driving around the lake.

The water was calm and flat. They could see a perfect reflection of the moon on the surface.

Bo visibly relaxed. He loved nature, and nothing was better than being all alone in the world and seeing the trees, the mountains, the lake.

“See?” Jan said.

He glanced at her and smiled. This was more like it, he thought.

He took the cut off and headed through the park parking lot. The windows were down and the night wind came up, soft and balmy.

Jan reached a hand down to his crotch and stroked him. “I’m sorry I was so out of control,” she said.

Now that they weren’t in danger of being discovered, and being made calm by the peaceful night, Bo relaxed and let her stroke him. She unzipped his zipper, took him out and moved her hand over his head.

He sighed, loving it.

“Honey?” whispered Jan.

“What?”

“SEX BREAK!” she screamed. She grabbed the keys and tossed them out the window.

The car stopped and she was lifting her dress and trying to get onto his lap.

“No!” he yelped.

It was too late. She was on his cock, all the way to his balls. He was stuck behind the steering wheel and couldn’t get her off.

She held his neck and kissed his face madly, all the while going up and down, twisting on him, and laughing in between.

To her it was like a carnival ride.

To him it was unexpected, and he—bright lights lit up the car from the rear. Red and blue flashing lights went off, and they both sat up straight in shock.

“What the fuck? Get off! Get off!”

She slid off him, his cock slipped out of her pussy. It was slimy with her juices, and he had a hard time, no pun intended, getting it back in his pants, and then the flashlight shone on him.

“What do we have here?”

Bo looked up at the cop. His hand was full of shiny cock and his face was red and sweaty.

A light shone in from the other side. Jan was decent, but disheveled.

“I can’t fucking believe it! I have never been so embarrassed in my life!” Bo threw his keys on the counter and went to the liquor cabinet. They hadn’t done much drinking at the party, only a couple of beers, and that was hours ago. He needed a drink.

Jan’s lips rippled as she held a grin in.

He took  down the Maker’s Mark and poured a glass. Then he added ice cubes and sipped. Technically, he was supposed to pour the bourbon over the ice cubes, that he did it backwards showed how pissed he was.

Jan selected a smaller glass, added ice cubes, poured the bourbon over the cubes, then—heresy of heresies—she topped the glass off with Coke.

Bo stared at how she was making her drink and made a ‘bleck’ face.

She laughed, sipped, and said, “That was fun.”

“It’s fun getting caught fucking in the middle of the road?”

“It was a parking lot.”

“It’s fun getting lectured like a school kid?”

“He was laughing on the inside.”

“Sheesh!” Bo upended his sipping whiskey and glugged it. Definitely mad.

“Okay, okay. Stop your whining. You got talked down to, but you didn’t get a ticket. Isn’t it time you stopped crying and fucked me?”

“AHHH!” Bo walked out of the kitchen, hands up in disgust.

“I’m going to jack off!” she shouted after him.

He didn’t care.

He went to the bedroom and threw his clothes on the floor and climbed into the shower.

Jan shook her head, followed him into the bedroom and got out her vibrator.

Bo showered, tried to bring himself under control.

Jan lay on the bed, her head supported by pillows, her knees up and legs spread, and turned on the vibrator.

Bo soaped his package, got inside the creases, and kept muttering to himself.

Jan moaned and pressed the vibrator to her clitoris, ran it up and down her labia. She rubbed her nipples and felt the good feeling go through her body.

Bo rinsed. He shampooed, he conditioned.

Jan felt the big ocean come up and throw her at the ceiling. Her world became a white hot orgasm. She shivered and moaned, pulled the vibrator away and rolled on her side.

She could hardly think.

Bo stepped out of the shower. He was calm now. He didn’t see the humor in getting pulled over for having sex in a public place, but he was okay now.

He dried off, dried his hair, and walked into the bedroom.

The lights were off and Jan was laying in bed on her side.

He smiled. After the night of half fucks and dick titillations he was finally in his own bedroom. And now, excitement finally penetrating him, he wanted a little.

He slid into the bed and snuggled up against Jan. “Honey?” he whispered.

“Lemme lone.”

Oh, crap, had the boat sailed?

He tried again, his penis pressing between her buttocks, he pressed up against her soft skin. “Don’t you want to make love?”

She reached back to him, in her hand was her vibrator. “Put that away.”

He looked at the vibrator. His face distorted with frustration. He almost said something, then didn’t. He turned his back to her and went to sleep. With his big hard on it took him a while to drift off.

“Honey, we have to talk.”

Jan looked up at him from the newspaper she was reading. “I’ll say. The whole country needs to talk. Biden is making no sense, gas is up, and Kamala is in the wings.

“No…no,” he said.

He popped a couple of waffles into the toaster, got out the butter and  syrup.

“Two for me, please.”

He added two waffles, started the toaster, then sat down opposite her.

“We need to talk about your desire to have sex anywhere and everywhere.”

“Isn’t it cool?” She put the paper down and looked at him. “You have a sex fiend for a wife. That’s something most men would give their nuts for, if they could still make love after losing their nuts.”

“Well, truth, I think you need to calm down.”

“What?” her voice squeaked. “Give up the beast with two backs? Stop rump humping? Are you nuts? You’re right! We really do need to talk.”

“Jan, we were close to getting arrested, or at least getting a ticket, last night. That can’t happen.”

“I know what this is about. You didn’t get off last night. There I was, all horny, and you insist on throwing a hissy fit. Well, too bad, Mister. If the train leaves the station it’s your responsibility to be on board.”

The toaster popped. Bo sighed and got up. He put the waffles on plates, put the plates on the table, and they began putting butter in the squares, then pouring syrup over everything.

“I want you to see a doctor.”

Her head jerked up. “You want what?”

“Look. Women don’t act the way you did last night. You might have a hormonal balance or something.”

At first she was pissed. Stupid son of a bitch was too dumb to know where to put his pecker and…then she calmed down. She didn’t care about the sex stuff, that was just fun, but it was time for both of them to get check ups.

But, he was being an ass about it all. Okay, so what could she get out of this…

“All right. One condition.”

“Okay,” relieved that she wasn’t fighting this.

“You wear the chastity tube.”

“What?” Now his voice squeaked.

She waited while he summoned up his arguments.

“We’re talking about your hormonal balance! Why should I wear that stupid tube?”

“Because your lack of sex drive makes me suspect that you have a hormonal imbalance.”

He blinked. Her argument was so perfectly crafted and presented that he didn’t have a response.

She smiled. “That’s my price. Take it or leave it.”

He blustered, “I’m concerned with your health!”

“I’m concerned with making you horny enough to fuck me whenever I want.”

He was dour, she was cheerful.

She said, “Or we can argue for a few hours, until you realize you could easily get your way if you just go along with me.”

He frowned.

“Tit for tat, baby. Take it or leave it.”

He huffed, and he puffed…and he gave in. He didn’t like to fight, and it wouldn’t hurt him to wear the stupid thing for a few days. Then he said, “Some day I’ll get you back for all the grief you’ve put me through.”

She laughed.

“Yeah. I’ll wear a chastity tube to keep my pussy under control.”

That was weird, but not bad weird, so he laughed.

But he didn’t really feel that things were right between them.

Two weeks later they went down to the doctor’s office. They had their blood drawn, their chests thumped, their eyes and ears and noses and throats looked into.

They got dressed, chatted with the doctor, and left. Nothing wrong with either of them, apparently.

Nothing wrong at all.

Then they got the phone call.

Bo sat on the left and Jan on the right. They were holding hands and chatting when the doctor entered his office. He walked behind his desk and sat down. Behind him his certificates showed how smart he was.

Jan smiled. “How’s it hanging, Doc?”

He just smiled.

Bo groaned.

Jan laughed.

“We have a few things to discuss this morning.” His name was Dr. Harvard. Really. Harvard. But he had gone to Yale. He was a bit short, bald, and wore thick framed glasses.

“Like what?” asked Bo.

“Your blood work has presented several…oddities.”

They stared at him and he continued. Jan, your estrogen count is low. Bo, your testosterone count is low.”

“Can’t you just give us some pills?”

“It’s not that simple. I think you might have prostate problems, Bo. The readings are all over the place. And, you, Jan…are you having regular periods?”

“Nope. I rarely have periods.”

“Look, I could talk your ear off, lay out the medical jargon until you plug your ears, but in the end there is one simple thing I want to do.”

“Yes?”

“Yeah?”

“I’d like to take X-rays.”

“But isn’t that…”

“Don’t you…”

Bo and Jan’s voices tumbled over each other, then they looked at each other, and Jan took over. “From blood test to X-rays. Doesn’t sound quite right, Doc.”

Doctor Harvard nodded. “Okay, let me go into the medical jargon. No plugging your ears now.” He smiled.

A half hour later he had presented the science, and Bo and Jan were forced to agree to X-rays.

“When you’re done I want to glow in the dark. I want to be able to read without using light bulbs.”

Dr. Harvard chuckled dutifully and made appointments for them.

A couple of days later they reported for X-rays.

And, for the next month life was normal. They lived, they ate, they fucked.

Not as much as Jan wanted, but more than enough for Bo.

Then, back to the doctor’s office for the results.

Again, they sat in the same chairs. They looked around the office while they waited. Looked at the weird painting of impressionistic seals swimming in different directions. And Dr. Harvard walked in. And he was not looking cheerful.

Oh, he was smiling, but there was a seriousness, an undercurrent to him, and he sat down and pursed his lips.

“Have you ever heard of Hermaphroditism?”

Bo blinked. Jan chirped. “Sure, that’s where somebody is born with both sexes. He…” she frowned, chose her words, “or she, but definitely not it, is born with plumbing from both sexes.”

Harvard nodded.

Bo assumed, since he had initiated their check ups, that Jan was the subject here. “Are you saying Jan was born with both sexes?”

“Hey!” She turned to him and glared.

“Well, not exactly.”

Jan laughed. “Ha! The shoe is on the other foot now.”

Bo looked alarmed. He mouthed, ‘me?’ and pointed at his chest.

“Actually, you were both born with this condition.”

“What!”

“Say who?”

They stared at him like he had three heads, and two were cross-eyed.

“It is extremely rare to be born with both sexes. People born with this condition are sometimes referred to as ‘intersex.’”

“I’m an intersexual?” Jan blurted.

“There’s a mistake,” pronounced Bo.

Dr. Harvard got out two X rays and put them on the light board.

“We’re talking extremely rare. The occurrence is .02%. That both of you would have this condition, well, it’s like winning a lottery just to enter another lottery, and then to win that one, too.”

Both Bo and Jan were starting to get a little pale. Jan reached for Bo’s hand and clutched it.

“I contacted your birth hospital and had them send records, and you can see in these X-rays that—“

“Whose are those?”

“These are yours, Bo. And you can see your male sex organs are here. But if you look underneath, this area right here, this is a complete set of ovaries, and your vagina has been—“

“I’ve got a pussy?” The room was whirling around Bo.

“Are you okay? Would you like a sedative?”

“No…no.” he waved the doctor off. Let me just breath for a moment. I’ve been a man all my life…and to be told I’m a pussy.”

“You’ve got a pussy,” corrected Nan.

“Got a pussy…I…it’s a bit much.”

“I understand.”

Harvard reached into a small refrigerator next to the credenza behind him and took out two cold bottles of water. He pushed them across the desk. Both Jan and Bo opened and drank, and wished they were drinking whiskey.

The doctor took the X-rays down and put another X-ray up. “I couldn’t find an earlier X ray for you, Jan, and the hospital you were born at probably never knew. But you can see your vagina here, and this shaded area…you have a distinctly developed penis and testicles. And this, little area right here…you have a prostate.”

“A prostate? Like a man?”

“Yes. Totally functioning. And I would suspect that your periods are extremely light, but they do occur.”

Jan’s eyes dazed for a few seconds, then she came out of it.

“So both Bo and I are both man and woman.”

“As I said, extremely rare, but a psychiatrist might conjecture that that is one reason you were attracted to each other. On a subconscious level you both knew, and you…well, I will leave that opinion up to a psychiatrist.

Jan, for once out of jokes, asked, “What do we do?”

Dr. Harvard started the next part of their long conversation off with: “You have many choices.”

“What the fuck,” whispered Bo, taking the Maker’s Mark down. He poured two drinks, then observed them, then added Coke to each one. He explained. “I think I’m going to be doing a lot of drinking, and I want to have a chance at staying sober.

They went out to the den and sat on the leather couch.

The den was sunken a step, and they had a complete entertainment center set up. There was also a sliding door to the patio and the pool. They did most of their recreation in this room.

They sat down and stared into space. Occasional sounds of sipping. Sighs. And their heads were dazed and confused by what they had learned.

“I’m a boy,” whispered Jan.

“And I’m a girl.”

“But we’re both.”

“What the fuck.”

“What a fucked up world.”

“We could have lived our whole lives without knowing.”

“But we had to go see the stupid doctor.” It was a mark of her intelligence that she didn’t blame Bo for the doctor’s appointment.”

She turned to him. “So what are we going to do?”

For a long time neither said anything, they just stared at each other.

Finally, Jan said, “We need to get operations. We need to set our sexual selves free.”

Bo, as usual, was more conservative. “We could continue as we are. I’m happy being a man. And you seem to like being a woman.”

“Yeah, but I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a package. To be able to just stand up and pee.”

“I don’t want to sit down to pee,” he commented.

“Choice is a bitch.”

After a couple of hours of talk, Jan made up her mind. “I’m going to do it. I’m going to get the operation.”

“But what if I don’t want to make love to a woman with a…a penis?”

That set off another hour of discussion, but Jan had made up her mind.

“Well, I want to think about it before I butcher my body.”

“You mean ‘free’ your body, don’t you?”

He eyed her sourly. “Once the horse is out of the barn you can’t go back and lock it up.”

“Well, you could. I could have the doctor chop off my…my package, if I didn’t like it.

“But I can’t just put a cork in a new vagina.”

She giggled at the idea. Having made up her mind had returned her to her cheerful self. She turned to him. “You could…you could get a hysterectomy, but—“

“I’m afraid to hold you,” Bo blurted.

Jan’s turn to blink. “Honey…” she stopped. She suddenly understood the enormity of what was happening to them. “Okay. This is what we’re going to do. “We’re going to get another drink…and then we’re going to sit here and hold hands for a while. Then we can have another drink and I’ll snuggle up to you. You can put your arm around me. And then—“

“I’ll get the drinks.”

A moment later they were sipping fresh drinks, and Jan moved in and snuggled. The hell with the hand holding.

They sat, quiet for the first time that afternoon, and turned events and possibilities over in their minds.

“We’re about the same size,” Jan observed.

“So?”

“So we can wear each other’s clothes.”

Bo started to speak, stopped, then just sighed. “Yeah. I suppose.”

The idea of wearing his wife’s clothes was so bizarre.

“But I don’t want to be a crossdresser.”

“We could make new clothes. Male on the right and female on the left.”

He snorted. “Or male in the front and female on the rear.”

“I would prefer female on the top and male on the bottom.”

“What? Why?”

“I could show my tits and hide my boners.”

“Oh, fuck,” Bo blurted.

“What?”

“I just visualized you with…with a cock.”

She smiled. “Was I hung?”

“Just a flash, but I saw you lifting your dress and exposing yourself. And, yes. It was a big cock.”

She sighed and snuggled closer. She placed her hand on his package, and it was the first sexual contact they had risked. “You’ve got a big cock.”

“Will I have a big hole?”

“Maybe. The doctor said my dick was tiny…”

“But it might grow. I mean, he’s talking about operations and taking drugs…”

“Hormones. To balance our hormones.”

“But are we man or woman?”

“We’re both.”

They stopped talking and sat quietly again.

Jan rubbed Bo’s penis.

“That feels good.”

She unzipped him and his pecker popped out. “You’re not a woman now.”

He smiled, and he realized something was different in his mind.

She went down on him. Her mouth absorbing his cock head, her hand stroking his shaft. Her other hand fondling his balls. And she realized that he might have a pussy an inch from her hand.

He reached down and began fondling her breast. He was thinking about how he was different. And he thought he knew.

“Oh,” she murmured, “Keep doing that.”

He knew that in knowing that he was of both sexes, possessed both sexes, however you wanted to say it, something in his mind had loosened up. He had always been a tight ass—he admitted this to himself—but now…now he was more accepting, and the world made more sense.

She unbuckled him, and he turned to her and began pulling her dress off.

They looked at each other and smiled, and it was a pure smile, a knowing smile, a ‘this is all right’ smile.

They stood and took off their small clothes. Her breasts were large. She wondered if they would shrink if she started taking testosterone.

He cupped her mons and squeezed.

She groaned and held to his arm.

He kissed her, and drew back. “Am I kissing a man or a woman?”

She smiled. “Does it matter as long as it’s me?”

He grunted a laugh.

He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.

“Will I get male muscles? Strong enough to carry you?”

“Will I get boobs?

“Oh, you’ll get boobs. Big boobs. Giant boobs. Double-sized boobs.”

He laughed. Normally he would have frowned and been serious, but this thing that was happening to them….

He laid her on the bed and climbed up next to her.

“You want a really weird thought?” Jan asked.

“Weirder than what we’ve been talking about?”

“A lot weirder.”

“Sure.”

“What if we both got operations. Could I stick my penis in your vagina, and you stick your penis in my vagina…at the same time.”

“Ho!” he laughed. “That’s scary.”

But they were too horny, and growing in happiness, to be scared.

Bo put his mouth on her nipple and sucked.

She arched her back and jacked his cock, her hand tight and squeezing.

“Too hard,” Bo whispered.

She whispered back, “I could rip it off and you’d still have a sex organ left.”

She guided him to her hole and gasped when he shoved it in.

They moved slowly, more aware, more sensitive, and it was good. In fact, it was better than anything they had ever done. There was a freedom to their coupling. They were both man and woman, so there was no collision.

“It’s the same.”

“But better.”

“What’ll it be like when I fuck you?”

“Heaven.”

“I guess we better forget about that chastity tube.”

“Ha! Maybe when you get your operation we can put it on you.”

“Suddenly I know why you don’t like it.”

They giggled. They felt like they had just gotten out of prison.

He began to pump harder. They kissed harder, their mouths seeking, sucking, searching.

She broke the kiss. “Will I be able to orgasm like a man? Will I be able to fill you full of seed?”

“The doctor said everything should work.”

She rolled him over, sat on him and grinned. “Fuck you.”

He laughed, went along with it. “Fuck me.”

“And fuck me.”

“Fuck you.”

Then they started laughing, and laughing, and laughing. Then they stopped laughing, got serious, and pumped.

She came first, she usually did, and that might have been the man in her.

Then he came, a mighty outpouring of semen, his back arching and his eyeballs rolling back.

She stared up at him, saw how there were certain feminine characteristics to his squirting.

He collapsed, and she lay on him, and they felt their hearts beating through their chests.

For two separate people, with two separate sides within, they felt very ‘one.’


PART TWO

Jan got her operation on a Monday morning. She woke up feeling weird, and out of it, and waited for the effects of being drugged to dissipate. An hour later she was chipper.

Bo sat and read his cell phone. He had discovered some great stories by a chick name of Grace Mansfield, and he was into it.

Jan lay in the hospital bed and looked out the window. She was numb down there, but the doctor had taken pictures. She stared at a close up of her vagina and brand new penis and balls.

The penis was red and curly, and the balls were purple and small. Underneath her balls was her pussy.

Oddly, she thought her ugly dick and balls were beautiful, and her pussy, which she had lived with her whole life, was ugly.

And she felt good. She felt truly out in the open. In a way, she knew how people who came out felt. Happy because they were revealed as who they were for the first time.

“How’s it feel?” asked Bo, looking up.

“I feel great, but I’m numb down there and don’t feel much. Would you like to see the pictures?”

“Sure.”

She handed them to him and he perused them with a bland face.

“What do you think?”

He raised his eyes to her. “I can’t wait to see the flesh.”

“Is my pussy ugly?”

He smiled. “I make it a rule not to judge people. Beauty or ugliness is in the eye of the beholder.”

She smiled wanly. “Asshole.”

“But I do think it’s beautiful.”

“Now we’re talking. What about my dick.”

He nodded. “It’s a lot to take. If I didn’t know I had two sets of sex organs I would be weirded out.”

“Instead of just weird?”

“Instead of just weird.”

He got her some ice chips and went back to reading.

She drifted off to sleep.

Two days later they sent her home. Her groin was swollen, and she had stitches, and a list of instructions to follow that was daunting.

“Take a hundred pills, wash your pussy with salt water. When do I get to whip it out and explore my hubby’s ass?”

“My ass?”

“Figure of speech. We’ll start off with your pussy.”

“Start off?”

She grinned. “Any port in a storm.”

“I may file a restraining order.”

“You do that and you’ll be wearing that chastity tube.”

They chuckled at their byplay.

They ate an early dinner, Mac and Cheese with hot dogs sliced into it. Cheap, and who cared how healthy it was.

He gave her a body rub, staring at the bandages on her groin, and they went to sleep.

A week passed and the stitches came out. They went to the doctor and he snipped and pulled and she had her first look at her double package.

It was a dick and balls, just like Bo’s, but smaller.

“And it’s going to grow?”

“You’re still on medicine, and we have to balance your hormones, but yes.”

“How big?”

The doctor smiled. “Time will tell.”

“What are you grinning for?”

“Forgive the analogy, but you’re like a child with a new toy.”

She laughed. “You’re spot on, Doc.”

Then the balancing act started. Every week she went to give blood, and they adjusted how much testosterone, how much estrogen, accordingly.

Bo thought about his own situation.

And he thought about how he wasn’t getting any sex.

The doctor had said they were able, but Jan wasn’t interested.

She was just interested in touching her cock, feeling her balls. It was like her vagina was a forgotten child.

“When do you think you’ll be ready to make love?”

Jan frowned. “Any time, I guess.”

“When you feel the urge?”

“Exactly. How are you doing? Sexually?”

He nodded. “It’s funny. I was the one who backed off, now I understand.”

“Can I give you a hand job?”

He bit his lip. “Not yet. Let’s wait and see.”

Then the doctor overcompensated with a dosage and Jan felt the burning need.

They ate dinner that night, and she kept smiling at him.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m horny.”

“How horny?”

“Real horny.”

“Are you fucking me horny?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely.”

They pushed the plates away and headed for the bedroom.

She undressed. She had almost no soreness from her operation now, and she hopped onto the bed and spread her legs.

He had seen her pussy and balls and thing over the weeks, but now he wanted to look again. To look with his boner up and ready.

“Can I look?”

“Yep.” She felt the heat of horniness roaring in her. It was a delicious feeling.

He looked, and her cock was erect. It was now about five inches, good for sex, if he had a pussy.

“I’m going to touch it.”

He put his hand around her dick and looked at the head.

He looked up at her, and she looked avidly back at him.

He stroked her, slowly, and her eyes opened.

“I tried that myself, but it’s different when somebody else does it.”

He said nothing. He stroked, and then he put a finger under her balls and lightly traced down the length of her labia.

“Oh…oh…” Her eyes were glazed as the intense sensations washed over her.

He inserted his finger and began hooking and turning. “You’ve got a prostate. Where?”

“I don’t know? Where’s yours?” She was having a hard time talking.

“Probably here.” He rubbed a little bump on the wall of her vagina and she gasped. “I’ve felt that before, but now it’s bigger.”

“It’s bigger feeling,” she stuttered.

“I’m going to suck your cock.”

“For God’s sake! Just do what you want!” She was clenching her fists in frustration and horniness.

He put his mouth on the head of her cock and began sucking. He tried to remember what he liked and did that, and it worked. She actually pounded on the bed with her fists and cried out, “Can you fucking fuck me?”

He moved up between her legs. He lifted her penis out of the way and touched the end of his dick to her hole.

She gasped and shivered and looked at him with a look of desperation.

He slipped into her, and it was as he remembered.

But he could feel her prostate on the top of his dick.

And she was warm, moist, clutching.

He began to go in and out.

“Jack me while you’re fucking me,” she begged.

He did, and shortly found a rhythm. He pushed in as he stroked up, and pulled out as he stroked down.

Jan’s eyes were blank, no thought was there, and he knew she was lost in her pussy and balls and dick.

He accelerated his movements, and she started hunching and whimpering.

He wished he could suck her while he fucked her, but he didn’t bend that way.

Finally, she began to cry out, the first shivers ran through her frame, and the first tremblings of orgasm started to shake her.

Bo redoubled his efforts. He wanted her first dick cum, her first cum with extra sex organs, to be good.

He focused on letting his hand slide against her shaft, rubbing the under part of her head with his other hand, and jamming in harder and harder.

Her tremors grew larger, and suddenly she opened her mouth and said nothing, just arched. Her eyeballs rolled back until he could see only whites, and she locked into place. For a long minute she was frozen, almost in catatonia, then it broke. She inhaled and fell back.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!”

And Bo let loose. He felt his brain stop functioning and turn white hot. Semen poured up his shaft and he squirted.

It wasn’t as violent as her cum, but it was awfully good.

“Are you cumming in me?”

He nodded as he rutted, feeling his juices fill her.

“You fucked a boy,” and she laughed.

“You don’t feel…” he grunt, “like a boy.”

They they were done, and Bo had reached a decision.

Bo had his operation on a Tuesday. His operation consisted of a few cuts, some cosmetic work, and voila, he had a vagina.

Unfortunately, though his procedure was simple, he had to spend a couple of days in the hospital before release. When he was released he had a small bandage underneath his penis, and that was all.

Jan laughed. “Look at that sissy bandage. And you call yourself a trisexual!”

That was the term they tended to use, be it incorrect, between themselves. Not hermaphrodite. Not homo or lez, or bi or other labels.

But they did occasionally refer to themselves as ‘in between,’ or ‘intersex.’

“A small bandage because I’ve got a nice, tight hole. Not a big, sloppy hole that’s been overstretched by a certain someone’s extra large pecker.”

They both laughed, and gazed at each other hungrily through the week. They couldn’t have sex two weeks.

During that time, however, they had other fun.

Jan liked to experiment with male clothes, and now that she had a dick she began to see the reason for certain things.

“So that’s why men have pouchy pants,” she exclaimed, pulling on some underwear. Which underwear lasted about a day before she went back to panties. But even then she began shopping for sissy underwear on Amazon. She wanted the woman’s material, but with the man’s comfort.

And it freaked her out when she actually had to learn how to walk.

“Good Lord!” she groaned one day. “My balls keep bumping between my thighs.”

“And now you have to cross your legs  differently,” Bo snickered.

“Not funny!”

Bo, on the other hand had discovered woman’s wear.

Panties felt so cool, and he even put up with no pouch until they could get him some sissy wear.

And his pectorals were bulging! He was growing breasts! which meant he had to wear a training bra.

“I hate it…and I love it,” he said. It’s like a big hand holding you together, and it’s cool, but after a while those straps start cutting into your shoulders. And those underwire things are pure torture.”

“Poor boy,” laughed Jan, then, “Want to learn about make up?”

“Is my hair long enough for me to try and look like a girl?”

“With a little styling, or we could use a wig until your hair grows out.”

“Well, let’s see how I look.”

Jan sat him down and did his toes. Painted them a bright red and laughed at the look on his face.

“And this is only the ground floor. Wait until we hit the penthouse.”

He smiled rueful, had weird feelings of upset stomach, and continued with the transformation.

She gave him medium long ovals for his fingers, and she painted them a bright red. He held them up and was positively fascinated. “Wow. And I have to live with these.”

“You ‘get’ to live with these,” Jan corrected.

She went to work on his face then, cleansing his pores, priming and preparing, foundation, and then the color.

“I feel like a clown,” he said.

“That’s just relatively. You are turning out quite attractive. Leave a tip in the jar.”

“I’ve got a tip for you in my pants.”

She sighed and stood back. “Soon, lover. And I can’t wait.”

She colored his eyes, made them dusky and sexy, and then matched lipstick to his nails.

“Wig or a stylistic trim?”

“Wig for now. I need to see where this is going.”

“A wig it is.” She put a skull cap on his head, applied glue to the front strip, and pressed the wig firmly into place.

“There we go. Take a gander.”

He looked in the mirror and was stunned by what he saw. Except for the very small boobs, and a slight bulge in his panties, he had a woman’s body. His face was totally feminine.

And then the fun started.

“Try on the blue dress.”

He did. then he tried on the red dress. And he Naired his legs and tried on nylons and garters. He put on tummy shapers, a corset. Skirts, blouses, and even experimented with scarves and hats and jewelry.

She pierced his ears and he found himself rubbing the piercings constantly. He just wasn’t used to the pull of tinkly metal on his lobes.

And Jan began wearing more boy clothes. She wore loose jeans and sneakers. She loved jackets, and hoodies, and she even started wearing a tighter bra so her chest wouldn’t stick out so obviously.

“It’s amazing,” she said. “I always liked wearing sweatshirts, but in the full male style it’s different.”

She began wearing no make up and combing her hair back. She didn’t cut it off, she liked being able to switch her sex on the whim, but for daily living she preferred the simplistic male mode.

“You know why you like the male look, don’t you?” commented Bo.

“Why?”

“Because you’ve had a lifetime of being a woman. Every day you have to fix your hair, your make up. It takes you longer to dress, and you have to pay more attention. To go male is to free yourself from all that activity.”

“And you like all the femininity because you’ve had a life of male simplicity.”

He nodded. “It’s a whole new world.”

They were in the bedroom at that moment, and she said, “So who’s in charge?”

“What?”

“If you’re the woman and I’m the man…we’ve reversed roles, and I, being the man, should be in charge.”

He narrowed his eyes. “And what does ‘being in charge’ entail?”

“Simple. I make the decisions. I drive. I go drink the beer with the guys and you stay in the kitchen and cook with the women.”

He countered: “And you have to mow the lawn and fix the car. Give up those lovely digits for grease under your stubby, bitten male nails.”

She didn’t like that. “And you have to clean the house, cook the meals, do the dishes, and wait on me hand and foot.”

He fought back. “And you have to drink straight bourbon and we’re missing a shingle on the roof, and if the toilet needs unplugging…it’s you, bozo.”

She stood up to him, bound chest to burgeoning boobs, and they stood for a long moment, gritting their teeth. But it was all in fun and they smiled. “Or we could share.”

He grinned. “Yep. But, and here’s a big one…”

“What?”

“When we argue you can’t use tears to win the argument.”

“Coises!” She imitated Dishonest John. “Foiled again!”

After three weeks Bo took his bandages off and had to deal with a pussy in his pants.

Vaginas require different care.

Yes, the labia close up and protect the innards, but for a man not used to wearing female undergarments things didn’t always work out as planned.

He would think he was all set, then realize he had dressed with his labia not arranged correctly, and have to deal with rough cloth on soft pussy. And the day he went to the beach was misery incarnate, and he ended up picking sand out of his folds in the car on the way home.

Jan laughed all the way home.

“So, who fucks who?” she asked, when they drove into the driveway.

They had gone to the beach as females, and since neither had staked out the male mode neither had a claim on top position.

“Me. Traditional man.”

“But I haven’t tried out your pussy, yet.”

He stopped with an open mouth. Closed it.

“But I’m a virgin.”

Bo started to laugh and had a hard time stopping. Finally she blurted, “We’re all virgins once.”

“Yeah, but…I’m saving myself for somebody special.”

Again, Jan snickered, then snorted, then chortled, and burst into laughter.

“You certainly don’t want a slob like me putting his penis in your hole.”

“I certainly don’t. Why, that big thing…you might hurt me.”

“Oh, I’ll try. But…there’s another way.”

“What?”

“I can do your anus.”

Bo blinked.

“That way you won’t get pregnant and…” she stopped talking and they stared at each other.

“Can I get pregnant?”

“I don’t know. Have you had anything that resembles a period?”

“No.”

“Without a period you can’t get pregnant.”

He thought about it, then said, “But what if I drop an egg—assuming that I can make an egg—and you fuck me…and I get pregnant before I can have a period?”

“I don’t…well. Do we wait until we can talk to the doc?”

“Will I have to be celibate…as far as my pussy goes…for my whole life?”

“That won’t work.”

And he knew it wouldn’t work, too. He had a pussy, and for all his blather he wanted to use it.

He wanted to feel what it was to be penetrated, to have a woman orgasm. He wanted to be a woman all the way.

They headed for the kitchen and the booze. Alcohol made decisions easier, and Jan was developing a real liking for bourbon. Before she had been okay with wine coolers, tequila, rum, even (choke) vodka. But there was such a big, bullying, male mystique around good, old sipping whiskey, and she was loving it.

They sat at the table, wearing underwear only, and a bit of make up, and stared at each other.

“Well it looks like I can’t get pregnant, or I would have.”

“But that was before you started taking hormones. What if your hormones being balanced means you can get pregnant?”

Jan heaved a sigh. “Yeah.”

“Do you want to get pregnant?”

“Not really.”

“And I know I don’t.”

“If your body even rolls that way.”

“If.”

They sipped.

“But we like the baby making process.”

“Absolutely.”

“And we can’t give that up.”

“No way.”

“So what if one of us gets pregnant? Do we get an abortion?”

“We could try the withdrawal method, pulling out before sperming.

“Yeah, but…I want it all. I want to be in you and feel myself coating your insides and watching your eyes. And I want to feel you…coating my insides.”

They sat silently and sipped some more.

“Then I guess we’re going to have to risk it.”

She nodded. “And that brings us to the original question. Who gets to be the man tonight?”

“Or who gets to be the woman?”

They looked at each other.

“We could flip a coin?”

“Nah. No whim. Let’s be in control. I nominate me for fucking and you for receiving.

Bo nodded. “Okay. Tonight I am a woman.”

“Tonight. You finally get your cherry popped.”

And they clinked glasses.

They had dinner, both fixing it.

They had more drinks.

They went out to the pool and dipped their bodies and played with each other.

They each had cocks and cunts and testicles, so there was a lot to play with.

They sucked and stroked and poked their fingers, and even played with each others assholes.

There would come a day…

But right then they were just building up their desire. Getting ready. Bo was about to lose his cherry. And Jan was about to pop it.

They entered the bedroom at eight o’clock. The sun down, fever in their eyes.

Jan helped him get ready. She dressed him in good lingerie, made his tits look big, put him in make up.

He sat on the bed, wearing lingerie like it was a wedding gown, and waited.

She put on slacks and a shirt, her breasts were bound. She pulled her hair back and took off all make up.

She finally turned to him and smiled. “All right, honey, I’ll be gentle.”

She turned on some soft music, Sade, The Sweetest Taboo. They danced through the song, silent, but filled with anticipation.

She led him to the bed and laid him down.

He was trembling, scared but determined.

She soothed him, and kissed him, and ran her hands over his body.

She stroke his cock, then held it up with one hand and used her other hand to massage his hole. She was careful, gentle, and used lube.

He found himself shaking, then laughing, and almost crying at how stupid this was. Couldn’t they just get it over with?

But first time lovemaking—and this was first time in the greater sense—deserved celebration.

She bent over him and massaged his breasts, sucked his nipples, kissed him and kissed him and kissed him.

He was breathing very hard when she placed her knees between his legs and unzipped her pants.

Her dick had grown since her operation. It was a full six inches, and her balls were no longer shrunken.

Her hormones had been balanced and she had a hard erection.

She held his cock up out of the way and gently inserted her penis into Bo’s snatch.

He gasped, pushed his hips away for a moment, then grabbed Jan and held on.

Jan calmed him down. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.”

She began to move, sliding in and out.

Bo felt her flesh slither against his in the most sexual manner possible. He felt his excitement kindle and burst into flames. His pussy reached out for more, clutched and held on, and he began to pump his hips.

It was weird, it was awkward, as he had never pumped his hips from the other side, but it was also intuitive.

They fucked, and his fear became a joyous, wondrous, amazing desire.

Jan smiled, seeing his transformation.

Bo had always been the one to cum first, and he managed to orgasm first once again. But it was weird. He couldn’t push and make the orgasm happen, he had to relax, and let it happen.

But he understood this, and he was used to coming first, so he did.

Then Jan came, her cock suddenly taking over her, surprising her, and she spurted into his pussy.

Then they just lay there, intwined, her still in him, and wondered at life.

SEVERAL MONTHS LATER…

“This is going to be weird.”

“You’re right.”

They were in bed, exploring, loving, partaking.

And trying something they had thought about for what seemed like ages.

“Move over here, and let me…yes.”

They both grinned. They were in position. A strange position, but a position of ultimate workability.

“Okay, let’s move together.”

“Careful.”

“Wait.”

“Okay, there.”

“Again…”

They shifted and adjusted, and, finally, they slipped their dicks into each other’s pussies at the same time.

Their eyes lit up. There was something downright magical about what they were doing.

“Do you think anybody has ever done this before?” Bo asked.

“I can’t imagine anybody doing this.”

They were crotch to crotch and slightly twisted. It was strange, but not uncomfortable.

“Okay, let me do the moving.”

“Wait…wait! I’m falling out.”

“Okay, I’m back in. We’re going to have to do this together.”

“And we have to move in small motions.”

They tried again, and their dicks slid in and out at the same time. It was double the fuck, and double the pleasure.

“Oh, yes. I’m getting close.”

“Hold on, I’m on the runway…”

“Okay…together now. Easy…easy…”

Small motions, they each made a small motion and together they made a big motion. The room filled with the sound of their pubics slapping, but gently, barely.

“Okay, I’m back on track.”

“I’m getting close…come on…”

“Hurry…okay. I can go if you can go.”

“Unh…” Bo grunted, using his male muscles to force the issue.

“Unh…yes!”

“Yeah…it’s…it’s…

“Yes!

“OH…FUCK!” screamed Jan.

They were both locked up, both spewing, and both of their cunts were gripping, pulling, sucking in the semen.

Twice the fuck, twice the semen, and twice the orgasm.

Bo thought his heart was going to stop. He swooned as his penis emptied into Jan’s vagina.

And Jan thought she would just stop existing, the way the orgasm whirled over, swallowed her mind, and kept on swallowing.

For a long minute they were locked in embrace, their cocks emptied, and then…then it was done.

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


Too Big for Her Bra!

Husband faces role reversal and feminization!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Roger kept the big, huge grin off his face as he drove home. This was going to be the coolest thing he had ever done. Man, when this happened, it was going to be better than sex.

And it should be, for it was going to be nothing more than super cool enhanced sex.

He was on the freeway, his exit coming up soon, and he looked down at the little bottle on the passenger seat. Man, that had cost him a chunk of change, but it was going to be worth it. The pills inside were brand new, not even tested, but the fellow Roger got them from said he knew they worked, so…man, this was going to be great.

He slowed down for the exit and the pill bottle rolled across the seat.

He came to a light and had to wait, so he picked up the bottle and read the ingredients again.

Metoclopramide and domperidone. Two chemicals used to induce lactation in women. But these weren’t your common, every day household drugs. These were super enhanced. Instead of taking 3 to 6 months to work, they were guaranteed to work in one week. And they didn’t just make the boobs lactate…they caused a growth spurt so there would be extra milk!

Roger slapped the wheel and chuckled. The light turned and he followed cars through the intersection. A few blocks later he was turning into his neighborhood.

So, finally his wife would have big boobs. He had been after her for years to get implants, but she wasn’t interested. Which was odd because she was a PA, a Physician’s Assistant. She knew all the tricks, could get the surgery done for extra cheap, and yet she didn’t want bigger breasts.

“What’s wrong with these?” Amy would smile at Roger and hold up her boobs. And they were okay, but she was a slender girl and her boobs weren’t all that big. Maybe 34 C. Roger wanted her to have double Ds. Or Fs. Or, God, wouldn’t it be great if he could make her expand to Gs? or even Hs?

And the little bottle of pills rolling on the passenger seat would do it.

All he had to do was sneak a pill into her wine and, voila, instant boob!

Well, not quite instant, but a week or two would do it, so it might just as well be instant.

And she would even start lactating! That was a real bonus! He had always been a boob man, and now, to be able to help his wife be the woman he always wanted…it was a dream come true.

He turned on his street and cruised towards his house.

Roger and Amy lived at the end of the street in a split level. It was a nice house with a big backyard and a swimming pool. He pulled into the driveway, tucked the bottle of pills in his pocket and got out.

“Honey! I’m home!” He entered the kitchen and opened a high cupboard and slid the pills back so she wouldn’t see them.

“Back here!”

Roger went through the house and came out on the patio. There were a dozen women sitting n the patio.

“Hi, honey. This is LSS Women’s club. We’re having a little meeting.”

“Good afternoon, ladies,” Roger grinned and gave a wave. The ladies all gave him the once over, and they smiled and greeted him.

And Roger felt a slight creepy feeling.

He shrugged it off and said, “Go ahead, I’ll be in my office. Nice meeting everybody.”

A minute later he was sitting in his office pursuing his favorite sport: boobs.

He called up site after site and clicked on categories like ‘Big boobs, Lactating breasts, Megatits,’ and so on.

His desk faced the door so he could close all the windows with the click of a button if anybody came in.

He sipped bourbon and Coke and enjoyed the feeling of his cock throbbing as he checked out Ava and Julia and Lisa. Then he looked for Trueblonde. she had been around for years, but had the best lactation videos in the world.

And, over all was the nervous anticipation of knowing that he was going to help his wife have boobs like the girls on the net.

He thought about the pills in the cupboard and he felt downright giddy.

He imagined his wife suddenly growing bigger boobs. She would need new bras, and new clothes. And then to produce milk on top of that…heavenly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of soft voices and the shuffle of shoes and the click of heels. Sounded like the LSS whatever club was ending their meeting.

He closed the tit windows and pulled up some spreadsheets. He took another gulp of whiskey and smiled.

Oh, baby. You are going to be so proud when your big, old boobies come in.

The front door closed and he heard the click, click of his wife’s heels in the hall. She entered the room. “Hey, Roger,” she came around the corner of his desk and gave him a big smackeroo of a kiss. Then she looked at the screen, saw the spreadsheets and gave him a smile, “Always working. You’re such a good boy.”

“Well, got to keep the money coming in.”

She tilted her head and studied him. “You have got a smile on your face.”

“I do?”

She laughed. “You look like the cat that ate all the canaries. What’s going on?”

“Oh, nothing,” he lied. “I’m just having a really great time. You know, it’s like the world is just going the way I want it to.”

“Well, that’s wonderful!” She sat on his lap and kissed him some more. She could feel his dick poking up under her. “Uh oh. Somebody has a problem.”

“Nothing a little loving can’t handle.”

“Well, I don’t know. I’m a little scared that that big cock of yours is going to do bad things to my delicate, little pussy.

He laughed. “And I’m looking forward to it.”

“So how about I mix us a drink and we toast our good health and see what happens?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

He stood up, lifted her up, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a ferocious display of monkey love.

He walked her out to the den and tossed her on the couch. “Wait here, babe-a-roonie. “You want a little whiskey tonight?”

“Sure.”

Roger went into the kitchen and got out a pair of glasses. He put ice cubes in them. Cold would help dull any taste of the pills, although there wasn’t supposed to be any taste.

He poured a third of a glass of bourbon for Amy, and half a glass of bourbon for himself. He paused and listened for the sound of Amy’s footsteps. Nothing, so he grabbed the pills, opened the bottle and shook out one. He put the pills back and grabbed a spoon out of the drawer. He crushed the pill thoroughly. Made it into a powder, then put it into her glass. He added Coke, looked at it, sniffed it, and was pleased.

He carried the two glasses out and handed her hers.

They sat on the couch and sipped, and he watched the elixir pass her sexy, red lips and slide down her throat. They talked, and she did most of the talking. He was feeling so incredibly nervous. His wife was going to have big ‘uns. She was going to produce milk. She was going to have the most perfect boobs in the world.

And they were going to be everything he had ever dreamed about.

He smiled, controlled his nervousness, and sipped his drink.

Roger owned his own real estate business. He had a staff of 20 and it had made him an easy million the previous year. His agents all made a 100K on the average, and he made about 50K for each one. It was a good business, and he liked it. He especially liked that it gave him lots of time off.

The next day he told his staff that he had some important dealings to take care, and that they should be more self sufficient. In other words, do your work and don’t bug me.

The reason he did this was so he could spend more time at home.

The first couple of days nothing happened. He worked at the realty and took long lunches with Amy, but that was about it.

On the third day, which happened to be a Wednesday, she called and said she didn’t want to go out for lunch, she wan’t feeling well.

“What’s wrong, babe?”

“Nothing. I just feel sort of…squirmy. And my upper body feels a little sore.”

Roger exulted. Upper body. Which more than likely meant boobs. The pill was working. “Well, take it easy. I’ll come home early and make you some chicken noodle soup.”

“Okay, honey. Thank you.”

Roger hung up and was so elated he actually jumped up and clicked his heels. His secretary looked at him, but he just grinned at her.

He came home at three in the afternoon. Almost four hours earlier than usual.

Amy was sleeping. He peeked into the bedroom and listened to her soft breathing, her light snores, and grinned.

He tip toed out and headed for the computer. He spent a couple of hours tracking down boobs on the net. He salivated over Plenty Uptop, and he chuckled at Claudia Marie. He sighed. So much boob, so little time.

He heard Amy stirring, so he closed the windows that were open to boobs and pulled up his spreadsheet. Then he headed down the hallway.

Amy was laying in bed, her eyes open, and she focused on him. “I don’t feel so good,” she whispered.

He came in and sat next to her and rubbed her shoulder. “What’s going on?”

“My chest hurts and my throat is sore. My head feels all logy. I’ve se[t a; day and I just want to keep sleeping.”

He moved his hands over her flesh, wishing he could see under the covers, and said, “You don’t think it’s COVID, or that monkey pox thing, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t feel like anything…the symptoms…they don’t match any illness I’ve ever heard of.”

“Let me go make some chicken noodle soup. How about some Ginger ale, too?”

“Oh, thank you.”

Roger headed for the kitchen. He heated up a can of Campbells and poured a glass of ginger ale, then hurried back.

No hurry, she was asleep again.

He put the soup and soft drink on the side table and top toed out of the room.

Roger slept on the couch in the den. He was close to her, but didn’t want to disturb her. He woke up at seven and stretched, then went into the bedroom.

Amy was sleeping.

He wanted to turn her over, rip the covers off of her.

Did she have big boobs yet?

He wanted to see.

No way to see.

He called into the office and said he would be taking a couple of days off, and he had already warned them, so he didn’t anticipate any problems.

He tooled around the house all morning. He cut the front lawn, read a bit of Realtor Magazine.

He spent an hour on the computer. With Amy temporarily out of commission he was getting horny, so he played with himself and thought about jacking off.

Somehow, it seemed a bit bit sleazy, what with Amy passed out and in the middle of a pubertic growth spurt.

Maybe tomorrow, and he sighed.

Amy woke up and came down the hallway. She looked into the computer room and said, “Hi, honey.” Her eyes were red and she looked a bit pale. Her hair was all over the place. She was carrying the cold soup and flat ginger ale.

Roger entered the kitchen as she emptied the bowl and the glass. “I’m sorry. I went to sleep.”

“That’s okay, honey. You’ve just got some bug and you’ll get over it.”

“I’ve gotta call in. Could you fix me some more soup? And ginger ale? I promise I’ll eat.”

“No problem.”

She headed for her cell phone, which was in the den, and Roger fixed her lunch. He added a slice of cantelope and sliced open a croissant and added thick slices of butter. He walked into the den and Amy had passed out.

He frowned. This was a lot of sleeping.

He put her legs up and froze. Her gown was open and he could see her tits. Were they bigger? They looked bigger.

He turned his head this way and that, compared in his mind. Wanted to touch and feel, but—

“What are you looking at?”

He physically jerked in surprise. “Oh, nothing. Here’s your lunch.”

She was dazed and didn’t pursue the matter. She swung her feet back to the floor and dug in.

For a sick person she had a big appetite. She sucked the soup down like she was a sponge. She drank the ginger ale and ate the cantelope, and when she looked at Roger he just smiled. “Good appetite. I’ll get you some more.”

He brought her more soup. She was done with the croissant and looking out the window. And she was rubbing her chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked as he put the bowl and glass and a plate with more croissants on the coffee table in front of her.

“I am. I just…my breasts hurt. And I think they’re swollen. this is the weirdest flu I’ve ever had.”

“But it’s not COVID?”

“No. I feel dazed and confused, and sore, but I don’t have any of the symptoms. I’m so tired, though.

Of course you are, he thought. Your body is growing.

She ate the food, didn’t leave any, then just smiled at him and lay down on her side on the couch.

Now her boob was plainly visible. He took out a blanket and placed it over her, and got a good look at her tit.

It was bigger. It had to be. He smiled and tucked her in, and she smiled at him and closed her eyes.

Amy woke for dinner. Again, she was a little dazed, but she had an enormous appetite. Other symptoms, such as headaches, upset stomach, and so on, were absent. She did keep rubbing her chest, however, and she remarked on how sore her nipples were.

“God, it’s just like puberty in a way.”

She wasn’t wearing a bra and she refused to put one on. Her breasts hurt too much. All of which tended to obscure the fact. that they were noticeably larger.

Noticeable to Roger. To Amy they were just sagging unduly, and since she usually wore a bra this was understandable.

She stayed awake for a couple of hours and they cuddled on a couch and watched the news.

She kept yawning, and Roger had to withhold himself from feeling her tits. Now that it was happening, now that she was getting bigger boobs he wanted to touch them, handle them, kiss them.

By eight o’clock she was dozing. Roger picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She partially awoke and smiled. “Thank you, honey. Thank you for taking care of me.”

The irony of that remark passed right over Roger’s head. But right about then anything and everything was passing him by. He was just obsessed with her growing breasts. He wanted to just sit down and stare at them. It would have been about as exciting as watching paint dry, but to him that was the whole thing.

She awoke the next morning at six o’clock, and now she noticed that her boobs were getting bigger. How could she not? They had gone from a C to a D in less than two days.

She frowned and hefted them. “Are my boobs getting bigger?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

Roger was quick to answer, “They’re just a little swollen. Nothing to be worried about.

He fed her, and kept feeding her. She ate a half a dozen eggs, four pancakes, and half a package of bacon. She ingested a half a pitcher of OJ.

Roger marveled. How could such a slender body hold that much?

When he walked her into the TV room he could feel her body heat. She was burning up. She was so hot that any perspiration would evaporate.

Yet she was happy. It was like the hormones that were raging through her body were acting like dope, but in a good way. She was sort of loosy goosy, lazy and dopey, and just feeling good.

She even laughed about how big her breasts were getting.

“I’m going to be bigger than Dolly Parton if this keeps up.”

Roger got an instant boner from that remark, and he wanted to make love in the worst way.

But he had to wait. She was so sleepy he knew she might go to sleep while he was screwing her.

The day passed, and Amy slept for two hour blocks, and ate like a pig, a pig with big tits, when she was awake.

Roger had to run to the grocery store and pick up more groceries. Lots more. Amy was eating them out of house and home.

A WEEK PASSED.

And on the seventh day the major changes had happened and Amy started to come to herself.

She awoke, it was a Monday and she realized: “Lord, I’ve been sleeping a lot.”

Roger smiled. “Some kind of weird sickness. You said you just wanted to sleep it off so I didn’t bother calling a doctor.”

“I’m a PA, and maybe I shouldn’t have been diagnosing myself.”

“Oh. Would you like something to eat?”

She was laying in bed, blinking a lot, yawning, too. But the yawning was more of the coming awake variety, not going to sleep.

“I’ve been eating like a pig, too.”

“You needed nourishment to fight off whatever bug you had.”

“You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”

Roger grinned.

Amy started to sit up and stopped. She frowned, and looked at her breasts. “What?”

She sat up the rest of the way and looked down at her girls. They were big. Real big. It was like she had gone to bed with C cups and woken up with H cups. Triple H cups.

They were huge, swelling out and dropping out of sight.

“What the fuck?”

Roger played his part perfectly. “Oh, my gosh! What happened?”

“My boobs…” she put her hands under them and lifted them. She studied them, felt the big,  stiff nipples, and looked at Roger.

“Did you notice…”

“Honey! They’re so big! I was so concerned for you, and you slept most of the time anyway…how did this happen?” He was having a hard time not showing his glee. He actually bit his tongue to keep himself from smiling.

Amy struggled out of bed. She had to hold her boobs with her hands when she walked to the mirror.

“But how could this…they aren’t this big…what…”

Roger was right with her. “Did you take anything when you were at the hospital? Breasts don’t just grow like this…” His eyes were bright and he was giddy. His dick was pulsing and throbbing and pushing out against his pants.

He tried to control his dick, but that was impossible.

“I need to talk to somebody about this.”

“Gosh, yes.” He was worried, he didn’t want any medical person examining her. He was worried about the drugs still being in her system.

Holding her breasts with crossed forearms Amy walked out of the room. She found her phone and sat down at the breakfast table. She placed her boobs on the table and dialed the phone.

Henry Pilkins showed up a half hour later. He was her doctor and didn’t usually make house calls, but this sounded very strange. Amy had grown big breasts? That was something for the medical journals, though he initially doubted her words. After all…things like this didn’t happen. It was probably just a little swelling.

Roger opened the door for Henry and the doctor entered the house. He was a well built man with even features and wavy hair.

“Where is she?”

“In the bedroom, down the hall.”

Henry carried his satchel down the hall and knocked on the side of the door. “Amy?”

“In here.”

The drapes were drawn and she had no lights.

“What’s happening.”

“This. Look at them.”

Henry peered, and…gasped. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t professional. I need some light.”

Roger had followed him and he flicked the light switch next to the door.

Henry stared in shock.

Amy was holding her tits with her hands and pointing them at him. Her boobs were as big as footballs, big fat, footballs. The nipples were as big as his thumbs. Her face was distraught and tears were leaking from her eyes.

Henry pulled her vanity chair over in front of her and started asking her questions. He took her temperature, her blood pressure, and listened to her body with his stethoscope. In between him listening to her heart  and looking in her eyes and ears she answered his questions.

“I fell sick a week ago. I slept a lot, then I ate a lot, but it’s all sort of hazy. I was really out of it.”

Henry done with the initial examination began to feel her breasts. He felt for lumps, or any oddities.

Roger stared from the door. He envied Henry being able to feel his wife’s breasts so freely. He wanted this medical charade to be over so he could take her to bed. He had wrapped an Ace bandage around his cock and looped between his legs and up to the back of his belt. He had the belt tightened an extra notch and his shirt hung down to cover the sag of his belt in the back. Nobody was going to notice how hard this made him.

The doctor didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary, and he finally took his hands off Amy’s boobs.

Roger sighed.

“We need to do some tests. When can you come to the hospital?”

“Right now.”

Roger linked. He didn’t want her to leave. He wanted to screw her. He wanted to convince her that big boobs were the blessing he knew they were, but…he had to stop this.

“Are you sure you should be moving around in your condition?”

“Honey. I know you’re concerned, but the hospital can give me tests and diagnose me. We can find out what happened. Don’t you want to find out?”

No! He already knew!

“Well, uh…”

The doctor took out his cell phone and made a call. “This is Dr. Henry Pilkins. I’d like an ambulance for transport at 4325 Parkinson Lane.”

He finished talking, smiled at Amy, then began making calls to the hospital. He wanted everything ready when Amy got there. She was one of their own, after all.

Roger listened in dismay. He turned to Amy. “Are you sure? I mean, I can care for you right here.”

He licked his lips and looked at her breasts.

“Oh, honey. You’ve been so good to me, but I have to do this. What if this is just the beginning of a serious condition?”

“I know…it’s just that…”

She patted his hand, then she leaned forward, and her monster boobs fell forth. “Ow!” She grimaced and put her arms under her boobs. “I just wanted a hug.”

Roger leaned forward quickly. He wanted a hug, too. A long one that led to multiple bouts of sex.

He held her, and tried not to appear desperate.

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry.”

“For what?” he asked, holding on to her, feeling her big breasts squashing against his chest.

“For everything. I can’t figure out what happened, but it’s not your fault, and now you get saddled with this…this…situation.”

“Hey, baby. We’re in this together. You know that.”

She cried and held to him, pressing her breasts ever harder, exciting him ever more, and said, “I don’t deserve you!”

The Doctor came back in the room. “The ambulance will be here in fifteen minutes. I told them no siren, and we’ll try to make this as easy as we can.

Amy let go of Roger and moved back. Roger cursed the doctor, he had been about to feel her boobs.

“Okay, let’s talk about some of the procedures we’re going to do.

“Uh, wait.”

Amy looked down at her breasts.

“What is it?” asked Roger.

She looked up in shock. “I’m lactating!”

But Roger had already seen that. He could see the little white dots on her nipples. Then the dots grew bigger, into beads, drops, and suddenly a spray of milk, just a little line of white, spurted from her right boob. Within a minute the left one was squirting.

Within five minutes she was gushing, holding a towel under her tits and crying.

A WEEK PASSED.

Amy suffered every conceivable medical test in the world. She was poked and prodded and turned on her belly and poked and prodded again. They took what seemed like gallons of blood out of her. She was hooked to machines, nurses came in constantly, and it seemed like every doctor and nurse in the hospital wanted to come by and commiserate.

Roger sat in a chair by her side the whole time.

He watched as the nurses filled bottle after bottle with her breast milk. It was a never ending gusher. Old Faithful, but on a larger scale.

Inside, he was pissed. They should have been home, with him balls deep in his now super endowed wife. Instead, he had to sit there and listen to the medical drivel as the idiots put forth theories and talked about arcane medications.

Hell. He knew what had happened. Of course, he couldn’t tell them. But…damn! He was horny!

So he sat in his little chair, slept in it, and his dick kept trying to rise up and be heard.

Huh! No chance of that!

He watched as the bottles were filled and taken away. To be disposed of. Wasted. Why didn’t they hand him a bottle? He’d show them what to do with fresh milk.

“Amy, all tests are negative.” Doctor Pilkins stood at the end of her bed, chart in hand and two interns at his elbows.

“What could have caused it?” Amy asked.

Roger sat up, hoping that she was going to be released.

“All we know is that for some reason you have high levels of estrogen, very high levels. It’s almost like you’ve been taking lactation drugs, and these caused growth and lactation.

Amy was feeling a bit emotional. She sniffed. “I’m a freak.”

“Nonsense, honey! you’re just well endowed.”

“Well, I might be, but, Henry, I need a consult. I’m going to want a breast reduction. And I need to dry up all this stupid milk.”

Roger felt panicky inside. Damn! He had just gotten her these big bazoombas and she was planning to get rid of them?

Henry pursed his lips, frowned. “Well, we can do that. We’ve got medicine that will stop your lactation, but I don’t want to do anything for a month or two. I know it will be difficult, but we need to make sure your body has stopped changing.”

Amy nodded. “That’s okay. I’ll just stay home and Roger can take care of me.”

Roger nodded, concealed his happiness at something finally working out his way.

“So when are we going to release me?”

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was hurting. His dick was tired of being tied down, and he wasn’t getting any sex.

Amy just wasn’t interested.

Amy just laid in bed, or watched TV, and sulked.

She was pleasant enough, she didn’t take her condition out on Roger. But she didn’t have any interest in sex.

But, time passes, and it was obvious that Roger was hurting.

“Honey, I know I haven’t been very forthcoming in the sex department, and I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” Roger lied. “You’ve got bigger things to worry a—sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.

Amy giggled. After weeks of sadness and despair and feeling that her own body had betrayed her, she needed a chuckle. “That’s okay. But it’s about time we talked about your needs.”

“Oh, I have needs,” he blurted.

She laughed. “Tell me about it. You’ve always been a horn dog.”

She looked down at her boobs. She was wearing a super-szed bra. It had flaps so she could drain her milk whenever she wanted.

She hadn’t been pumping her milk, and that was causing the flow to go down.

Which was killing Roger. He wanted to suck. He wanted to taste some of that delicious nectar.

But this was his lucky day.

She looked up at him. “If you don’t mind the milky mess maybe we could do a little in and out right now?” She smiled.

In truth, she was feeling like an ugly cow, and she desperately wanted to be held and appreciated. Those hugs with Roger weren’t enough. She needed some pokey poke.

Roger grinned to bust his jaw. His eyes lit up like a little boy’s at Christmas. “Well, I guess we could…”

She laughed at the eager expression on his face. “Oh, my little horn dog. Come here.”

Roger crawled onto the bed. His cock was pulsing, and he felt her boobs. “Can I?”

“Of course, honey. What’s mine is yours.”

He kissed her boobs. He looked up. “Can I…would you mind…”

“You want to suck some milk?”

She felt a little strange, but…this was her Roger. He loved her. He helped her. And it was only milk.

She nodded and he bent his head and began suckling.

She liked his mouth on her, so hot, and it did help to drain the milk from her boobs. She moaned and held his head. The sensation of being suckled…she had never imagined. Her pussy started to heat up.

Roger squeezed her tits and moved his mouth back and forth between them. He sucked her milk like it was a milkshake. It was delicious, heady, and he couldn’t wait to put his penis in her. He moved one hand down to her vagina and began stroking the labia.

“Oh, Roger! I needed this…but I think I’m going to cum too soon!”

Roger redoubled his efforts. She didn’t usually cum fast, so he wanted her really primed when he put his peeny in her.

Suddenly he felt a wave of golden happiness wash over him. It felt so good, and it lasted for about thirty seconds, then he was done.

Meanwhile, his hand was working over time. He wasn’t going to be able to play the piano after this, but he couldn’t before, and who the fuck cared? He was about to get into his wife’s juicy pussy. While he sucked on her massive milk producing jugs. He had never been happier!

Or more turned on!

Amy was grunting now, and her hips were humping his fingers. He had two fingers inside her and was reaming her, penetrating her, and her hips began to lurch.

Quickly, Roger undid his pants and pulled out…it was soft!

“What the fuck?”

Amy opened her eyes, stared through her haze of lust…”Fuck me. Please, Roger…”

“My dick?”

Her hips were gyrating frantically.

“Yes, your dick. Put it in me.”

“But…it…it…” he looked down, into his pants, and saw a huge puddle of cum.

He had gotten so excited the cum had just leaked out of his dick!

No big O! No unbelievable, mind blowing, golden orgasm. He was done.

“It’s soft!” he exclaimed.

“Then use your fingers, but for goodness sake…do me!”

Stunned, his mind a blathering mess, Roger moved his fingers back to her vagina. He had never felt her so wet, and he inserted his fingers and began finger banging her.

It didn’t take long, Amy suddenly thrust her hips into the air, they spasmed, then she closed her hips, his hand trapped in her pussy. She rolled on her side, and he had to move with her. She kept jerking and jerking, and it was obvious that this was the biggest orgasm she had ever had in her life.


PART TWO

Poor Roger, Amy thought. Yet the thought made her giggle. It was so ironic. He had blown his load without the big eruption. No orgasm for him. And he wanted his orgasms so badly.

She was wearing a super duty, industrial strength bra. By the end of the day her back would be hurting, but that was okay. She had the morning to clean the house and do chores, and a couple of months from now she would be rid of the ghastly mountains on her chest.

She puttered through the kitchen, wiping down surfaces, working, and feeling more human than she had for weeks.

She moved a chair over to the fridge and climbed up and started wiping dust off the top. She was still wondering why her breasts had suddenly decided to start growing. Puberty was long past, so…why?

Her hair was dropping down in front of her eyes as she scrubbed a spot, and when she moved her head to get the hair out of her eyes she caught sight of a bit of white. It was in an upper cupboard, one of the ones she couldn’t reach. The door was slightly ajar and…what the heck was it?

She climbed off the chair and moved it to the other side of the fridge. She climbed up on the chair, then knelt on the counter and opened the cupboard all the way.

There was nothing. Then she felt behind the bar between the two doors and…a small bottle of pills fell over. It rolled off the shelf and she managed to catch it with one hand.

She got back on the floor and looked at the bottle. There was no label, and…she got the scary feeling that Roger was taking drugs.

But…no. He didn’t display any of the signs. He was of an even temperament, his eyes were always normal. So what could these pills be?”

She opened the top and looked inside. Pills. Could be anything. No distinguishing marks. just…pills.

She held them over the counter and emptied the bottle. A little piece of paper fell out.

Hey Roger,

get ready to suck!

So they were for Roger. But…what was the meaning…why…?

Roger was gone to work, so she couldn’t ask him. Besides, there was a bit of drawback to asking him. If he was addicted to something she wanted to know before she confronted him.

She got dressed, wore a coat that would hide her breasts a bit, and headed across town.

As a PA she knew, and had access to, all sorts of labs. She pulled up in front of a nondescript brick building. This wasn’t one of the big ones, but she knew the fellow inside, and he was the best.

She walked in and waited for him to notice her.

A WEEK PASSED.

It had been a strange week. Amy felt guilty about not asking Roger about the pills. They had always been honest with each other, and to have a secret like this…

Still, she managed to keep the secret, guilt or not, and she was anxiously awaiting the results of her lab man’s investigation.

She was sitting on a lounge chair in the backyard, sipping wine, and thinking.

Roger was at work, and they still hadn’t made love. Not because of any lack of desire, but because Amy had her period. Getting over the big sickness had been followed by a whammer slammer of a menstrual bleed.

And, she hated to admit it, but she felt so weird withholding from Roger about the pills, and making love with that kind of a secret was really holding her sex drive down.

So she was horny, and Roger hadn’t had sex since the great ‘leak’ his pecker had done, and—

Doot da da doo te doot doot.

She picked up her phone.

“Mrs. Wells?”

“This is she?”

“Hi, Mrs. Wells. This is Barry from Genius Labs. We’ve finished our examination of those pills you brought in. Can you tell me where you got them?”

“They’re not illegal drugs, are they? Like cocaine or something?”

“No. No. They’re not anything like that.”

“What are they?”

“Tell the truth, I’ve never seen anything like them. They are a curious blend of two main chemicals, metoclopramide and domperidone.”

Amy’s mind clicked. Her mouth started to open in shock. She was a PA and knew a lot about drugs.

On the phone Barry was still talking. “These chemicals are used to increase lactation. There are some additives, and—“

“What do they do if a woman takes them?”

“The additives enhance the procedure, or maybe I should say growth. If a human being takes them they will result in that person lactating. A lot. And there may be some breast growth, too.”

Barry said more, and Amy listened in a far off sort of way, but she knew. All the pieces clicked in her mind.

Roger wanted her to have bigger breasts. She thought he had given up on that idea, he hadn’t mentioned anything about it for a while, but now she knew he hadn’t given up.

Little things about his manner, his behavior. Watching over her. Things he said. The way he looked at her.

The way he almost attacked her boobs the previous week, asking to suck them, with the desperation of a man who ran out of water in the desert.

But, most of all, the note.

Get ready to suck.

Somebody had prepared those pills for Roger. And that meant that Roger had ordered those pills, and he had given her one, or more. Roger was why her breasts suddenly tripled in size.

Roger.

Women are considered the more vicious of the species. Hidden under the pink froth and dolls and polite ways, women could lay waste to the world.

If they wanted to.

Suddenly, Amy wanted to.

She had. been betrayed. He had made decisions for her body without talking to her. He had risked her life for his own horniness.

Amy went to the phone and picked it up. She tapped a number.

“Hello?”

Amy began to talk.

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger came home early on a Friday. He was tired of work, and he was getting a little impatient. Except for that one failed attempt at lovemaking he hadn’t been getting any. And this in spite of the fact that Amy had the biggest, most beautiful tits in the world. Smokin’ hot tits, and he wanted them.

Heck, her milk was starting to dry up, and he was afraid her boobs were going to shrink.

He was even thinking about giving her another pill.

“Hello?” he called when he walked into the house.

“Back here!”

He frowned. ‘Back here.’ It seemed like she was even a little cold to him the past week. After all he had done for her, taking care of her while her boobs grew, and seeing that her boobs grew in the first place. Well, he was going to have to have—

Roger stopped. There were a dozen ladies on the patio, sitting in a big circle. One of those stupid LSS women’s clubs things. He put on a smile.

“Hi, ladies.”

“Roger?” Amy was sitting at the far end of the circle of women. “Could you come here?” She was wearing a dress, and her boobs were positively enormous. For once it looked like she was showcasing them, instead of hiding them.

Puzzled, Roger walked amongst the ladies. He felt a little weird, vulnerable, as it were, but he approached his wife.

“Yeah, honey?”

She put a flat sort of smile on her face and held out her hand. In the palm was…the bottle of pills.

Panic ran through him, but he stifled it. “What’s that?”

“I think you know.”

“Well, I don’t.” He frowned, showing his displeasure.

“They were in the cupboards, and they are a designer drug. They increase breast size and cause lactation.”

Roger tried to ignore the eyes staring at him. He kept his attention on Amy.

“Increase breast…and lactation? They must have been what caused your…situation. But how could you have taken them? Did you want to take them?”

His excuse was well thought out, his defense a form of accusation.

Amy ignored his excellent script and said, “Roger, you betrayed me. You gave me a drug that caused me discomfort, maimed my normal shape, and put my life at risk. Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“Hey! You’re not putting this on me! I didn’t do anything. If you decided you wanted big boobs and then changed your mind I can’t help it.”

The ladies sitting in a circle were leaning forward, almost predatorily. Amongst them were blondes and brunettes, redheads. All color of eyes. Different hair styles. But their eyes, the look in their eyes…that was the same. They accused.

He stepped back. “What is this? What are you trying to pull?”

“Admit it, Roger. Admit it and I will let you live. I will even let you live here.”

He scoffed. “You’ll let me live?”

“Your fingerprints were on the bottle. It won’t take much to find the person who made these. Admit it, Roger.”

Roger was caught, and he knew the jig was up. So…why not. “Of course I gave you a pill. You needed one. You weren’t even a woman with your flat chest. I needed to bring you around to yourself.”

There, let them smoke on that. He turned and started to walk back into the house.

PHHHT!

“Ow!” Roger felt a pain in his right buttock. He spun and put a hand down there. A dart! He had a fucking dart in his ass!”

He pulled it out and lifted it up.

The ladies were watching him.

“What did you…what did…” Roger slowly crumpled. When he fell one of the ladies put her shiny, black high heel out and his cheek landed on it.

Roger smiled. He was having a pleasant dream. Something with big boobs in it, but he wasn’t sure…he just—

He blinked his eyes open.

He was in his bedroom. Naked. He groaned and tried to sit up. He was so tired. And his chest hurt. Hurt bad. He rubbed his chest and his hand just rubbing over his nipples felt like somebody was trying to gouge them out with a knife.

He managed to sit up.

“Hello, Roger.” He turned his face to the right. His bleary, red-eyed face. A woman was sitting next to the head of the bed. She was a chunky matron type. Hair starting to grey, a little short, fierce green eyes staring at him.

“Who are you?” he stumbled over the words.

“My name is Matthilda. I had heard that the Ladies’ Sissy Society was administering punishment and I came to town to oversee that punishment.”

“What punishment?”

Roger swayed, but forced himself to stay awake.

“Tell me, Roger, if a person does something bad, should he get away with it? Maybe a pat on the shoulder and a ‘Gee, that’s okay.’ Should that happen?”

“I don’t understand?”

“I don’t suppose you would. so let me ask you this: Do you think the punishment should fit the crime?”

“I suppose.” He lurched to his feet. The bathroom was across the room. He needed to pee.

So if a person hits somebody they should be hit in the same fashion.”

He looked at her blearily as he crossed the room. He knew he was naked, but he was also dazed, and things like nudity seemed pretty small potatoes. they had done something to him.

“I suppose.” He yawned, stood in front of the toilet for a second, then gave up. He was too out of balance. He turned and sat down on the toilet. His dick hung between his legs, and it seemed awfully small.

Matthilda followed him, leaned against the door jamb. “And if somebody steals from you then you should take their money away. Let him know how it feels to be violated.”

Roger frowned. Yawned. There seemed to be layers to whatever this bitch was talking about.

“And if somebody murders somebody then society should level punishment by murdering him.”

Roger was wasted. He was swaying on the toilet seat. He heard his piss tinkling in the bowl, and he said, “Lady, what the fuck are you talking about?”

“Roger. What you have done is being done to you.”

“What are you talking about?” But he was falling. He hit the wall and slid down. He heard Matthilda calling for help, then he was back in his dream world, dreaming of big, mountainous boobs. Voluptuous volcano boobs that, when they erupted, erupted thick, sludgy milk. And the milk flowed over him, and he drank, and it was like drinking hundreds of milkshakes at the same time.

Roger awoke, and he was hungry. And his nipples felt like somebody was sticking pins into them. And his chest hurt.

He lay in bed and groaned and rubbed his chest.

His chest was swollen, and memories came to him. This is what had happened to Amy. This was what she had felt.

But why hadn’t she liked it? A woman was supposed to like big, healthy jugs! What was wrong with his wife?

He rolled over, and it felt like his chest shifted after him. He felt again, and realized he had mounds on his chest. Not big mounds, but…tits.

He opened his eyes.

A young girl was sitting in the vanity chair to one side, watching him.

“Who are you?”

The young girl lifted a little walkie talkie thing and spoke into it. “He’s awake.”

“What’s going on?”

He felt so slow in his thinking. If somebody had asked him what two and two was he would have taken a year to answer, and probably would have given the wrong answer.

Amy entered the room. Matthilda, he remembered her talking about crime and punishment or something, was right behind him. “Hello, Roger. Are you hungry?”

“I…what is happening?”

“We gave you the pills. Would you like something to eat?”

He felt the pain in his belly. He was empty. “Yeah.”

Matthilda was watching from the door and she turned and yelled down the hallway. “Yes!”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

The girl in the chair stood up and moved to the side. Amy sat down and said, “Why did you do it to me?”

“Because big boobs are beautiful, and every woman needs them.”

“In your mind, maybe. But in my mind I liked myself just the way I was.”

“But women aren’t really women unless they have big boobs.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“That’s a fact! Everything in society supports me! You look at advertisements. Movies. Clothes. A woman isn’t a real woman unless she has big, old honkers.

There was a sound from the doorway, it sounded suspiciously like a snort, then Matthilda cleared her throat. “Excuse me.”

Roger looked back at his wife. “I want you to let me go.”

“You’re free to go.You might even make it out of the house before you fall asleep. Remember, Roger, I’ve been through this. I know how you feel.”

Matthilda stepped to the side and another woman, this one a blonde with a happy smile, brought a tray in.

Roger began eating. He was thinking. He had to get away, but to get way he needed strength. There was no way he would let these biddies do this to him.

But, in spite of these thoughts, he fell asleep with a forkful of eggs laying in his mouth.

Amy gently took the fork out and placed it on the tray. She picked up the tray and walked towards the door. Matthilda put her hand on Amy’s arm. “Are you okay?”

Oddly, she was. “I am. I just…”

“Yes?”

“Now that justice is being served, real justice, without male judges and a rigged patriarchal system…I’m okay. But if I hadn’t agreed to this…if I had just sat there and taken it…I wouldn’t be okay.

Matthilda nodded. “Are you going to keep him?”

Amy sighed heavily. “I don’t know. At first you couldn’t have made me keep him. But now…now that he’s learning…I mean, when we get through with him he’s got nobody else. And I do love him. Well, maybe it’s ‘loved,’ but…I don’t know.”

“Take your time. Think it through. If you decide not to keep him we can take him, but we’d rather not. He’s not really deserving, you know.”

“I know. And it galls, but maybe it’s my duty to make sure he is deserving.”

Matthilda patted Amy’s cheek and motioned with movement of her head that she should pass.

On the bed Roger gave a light snore.

Roger awoke periodically. The first couple of times he was dazed and confused, after that he was just sort of loosy goosy happy.

And he was hungry. He had a fever, his body was burning up, but it wasn’t a fever of being sick. It was the fever of his body rebuilding.

He would eat, sometimes a lot, laze around, and pass out for a while.

He was not surprised or shocked, because he had seen Amy go through this same scenario.

When he finally came out of it he was surprised at the mountains on his chest. He went out to the patio and sat for hours and examined himself.

At one point Amy came out, handed him a drink, and sat with him.

“How you doing, Roger?”

“As well as a guy with tits can, I guess.”

She nodded. I should probably let you know that I sold your business.”

He looked at her. I’ve signed your name so many times…you can take me to court, but…” she shrugged.

“Also, I took everything out of our account and put it all in my account.

“What about the house and cars?”

“The house is under both names. If you want your half we can sell and split. You can have your choice of cars.”

The breath went out of him. He was like a blimp deflating. Everything just seemed to keep going…going…but she wasn’t done.

“If you decide you want to stay in the house there are a couple of conditions.”

He looked at her bleakly.

“First, everything goes under my name. Except one car. You can leave whenever you want.

“Second, you will not live like a man anymore.”

“What does that mean?”

She leaned forward. “It means that you’ve got tits. Your body is sort of slender. You tried to make me ‘more woman, so I’m just returning the favor. I’m going to make you a woman, more and more.”

“But what if I don’t want to be a woman?”

“I didn’t want to be a freak, but you decided for me. Now I’m deciding for you.”

Again, a long and soulful sigh, and then Roger said something that Amy didn’t expect.

“I love you.”

She stared at him. For the past month she had hated him so much, and now she had had her revenge, and now…he said that. It jerked some strings deep inside her and she found herself giving an involuntary gasp.

A WEEK PASSED.

What Amy had neglected to tell Roger was who she had sold the business to. He was surprised to find out that she had merely sold it to herself.

He wondered about the laws. And he wondered whether he could sue her and win alimony, or half of the property back.             

In spite of the fact that when you sue somebody nobody wins but the lawyer, he thought about it. Then discarded the thought.

Living day to day with a pair of big balloons on his chest was changing him.              Amy left him alone for the most part. she went to work and managed his company. She did well, but she wasn’t all that happy.

After all that had happened, to have him profess his love for her had messed with her head. She went to work just to have something to do. But there was a hollow place inside her.

She missed being a wife, having a husband, being part of a team. And deep inside she knew that having a company wasn’t much in the way of a substitute.

Roger started doing housework for the simple reason that he had nothing else to do. The ladies of the Ladies’ Sissy Society had gone home, the house was dirty, and he would finally just do the dishes. Do the laundry. Do whatever needed doing.

It was the only way to keep his mind off his situation.

As the weeks passed he began to enjoy the feel of his breasts. They became a part of him, and he liked how they swayed when he turned, how they jiggled if he walked too fast.

One day he opened his underwear drawer and found that his underwear had ben replaced. He was already wearing a bra, a good, sturdy bra, all the time. So wearing panties were no big deal.

One day found a bottle of Nair on the sink in his bathroom.

His bathroom. He no longer slept in the big bedroom, but down the hall.

He picked up the bottle of Nair and considered it, then used it.

It was a strange feeling to be hairless. One would think that hair is like like antennae, feeling things. But his skin felt a lot more without hair. As if the hair had been holding sensations away from his skin.

One day he found a pair of nylons and some high heels on his bed.

He tried them on and was amazed. He immediately fell in love with being higher and having sexy stems.

Of course he was clumsy, but as he watched Amy walk in the heels he figured out things. Place the feet on a line, let the heel click, let the hips move.

And different parts of apparel showed up over time. A night robe, a tummy shaper. A chemise.

He liked sleeping in his chemise. And he liked that his hair was getting longer and longer. He began his first attempts at styling.

Amy smiled at his efforts, and she offered some advice, and even showed him how to use curlers.

And he liked cleaning the house in his female clothes.

One day he went to Amy. “Uh, Amy?”

She was eating cereal getting ready for work.

“Can I go to work?”

She blinked.

“For you?”

“Go to work,” she mused, her mind trying to figure out new dynamics. “Why?”

“I like real estate. I know real estate. I can make you money.”

Amy thought about it.

Having him in the office. As a female he might not be so bad. And if he got out of control she. could always fire him. Hmmm.

She called him into the den one night and explained what he would have to do to be accepted as a realtor. She finished her demands and explanations with the advice, “You can always go to work for somebody else, but you’re still going to have to learn make up, and you’re going to have to get rid of your residual maleness and embrace your true femininity.”

“But…I have to do it your way? Isn’t there any other way? Isn’t my attitude sufficiently…female?”

“Clothes don’t make the female, Roger. Only having a pussy and using it make a female.”

Okay, she was exaggerating a bit, but it suited her purposes.

A WEEK PASSED.

And he agreed.

On a Friday she came home from work early. She had stopped off and bought a few things, and now she brought them back to the back bedroom.

“Roger?”

“Coming.”

He knew what was going to happen. He had accepted it. He was cultivating a more submissive frame of mind.

He walked into the room and waited.

Amy laid out clothes on the bed, make up at her vanity, and turned to him.

“Let’s get you sexy.”

Roger showered and used shampoo and conditioner. She helped him style his hair, putting him in larger curlers.

Fresh washed and smelling good, Roger put on the panties and the bra. They were much sexier than anything he had, and they felt wonderful against his sensitive skin.

Amy watched him, pursed her lips, and asked, “You don’t get erections any more.”

“No.”

“Probably the result of too much estrogen in your system.”

“Probably,” he agreed. He didn’t seem to have any emotion about that.

He put on nylons, pulled a skin tight dress over his frame. It was black and gold and went down to his knees. It was hard to walk in the tight dress, but then he wasn’t going to be doing much walking.

He slipped into the shiny, black heels. His red painted toes were visible through the open toed front of the shoes.

He was getting adept at doing his nails, and Amy had even let him do hers. Now he was wearing half inch long ovals. Quite sexy.

She began painting his face by first cleansing it. All trace of dirt left, and she primed him.

Amy was good, and she applied foundation, blush, and did his eyes.

He was quite aware that she was working right next to his eyes with a sharpened pencil.

She painted his lips a bright red, to match his nails, then she took the curls out of his hair and he was almost done.

“Ow!” he said as she pierced first one ear, then the other. She hung silver danglies from the lobes. A string of tiny circles, ovals and squares.

He looked at himself in the mirror and gasped. This was the first time he had ever seen himself as completely en femme, and he was stunned.

He looked like a woman. Not a man, not even a mannish woman. He had never had large hands, and he tried to control his gulping so nobody would notice his Adam’s apple.

“Okay, honey,” it was the first time she had called him that since she had found out about the pills, “Up on the bed while I get ready.”

He got on all fours and watched over his shoulder.

She put on a strap on, then snapped a big dick onto it.

He had felt the nervous sensation of butterflies in his belly for the last hour, now it felt like the butterflies were bats, and they were going crazy.

She smiled at him. Smiled like she used to.

“So when I give you an order at the office I want you to remember who’s in charge.”

She moved up behind him and started putting lube on his ass.

“I will,” he gulped, giving a little shiver.

“I know you will. Because if you don’t then I’m going to be fucking you again and again until you do remember.”

She put lube on her cock, then moved up and touched it to his asshole.

“Honey, I expect you to make me lots of money. And I expect you to keep the house clean and cook meals. Do you understand?”

He nodded, and she inserted her penis into him.

His mouth opened wide and he fell forward.

She went with him, driving her penis deep inside him.

He lay there and felt her sawing in and out of him. And…it was wonderful. The feel of her fucking him, the way she reached around him and grabbed his tits. She knew the women’s perspective, and she knew what a woman wanted.

He began groaning, and he pushed back up on his hands and knees and began moving his ass back towards her.

She smiled and tilted her hips and cork screwed him. She was feeling very sexually satisfied by this, and that was something she hadn’t expected. She thought she was going to have to do this and feel apart from it, but this feeling of power that was overwhelming her, it was very like sex. She even felt that, with a little practice, she might be able to orgasm.

Roger felt the big penis rubbing against his walls. He could feel the the veins twirling against his rim, making him hornier and hornier.

Suddenly he grunted, and froze, and a vast orgasm shook him. He began to shiver, and again he collapsed, and he experienced his first anal orgasm.

Amy was stunned. She had read of prostate orgasms, but to actually have her husband experience one…it made her think.

He didn’t need his dick. She could make sure his estrogen levels were always high, and his dick could be limp.

But…what about her? Was using a dildo on him enough for her?

A WEEK PASSED.

Roger was doing well at work. He was also having fun with the secretarial side of his duties. As a boss he had understood them, but he he had never taken the joy in them that he was taking now.

And he enjoyed talking with the other secretaries.

Amy, on the other hand, enjoyed talking with the male sales people. She had a lot more in common with them than with secretaries.

That night they came home. They drove separate cars, but they pulled in about the same time.

Amy went in to look at spread sheets. Roger broke out the vacuum  and the duster and went to work.

Roger fixed dinner and they sat and ate in a companionable silence.

“You know, Roger…”

“Yes?”

“You can sleep in the big room again. If you want.”

“Oh, thank you.”

The truth was he was spending so much time in there now…he was asking for sex almost every night.

“But you’d better keep your regular room, too.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” she frowned. Studied him. “I know your dick doesn’t work, and I know you prefer anal sex. Unfortunately that doesn’t meet my demands.”

“I can use the dildo on you.”

“And you will. But there will be times when I want a real penis. There will be times when I want a real man to make me feel like a real woman.”

“Oh.”

He looked crestfallen.

She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. “But don’t worry, honey. I’ll still always love you.”

Roger stopped sniffling and gave a troubled smile, and he said the thing that all well trained men must say. “Yes, dear.”

END
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Sissy Ride: The Book

PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!

[image: ]

Read it on kindle or paperback
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