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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Sissies and Senators, eh? What a blast?

How many of our elected leaders, do you think, prance around in finery, bend over to get pegged, and that sort of thing?

My bet is a lot!

I’ve seen headlines about senators who solicit from cops in bathrooms, and stories about presidential family members involved in drugs and all sorts of sexual shenanigans.

So while my story is fanciful, it ain’t far off!

And, just to keep everything fun, I’ve included stories about Hucows and crossdressers.

So, have fun, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Feminized for the Senator!

She wanted a shemale!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

I think the horniest people in the world are politicians. The headlines are always filled with tales of sordid scandal and senators that can’t keep their ding dongs in their pants.

And, it’s not just horny, old goats, it’s happily married young men…and women…and there is even one lady who married her own brother!

So this story is right in tune with the times.

Sort of makes you want to run for office, doesn't it? ;o)

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You want me to be a…what? A woman? A tranny? Speak plain!”

Jackson ‘Jax’ Porter stood at the end of the table. Senator Finder sat at the head of the table. Six aides and consultants sat on the sides, three to a side.

They were all dressed casual, except for the senator, who was always dressed to the nines, always impeccably made up, and had a hell of a body.

Harry Figson was sitting to her right. He was the voice in her ear, a real asshole, and he took a deep breath. “Jax, our stats suck on the LGTBQ vote. We’ve talked it all over, and you’re the only one.”

“What about Jimmy, or Larry over there?” he pointed to two of the men at the table. both of them lowered their heads.

It was obvious what had happened, by virtue of not being there, he had drawn the short straw.

“They’re both married.”

“What difference does that make?”

“We don’t want to lose any votes because of divorces.”

“So their wives throw a fit and it falls on me.”

The room was silent and a few glances were exchanged.

Senator Finder, Barbara, cleared her throat. “I understand this is quite a surprise, but let me say, if you do this it will make you.”

“How so?” He was challenging her, but he was also curious.

“I’ll announce that you’re my chief of staff. Harry will retain his duties, but you’ll have the title. I win and you win, and you will be a made man in politics. You’ll be able to get a job anywhere.”

“As a woman. Or a trans, or…shit!”

Larry, a kiss ass if ever there was one, spoke up, “I checked this all out. We simply give you a fake pair of boobs, vacation boobs, they’re called, and you tie your dick down. When the campaign is over you let the boobs be absorbed by the body and they disappear as if they had never been. Untie your cock, and…” he shrugged.

“Body modifications. Huh!”

“Not as long lasting as a tattoo,” muttered Jimmy.

“You’ve got to remember, too,” the Senator added, “To make best use of this situation you’ll accompany me everywhere. You’ll make more contacts by my side than you could ever make playing behind the scenes.”

“All I have to do is turn in my balls.”

“It’s not—“

“If I could have the room,” Senator Finder spoke up.

With a few nervous looks the people in the room stood up and left. When the room was empty it was quiet. They were in a high office and no street sounds reached them.

Jax sat back and stared at Senator Finder.

Senator Finder took off her short jacket and sat back in her chair. She was mid-thirties, and going places in the party. She also had the finest set of tits Jax had ever seen. Her face was a smooth delight with magnetic eyes and curvy, red lips.

She turned her eyes fully on him.

“Come sit next to me,” she murmured.

Jax wanted to put on a show of defiance. But, truth, he was enthralled by her beauty, and he stood up and came to her end of the table. He sat down in Harry’s chair.

She just sat there for a long moment and studied him.

“Well,” he asked, irritated.

She stood up, straightened her pencil skirt, which basically let him know that she wasn’t wearing panties.

She walked over to the wet bar and opened a cabinet. She got down an expensive bottle of bourbon. She put ice cubes in a glass, opened the bottle and turned to him. Pouring the liquor over the rocks, watching the liquid and not him, she asked, “Pappy Van Winkle. You ever have $1,000 bourbon?”

He said nothing.

She filled a second glass, came back to the table, letting her hips sway, now watching him. Her lips curled in a smirking smile.

She handed him his glass and sat back down in her chair. She sipped.

He held his glass and watched her. She was like a predator, and he was the prey.

Then she reached out and took his glass from him, put it on the table, and placed her glass in his hand.

Her lip print was on the rim, and it was turned towards him.

“What do you want, Jax.”

She lifted his hand, her glass, and his lips touched the imprint. He sipped.

It was the sweetest heat that ever cooled a throat. It went down like it was greased honey with the bee stings still in it.

She let him lower his hand, and she watched him. “You’ll have contacts, which translate into money and power. Isn’t that enough?”

“I’ll always be known as the—“

She put her finger on his mouth, sealed his lips, and it was very hot, very intimate.

“Who cares what they say, as long as you win. Do you understand?”

He did. She had said that phrase many times, and every time something bad was said about her she turned it into a good thing. She won elections, pulled in hefty donations, all because she didn’t give a damn about anything except winning.

A freak thought lanced through Jax’s brain. Could he do that? Could he be that cold?

Yet, was it really cold to just want to be a winner?

She made him take anther drink, another jolt of alcohol that was sweeter than the lips of a hot woman.

And the hot woman sat in front of him. Watching him. Assessing him.

She suddenly moved her chair, turned to to face him, pulled over a little.

She pushed him, and he turned his chair.

They were now knee to knee, and she leaned forward, face to face, those incredibly talented lips just inches from his face.

“Jax, you’re the smartest guy on my staff. Except maybe for Henry, but Henry isn’t always loyal. He’s loyal to the highest bidder, and that is good, but it only goes so far.

“You’re loyal all the way. I could have talked any of the others into doing this, but I wanted you. You’re the handsomest, and that will make you the prettiest. I want you with me, by my side. I want the rumors to start about us. And, I’ll tell you right now, it makes me hot to think about it. You in lingerie, having big breasts, all made up. I’ve had a thing for lesbians for a long time. No, I haven't had any affairs with Lesbians, but…I wanted to. There’s just something about a woman…but I know what the polls would say. I would gain the Lesbian vote, but I would lose the hetero vote. But you…you’d be the best of both worlds, I can get more rumors, and not just survive them, but thrive on them. And I would take you with me. And when you decided to move on, you’d have the contacts, you’d be a winner. I tell you, Jax, this country is changing. You do this and you could manipulate vast numbers of people. Trans would listen to you. Lesbians, all LGBTQ. Heck, you could even run for office. But it all depends on you taking the bull by the horns.”

“Don’t you mean the cow by the udders?”

He was trying to fight, but it was hard, and he didn’t do a good job of it. She merely laughed at his quip.

“Honey, call it what you will, but you and I both know that in addition to all the money and power you would gain, there are going to be nights that I will call you to my room. Nights when we work late, and work if a four letter word.”

She had here hand on his knee now. She was squeezing it, emphasizing her words, and her mouth was now an inch from his. Her eyes were devouring him.

“God! I want to take you right now, but I’ll wait. I’ll wait until you’re changed, and then I’m going to do things to you. Some good things, some bad things…” She had leaned further forward and was whispering into his ear, her lips touching his ear, her breath washing over him.

Then he hand slid up his thigh, right into his groin.

He was hard, of course. Hard like a spike, and she caressed the shape of his penis through his pants.

“Heysoos, Jax, can you feel it? Can you.”

“Yes,” he said, his heart pounding and a feeling like electricity warming up the center of his body.

“Then you’ll do it? For me? For us?”

He couldn’t help it.

“Yes.”

She kept rubbing him, and kissed him lightly on the mouth, just a taste. but a taste was all it took. He grunted and messed his pants.

Shiela Worth was in charge of doing the Senator’s make up. She was a real girl Friday in that respect. She had a body very similar to the Senator’s, so she did shopping, and anything else the Senator needed.

With Jax’s decision her job doubled. Now she had to not only take care of the Senator, she had to help Jax transform.

That afternoon she made an appointment for ‘vacation boobs’ for Jax, and the following morning she took him down to a small hospital in Santa Clara Valley.

“So you’re really going to do this,” she asked as she moved through traffic.

“Looks like.”

“Hmm.”

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing. I’m just curious. I’ve never helped anybody transform before. It’s interesting.”

“Yeah, well.”

“Do you think you’ll like it?”

“I don’t know,” Jax answered honestly. “I was in a couple of plays in college, had to wear costumes and make up, but that’s different.”

“You’re going to have to learn how to apply make up and wear it all day, how to touch it up, repair it. You’ll have to learn how to eat, and walk, and do all sorts of things.”

Jax looked out the window at the traffic.

“What are you thinking?”

“Another fine mess you’ve got me into, Ollie.”

Shiela chuckled. “I didn’t know you liked Laurel and Hardy!”

“Love ‘em.”

“Well, we’ve got something in common. Here we are.”

She turned into a parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and entered the building. It was mid-sized, not especially modern, but was known for working on people in transition.

An hour later, after filling out forms that wanted to know if he had ever had a mole, or had his parents ever had a mole, or had their parents parents…

Heysoos,” he muttered, “What do they need to know my family’s history for?”

“They’re just nosy.”

“Jackson Porter?”

Jackson stood up and headed for the nurse who had called his name.

“Come with me, Mr. Porter.”

She was a tall woman with blocky hips, and she took him to a small operating room. It wasn’t well equipped, being used only for small operations, and he was told to sit on a table.

Shiela sat on a chair in a corner.

A short while later a doctor entered. She was a good looking woman and she shook Jax’s hand and said, “Shall we get started?”

Jax laid back on the table and the doc began slipping syringes in a circle around his pectoral muscles. Slowly his boobs appeared.

“I’m going to put a little extra juice behind your nipples. The senator requested it.”

Jax glanced at Shiela, who shrugged.

An hour later he had a hefty set of knockers. He looked down at them and was startled.

It was one thing to talk about it, and another thing to have it happen.

The doctor put away the syringes she had used on his chest and took out a small one and held his face and turned it slightly.

“What’s this?”

“Lips. A little botox will give you a most kissable set of lips.”

Jax actually felt a little panic, but, in for a penny and in for a pound. He withheld his desire to say ow as the doctor injected botox into his lips.

Finally, she was done. “There you go,” the doc smiled. “Tell the Senator to let us know when she wants more work done.”

“What else…what kind of work?” Jax asked. He spoke with a very slight lisp, the effect of having very swollen lips.

“Oh, any liposuction, we can sculpt your cheekbones, your Adam’s apple, that sort of thing.”

Jax said nothing. He didn’t intend to get any of that stuff. He figured he would play the game for a year or so, then return to normal and move on.

He stood up and immediately staggered.

Shiela caught his arm.

“Better get a bra on him,” suggested the doctor, then she was gone. On to the next transformation.

Shiela, always prepared, took a bra out of her purse.

“You’re kidding,” Jax muttered.

“Nope.”

Jax was still naked on the top, and she helped him put the bra on.

He looked down, and he bulged over the top of the bra. Man, he was stacked!

“Very nice,” Shiela admired as Jack pulled his tee shirt over his head.

“My shirt is a little tight,” he looked down and saw nothing but mountains on his chest.

She held his shirt for him. It was a light green moleskin, and there was no way it was going to close over his boobs.

Shiela chuckled and just pulled it as far as it would go, then let the front stay open.

“Oh, man,” Jax’s face turned red.

“Don’t worry,” she consoled him. “You’ll get used to it.

They got back into the car and Jax get trying to pull the front of his shirt together.

Shiela just laughed, and headed for the mall.

“What are we doing here?”

“Clothes.”

“For me?”

“Not for me.”

“But…can’t you just size me, order off the internet or something?”

“Got to do this right,” Shiela smiled.

And she kept glancing at him.

The way his shirt hung over his boobs, the way he looked so vulnerable, it was very…exciting.

She had the thought: Damn! The Senator has all the luck!

Jax’s journey through the mall was…embarrassing. To say the least.

He was a man, but with boobs. And big, fat lips.

Funny, he had thought Angeline Jolie’s lips were sexy when he was young. He could just imagine those big, plump kissers working him over. But now that he had the lips it was a different story.

“Don’t worry,” Shiela said. She was very aware of what he was going through. “Girls go through all this, their breasts developing, their face suddenly blossoming, the need for make up…they just don’t go through it all in a minute.”

Not much Jax could say.

They spent the afternoon with Shiela dragging him from store to store, from station to station.

He was thoroughly confused by the make up counter, and the girl behind the counter wasn’t much help. She just had this big grin on her face.

“She’ll eat her heart out in a week,” Shiela mused, not caring what the twit thought.

Jax wondered if he would last a day.

Then she had him get his nails done. Bright red—she said they matched his skin tone—and a little long.

“Sorry, Jax, but the shape of your fingers is spatulate. We need to make them long to attain the feminine look.

He nodded glumly.

He was going into shock, he was having trouble just thinking.

His ears were pierced and she bought him several sets of earrings. Not to mention a gold chain, some bangles, and other odds and ends.

When they finally left the mall, dragging several big bags of clothes, he was about done in. He was yawning and just wanted to sleep. This shopping stuff was exhausting!

He rested as they drove to her house.

“Aren’t you going to take me home?”

“Oh, Lord, no. The Senator wants you ready to rock by tomorrow. The day after at the latest. We’re going to give you a crash course on how to be a woman.”

“Great,” he mumbled.

Shiela lived in a two bedroom apartment in an okay part of town. Nothing fancy, more designed to allow her to sock the money away than to live fancy.

“I thought you lived uptown,” Jax observed.

“Nah. I’m not home all that much.”

The living room was strewn with books and work. There was a big screen TV, but it actually had some dust on it.

She lived in one bedroom, and clothes were on the big bed, hung over chairs and even over the door to her bathroom.

“I’ve only got one bathroom, so you’ll have to go through here to get to it. It’s big, but…bad floor plan.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“You can stay in here. At least for awhile.”

The second bedroom was smaller, and it was crowded with clothes and books and bric a brac, and it didn’t have a bed. It only had one of those couches with a back at the end and a side half the length. Half couch and half bed, a day bed some people called it.

And it was filled with boxes and clothes and dry cleaning and…four feet of living debris.

“I’m supposed to sleep on that?”

“Sure. It’s pretty comfy. You can move all the stuff around if you want. And the laundry is downstairs if you feel like it,” she hinted with a grin.

Jax looked around the small room. Without all the crap in it it would probably be okay. Maybe even comfortable.

He put down the bags he was carrying and began making a dent on the day bed.

Shiela headed for the kitchen to prepare dinner. Fifteen minutes later he had stuffed his closet full, moved several items to her bedroom, and staring at the day bed with a curled lip.

“Dinners ready.”

Macaroni and Cheese with hot dogs cut up in it.

Jax kept a straight face at this fare.

“I’m not much of a cook, you know. On the road, late night meetings, I either grab something out of a machine or get MickeyD on the way.”

“Or Scandinavian Steak and Potatoes, Seared Scallops, or…” he shrugged.

She scoffed. “That’s for the Senator. I’m usually in the kitchen with a bread crust.

He chuckled. “Yeah, well. I do know. I’ll cook dinner tomorrow night. We don’t have any meet and greets or anything, do we?”

“Senator’s off for the weekend. Though she might want to see you. See how we’ve done with you.”

“Well, we’ll see.”

They sat and they ate, and Shiela focused on a set of guidelines put out by the energy company. A bill was coming up and she had to give the Senator accurate info is she was to sound half way intelligent.

Jax choked down the mac and cheese and dogs and asked to be excused.

Shiela looked at him in surprise. “Uh, yeah. Sure.” Thinking that his mama might have raised him a little too right.

He spent the early evening organizing his room. He took everything out of the closet and repacked it. He had lots of room then.

Then he arranged all his new dresses and lingerie, and put his make up kit on a small table

After an hour Shiela appeared in the doorway. “Wow, Susie homemaker,” she gibed.

He ignored her, then said, “I’ve got to get a toothbrush, some toothpaste, that sort of thing.

“There’s a pharmacy on the next block. You can…hold on. Follow me.”

In her bathroom she produced a new toothbrush. “You can use my toothpaste.”

He looked at the tube. It was scrunched up and ugly looking. Crap.

“And, as for shaving, I’ve got an idea. Take off your clothes.”

He froze.

“Not for that, stupid. I’ve got some Nair. We should have done this before we went out this afternoon, would have helped you pass for female. But…come on. Off with the duds.”

Freshly embarrassed, Jax took off his dress, it was difficult because of his new fingernails, and stood there in his lingerie.

“Come on, no time to be shy.”

“It’s just that…” he mumbled, didn’t finish what he was saying, and shortly was standing nude before her.

“Hey, not too bad. I mean, I had a hint in the doctor’s office, but, you’re nicely slender. Makes your boobs look even bigger. Put this Nair on, wait till it gets hot, then rinse off. And make sure you get the hair off of Mr. Happy down there, too.”

He looked down, though he didn’t need to.

All afternoon his penis had been half hard/half soft. It would start to rise up, then embarrassment would make it go down, and now, naked, it was standing all the way up.

“Sorry,” he said, his face turning the color of a cranberry.

“Hey, I’ve seen a dick before, and yours isn’t too bad. But I’m not into men.”

The odd thing was, as she stood and inspected his body, was that she was turned on.

Hell, she had been turned on all afternoon. Had felt a little flushed, a little moist, and…but she was into women.

Except, and here was the kicker, he looked like a woman.

A woman with a dick.

The best of both worlds.

She suddenly turned away and walked out. She didn’t like it when she couldn’t control her thoughts.

Jax lathered up his body with Nair, even got his chin, but was careful with his scalp. He had longish hair and he didn’t want to mess it up.

He had a feeling he was going to be needing his long hair.

When he was done showering Shiela called him into her bedroom and sat him down at her vanity. As he had expected, she brushed out his hair, then trimmed it and gave him a slight pixie look.

“A couple of months you’ll be long, but right now, this should do it.”

He nodded and inspected himself in the mirror.

He was wearing make up, and that softened his face. His cheekbones looked higher and his jaw more round. It was all the application of shadows and hues.

Then he noticed that Shiela was looking at him strangely. And her eyes, she was looking at his…

“Are you all right?”

Fuck! she thought. She had been mesmerized by his cock. First time that had ever happened!

“Oh, yeah. I’m just thinking about what we have to do next.”

But she hadn’t been thinking. She had been staring right at his cock and totally not thinking.

She shrugged it off.

The next day he woke up early and had to pee. He tried to be silent as he tip toed through her room, but suddenly she sat straight up. “What are you doing!”

“I have to go.”

“Oh, crap!” she flopped back on the bed. “I thought…never mind.”

“Sorry. It’s a guy thing. Morning wood.”

She sat up. “Really? Let me see.”

He was halfway to the bathroom, and he sort of wanted to get a little relief, but the command tone in her voice stopped him.

He turned and opened his peignoir.

His cock stuck out like a hitchhiker’s thumb. A little straighter, a little bigger, but it was definitely erect.

“And that’s just for pee?”

“Pretty much,” he admitted. He didn’t want to tell her that he had been thinking of her body all night. That was a guy thing, too.

“Well, go take care of it, then come back. We need to talk.”

He entered the bathroom, started to pull back the peignoir to pee, then sighed.

He didn’t want to get any pee on his peignoir, so he turned, arranged it, and sat and peed.

Suddenly Shiela was at the door. She looked at him, grinned, and said, “Just like a girl. Pees sitting down. Good.”

She stuck her head under the faucet, held her hair back and sipped.

A minute later she was back in bed, and he was standing in front of her.

“Show me,” she said, nodding at his dick.

He pulled the garment open again and she stared at his limp dick.

Well, it wasn’t totally limp. It was half limp. A chub.

“Male anatomy is so interesting.”

“I suppose.”

“Do you find female anatomy interesting?”

For a second he thought she was coming on to him, but she was so serious, and he realized she was talking about him, about his female anatomy.

“Uh, yeah. I mean, these tits are weird.”

“But not if they’re on somebody else?”

“I guess not. No.”

She smiled. Damn. She had thought of nothing but him all night, sleeping in the next room. A girl’s body with a curious appurtenance.

She was moist down there. Real moist, and curious, because her heart kept doing this fluttering thing.

“Well, we have to do something about your dick.”

Again, he felt the shadow of two meanings. but he didn’t think she was really coming on to him. She was much too serious a worker for that.

“What do you mean?”

“We can’t have you prancing along next to the Senator and suddenly get a stiffie in your dress.”

“Oh.”

Shiela had a curious glimmer in her eye. She almost wanted to come out and say it, to ask if she cold feel his cock. But she had been too gay for too long.

“So what are we going to do? I can’t really just stop it, turn it off. It’s not that kind of thing.

If it was I could turn off this moist heat in my loins.

“There’s several things we could do. We can try a gaff. That’s crossdressing underwear that keeps your dick back between your legs. A little tight, a little uncomfortable, but…” she shrugged. “Then there’s a chastity tube. We lock the cock and pull it back and…that would do it. But the best choice,” the choice that would eliminate you  from my interest, and it’s only interest, not cravings, “would be to give you a shot of Depo Provera.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s birth control. Give it to a man and it ups the estrogen enough that he doesn’t get boners.” She grinned, “Makes it manageable.” Then she tried to control the grin. Damn it! Why was she getting off on this?

“Maybe we could try something else?”

“Well, there’s also removing the penis, called a penectomy, I believe. that would do it.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Why not?” she pushed him a little.

“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve just sort of become attached to the little fellow.”

She grunted, “It doesn’t look so little right now.”

He was still standing with the peignoir held open and he looked down.

His penis was o half a chub now. Now it was the full blown ding dong. It stood out eight inches.

And Shiela, for the first time in her life, wondered what that thing would feel like if it was in her.

Shiela took him to campaign headquarters early that evening. She had spent the day grooming Jax, teaching him, instructing him everything from the fine points of eye shadow to how to walk so that his, her, ass swayed suggestively.

“I don’t want to be suggestive!” he had complained.

“Well, I want you to be,” she snapped.

So he was.

Now they stood in the conference room, everybody out to dinner but Senator Finder.

The Senator inspected Jax and nodded approvingly. “You were always nice to look at, you have a soft demeanor, but now…this is swell.”

She spoke to Shiela. “When will he be ready for public consumption?”

We could try a trial run at a luncheon maybe. You have one tomorrow, I believe. Then we see.”

“What are you going to do about his dick?”

Jax was wearing a blouse and a skirt. The skirt was flared and meant to hide his burgeoning boner, but it sure didn’t. It just lifted the material up ludicrously.

“We can do a gaff, a chastity tube, or shots. Do you have any preference?”

“Well, the crossdressers I have known…” that was sure a loaded statement, “have always found the gaff to be uncomfortable. The tube is frustrating, but works quite well. Let’s save the shot for if we need it.”

“Okay.”

“There’s a selection of chastity devices in my office at home, the cupboard in the corner, the key is in the right hand drawer. Stop off and take a couple of them. I need his dick hidden if he’s going to be doing a luncheon with me.”

“Very good.”

Then the Senator turned her attention on Jax. “Honey, you are spectacular. You are going to get me so many votes.”

Jax nodded.

“What?”

He hadn’t want to talk because his voice was low. “Yes, ma’am.”

Senator Finder nodded, then added, “See if you can get him a shot for his voice, tighten up those chords and make him sound more girlish.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

And the meeting was over.

They drove home silently. then: “This is not the way to your apartment.”

“I need to pick up the chastity device. Devices. We need your dick handled by tomorrow.”

He spoke without thinking. “I used to just stroke it a few times.

Shiela’s head jerked towards him, then she laughed.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

“Don’t be. That was refreshingly real.”

“Why don’t you drop me off at the Mayfair and I’ll get dinner stuff.”

“Now? I thought we’d just order Chinese.”

“Yuk. I said I’ll cook.”

She complied, and he walked into the big supermarket and she shot off up the street.

Fifteen minutes later she drove through the parking lot and he popped into the car. A few minutes after that they were at her apartment.

And a half hour after that they were sitting down to a dinner of crispy tofu with maple-soy glaze.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Shiela. “You know how to cook!”

“I’m a bachelor, sort of fell into it.”

And she thought: He cooks better than a woman!

She said, softly, “You wear a dress better than a woman, you cook better than a woman. Honey, I think you missed your calling.”

He didn’t respond, but he was thinking: I like being in lingerie. And these boobs on my chest, they’re…they’re exciting. What the fuck is wrong with me?


Part Two

“Okay, small dinner with a bunch of tech guys. You ready?” Senator Finder was sitting at her desk and Shiela applied her make up.

Jax nodded. “I’ve got one of them as gay, all of them as LGTBQ pro, are there any surprises for me?”

“Shiela?”

“Shouldn’t be. Just be sure to greet a with handshake, don’t hug unless they initiate. How’s that chastity tube?”

Jax looked down. The front of his dress was flat, but in between his legs his dingus was doing everything in its power to break out and live free.

“It’s okay.”

“No pain? No rubbing?”

“Lots of pain, but it’s the nice kind.”

Senator Finder grinned. “I love it when a man is horny. All right, ready to go?”

They headed for the back elevator and descended to the garage. The whole way Shiela was giving instructions. “I’ll be in the next room if you need anything. Keep your shoulders back. Remember, you’re a known commodity, but an untried one.”

“Don’t worry,” put in Finder. “They won’t be testing you. That will come later, after you become familiar.”

“How will they test me?”

“A pat on the ass, a little too friendly hug. Anything that encroaches on your space.”

“And then I haul off and punch them.”

Both women stared at him.

“Just joking,” he grinned.

Senator Find snorted. Shiela looked a little rueful.

They arrived at the Calero district an hour later. It was off South San Jose, and the houses were in the five mill range. Big houses with big pools. Spear tip fences, lots of well watered shrubbery.

“It’s like a park here.”

“A park for billionaires,” muttered Shiela.

The limo deposited them at the end of a horseshoe and they headed towards a two story house with large columns.

Now that they were in public and Senator Finder was going for the vote she clung to Jax’s arm, and that created an interesting dynamic.

Senator Finder was the same height as Jax, so she wore high heels and took the dominant posture in their relationship.

Jax tumbled to the fact that this was one more reason she had chosen him for the tranny vote. She didn’t want to appear to be the lesser in any relationship.

And, she was very circumspect, leading Jax when necessary, allowing him to lead when it seemed appropriate. Touching him, but leaving the sexual relationship obscure.

She wanted to be friendly to the LGTBQ, but not too friendly.

And it worked.

For a small party it was about a 100 people. There were tech presidents, internet influencers, leaders of protest groups.

Senator Finder made the rounds, smooching cheeks across the room, and Jax was introduced, even as Senator Finder hugged his arm, or put an around his shoulder.

Jax could see a lot of people regarding him intently. Trying to decide whether he was a mover, or just eye candy.

Oddly, he felt like eye candy more than anything.

People asked him things, but he was in the middle of trans confusion, and he stumbled over responses, even to things that he knew well.

“Wonderful,” whispered Finder at one point. “You’re creating a mystery in their minds.”

“I don’t know what I’m doing here,” Jax answered honestly.

“Then have a good time. Have a few drinks.”

So he did. And he smiled a lot and sipped champagne, or whatever, and was surprised when men came up and started trying to hustle him.

And it scared him.

If he was a guy he could have popped some of these guys, they were really rude and overbearing. But as a woman he had to just smile and go with it, and pray that Senator Finder would intervene.

But Senator Finder was chatting here, chatting there, and only occasionally glancing at him.

He was flanked by two men, both larger than him, and trying his best to handle the situation, when he felt a tug on his arm.

“Miss Porter, I have a call for you.”

It was Shiela, and Jax nodded to the two men and followed Shiela to a side room.

“Oh, Shiela! This is terrible!”

Shiela put her arms around him and held him. “Honey, you are doing spectacular. I watch, and you are perfect. I’ve even heard a couple of people ask who you were. You’re making an impression.”

“But I’m stupid! I try to think of the feminine thing to do and my thoughts just fail.”

Shiela just grinned and freshened up Jax’s lipstick. “Don’t worry so much. Have a drink. You haven’t had a shot to get your voice higher, so whisper. When somebody asks you a question turn it on them. Ask them what they think. Most of the people in here love to hear themselves talk. Now, are you calming down?”

“I think so,” he lied.

“This is it,” she said, pinching his cheek. “No more rehearsing or nursing our parts.”

A self conscious laugh popped out him. “We know all our parts by heart!”

“I knew it. A guy who likes Laurel and Hardy has got to like Bugs and Daffy.”

With that she pushed him back out on the floor, and the refrain Shiela had started kept bubbling in his mind.

Overture, curtains, lights…

And that was what he needed. Senator Finders found him, people talked to him, and he felt like he was in a Three Stooges skit, and it was okay.

THREE WEEKS LATER…

“Polls are up! The LGTBQ vote is going to put me over the top!” Finder was gloating.

The staff was grinning, and Shiela put her hand on Jax’s forearm and squeezed it.

Senator Finder turned to Jax. “And it’s your doing. The hetero vote is not sinking, and I just had word that the NTCE is going to back us.”

There was a spatter of hand claps and a few ‘well dones’ around the table.

“So, a little party tonight, just for us. You guys and gals don’t mind drinking a little Pappy Van Winkle, do you?

None did, and glasses appeared and were quickly filled. And almost as quickly emptied.

If there was one thing political types knew it was how to drink somebody else’s liquor.

Shiela and Jax sipped and smiled at each other. After three weeks of living together they were getting quite used to each other. They were starting to like each other, and to seek each others company.

“How’s it going, Jackson?” asked Shiela, using his full name.

“Well, outside of being extremely horny…”

That was his common complaint, and it was true.

Shiela laughed. “Like the Senator has said, I like a horny man.”

“Yeah, well, maybe you should unlock me for a night. After all, you don’t want my dingus shriveling from a lack of use.”

“Oh, hell,” she snickered. “I don’t care if you shrivel.”

“But—“

“Jax, I’d like to talk to you. In my office.”

Jax looked up at his boss and smiled. “Yes, ma’am.” To Shiela, “Excuse me.”

Jax headed off, and Finder paused for a moment. She leaned down and whispered, “Is that the key to his cage around your neck?”

Shiela felt an unhappiness well up. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Let me take that off your hands,” she grinned and held her hand out.

Shiela felt like a goose had just stepped on her grave.

But what could she do? She had no claims on Jax, and the Senator was her boss. The chastity tube was actually hers!

Keeping a straight look on her face, Shiela unfastened the chain and pulled the key off. She handed the little, gold thing to the senator and sat back.

Finder grinned, tossed the key up and caught it, then turned and followed Jax.

Jax entered Finder’s office and sat in the leather chair facing her desk.

Three weeks he had been playing the part of a tranny. A shemale. Not a large part, but a significant part, of the LGTBQ community.

He was a man being a woman.

He was getting used to it.

It was like a new pair of pants. At first they feel weird, then they get a little worn, and they’re fine.

Or a new car, drive it a while and you figure out the feel of the thing.

Of course this was about a hundred times more intense.

Get up in the morning and put your make up on.

Use Nair, especially on the face, regularly.

Learn how to fit into a bra, other lingerie.

Brush your hair, repair your nails.

Truth, it was more fun than being a man.

A man pulled on a pair of pants and that’s it.

A woman had to make sure her clothes fit right, and boobs change the whole complexion of the chest.

Boobs—

“Hey, Jax.”

Jackson looked around and Senator Finder was walking straight towards him. Like a tiger about to eat her prey.

He stood up, a reaction to her aggressive mood.

She walked right into him, put her arms around his waist, which was corset thin. Kissed him full on the mouth. Her hands rose up and clutched at his boobs.

Jax didn't have a chance. Playing the part of a woman tends to make a person soft, and he was definitely softened.

Add to it, he was a man underneath it all, and though his cock was in a cage, it was doing all the thinking.

As she munched on his mouth his penis did the escape dance, trying to get hard, trying to get out and stand up and do its thing.

In this last Finder helped him. She reached under his dress, into his panties, and worked a key.

The chastity tube fell off, clattered on the floor, and her hand was suddenly filled with his cock.

It felt so good to finally be free. It felt so good to have a hand massaging it, and suddenly he was close to cumming.

She backed off, but stayed pressed against him. Breathing into him, holding him without stroking.

He whimpered. He wanted to shoot.

“Not yet, lover. I want you horny. I think I told…I like my men horny.”

“You…did.”

She pulled his head down to her breasts. He attacked her cleavage and she reached behind her and unzipped while he savaged her mountains.

He reached down, under her dress, and grabbed her mons. She wasn’t wearing panties and his finger slipped right into her.

And he felt guilty.

There was nothing between him and Shiela, but…he felt guilty.

He was going to screw the Senator, and he was thinking of Shiela, the woman he wanted to screw.

But did she want to screw him?

She pushed his head back, stared into his hungry and confused eyes and shimmied out of her dress.

A moment, then she pulled his head back to her chest.

He fingered her, and she swept everything off the desk.

He thought she was going to lay back, have him screw her on the mahogany, but she didn’t.

She turned him around and pushed him over.

He was suddenly face down on the wood, feeling the cool surface on his ample chest.

She leaned over him and whispered into his ear.

“I’ve been wanting to do this ever since we decided you would be the one.”

He arched his back in shock as she pressed a finger into him.

The force of the entry, the wiggle of her fingers as she searched for something, he was helpless. Her finger robbed him of strength. His legs were trembling and she used two fingers and reamed him and dug deep.

Suddenly he felt like he was going to pee.

“Hey!” he gurgled.

“I know,” she bit his ear. “Do it. Piss on my desk.”

So he did. He was weak, and trembling, and he let the liquid out. Except it wasn’t pee, it was cum.

He rose up and looked down and saw what he was issuing. He started to say something, but she pushed him back down, pressed on his prostate harder, made him ooze more and more.

“This will empty you,” she whispered in his other ear. “Then you won’t be able to squirt, but you’ll be as hard as I want you, and I want you for a long time.

Jax felt her lift and touch his innards, and he whimpered. It felt so good, so warm and wonderful.

Then, a minute later, she pulled her fingers out and turned him to face her. He was bent back over the desk, and she grabbed his balls and lifted, forced him back up over the desk.

She put a knee up, then the other one, then she knee walked up his body.

Jax gasped as she sank down on him. “Oh…oh!”

“Yeah,” she agreed, and the look on her face was satisfied. Very satisfied.

Shiela waited outside the office a long time. Sometimes she thought she heard sounds, but nothing she could define.

And what were they doing in there?

She knew what they were doing.

She knew that Jax was getting the screwing of his life. Senator Finder was known for doing this; for taking aides and screwing them. Usually she dumped them right after, but there was something different about Jax, and something different about how the Senator looked at him.

Was it the same thing she felt for Jax? A burning lust that soaked her loins?

She had a feeling that it was, but she knew that beneath her burn was a real regard for Jax. A concern that the the Senator would never feel.

She went to the door and listened, and heard squelching sounds.

Yes, they were fucking, and it hurt her right in the heart. A pain she had never felt before.

But she had no call on Jackson. She had no right to him. The had looked at each other, and she thought he might have a feeling for her, but they had never discussed it, and now she was pretty sure they wouldn’t.

The Senator had gotten to him first, and, her heart feeling like somebody had stomped all over it, but it was still her own fault, Shiela gathered up her purse and briefcase and headed for the door.

Finder poured a half a glass of whiskey and handed it to Jax. “Heysoos,” she muttered, staring at him. “I never thought it would be that good.”

“Sex with me?” He was dazed, overwhelmed.

“Sex with a woman.”

That confused him. He was a man. But…no. He was a woman. What was he? Was he some kind of half and half man? Was he the worst parts of both? The best parts? What the fuck was he?

And confusing it even more was the real ‘answer.’ He was happy.

Sinking his dick into the Senator had been…awesome.

Yet, even while he screwed her, he thought of Shiela.

The woman who had made him what he was, whatever he was.

Finder poured her own whiskey, then sat down at her desk. She was only wearing a bra now, a half bra, and her nipples rose up over the edge, stiff and turgid. All the fucking and she wanted more.

“I want to start you on hormones,” she said, sipping at her glass and studying him over the rim. “We can make it so those boobs get bigger, and your body will change even more. Oh, you’re perfect, but you can always be more perfect. And I like your dick. But if we chemically castrate you then we can insert a rod in there, make it easier to tie it down, you wouldn’t have to wear that stupid chastity device. How do you feel about that?”

“Uh…”

But she was talking for herself. Like all politicians, she was used to having her own way, and she was assuming that he would go along with her.

“I don’t think so.”

That was the moment her eyes hardened up.

People didn’t say no to her.

“Well,” she said, putting her glass down, “We’ll talk about it. Right now, I want you to put that tongue of yours to work. Come here.”

Jax might be able to stand up for his own manhood, but he couldn't stand against the lure of her pussy, her lips, what she did to him.

Shiela was laying in bed when he came home. She turned on her side and pretended to be asleep.

It was late, almost morning, and he had spent the whole night screwing the Senator. Or being screwed by her, if the stories Shiela had heard were true.

He undressed in the living room, then tiptoed through her room to the bathroom.

He stopped. “Shiela?” in a soft whisper.

She didn’t respond, so he went into the bathroom, brushed his teeth as silently as he could, then returned through her room to his room.

She lay still, except for the moisture in her eyes. She could kick herself.

“How’d it go last night?” Shiela asked at breakfast.

He had fixed Eggs Benedict, her favorite, but she had no taste for them. She was hurting.

“It was…interesting.” He was subdued. She took that for an unwillingness to discuss what had happened to him.

Then they were silent. Her hurting but determined not to show it. She had no claim on him.

Him hurting because…he didn’t love the Senator, and she made him feel…cheap.

She had used him, it was a fuck to her, and nothing more. An exciting fuck, but…he might as well have been a rolled up piece of veal, shoved into her pussy like a meat dildo.

But it was business as usual at the campaign headquarters. The election was coming up, and their were polls to be taken, deals to be made, volunteers to train.

Everybody worked at a fever pitch, forgetting their own problems in favor of the bigger problem of getting Senator Finder elected.

Finder gave Jax a grin and a thumbs up when he entered, and he smiled wanly, and felt like shit.

Then, mid morning she came to his desk and acted like she was discussing a report with him. but she was really just rubbing his shoulder with her boob and telling him, “I want to do it again.”

“Oh,” and she noticed his lack of enthusiasm.

“You want to, don’t you?”

“Uh, yeah.”

She frowned. She was going to have to give Jax a lesson in manners. If he was going to be her fuck toy he had to act happy about it all.

At lunch she called him into the office. “We need to discuss your attitude.”

“My attitude is okay.”

“You know, Jax, if you don’t get a little happier about your ‘duties’ around here…I can made your situation a little difficult.”

He said nothing, just frowned.

“And I notice that you haven’t started taking hormones. You haven’t even been to that doctor I told you to go see.”

“I…don’t want to.”

“Well, you’d better want to.” She was getting very irritated. She turned her swivel to the side and spread her legs. “Do it.”

So he did.

He knew his job was at stake. He knew that she could fire him and make it so he never got another job again in politics. Even if he got her elected, if he didn’t do what she wanted she would hurt him.

And eat her and eat her.

When his mouth was sore and his lipstick smeared to nothing she just shoved his face back in and fucked it some more.

But it didn’t have the desired affect. When Jax left the office he didn’t want her at all. And the more she demanded his sexual attentions less and less he wanted her.

Which made her want him more and more. She wanted him to submit to her now. He was waking up a mean streak in her, and she was starting to enjoy her mean side.

The night after Senator Finder had it out with Jax he was miserable. He fixed hamburgers for dinner. Plain. No cheese. A slice of onion, no caramelization. The lettuce was wilted. He didn’t bother with French fries, and even the Coke was flat.

“Jackson,” asked Shiela. “What’s wrong?”

He shook his head.

He did the dishes silently, lost in his own dismal thoughts.

He did the laundry.

He went to bed and just lay there, his eyes open.

He wasn’t a young high schooler, obsessed with pussy and willing to fall in love with anything, even a knothole, for the chance to cum.

He wanted a person. A human being. Some one to let him know he wasn’t alone in the universe.

He lay there, eyes open, thinking, but not really thinking. Just lost in misery.

About midnight he got up and went through Shiela’s room to the bathroom.

The apartment was quiet and he tip toed, and sat down to pee. When he was done he returned through her room.

“Jackson.”

He froze. “Yes.”

“Come here.”

He walked to the side of Shiela’s bed.

She pushed the covers back, invited him.

He put his knees on the edge of her bed, then simply laid down.

She held him then, and he cried.

And she cried.

And the rest of the night passed happily.

Senator Finder became more and more demanding, threatening him, even physically pushing him around.

What made it worse was that Jax was getting hornier and hornier.

Senator Finder was making him eat her out every day, multiple times a day, to multiple orgasms. He was now sleeping with Shiela, and they were growing closer and closer, but because of his chastity tube he couldn’t make love to her.

Of course he could perform cunnilingus on her, and use his fingers, but that just made him even more hornier and hornier.

Days passed, weeks passed, and Senator Finder was enjoying the situation. She often grabbed his balls and shook them, bringing him to his knees, then she would hold his hand in public and whisper in his ear.

“When are you going to give me what I want, dickless.”

He would smile to the crowd and whisper back, “Give me the key. Stop this.”

“No.” And she would laugh and wave at the crowd.

Then she said she would let him go after the election. But he knew she wouldn’t.

The fact was that she enjoyed tormenting Jax. She had a kink to her personality that, while it gave her much entertainment, was downright mean.

Then, one night, Shiela told him, “Beg her next time. Get her to admit everything.”

“Why?”

Shiela was a bit obscure, and merely said, “It’ll be therapeutic.”

Therapeutic? Not for that cold hearted bitch, thought Jax.

But when she called him into her office after work a day later he decided to do what Shiela had suggested.

“Get down on your knees, Jax, get down and worship at the portal.

What was bad was that when she swiveled to the side and spread her legs he could see that she had been with somebody else, and just within the last few minutes.

Sperm was coming out of her slit.

She looked at him with a knowing look.

“I don’t want to,” he said. “You’ve just been fucked. You’ve still got sperm in you.

Her eyes slitted and she growled, “You better, if you ever want the key to that delightful little chastity tube I keep you in.”

“Give me the key. I don’t want to be locked up anymore.”

“What? Getting a little horny? How long has it been now, a month? Two months?”

Jax felt it then, just a little bit of hope. He didn’t know why, but he had the feeling that if he played this the way Shiela had said…maybe…

“Why won’t you let me out? Why do you force me to eat your pussy after it’s…after it’s been fucked?”

She stood up and grabbed his hair and twisted her fist. It hurt and she forced him to his knees.

He could have resisted, but he still had that intuitive feeling about how to play this.

“Ow! he cried. “You’re hurting me!”

She crowed with laughter. She pulled his head between her thighs. “You stupid, little sissy transfuck! You’ll do what I say and like it! Or I’ll fire you, and I’ll fire that cow bitch girlfriend of yours. Now eat!”

Jax ate, and was sobbing. The sad fact was that in acting like a woman for a couple of months he had taken on a softer personality. The old Jackson, pre-trans, might have fought back. But now…he was a victim to her anger.

She sat back down and held his hair and mushed his face into the goo seeping out of her hole.

“Take that, you bitch!”

His face was cum stained, and tear stained, and he begged for her to not hurt him.

Being told not to hurt him really set her off. It made her want to hurt him, woke up that really mean kink of hers.

She slapped his face.

Stunned, he fell back and rubbed his cheek.

She raised a foot, placed on his chest and pushed.

He went all the way back onto his backside. “Now get out of here you wimp!”

“Won’t you ever let me cum?”

“Not a chance. I like you like this. A weak, little tranny tramp. Just think, in bullying you I get to abuse both men and women.”

“But you don’t even like me!”

“Ha! You’re like my voters. I need you, but…you disgust me. Now get out of here.”

Jax straightened his dress and left.

He walked slowly past Shiela’s desk, and tried not to cry.

Shiela stared at him, and there was a firm set to her jaw.

Shiela had had enough.

Two days later Jax walked into the campaign headquarters. He was in high heels and a nice summer dress, and the guards at the front desk stared at him.

He looked at his reflection on the wall of the elevator. Did he put his make up wrong? Was he trailing toilet paper?

He was fine. Nothing was wrong, so why had they stared at him?

He stepped off the elevator and there was nobody in the front of the offices. He walked past the empty receptionist station and into the back. At the far end of the room everybody was gathered around a monitor. Staring intently.

He walked up behind the crowd and stared at the monitor.

Himself, on his backside, a look of fear on his face. Senator Finder laughing at him.

“Ha! You’re like my voters. I need you, but…you disgust me. Now get out of here.”

Oh, fuck!

That was when one of the girls turned and saw him. “Jax!”

Everybody turned and Jax wanted to shrivel up and run away.

But their response to his presence was not what he expected.

“It’s okay, Jax.”

“We’re on your side.”

“I knew she was mean, but…jeez, Jax, the way she treated you.”

Hands touched him, words supported him, and he suddenly found a lot of sympathy for his situation.

At that moment Finder strode through the doors.

She was wearing a power outfit, a green pencil skirt and short jacket. She looked every inch the up and coming power woman.

And she stopped.

“What?”

“I quit,” said Teddy, from statistics.

“I can’t believe I helped you get elected, you bitch!”

“What? What’s going on?” Finder cried out, suddenly shocked and helpless in the face of disgust and anger.

“That you could treat poor Jax that way!” That was Susie, who liaised with various LGTBQ groups. “My people will be withdrawing their support!”

“Jax? What did Jax say!” She was actually scared, but trying to put on a brave front.

“Jax said nothing, bitch! See for yourself!”

The video was started at the beginning on the monitor and Jax and Senator Finder stared at it. Their mouths dropped open as the Senator’s bullying ways were revealed to the world.

When it was over Senator turned to Jax. She was going to accuse him, but…it was obvious that he was as shocked as her.

She turned and walked quickly into her office. Shortly after that the sound of things being smashed and broken came from her office.


Epilogue

Senator Finder resigned. There was no coming back from the scandal.

She tried to claim that it was all consensual, just play acting, but nobody believed her.

Shiela was fired, walked out of the office like a criminal by security. She had a big smile on her face and was high fived by everybody who could get in her way. The security guards didn’t really care that much.

Jax was called in to Senator Finder’s office.

“Well, I guess you’re happy now.” She threw the key at him.

“No.”

She stared at him.

“A world without war would make me happy. But this…this is just a bunch of bullshit on the way.”

Finder snorted and ignored him.

He didn’t bother telling anybody he quit, just gathered a box of belongings and headed out.

To a standing ovation.

He smiled at everybody, and left.

“So, that was why you wanted me to get her to confess.”

They sat in Shiela’s apartment and sipped bourbon and Coke.

“Yep.” Happily.

“We’ll never work in politics again.”

“No, but we’ll work. Let’s start our own business.”

“Doing what?”

“Hidden camera stuff.”

He looked at her. “Well, I guess we could, but first there’s something I need to do that shouldn’t appear on any hidden camera.”

Shiela tilted her head in question.

He held up the key, stood up and took her hand.

She just laughed, and they headed for the bedroom.

END
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Part One

“Honey, we’ve got to talk,” said Jane.

John froze. He had just walked in from the garage. He had played a great 18 holes, almost got a hole in one, and now, to be greeted by that most terrible of all ‘wife-isms’…’Honey, we’ve got to talk.’

Which meant that she wanted to talk and him to listen. And don’t you dare to interrupt!

“Uh, I’ve got some very important things to do on the computer.”

He tried to get past her, but she was too quick for him. She snagged his shirt and spun him around and made him look her right in the eyes.

John married his wife for a very simple reason. He was smitten.

She was five foot six, as was he, long, blonde hair, pale blue eyes that used him for a dart board. Her lips were full and she kept them red because she knew he was a sucker for red.

“Don’t you try to get away, you bozo!”

She wasn’t being mean or nasty, she was just determined. Fortunately, she had a quirk of a smile on her face.

So, just a talk, not a ‘it’s your fault’ talk. He could handle that.

“Uh, okay.”

“Sit down there.”

He sat at the kitchen table and watched her sexy, round ass as she reached up into the liquor cabinet.

“What’s this about?”

“Not yet,” Jane said, bringing down the Maker’s Mark. “This is a biggie so I want to get you drunk.”

“Drunk isn’t bad,” he quipped, starting to relax a little. Maybe she just wanted to scare him into a little party.

She took two glasses down and filed them with ice cubes, then she poured equal mixes of Maker’s and Coke over the rocks.

She smiled as she sashayed towards him and held out his glass.

He took it and sipped. He sighed. “Just what the doctor ordered.”

“Not quite?”

“Oh?”

She took a drink herself and then placed the glass on the table and rolled it between her hands.

“Honey, we haven’t had much luck with the baby business.”

Oh. That was it. Not bad, but sad.

“I know. We’ve both been checked out, and we’re both fertile, and we’ve been trying to get pregnant for three months, and…I know.

“I have an idea what the problem might be.”

“Okay.”

“Well, you know that sometimes you don’t cum very much…”

Now he was surprised. He turned his head slightly and watched her beautiful lips talk.

“I think maybe you just don’t produce enough cum.”

“But I do cum…”

“Yes. But…sometimes there’s hardly any sperm in me. You’re shooting the juice, and the juice is 100% doctor guaranteed, but what if you just aren’t producing enough and…you know?”

He sat back and got a far away look in his eyes.

He had never been a big cummer.

When he had first learned to masturbate the orgasms had been funomenal. But even then he hadn’t produced much baby batter. Most men would fill the bottom of a shot glass. He would barely put a layer on the bottom of a teaspoon.

When it came to fucking, he was good, Jane admitted that freely, and she liked sex a lot, so she wasn’t just kidding.

But he would be done, big O, and she would only have a couple of drops in her pussy.

Apparently, by her reasoning, not enough to cause a baby.

The trouble was, while he had never thought of this, she might be right.

He sucked down a big gulp then. The bourbon was delicious, it was like like swallowing a stick of honeyed sandpaper. It hit his belly hard, and his head went woozy.

Jane sipped her own. She looked nervous. And he thought: what does she have up her sleeve?

Which was an odd thought because she was wearing a sleeveless blouse.

He let out a big breath.

Too little squirt, that might be the problem.

“I’m almost afraid to ask,” he remarked. “You have a solution for this problem?”

She nodded, her head moving up and down a little too quickly.

“And I assume it has something to do with me.”

Again, the nod.

“Okay, my darling wife, you might just as well lay it on me.”

Jane’s turn to sigh. And: “I talked to a nutritionist at the gym. She said that sperm was actually a big problem. She said that the government was putting something called ‘endocrine disruptors’ into the drinking water, and that was causing infertility in men. I know you’re not infertile, but…maybe it’s tied in with this idea of you not producing enough sperm.”

“Wait a minute. What do you mean ‘endocrine disruptors?”

“Specifically, they’re putting something called Atrazine into the water.”

“Atrazine. And what does this stuff do?”

“If you put it into a tank full of frogs the frogs will be chemically castrated, and many of them will change them into females.”

“What?”

“Yes. I know it sounds weird, but that’s the science.”

Now John got up and poured himself another glass of booze. He held the bottle up to Jane and she nodded.

Back at the table they drank, and John frowned. “So if I drink the water I run the risk of being castrated, chemically, I suppose that means I still have a ding dong but it just doesn’t function?” He raised his eyebrows in question.

“That’s my understanding.”

“But I could turn into a woman.”

“It hasn’t happened with men, but in frogs 10% turn into egg producing females. I suppose males are a bit different, but the chemical apparently affects males, and Senator Robert Kennedy said that this might be the reason for the terrific Gender Dysphoria we are experiencing in this country.”

“Gender dysphoria.”

“Boys wanting to be girls.”

He nodded. “Oh.”

They sipped some more. The evening was just over the horizon, and John thought about what his wife had told him.

He wasn’t one to scoff at his wife’s ideas. She was smart, had a degree in chemistry, and she always seemed to know what she was talking about.

“So, I understand the problem. I’m not saying I agree or disagree, but what is your solution.”

Jane reached over to her purse and reached in. She took out a small vial. She opened it and shook a small pink pill onto the table.

“And this is…?”

“It’s called Zatrine 25. It’s supposed to undo the effects of Atrazine, and one of the side effects is an increase in the amount of semen produced.”

She pushed the pill over to him.

He picked it up and studied it. Small. Not much more than a wafer.

“How do you know it works?”

“My friend works for Zen Macrolabs. They’ve done exhaustive research into this. This has been tested, and she says it will cause an increase in your sperm, and the quality of your sperm, within a month or two.

“So I take this and I produce more, better sperm and we have a baby.”

“Yes.”

Her eyes were glittering and he could see that she was worrying.

“And you really think this is going to work?”

“Yes,” she spoke without hesitation. “I did a lot of research on this drug, other drugs like it, on the labs, everything. It appears to be the best thing on the market for our problem.

“Well,” John said, and he opened his mouth and popped the pill into it. It tumbled down his throat and Jane arched her eyes in surprise. “You…you…”

“Isn’t that what you wanted me to do?”

“Yes, but…I thought I was going to have to talk you into it.”

“Honey, talk is cheap. Sex is not. I just gave you what you want, so how about you giving me what I want.”

She rose, kissed him, and dragged him off to bed.

John awoke feeling good.

More cum, eh?

Well, he hoped so. The sex had been great the night before, but, as usual, his seed could be measured in quarter teaspoons. Nothing more than a few drops.

But why did it feel so good? When he came it felt like the end of the world. It felt like his weenie was squirting a gallon.

But it was just drops.

Well. No big deal. Jane’s pink pill would either cure the situation, or not.

They had talked about it the night previous, when he was deep inside her and making her moan.

He stopped moving and asked, “more squirt, eh?”

“Shut up and fuck me,” she had responded.

Afterwards, her lying sated, and him feeling not too shabby, she had said, “You know, I’m the one who has to suffer here.”

“What do you mean?”

“You squirt big time and I’m the one who has to wash it out, sleep in the wet spot.”

“Well, if you can do the squirting that’s fine with me.”

“Ha!” she grunted, and punched him.

So he tickled her, and they wrestled for a while before they went to sleep.

Now he was awake. Wouldn’t it be funny if he started cumming a gallon? Filling her pussy up like a firehose?

He chuckled as he slid out of bed and headed for a quick shower.

John worked at home. He made good money running a bulletin board for medical transcribers. He also got to sleep late, wear whatever clothes he wished, and take off whenever.

He stepped out of the shower and toweled off. He hung up the towel and started into the bedroom.

Splat!

And he felt it.

A drop out of his dick. A big drop of sperm, splatting on the tile.

“What the fuck?” It was unreal. This never happened, and in spite of it being totally out of character…he just threw the towel down on the floor and ignored it.

It was supposed to take a couple of months before he started giving out with big loads of sperm.

Splat!

“Geez!” he looked down. Another big drop on the floor.

Splat! Splat!

Now he was blinking, wondering what was going on, realizing that something was happening.

He backed up, sat on the toilet and looked at his pecker.

John had a good sized dingus. It was about eight inches long, nice and thick, and he had large balls.

Truth, he should have been shooting big wads forever, but…

Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat!

Sperm was drooling out of the end of his dick every few seconds. The water in the toilet was turning milky.

Splat! Splat!

Fuck? What was happening?

In a way it felt like he was peeing, but he wasn’t. This was sperm! He was sperming!

“Jane!”

But Jane was taken off for the gym.

Splat! Splat!

He sat, and now it felt like he was in shock. It was surreal. He was cumming, no orgasm, like a garden hose.

He started to get up.

Splat! Splat!

He sat. If he walked through the house now he would leave a slime trail.

Splat! Splat!

He picked up the towel and stood up, pulling it between his legs. He held the ends together and it was like he was wearing a big diaper.

He walked through the house. Stopped in the kitchen.

His towel was getting a damp spot in the front.

Jane was gone. Then he remembered. Gym. He turned and went back to the bathroom.

He took the towel off and sat down.

Splat! Splat!

And that was how Jane found him a half hour later.

“Jane?”

“Yes, honey?” She was in the foyer, putting her keys in the bowl.

“I’ve got a problem.”

She came back to the bedroom. “What is it? What—why are you sitting on the toilet?”

The expression on his face was forlorn.

“I’m cumming,” he said.

“I’m serious, why are you just sitting naked?”

“Look in the toilet.”

She was suspicious. She expected him to prank her, have her look at a big turd or something. Guy humor.

But he wasn’t fooling, and she saw the milky appearance of the water.

Splat! Splat!

“Oh, my God! What are you doing?”

“I told you. I’m cumming. It’s sperm, and it’s leaking out of me like I sprung a leak.”

“And…you’re not…you’re not experiencing sex or anything?”

He shook his head.

She actually staggered back a step, her butt hit the wall. “This wasn’t supposed to happen for months. And it’s not supposed to be so much!”

“Maybe you could call your friend? Maybe she knows what’s happening?”

Leslie Dawson showed up a half hour later.

A half hour of drip, drip, drip.

Though the drops looked a bit smaller than they had at first.

“Hey, girlfriend,” she air kissed Jane in the foyer, “what’s so dire?”

“I gave my husband the pill.”

“You did? That’s great!”

“And now he cant’ stop cumming.”

Leslie blinked. “No, it takes a couple of months.”

“Not for him.”

“No. That’s…that’s impossible.”

“Come see.”

Leslie followed Jane back to the bedroom. She hesitated, seeing John sitting so complacently on the toilet, then realized that he was dripping. His posture, the look on his face, the drip…drip into the toilet.

She edged in timidly and looked between his legs.

His dick was big, but it was soft. And it dripped.

Of course it dripped.

Splat! Splat! Splat!

“You must be Leslie.”

“My husband, John.”

“Uh, hi.” A moment of scrutinizing, then, “Could you stand up?”

John did. His weenie hung out a little, it was half hard.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered. “Can I touch it? Look at it?”

“I guess.”

Leslie reached forward slowly. She wasn’t used to holding the cocks of men she had just met, but this was a scientific fascination.

His cock lay in her hand and the sperm oozed out, built up rapidly, and dropped. Splat.

It felt hot to her touch. His balls were big.

“And it’s been doing this for how long?”

“A couple of hours.”

“And this much?”

“Pretty much.”

“I’m going to examine your testicles.”

She did, and he couldn’t help a groan from coming out.

“Sorry.”

“Do you know what’s wrong?” asked Jane.

“I’ve never seen a reaction like this.”

She was holding his balls gently, but there was enough pressure that he dripped a little faster.

A little afraid, she squeezed very gently, and the semen squirted out.

“Oh, that feels good,” John sighed in relief.

She squeezed his nuts again.

Squ-i-rt! The semen got on her hand and on the floor.

“Sorry.”

She ignored him. He wasn’t supposed to be squirting semen like that!

A haze of confusion washing over her, she began squeezing his ball rhythmically.

Shhhh…his semen came out in a stream, almost like he was pissing.

“Oh, fuck!”

“What? Are you okay?” she let go of him.

“Oh, yeah. Do that again. It feels good. It gives me relief.”

Leslie grabbed his balls, one in each hand, and gently pressed on them.

Semen came out in a thick stream. It was like he hadn’t peed in a week, except this wasn’t pee, it was semen.

“Don’t let go! God, this feels like…oh, shit!”

He sighed and Leslie aimed his dick down so the sperm went into the toilet.

For a full minute she kept the pressure on him, a full minute of squirting. Then he stopped. He was empty. And he sighed in relief.

“Okay. I can get dressed now.”

The girls stared at each other, almost in shock, and John walked into the bedroom and quickly pulled on underwear and tucked his pecker away.

“And that’s it?” asked Jane of whoever.

“You might start…doing that again.”

John stopped with his zipper half up. “Cumming?”

“Yes. I relieved the pressure, but once your balls fill up again…”

“Oh, crap. And you sold Jane the pill?”

“Uh, well…”

“She gave it to me, John. So what?”

“No what. I’m just wondering. I was supposed to start increasing my load in a few months. Suddenly I’m squirting like a porn star.”

“I’ve never seen a porn star squirt that much,” muttered Jane.

“I thought those pills had been tested.”

“We did test them, and they worked so well, and Jane and I were talking about your problem…so I gave her one.”

“Well, thanks,” John said grumpily. He turned and walked down the hallway.

“Where are you going?” asked Jane, following him.

“I’m hungry. I think I need to replenish my strength.”

The girls followed him into the kitchen where he started cooking sausage and bacon and tatter tots and toast and pancakes. And drinking a gallon of apple juice.

“Geez,” he said, digging into the pile of food. “I feel weak.”

“What do you think happened?” asked Jane.

“I don’t know.”

“How does it work?” asked John through a mouthful of pancake.

“It’s a special variation of Estrogen.”

“Estrogen? Isn’t that for women? Why would it make me cum so much?”

The pill is designed to give you a short, sharp boost of estrogen. Your body reacts by trying to balance things out, by producing more testosterone.”

“And the testosterone kick starts the semen.”

“Exactly.”

“Well, it sure kickstarted my semen. I came more today than I have in my whole life.”

“I’m sorry, John. I think we should do some tests.”

“So now I’m a lab rat.”

“No. We just need to find out what happened. None of the animals reacted like this. They all just increased their sperm output and—“

“Wait a minute. Animals? I thought you tested this.”

“We did!”

“But…on animals? Did you test it on humans at all?”

“Not yet.”

“But you tested it on me!”

“But everything was working fine! It should have worked just fine on you.”

John made a sound of irritated disgust, and ate the last of half a dozen eggs.

“Well, can you come with me?”

“What? So you can test me?”

“Yes.”

John pushed his plates back and threw his arms up in disgust. “Might just as well.”

Zen Macrolabs was a building made of river rock and huge glass windows. It was located at the top of the San Fernando Valley, in the middle of a cluster of other laboratories.

“Lot of experimenting going on,” John muttered unhappily.

“How you feeling?”

“I feel fine.”

“I mean your testicles.”

“My balls,” he sighed. “They’re fine.”

“You don’t feel like you’re going to cum again?”

“Hopefully not.”

They entered the building and Leslie had Jahn and Jane wait in the lobby for a minute. She was back quickly with a rather alarmed looking scientist type. His name was Edward and he was tall, a string bean with a  block of curly hair and thick glasses which was probably responsible for his alarmed look.

“Good to meet you, John, Jane. How about we go up to the lab and get a little comfortable.”

They followed Edward up tot he second floor, down a corridor , and into a small lab. It had a half dozen tables laid out with all sorts of beakers and test tubes on them.

Into a little office where they all sat down and Edward started grilling.

“So you took one of our pills.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me everything, from the moment of ingestion to now.”

Fifteen minutes later Edward sat back and contemplated. His eyes were on John, but he asked Leslie. “Could you call Dr. Hinson?”

“Aren’t you a doctor?”

“I’m a doctor of chemistry. I’d like for you to get a complete exam. We have several medical doctors on staff.”

They chatted for a short while, then a short fellow, looked a little bit like Lou Costello, but balding, entered the room.

Edward explained the situation in detail and Hinson began his examination with a few questions. He covered things like any changes to diet, any vitamins John might be taking, and so on.

But everything was normal.

It was now 11 o’clock, and John suddenly felt a twitch down there. He didn’t say anything, however, and Dr. Hinson asked him to remove his clothes.

Jane was in the room, along with Leslie and Edward, and John began to feel a little weird.

“Could we have a little more privacy?”

Leslie left the room. She was fascinated, but she was also low on the totem pole. She was also the one who had fed a man an un-approved medicine.

Edward and Dr. Hinson discussed the situation. Edward wanted to stay, but finally agreed to leave, as long as he got first look at any notes that Dr. Hinson took.

John took off his clothes and stood in the middle of the room.

Hinson produced a stethoscope and listened to John, his chest, his back, his heart, everything.

He looked into his ears and nose and mouth.

Finally, he said, “I’m going to have to palpate your penis, is that okay?”

It wasn’t, but John muttered, “You got to do what you got to do.”

So Dr. Hinson sat on a chair and John stood in front of him andDr. Hinson held his penis, and examined it, and pressed on it, and then picked up his balls.

“Unh…” grunted John.

“Does that hurt?”

“Not exactly.”

In truth, it was a turn on, but John wasn’t about to admit to that.

And he was starting to feel…something. A pressure in the deep down. He suddenly realized he was going to start leaking.

It had been about four hours since he had been emptied, and his balls were starting to swell up.

It might be a while yet, but…his balls were definitely filling up.

“Okay, John. I’m going to give a squeeze now and see if we can get you to, uh, leak.”

He squeezed, and it felt good, and it felt like semen was trying to get out, but…no squirt.

“All right. I think I’ve done enough here, I’d like to get blood samples, that sort of thing. Is that all right with you?”

“I guess.”

“This is just preliminary, of course. Eventually we’d like you to go to a hospital and get a full battery of tests. But maybe there’s something glaring that we can see right away.”

“Okay.”

John looked at Jane and she was biting a fingernail.

After the test John was feeling really full. It was starting to get bad, but he didn't want to admit to his situation. He wanted to go home, even to check his leakage was precisely why they were there.

Then, shortly after a dry lunch of a ham sandwich and a milk out of a vending machine, he started leaking.

He was wearing his clothes, but he felt a curious sensation, like somebody had tweaked his balls, and he blinked.

And ignored it.

Damn it! This couldn’t be happening to him!

They were sitting in the lab, waiting for Dr. Hinson, who was in a small conference of scientific types at the other end of the room.

“John.”

“What?” He looked at his wife.

She looked down at his groin.

A wet patch on the front of his pants.

“Dr?” Jane called.

“Oh, shit…no!”

Quickly a half dozen men in lab coats and suits were standing around.

“If you could take your pants down?”

Grumbling, staring at the men who were standing in a semi circle and staring at his crotch, JOhn took down his pants.

Splat.

Five seconds later, splat.

Dr. Hinson collected a sample, then insisted on touching John’s penis.

But John had had enough. So many men, it was like a weird, perverted sort of circle jerk.

“I think I want to go home,” he said. Splat, splat.

A virtual panic ensued as the men all begged him to stay.

“Well, okay, but…I don’t want anybody touching me.”

“But…” yak yak yak.

Splat.

Splat.

“How about if you wife touched you, and we’ll tell her what to do.”

John looked at Jane. “I guess so.”

Jane’s face was red as she moved into the center of the circle and took John’s penis in hand.

She had often held John’s penis. She was very familiar with it, but the men standing around, she was self conscious and her face started turning red.

John’s balls were now fully engorged, and Dr. Hinson asked her to squeeze them.

She did, and a little stream gushed out and made a puddle on the floor.

“Oh, shit,” muttered John.

“It’s okay,” Dr. Hinson said. “Squeeze it rhythmically.”

Jane did, and drops didn’t splatter, little squirts came forth with each squeeze.

There was a robust discussion concerning quantity vs quality, Jane kept spurting his cock, and his balls stayed about the same. It looked like he was producing as much as went out.

Then Jane was asked to milk his balls. She did, and the stream issued forth mightily, and his balls did go down.

“That’s enough,” said one of the doctors.

“Fuck,” whimpered John. “That’s the relief I need!”

“But we don’t want you to stop until we have explored your testicles fully.

John sighed. “Well, I’ve had about enough. This is…embarrassing.”

For a while nobody touched his balls, and they all just talked, and tried to convince him. What finally did convince him, however, was that his testicles started to swell again. And hurt.

Apparently just starting the milking procedure started an excessive build up, or an extra build up, and the only solution was to empty his nuts completely. Only then would he have a period of peace.

So Jane went back to work, the scientists took notes and said little, and watched as John filled a beaker with sperm.

Finally, when he was empty, he complained. “God, it just makes me hornier!”

“Maybe I should have been stroking you,” suggest Jane.

“Next time,” he nodded.

With that the session for the day was over. It was still early, but John was tired. And he needed to eat. In fact, he slept in the car all the way home, and he didn’t start to rouse again until Jane had fixed him a big dinner.

He ate a half a dozen pork chops, four potatoes mashed. Two cans of peas, and drank two liters of Pepsi.

Then he sighed, sat back, and felt half normal.

Relieved, for a while, he went into his office and worked.

After a couple of hours of work he came out and watched some TV. Then it was time for bed.

But he felt, once again, full.

His balls were once again swollen, and he really needed some relief. And not just physical relief, he was desperate to squirt, to have a real orgasm. Enough of just being drained. He wanted to cum!

“But how much are you going to squirt?” asked Jane, a little concerned.

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “But…I need to. Do you want to just jack me off? Or…maybe you want me to just go jerk off?”

“Oh, honey! I want sex with you.”

“But we don’t know what’s going to happen!”

“Then we’ll have to find out. Besides,” she gave a nervous giggle, “I’ve been holding your cock, and it’s been leaking all over, and…I wonder what it’s going to be like when we…when you…”

They stared at each other hungrily. Him because of his swollen balls and need to orgasm, her because, like all women, she wanted to experience the variety of cocks and loving other than just her husband.

They went to bed, and he looked down. It was starting to drip.

“We’re going to have to put you in diapers.”

“No!” He moaned. “I’m too young to be incontinent!”

She mused, “But it’s not incontinent, it’s…what? Inspermitent?”

He had to smile at that.

She spread a towel on the bed and lay back and spread her legs. “Okay, honey, come get your reward.”

He knelt between her legs, and he had to move his nuts around because they were in the way.

He moved forward and she felt his dong, guided it to her honeypot.

Then he was in.

In many respects, it was just like regular sex. The old in and out. The hump and pump. The ram and jam. The slam until the dam…burst!

“Oh, fuck!” he yowled!

It came out in a violent flood, filling Jane, slopping out of her hole.

The towel was useless, it soaked up the sperm for a moment, then the white goo overwhelmed the material and soaked the bed.

John was out of control, slamming his hips, each slam sending more cum into her.

And it didn’t feel all that good. There was just too much sperm and it was overwhelming his reproductive system.

Then Jane figured it out. Her hole feeling like a swamp instead of the tight tube it was, she reached down and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

The spurts became a river, and for about thirty seconds he emptied into her, then he suddenly sagged.

She pushed him off her. He could hardly move. He looked dazed, and he yawned.

“John! Are you all right?”

“Yeah…yeah. Just let me…sleep.”

And he did exactly that. She couldn’t have roused him if she wanted. He was in the deep, deep sleep, snoring, content in the middle of his big puddle of sperm.

Jane waddled into the bathroom and sat on the toilet. She heard the sound of semen plopping into the toilet in big globs.

After a minute, holding a towel between her legs, she returned to the bedroom and started cleaning up after John.

He lay in the congealed mess of sperm and snored, and she looked at him sadly. “Oh, John. What have I done to you.”

But John didn’t answer.


Part Two

The next morning John was ravenous. He woke and was so hungry he gave little sobs as he staggered towards the kitchen.

Jane hurried after him, pulling her peignoir tight and passing him in the hallway. “I’ll help. Just sit.”

He sat at the table and ate a monster breakfast.

He ate bacon and eggs, toast and mush, and potatoes and a gallon of OJ.

Finally, he sat back, stretched his arms to the sides, and gave a wan smile.

“Sorry,” he said.

“What are you sorry about?” Jane sat down opposite him. She couldn’t believe how much he had eaten.

He sighed. “Is this what our life has become? Short periods of work surrounded by swimming pools of cum?”

Jane bit her lip, and that was when she noticed the changes.

He had eaten three meals in two days, and the meals were enough to feed all the starving orphans in India. But he was skinnier.

He was a solid man, but now she noted that his midsection was narrower. It even made his chest area looked bigger. And she suspicioned that his hips probably looked bigger.

An hourglass shape, male style. But he hadn’t had such a shape the day before. In spite of all the food he had eaten he was skinnier.

Of course, maybe it was all the semen he had emitted.

Then she thought about what semen was, and what made it.

Semen was super rich in nutrients, and that had to take the body some reserves to make. At least, to make as much semen as John had squirted.

But what should she do? Make him eat more? He was already eating as much as an elephant with a binge eating disorder!

So thinking, she got up and did the dishes, and there were a lot of them.

John thanked her for breakfast, then looked down at his balls. They’re half full. I guess not eating helps.”

“Not eating?”

“I didn’t eat between dinner and breakfast and I don’t feel as full down there.”

She nodded. This was a half a conversation, but there was no telling where the next half was going.

“Well, I’m going to work until it’s time to milk me.”

Milk him. She stood at the sink, not moving, after he headed down the hall. Milk him.

Well, she sure didn’t want that much sperm flooding her innards again. But he would have to be drained. And probably regularly.

She finished the dishes and headed down to the computer room.

John had put on a robe, but his package sat on the swivel between his legs. They were half swollen and he was keeping an eye on them as he navigated the keyboard.

Jane sat down quietly. She didn’t want to disturb him. She just powered up her own computer and went searching.

Milking. Draining. Over filled testicles. Men who cum too much. She entered such terms into Google and inspected the results.

Most of what she learned was BS. Some of it was just porn aimed at men, or women, with the fetish of excessive sperm. If they only knew…

But there was a goodly amount of material on how to milk a man.

Of course, she couldn’t milk him all the time, but she could do it some times, and give herself a break from the tsunami of cum that he now produced.

After a couple of hours John stirred.

She turned and looked at him. “Is it time?”

He didn’t look all that happy as he nodded. His balls were once again swollen. His dick was looking pretty red, and it looked like a drop was starting to form on the end of his penis.

“Okay, let’s head for the bathroom. I want to try something.”

“The bathroom?” he asked.

“We’re going to try milking you. It should be faster and neater.”

He stood up and headed for the bathroom.

“Okay, stand with your legs apart, put your hands on the back of the toilet and bend over.”

He did, and she placed one hand on his butt and with the other she began spreading lubricant around his asshole.

“What are you doing?”

“It’s like a doctor’s exam, a prostate exam. I’m going to press on the prostate. That should enable the sperm to flow with no need for masturbation or stimulation.”

John frowned. “No big bang?”

“I don’t know. Some of the stuff I read claimed that a man could have an anal orgasm, also called a prostate orgasm, or a sissygasm.”

“A sissygasm?” He started to straighten up and turn, but she pushed him back. “Don’t get your panties in a wad. It’s just a word.”

“But I don’t want to be a sissy!”

“With the amount of squirt you’re producing, I don’t think that’s much of a worry.”

She pushed her finger into him, pressing a big glob of lube into his rectum.

“Oh!”

“Hurt?”

“Quite the contrary.”

She smiled, probably the first smile she had had since this whole thing had started. “My hubby likes it up the butt.”

“I do not!”

“Take it easy. If we can’t laugh about this we’re sunk.”

“Ha,” he stated dourly. “Ha and ha.”

Jane smiled a twisted smile. “That’s my fun loving hubby.”

“Don’t you have enough of that stuff in me yet?”

“Probably, but from what I read I’m going to have to do some digging.”

He glanced over his shoulder, but he didn’t move away.

Here finger felt too good for that.

Jane took her time. She wormed her finger around, feeling all the striations, the texture of his anus.

John groaned.

“Still okay?”

“Yeah, but…”

Splop…splop…splop!

Semen dropped into the toilet, and it dropped fast.

“I think I’ve got it,” she said.

She pressed on a cushy feeling bump and…

Splop…splop…splop!

John moaned and his legs shook.

“I’ve got it. Are you ready?”

He nodded and gulped. He had never felt so good back there in his life. This was better than crapping after a week of constipation, and it was sexual, too. His dick had bonered up and was bobbing the drops out, sometimes hitting the back of the toilet.

“Okay, when I press the prostate won’t be squeezing your tube and the semen should flow. Ready?”

“Oh, fuck! Yes! Do it!”

She pressed, and the result was instant and huge.

Semen spurted out like it was under immense pressure. The stream struck the back of the toilet and ran down the porcelain and dropped onto the tile floor.

A lot of semen.

John held on and the world felt golden, hazy, and it was like an orgasm, but not an orgasm. Not a big bang, but just living in a hazy, golden mist.

“Yes!” he whimpered.

Jane stood up and helped support him with one arm, and kept pressing on his prostate.

John was crying now, but it didn’t sound like he was in pain.

“Aim it for the water, John.”

But John was helpless. He couldn't have moved if he wanted. It was all he could do to just stand there, his knees quivering and trying to give way.

For a minute his penis poured out the whit elixir, then it dribbled for a few seconds, and stopped.

His dick drooped and there were no more splats or splops.

He was done.

And hungry.

Two weeks later John and Jane met with the scientists from the Zen Macrolab.

“The estrogen in our formula apparently caused a violent backlash, but not from testosterone.”

“You want to explain that?” asked John. He and Jane were sitting in front of Dr. Hinson’s desk.

The good doctor had a large file in front of him and he tapped it.

The sharp spike in estrogen is suppose to cause the testosterone to perk up. Your testosterone did respond, and you started producing large amounts of semen.

“I’ll say,” John muttered. Jane just squeezed his hand and listened.

“But it also caused your estrogen to spike. Right now your body is a battleground for estrogen and testosterone.”

John frowned.

“Which will win, we don’t know.”

“What about John’s weight loss?” asked Jane.

“When John produces so much sperm it takes body resources. He’s eating up fat deposits.”

“But why is his chest all puffy?”

Puffy was an understatement. John’s chest was swelling into two separate mounds, and they looked suspiciously like boobs.

The doctor hemmed and hawed, and finally muttered, “We think that’s an area the estrogen is winning in.

“If this keeps up I’m going to have to wear a bra,” he looked disconsolately at the floor.

“Are you still having full erections?”

“Well, I am, but…it looks like my dick is shrinking.”

“Can you show me?”

John stood up and lowered his pants.

He was wearing panties because he was now wearing pads to catch any unexpected semen flow.

The panties held the liners better, and they felt more comfortable. They didn’t rub on his penis, which tended to make him erect, which tended to get his balls to produce more semen.

The doctor didn’t say anything about the panties. He just had John come around the desk and he fondled his tool.

It had been about eight inches long, now it was about seven. And skinnier.

His balls, if anything, were bigger.

“We’re going to have to go home pretty soon,” observed Jane.

It was almost milking time. It they waited too long John started drizzling, and the fulness actually hurt at a certain point.

“Very well. We’d like to do more tests, get more samples. I’ll make appointments at the hospital.”

With that John and Jane headed out the door. On the way home Jane brought up the unpleasant subject.

“John, I think you’re going to have to wear a bra.”

John was sullen, but he tightened his lips and nodded.

“I’m sorry, but you’re starting to sag, and…it becomes a health thing.”

“Okay.”

“I bought you some. We can try them on after your milking.

His milking. Two times a day minimum, and sometimes three times a day.

His last milking was right before he went to bed. He didn’t eat after that one, and Jane thought that might be one of the reasons he was losing weight.

He had lost so much weight that his body looked a bit girlish.

His waist was thin, his hips round, and his chest…his chest was changing.

At home they headed for the bathroom and Jane efficiently milked him. She had bought a couple of prostate massagers, and even a couple of dildos, and had experimented with the best way of releasing his flood.

The prostate massagers worked well, but the dildos worked best.

She used a dildo that afternoon, pressing it into him, moving it up and down and pressing on his prostate.

John groaned and spurted a long stream. When he was done he stood up and pulled his panties up. He fit the panty liner in the panties, and mumbled, “I’m going to need to have sex pretty soon.”

They have sex about once a week. It was too messy for more, but Jane made sure she made herself available once a week at least.

“How about Saturday night?”

“Wonderful.”

John headed for the kitchen. He poured himself a large drink and sipped it. “You want one?”

“Yes.”

So he made her a large one.

They stood in the kitchen, looked out the kitchen window at the backyard and were silent.

Then Jane: “John, can I ask you a question?”

“Absolutely.”

Do you like it when I massage your prostate and relieve you?”

He chewed on his lips for a moment, then answered. “It is enjoyable.”

“And do you like wearing the panties?”

He sighed. “They are more comfortable. But there’s no place to put my dick. And when my balls get big…that’s not always pleasant.”

She nodded.

“So we’re going to put you in a bra today.”

He nodded. his face was quite blank.

“And you’re going to like it.”

He looked at her.

“You have to. You’re starting to carry some weight on your chest, and this will relieve the strain.

“Well, okay. But that doesn’t mean…” he trailed off. Doesn’t mean what?

“John. I want you to wear other types of female clothes.”

He stared at her.

“Just around the house.”

“Why?”

“Because…it’s sexy. It turns me on. And when I get turned on I want to make love more.”

“Even when I fill you up?”

“Sometimes I love it when you just keep pouring your semen into me. Sometimes it gets all sloshy. But if I’m horny…that’s going to benefit you. Right?”

“I guess.”

“So let’s put some Nair on you, then some nylons and a garter. And…”

“And what?”

“And see where it goes.”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“No. But your dick does.”

He looked down. Just talking about female apparel was making his dick rise.

“Crap,” he muttered.

“Come on,” and she led him back to the bedroom.

A month later John was definitely looking more feminine. He wore a bra and panties, nylons, and occasionally a corset.

He didn’t need the corset, his waist was getting really, really thin. But there was something about putting the thing on, feeling like he was a sausage in a skin, that was definitely a turn on.

Jane had even had him try high heels—a turn on but difficult, and some lipstick. Zowie, that had made his boner stand up.

And, to top it off, his hair was getting longer and longer. Jane could now brush it into a style.

And still John came. And came. And came.

He needed to be milked a solid three times a day.

And, one day, “Heysoos, John, I can’t do this anymore.”

“What do you mean?”

“My hand. You’re wearing out my hand! After milking you three times a day my hand is so weak I can’t hold a glass!”

“But we’ve got to do something!”

“Well, I know this is weird, but…I could use a strap on.”

He looked at her. “A strap on. Like…a dildo attached to a harness around your hips.”

“Yes. I wouldn't have to use my hand except for a little guidance to make sure I hit the right spots in your anus.”

“Well, if you gotta you gotta.”

That night, a smile on her face, she put on the strap on and had John brace himself over the toilet.

She greased him up and pushed into him, and John yelped, then moaned, then began pushing back at her.

“You like it,” she whispered, brushing his hair aside so she could speak into his ear.

He nodded. “I do.”

“Tell me how much you like it.”

“I like it a lot,” he admitted.

When they were done John had a realization. “Honey, that was so good, it gave me such relief…maybe I won’t need to screw you.”

“You mean if I screw you then you don’t have to screw me?”

He nodded. “Besides, have you noticed my dick recently?”

She had.

“It’s only about four inches long now.”

“I know.” She kept her voice carefully even.

“It might keep shrinking.”

“Does that bother you?”

He heaved a sigh. “Not after what you just did to me. I think…I think…”

But what he thought was interrupted by the ring of the phone.

Jane answered. “Yes?”

“Jane! This is Leslie! The guys here think they’ve come up with a solution. Well, maybe not a solution, but they think they know what happened, so maybe it will lead to a solution.”

“Oh, my God! That’s wonderful!”

“They would like to meet with you this Friday. About one. Is that okay?”

“Absolutely!”

Hanging up, Jane turned to John and gave him the good news. “They might be able to cure you! Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Oh, my God!” he blurted. But he didn’t look all that happy.

The week went slowly. Jane milked John when they woke up, right after lunch, and right before he went to bed. She used the dildo only now. He preferred it, and she really preferred it.

There was just something so powerful and sexy about standing behind John, holding his hips with her hands and moving her hips forward.

When she was done John looked a lot happier. He smiled, and he was softer and so very loving.

It was like he was complete.

On Wednesday John asked her to give him long fingernails, and, if she wanted, she could use a little make up on him.

She wanted.

After the afternoon milking she put long fake nails on him, and they looked wonderful. They were red and they changed his spatulate fingers into delicate, elegant, slender tips.

They she discussed make up with him. She showed him how the various elements worked, and how they worked together.

John was fascinated, and Jane realized that the changes John was going through were not just skin deep. He was changing mentally. He was speaking softer. He used his hands differently when speaking. His lips had become softer and plumper. He didn’t even need any lip plumper before putting on his lipstick.

When she was done she stood back and John inspected himself in the mirror on the back of the bathroom door.

He looked totally female. His body was like an hourglass and his breasts were getting bigger every day. His hair was getting long and it flowed over his shoulders.

And his dick was now only two inches long. And it seemed to be…migrating. The hole in his dick, his slit, was sliding under the head of his penis.

If it kept migrating it would look like a clitoris, and if his dick slit kept elongating it would look like…a pussy.

A twat. A female hole.

And he knew it.

Sometimes Jane would catch him at his computer, not working, just staring into space.

But that was okay. Dressing him up, kissing him a little on his red-painted lips, then bending him over and taking him…it was what she wanted.

All her life she had been the pursued. The prey. Now she was experiencing what the other side felt like.

Holding his ass and guiding her dildo into his hole…it was the most wonderful feeling she had ever experienced in her life.

And they both wondered what was going to happen if Zen Macrolabs managed to cure his condition.

The condition that he had not wanted, but now…now…?

On Friday she performed the lunch milking. She spent a long time reaming him out, and he enjoyed it, even after he was dry, he kept pushing back, and they both felt like they were trying to accomplish something before it all disappeared.

Then they went to the labs.

Six scientists, including Edward and Dr. Hinson and Leslie, were smiling around the table.

John and Jane sat at one end, Hinson at the other, and he began talking.

“We have found out what happened,” stated the doctor with confidence. “For the past months we have been looking for an error, a mistake. What we didn’t know was that we hadn’t made a mistake, we had found…a solution. When you stop looking at your change, John, as a mistake, and start looking at it as a blessing, then it became easy to see what happened.”

“So what happened?” blurted Jane.

“In trying to increase the amount of semen we inadvertently turned on a condition called Hyperspermia. We considered this an accident, but the fact was that, to put it in really simple terms, we had succeeded in turning the Y chromosome into an X.”

Everybody grinned except John and Jane.

“What does that mean for us?”

“For you, for mankind…we can turn a Y into an X, and an X into a Y.”

John and Jane still looked blank.

Leslie blurted: “We can make a man into a woman, and we can make a woman into a man!”

The scientists all broke into a celebratory attitude. Leslie even got up and got some plastic glasses and a couple of bottles champagne.

“I’m not sure I understand the ramifications here,” said John as Leslie filled his glass.

“It means that if a man feels he’s in the wrong body, he can change it. He can change his gender. And if a woman feels that way, we can change her, make her into a man.”

“But—“

Leslie cut Jane off. “No more sexual confusion. People can even shift back and forth, if they wish to take a few months. They can try out which sex they want to be! I tell ya! this signifies a total shift in mankind!”

The scientists were all drinking bubbly and congratulating each other.

John asked, “What about me?”

Leslie: “Dr. Hinson? Do you have the pill for John?”

Dr. Hinson reached into his lab coat and took out a small vial. In it was one pink pill. He rolled the vial down the table to John.

“There it is, John. That pill can change a man into a woman, or a woman into a man. It can change you back. It’s the stuff of dreams!”

The scientists all clapped.

“But what about all the sperm I’m producing?”

“We think that will stop when you’re just about done with the change. It’s your body’s last protest against the change.”

John and Jane stared at each other, and the party went on.

That night John and Jane sat at the kitchen table and sipped their favorite beverage, bourbon and Coke.

John had just been milked, and he was feeling about as good as good can be.

Jane was smiling. She had just milked him with her dildo, and she felt great. Expansive. Like she was in charge of the planet.

The vial stood between them on the table.

John unscrewed the top, took out the pill, and placed it on top of the upside down vial.

The little pink pill. Y into X, X into Y.

The stuff of dreams.

Jane sighed. “Are you going to take it?”

“I guess I should.” But he didn’t look happy.

“Let’s be honest, John. You don’t want to give up your milkings, do you?”

“Well…not really. I mean, I suppose you could still screw me if I turned back, but…”

“But what is it going to feel like when your change is complete and i start screwing you in your pussy.”

He nodded. “I wonder about that.”

“So you’re not going to take it.”

“Is it all right if I don’t?”

She nodded slowly, thoughtfully.

“I guess we can save the pill, see how it goes.”

“I guess.”

“And the labs could give us another one if we needed it.”

He cocked his head slightly in question.

“What are you—“

She reached out, picked up the pill and popped it into her mouth. She sipped whiskey, gulped and smiled.

John stared at her.

“But—“

She reached forward and placed her hands on his. Her red tipped fingers on his red tipped fingers.

“John, this is what you want. Admit it.”

He gulped, then gave a sharp nod.

“And this is what I want. I want to screw you with my own dick, a flesh and blood pecker capable of spurting.”

“Just don’t spurt too much,” he said wryly.

“I won’t,” she laughed. Then she took his hand and pulled him up. They kissed, red lips to red lips, and she whispered, “Let’s go milk you again.”

“I don’t have any milk right now.”

“That’s okay. It’s just for fun.”

He smiled, and they walked down the hallway to the bedroom.

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

The Feminization Games


Sissy Transformation!

Teased, denied and feminized!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

I love it when people talk about their methods for transforming men.

Mostly it’s about getting them sexed up and exploiting their natural sexual desires.

But the secret is in the subtleties. What are the fine points of feminization? How do you convince a man that this is best for him? How quickly do you move? What do you say? How do you keep the even attitude that excites, even as it teases and denies?

That’s what this story is about. I do tell it a little faster than it would happen in real life, but not by much. Once they start their way down the pink path everything gains momentum, and one cay…voila! You gots yourself a sissy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You’ve got a real gem there, Rhonda.” Sue watched Rhonda’s husband, Jim, clean up the after party mess.

Rhonda just smiled, and sipped a bit of her wine spritzer. “He wasn’t always this way,” she murmured, content with her lot in life.

“But he waited on everybody during the party, he cleaned up when Josie spilled her drink, and now he’s cleaning up everything!”

“He’s well trained.”

Sue turned to her friend. “Well trained?”

Rhonda sipped again. “Yes. He used to be a lout, the same as other husbands, inconsiderate, watched football on the weekend, never wanted to help with the dishes, the laundry, and all the other stuff.”

Sue blinked. “And you made him into this well behaved person.”

“I did.” She watched her husband picking up glasses and heading for the kitchen. Then she said: “It’s easy, once you train them.” She turned to Sue, “You could train Gary.”

“Train him to…be a waiter?” She looked a little confused.

“Train him to wait on you hand and foot. Train him to do the laundry, the dishes, the vacuuming. Train him to kneel when you pass by, if you wish. It’s easy.”

“Well,” Sue watched Jim come out for another tubful of dirty glasses and plates. “I don’t have the faintest.”

“As I said, it starts with a few simple tricks.”

“So how do I do this? You’re going to have to explain this to me.”

Rhonda smiled.

A half hour later Sue bid her friend good bye with an air kiss and a hearty ‘thank you!’

She was thinking deeply as she walked through the house to the den.

Three men were still watching football reruns on channel seven, and they didn’t notice Sue entering the room.

She watched them for a while, watching how they cheered just because some fellow ran a few steps before being thrown on the ground and trampled.

The men were on their feet, slapping each other on the back.

Gary turned and saw her and smiled. “Just a few minutes, honey, it’s almost over.”

“She was tempted to say, ‘No, now.’ But what Rhonda had told her…she had to build up to that level of command authority.

So she stood in the doorway and watched the weird shaped ball get thrown and run around with, and noted how Gary acted with his friends.

Loud and boisterous. Saying rude things that made the others laugh. And they acted the same way to him.

To a woman of genteel manners and sensibility it was pretty crude.

A few minute slater the highlights were over and the men stood up and talked, and Sue cleared her throat.

“Juste a second, hon.”

It took five more minutes, and a few more throat clearings, before Gary finally followed her down the hallway.

“Geez, Sue. That was pretty rude.”

“What? Expecting to go home after the party?”

“What are my friends going to think with you being so…so pushy.”

“And what your friends think of me is important?”

“Geez, you’re really in a mood, aren’t you.”

She turned to him, stopped him by barring his way with her body, and studied his face.

He was a strong enough man, though not too tall. In fact, he was only an inch taller than her. His face was triangular and his eyes were chocolate. Sort of sexy. He wore his hair longish.

But…he had an attitude.

He had always had an attitude, and she thought again of what Rhonda had told her.

She smiled. “You’re right, dear. I’m a little tired and a little cranky. Let’s go home and you can lick my pussy for a while. That will relax me enough so I can go to sleep.”

His eyes opened a little wider and a sudden smile popped out.

Of course, she thought, they respond to sex. You could hit them on the head with a hammer, slap their dicks until they cried, but if you gave a hint of sex all was forgiven, and they just wanted to please.

“Now we’re talking. Come on, baby.”

He squired her now, opened the front door for her and ushered her through to the outside world.

He wanted something now. Just like Rhonda had said.

Never get mad, she had said. Just hint at sex and use them as you wish.

They walked out to the street and their SUV.

Gary even opened the door for her, and he had a bulge in his pants. The trick was going to be keeping him excited, and not letting him squirt.

A horny man is a compliant man,” Rhonda had said, smirking as her husband straightened up the chairs and tables on the far side of the pool.

Gary slid in behind the wheel, side glanced her, checking out her boobs even after a couple of years of marriage, and started the car.

Sue looked at herself in the mirror on the back of the passenger visor.

Blonde, blue eyes. A body was was in tremendous shape with big juggs and a tight waist.

She was a good looking woman. A beautiful woman. But she was not a happy woman, and that lack of happiness was wearing on her looks.

The truth of the matter was that she just didn’t feel appreciated by her husband. The bloom of married life had faded and he tended to ignore her, except for those weekend quickies.

It used to be he would spend an hour licking her whole body, and even cared about whether she had an orgasm.

Not now.

Now she was lucky if he slapped her ass when he was done.

“So you need a little loving,” he grinned at the road. He seemed to be driving just a wee bit faster than usual.

“No.”

“What?”

“I just need my pussy licked.”

She could see what he was thinking, and fucked.

“And what do I get out of this?”

“The pleasure of treating me right, of giving me pleasure.”

“But what about—“

“And that’s all.”

He was silent.

“Or we can just forget about it.”

He was stuck now. The hint had been given, she was horny, and he was thinking that once he had her naked he could convince her.

But Rhonda had said to hold firm, don’t let him.

Success depends on your ability to make him erect, and keep him erect. Once he wilts he no longer loves you.

“Well, uh…but I’m feeling a bit amorous…and, uh…”

She turned to him, placed her hand on his forearm. “Oh, honey, are you going to force me when I’m really not in the mood?”

“Uh, no, but I thought…”

He faded then, confused and unsure.

A few minutes after that he turned into their driveway and parked the car. She slipped her seatbelt and crawled over the console and squatted over his lap.

Sproing! She felt his boner poking through the material of his pants and her dress.

Damn! That was a good stiffie! But she remembered what Rhonda had told her and she was determined to make this work.

She kissed him. Hard. And lap danced him.

And kept kissing him, and didn’t do anything else, and didn’t let him do anything else.

He tried to touch her breasts but she grabbed his hands and kept them down.

And kissed him.

He was hot now. He was hot and he wanted to lay her down, spread her legs, and squirt.

No foreplay, no concern for her needs, just throw her down and use her for a quick spurt.

Nope. She wasn’t having any of that.

She pulled his door handle and crawled the rest of the way over him, through the door to stand on the driveway.

He hurried after her, following her up the walk.

“Hey?”

She stopped at the door and waited.

He tried to kiss her again, to feel her body, but she evaded him and his grasping hands.

This was the most affectionate he had been for months. No way she was going to let him off the hook. And that meant that she had to take charge and be in control of the situation.

“Open the door, honey,” she smiled, and there was a certain amount of deviousness in her expression.

He was horny. He complied.

She walked past him and down the hallway towards the bedroom.

He closed the door and followed.

Into the bedroom where she threw off her light jacket and turned to him. “Undress me.”

“What?”

“Undress me.”

“All right!” he lifted a foot and took off one of his shoes.

“Never mind.”

He stood there, shoe in one hand, and gawked. “Hey! What gives?”

She was unbuttoning her blouse. “I told you to undress me, and you started undressing yourself.”

“But…I thought…”

Her blouse was unbuttoned and her rather large boobs bulged between the front panels. She had worn a half bra and he licked his lips nervously. Anticipating, but not sure what he was anticipating.

“You thought you could knock off a quickie and leave me high and dry. Well, Gary, those days are gone.”

“But I didn’t…you…give me another chance.”

“I will. Tomorrow. Right now I’d like to go to sleep.”

“But…but…”

She tossed the blouse on the floor, then stepped out of her skirt and left that garment puddled on the floor.

“You want to hang those up?” she smiled at him, then she stepped into the bathroom.

Grumbling, he picked up her jacket, blouse and skirt and placed them over the back of her vanity chair.

In the bathroom Sue brushed her teeth and took off her make up. She didn’t take her bra and panties off.

Don’t let him see you completely naked. He’ll take that as a yes.

Gary entered the bathroom and she could feel his frustration. He was naked and his penis was standing out. Silly boy thought she would jump on him just because he had a boner.

“You should take a shower. You smell of the party.”

“What about you?”

“I’m going to take a shower right now.”

He grinned. He stepped into the shower and began soaping up.

Sue walked down the hallway to the guest room and the smaller shower. She took a robe and fresh underwear with her.

She showered, got sweet smelling, then dried off. She pulled on a pair of panties, not very sexy ones, and slipped into a large bra. It didn’t show much of her massive charms.

She walked back into the bedroom and Gary was in bed. Frowning.

“I thought you were going to take a shower?”

“I did. In the guest room.”

It was obvious where she had showered, but she knew that Gary wanted to talk. He was definitely frustrated.

“I thought you were going to shower with me.”

“And risk penetration by that monster cock of yours?”

He tried to keep the smile off his face.

“Sorry, but that’s just too scary.”

She took off her robe and he saw the sturdy bra and panties.

“What gives?”

“I just need more support. My breasts have been getting heavier. Have you noticed that? How big my tits are getting?” She held her hands under her tits and lifted.

They hadn’t been getting larger, but the idea was in his cranium now, and he would have sworn on a bible that her boobs were bigger.

And sexier. With stiffer nips.

“Yeah!” he drooled.

“Good.” She turned off the light and slipped under the covers.

“Aren’t you going to take that stuff off?”

“What stuff?”

“You know. That stuff you’re wearing.”

“What stuff are you referring to? Does it have a name?”

She sounded haughty, but she was holding in a grin. The doofus was too embarrassed to even call a bra a bra, or panties panties.

“You now. Your bra.”

“Oh, didn’t I just say I needed more support?”

“Well, yeah, but…while you’re sleeping?”

She turned to him, grabbed his penis, which was plenty hard, and smooched him a good one, then turned over and shoed him her back. “Good night.”

He spooned her. He rubbed his weenie in her crack, he kissed her neck and nuzzled her.

“Oh, did you want to give me a back rub?”

“Oh, uh…yeah.”

She pushed covers back and lay on her front.

He began by placing his hands on her flesh and gently rubbing, but within a minute he reached for her bra.

“No.”

He stopped, and she could almost feel him frowning.

“But, honey…”

“Are you done?”

“Well, but…”

“Good night, honey.”

And that was it.

Except a couple of hours later she rolled over and placed her hand on his groin.

He was asleep, but woke up quickly.

And erected quickly.

But she just snored lightly and didn’t respond when he whispered, except to roll on her side and remove her hand.

The sun lanced through the window and brightened up the room. It was another glorious day in paradise, and Sue stretched and…was near smothered by Gary’s body.

He must have been awake for some time. Heck, his boner must have been upright all night.

“Good morning, honey,” and she kissed him quick and hard and pushed away from him and got out of bed.

“Hey, baby, come on back to bed.”

She stood and looked down at him.

He was naked, on his side, his penis erect and pointing at her. A hopeful grin on his face.

“Lay on your back,” she commanded.

He did, and she took his tool in hand and began stroking.

“Oh, yeah.”

Shortly he was pumping his hips, trying to get more out of the handjob, trying to get himself off.

She slowed down her strokes, fondled his balls, gave his head a lick.

“Oh, yeah, almost…almost…”

But she went even slower.

His eyes took on a desperate look, his hips jerked harder.

She gripped him firmly and just held her hand still. She could feel his blood pulsing. She could feel his stiffness throbbing. She smiled and waited.

“Get…me…off…please!”

She leaned down and kissed him, but kept her hand motionless, controlled him completely.

Then she let go and grabbed her robe on the way out of the room. “Time for a little breakfast.”

He almost ran to catch up to her. He was naked, his cock bouncing with every step.

He was naked and he stared at her body, the robe held tightly closed.

“Oh, honey…”

She was at the fridge and he move up behind her, pushed his erection against her buns. It fit nicely.

She turned and handed him a bag of oranges. “Fresh squeezed.”

He took the bag, his mouth opening and closing.

She took out eggs and bacon and put them on the counter, then turned to him.

“Since you’re up…” she looked down at his groin with a smile, “why don’t you go ahead and fix breakfast. Let me get dressed.”

“But…but…”

But she was out of the room and he was left with a handful of oranges and bacon and eggs on the counter.

“And don’t forget the waffles,” she shouted back to him.

Gary was desperate. Funny thing was, just a couple of days before he had squirted his brains out. Usually it took him three or four. days to get wound up again, but Sue’s teasing had really done the job.

He was standing there, naked, boner city, and…and she had left him with the suggestion of a task.

But she usually fixed breakfast.

But she had told him to fix breakfast.

And sex, as it does in men, short circuited and rewired him.

Sighing, his penis touching the cool counter, he began to crack the eggs and lay strips of bacon in the pan.

She entered the kitchen and sat down at the table.

She was wearing short shorts which showed off her legs. She was wearing a dark blue sweat shirt cut off at the mid section. Her breasts pushed the material out and hid her while showing her off. Exposed the flesh of her belly, but not the swell of her breasts. Except in his imagination.

Don’t let him see the goodies, Rhonda had said. Let his imagination work.

In a way her advice sounded counter intuitive, but from the look in Gary’s eyes it was really working.

She began eating. “Good job, dear. Maybe have the syrup on the table before I get here. I shouldn’t have to wait.”

He stared at her. “What gives?”

“What gives what?” she smiled as she crunched down on a juicy bit of bacon.

“You’re acting funny. You’re teasing me, but…you’re cold.”

That was a funny one. She was cold, but he was hot. Could he really be so obtuse?

And, the answer, of course he could. A man thinking with his dick is always obtuse.

“I just like you like this.”

“Like what?”

“Erect, horny, your penis so big, your balls so full. I like you like this, and I think I’ll keep you like this.”

He blinked.

“You see, dear, you use to wine me and dine me. I was the most important thing in your universe. Now we’re married and you treat me like yesterday’s laundry.”

She sat back and pulled her shoulders back. Her breasts pushed the sweat shirt out. His eyes went down, then he jerked them back up.

“So from now on you’ll treat me right, and, by the way, you should do the laundry this morning. It really is piling up.”

“Now, hold on! This isn’t the way things are supposed to be?”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m the man! I go out and earn us a living. I expect to be treated better.”

Sue shook her head. “Stand up.”

Puzzled, he did, and, still naked, his boner poked out.

“Come here.”

He moved around the table and she gripped his weenie.

“Unh!” he grunted at the feel of her cool hand.

Her cool hand which became hotter and hotter as she moved it back and forth.

“I need you to understand something,” he nodded his head, and a bit of drool actually seeped from the corner of his mouth.

“I need you to understand that the home is my province. This is where I work, and what I say goes. You are in charge of going out and slaying the dragons, working, making sure the house is in good repair, that I have a new car for driving to the salon to have my nails done.”

Then she hit him with the mackerel right in the side of the face. “Would you like to get your nails done?”

She had a grip on him, and he jerked in surprise, no, shock, and stared at her.

She moved her hand harder, squeezed him, and his shock was distracted by his lust.

“We can do that, you know. Give you some beautiful, red nails. Long ones. So you can better give rub my body. After all, don’t you like it when I do this?” She ran his fingernails down the length of his erectness.

He shivered, and for a moment she was worried that she might have given him too much. His peeny jerked and twitched.

She grabbed his balls quickly and squeezed, hard, and the sudden move, a tiny bit of pain, was enough to forestall him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.

She held on for a moment, and when she was sure he wasn’t going to cum she let go of him.

He sagged, staggered to the side.

She ignored him and continued eating her bacon, bitting off the tips with her sharp, white incisors.

He managed to lower himself back down to his seat.

He stared at her, and she smiled at him.

“Now hurry up and finish your breakfast. It’s Saturday and I want to hit some garage sales.”

He hurried.

Gary was in a state of shock as he drove Sue through the neighborhood.

He was wearing shorts, and there was a distinct bulge in his pants.

Sue appreciated this, and when it started to go down she would lean across and pat his groin. “Up, puppy,” she would say, and Gary would groan, but not complain.

What man would ever complain about having their dick manipulated?

“That looks like a good one. Stop there.”

It was a house on a corner with a circular drive. Cars were parked on one side of the drive and tables filled the other side, and racks of clothes were set up in the garage.

Gary pulled over and they got out and sauntered up the drive.

He found some tools to look at, and she passed a couple of tables of toys and sports stuff and entered the garage.

Gary meandered along, checking out a rusty looking drill, thinking about whether it was worth it to clean it up. It look pretty old, but sometimes they didn’t make them like they used to.

He glanced up towards the garage.

Sue was holding a dress up on a hanger, in his direction. She looked at the dress, it was pink with little white bows, then at him, as if he was gauging whether it would fit.

What the fuck? He quickly looked away, stared at a box full of drill bits. He didn’t need any bits, but what the fuck was Sue thinking? This was getting embarrassing.

Unfortunately for him, his penis had surged and was filling his pants.

He forced himself to move on. He picked up a saw. It was in good condition, but he would have to sharpen the teeth, and…he glanced at the garage again.

Sue was holding up a..a bra! and looking at him.

She grinned and nodded.

Gary put the saw down and moved to another table. The sports stuff. Baseball cards, miniature cars, baseball gloves….

“Come on, honey. I’ve got all I need.”

She took his arm and led him down the driveway.

He didn't want to talk. He was embarrassed, and the way she had been acting.

“Why’s your dick so hard?” She asked as they got into the car.

“It’s not!”

She laughed, reached over and grabbed him. If this isn’t hard I’d like to see it when it is hard. I’d love for a big, old Shrek dick to tear me up.”

He started the car and mumbled.

“What was that?”

“What’s wrong with my dick? Why can’t I tear you up?”

“Oh, honey, it’s just that I haven’t made up my mind yet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m not sure if your dick is too small, or too large. When I figure it out…I’ll let you know.”

“Wait a minute! What does that mean? Too big or too small?”

“Well, when it’s soft, it’s too small. Can’t use that tiny, little thing. But when it’s big…it might hurt me. What did you think of that dress I held up?”

He was careful now. “It would look good on you.”

“But how would it look on you?”

“What? I don’t wear dresses!”

“But you should. They are much more comfortable, your legs are freer and it gives me better access to your dingus. And if you had some breasts to fill out that dress…wow!”

He stared at her and was aghast.

She just sat back and chuckled.

His driving, however, was now erratic, and she said, “Pull over under that tree.”

He did.

She got out and walked around the car and opened his door.

He got out, not understanding, and she got in.

“Hey! I’m driving.”

“No, your dick is driving, and it’s doing a poor job of it. Now get in the passenger side.”

“No! The man drives the car.”

She drove ten feet and stopped.

He was panicked ran to the side of the car. “Wait!”

“I can’t. There’s more garage sales out there. Now get in, or walk. It’s only a mile to home, and you need to lose those love handles!”

“Love handles!?”

She drove ten feet.

He hurried to the passenger side and got in. “I don’t have love handles!”

“Fasten your seat belt.” She laughed. “You’re in the hands of a female driver.”

He fastened, and she took off.

And so went the morning. Garage sale to yard sale, and even an estate sale.

Sue kept holding up dresses, short shorts, bras, female apparel that embarrassed him, even as it bonered him.

He asked her to stop it, and she merely said, “I’m going to need to order for you on Amazon.”

“What?”

“Well, you don’t like my choices, and you do need something a little new and pretty. Something you can take pride in when you clean the house.”

“I’m not cleaning the house.”

She stopped the car, turned to him, and once again placed her hand in his lap.

“You’re not?”

Sproing. It was already hard, but now it was really hard. So hard it hurt.

“Fuck,” he wheezed, bending a little at the waist to relieve the pressure.

“Honey, my house is big, and I have a lot to do, and you need to help me. And if you’re going to be doing women’s work, then you need to dress the part.”

“But I don’t want to do women’s work!” he protested.

She had a firm grip on him and she squeezed, palpated, and his penis just felt harder and harder.

“Of course you do. You like this, don’t you?”

“Unh…uh huh!”

“Then you like women’s work, because the more women’s work you do the more I’ll treat you like a man.”

It was a contradiction, and Gary should have seen through it, but he wasn’t in his right mind right then. He was in his lower mind.

Sue let go, smiled, and started the car again.

Gary sat in the passenger seat and wondered what the hell was going on.

Yesterday he had been cock of the walk. He had gone to a party acting like a man, but when he left his world had quickly come apart.

“You need to stop this,” he mumbled. But he ruined his declaration by immediately following up with: “I need to cum.”

There was no confusion as to which Sue was going to respond to. “Sorry, Gary. But because you have abused me with your attitudes, you are no longer allowed to abuse yourself.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means, dear hubby, that when you are in my house you are no longer allowed to play with yourself. Only I can play with you, and only when I feel like it. Now, if you want to go beat your meat on the street, go for it. But I’m not going to bail you out when you get caught masturbating in public.”

“I’m not going to jerk my dick in public!”

“Whew! That’s a relief,” she laughed.

“Oh, just knock it off,” he grumped.

She pulled the car over again. She faced him. “Gary, you’ve brought something up that should be taken seriously.”

His eyebrows dipped. One more thing in a day of madness.

“I know that men, when they don’t get their way, will jack off. Like spoiled, little boys they will pull out their penises and stroke them until they cum.”

He stared at her.

“I’m telling you right now that you are not allowed to do that.”

“I’ll do what I want,” he said sulkily.

“If you do then I will have to punish you.”

“You’re going to punish me?”

“It’s stick or carrots, Gary. You behave yourself and you’ll get lots of carrots.” She held his groin yet again, watched him as his penis took his breath away. “But if you abuse yourself I’ll do this.” She drew her fist back and punched him. Not hard, just hard enough.

“Oh, fuck!” he folded right over. He held his crotch and stared at her.

“Not only that, I will make you wear women’s clothes, make you wear a chastity tube, and you will have to earn your way back into my good graces…on your knees.”

She smiled, and started driving again.

Gary slowly straightened up. She hadn’t hurt him, but she had shocked him.

He stared out the window as the town passed by.

She was fucking serious. No, she wasn’t. Yes, she was. Oh, fuck! What was he supposed to think?

But when they got home it was even worse. It was worse than him getting punched in the nuts.

She parked the car and got out and strode up the walk. “Come along, Gary. And bring my goodies.”

He slowly got out of the car and picked up the stuff she had bought at the garage sales.

He went up the walk and through the open door, and she was waiting for him.

He was holding an armful of dresses and she pushed the door shut and grabbed him, yet again, by the crotch.

But this time she didn’t just squeeze him, or even punch him.

She unzipped him and his dick sprang out.

Smiling, “Don’t drop anything,” and she lowered to her knees and took him in her mouth.

Don’t drop anything? Oh, fuck! Her mouth was heaven! It was soft and wet and her tongue rasped against the under part of his glans.

She moved her mouth back and forth and his knees grew weak.

“Oh, fuck!” He felt it start, the big squirt, and he pushed, and…one drop…and she squeezed his cock.

“No!” he wailed, his hands full of clothes. “Let me cum!”

She held him until the urge waned, then she stood up and patted his cheek. “A taste of things to come.”

She walked away and left him sobbing.


Part Two

Gary staggered into the bedroom and dropped the goods from the garage sales on the bed.

Sue was sitting at her vanity table, freshening her lipstick. She smirked as she watched him in the mirror.

He looked like a man who had lost his best friend, and yet…he wasn’t unhappy.

He was desperate, but not unhappy.

And she knew he was right in the middle of the excitation phase of sex.

They get excited, and if you let them blow…it all goes away. You’ve got to keep them there. And whatever you do, you must catch them jacking off. It doesn’t matter if they make it, what matters is how you handle their crime.

Sue had stared at Rhonda. Sex was a crime? Well, it was if it was done without permission, or with no regard for your partner.

If he was living solo he could be forgiven. But if he was in a relationship then he had to take care of her property.

And that was how she had to view it: her property.

Gary sat on the bed and looked at nothing. His dick was still hanging out. It hadn’t gone down, not that she expected it to from one, single drop.

“Put that silly thing away,” she murmured, keeping a straight face.

He tucked his dick away, which was difficult because it was so hard.

She smiled, got up and patted his face again, and walked out.

She headed for the computer room and started doing research of teasing and denying men. There was an amazing amount of material on the subject, but she only read a little, then she stood up and tip toed back to the bedroom.

Rhonda had told her that once he was primed, if she mentioned masturbation it would put the thought in his head, and it would be as if he was compelled.

Sure enough, she heard the water running in the shower and she sidled up to the door.

She heard him pumping over the sound of the water, and she suddenly pulled the door open.

Gary froze. He was caught. He stood with one hand mid-pump, and stared at her.

“I told you,” she said, “Come see me. We have to talk.” She closed the door.

She wondered if he would complete the act as she walked down the hall.

Probably not. Right then he would be so embarrassed that he would go limp.

Maybe.

Well, it would be interesting to see.

She sat down in the living room and waited.

It took him five minutes to arrive. When he did his hair was wet and he was holding a bathrobe tightly. His cock was pushing the material out and she held in a smile.

“Hey!” he tried to speak, but she just glared at him.

“I didn’t…”

“And after I gave you relief.”

“But it was only a drop!”

If you were a real man it should have been enough.”

“I am a real man!”

“You’re a spoiled boy, and now you have to be punished.”

“I do not! My dick is my own!”

“Very well. You either submit to a punishment, or you go ahead and play with your dick.”

There was an ultimatum in her words, and he picked up on it. “And you’re saying you’re not.”

“And you can sleep in the guest room.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Then I will.”

He glared, but it was a weak glare.

“If you are going to waste your sperm, which is, I might add, community property, then you are hurting this marriage. We will sleep in different rooms, and conduct our separate lives, until you agree to be punished.”

Sue stood up and left the room.

It was icy in the house for a couple of days.

She was pretty sure he jacked off. Maybe a couple of times. But she was true to her word. When he got ready for bed she went down to the guest room and locked the door.

And she had second thoughts. She even gave Rhonda a call and discussed the situation.

Rhonda was so positive that she was doing the right thing that she held true to her course, and a week later Gary caved.

Only a week.

But for him…what a week!

He had been properly primed, jacking off wasn’t a good substitute for good sex, and it was so damned lonely in bed.

He’d toss and he’d turn. And think. and it was obvious that Sue was not going to give in.

And what kind of punishment was she going to do? As a woman she didn’t have the the strength, and she was too kind hearted to do anything.

So on a Monday morning, after a miserable weekend of sleeping alone, he confronted her in the kitchen.

She was pouring orange juice and he came in and asked, “What kind of punishment?”

She didn’t give any undue reaction. “Make breakfast and I’ll go get your panties.”

He blinked, and she headed for the bedroom.

But something inside him was stunned. Panties?

He started the breakfast, and she came back and handed him a pair of pink panties.

“They’re stretchy, and even have a little pouch for your dingus and dingleberries.”

He stared at her, the panties hanging off his finger. “Wear these.”

“Yep.”

“And that’s all?”

“Did you want more? I’ve got a matching bra that would look wonderful on you.”

“No! No!”

She smiled. She would have him in a bra soon enough.

“So go ahead. Get dressed. I’d like to watch.”

His face was bright red, he could feel the blood pounding in his cheeks, and he took off his pants, and his tighty whiteys, and pulled on the pink panties.

She was right. They were a little stretchy in the pouch, and she moved forward and pulled them snug, then held his penis.

He sighed. At last.

“They’re called sissy panties.”

He physically jerked.

“I’m not a sissy!”

“Of course not.” Not yet! “You’re just a fellow with a kink. Nothing wrong with that. They look really cute on you.”

“I don’t want to be ‘cute,’” he groused.

“A real man would love to be considered ‘cute.’” She kissed him before he could mount a response. And she stroked him. Rubbed him in his panties. Felt his full balls and palpated them.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. “When can we fuck?”

“Don’t be crude,” she laughed.

“When can we make love?”

“Just a drop.”

“What?”

“Right now…but just a drop.”

“But…you…it’s been…”

She put a finger on his lips to shush him. “I’m busy, I don’t feel like it, and maybe this is part of your punishment. So take it or leave it.”

She waited.

He didn’t stand a chance. He was so desperate. He whispered, “A drop.”

She dropped to her knees and pulled his panties down and sucked, and…he grunted, and…he start to…oh fuck!

One drop, and she clamped down on the base of his penis. She gripped it hard, and he cried out and wanted to let loose a flood.

But…one drop.

When his hips were done jerking and twitching, when his cock had stopped trying to shoot the juice, she let go.

He was blind with lust, but he heard her when she kissed him and said, “That was fun. But I want you to think of something.”

“What…what?” He was actually dizzy and looking around.

“While you’re at work…you’ll be rock hard. I want you to think of me, and…enjoy it.”

“Enjoy it?”

“Enjoy the feeling of sex.” Then she explained something that took him by surprise.

“All day long you’re going to be on edge, it will be like I’m sucking you when you’re sitting in a meeting, driving, talking to the secretaries. Enjoy it.”

“Enjoy it.”

And she punched it home with, “You have no other option.”

And it was true. How could he be miserable when he was all sexed up?

So all he could do, really, was just enjoy being hard.

Enjoy being a man.

A man with pink, sissy panties, but…still a man.

And the connection was made in his wobbling mind.

A real man could wear panties. Would wear panties because of the manly way they made him feel. The way they made his cock stand up. The way he wanted to squirt.

That was manly.

Even though he was a sissy.

As Sue had said, he was horny all day. He would stop to talk to one of the office girls and suddenly he would be aware of his cock, standing up just from him talking.

He had to take a walk in the equipment yard, and his dingus banged around inside his sissy panties. And it felt good.

He had to talk to customers, men with a few women, but it didn’t matter.

His cock was standing up no matter what, and he felt…good.

He felt like he was heated up, and the source of the heat was his cock…his wife’s actions and commands, and the day was very enjoyable.

“How’d it go?” asked Sue when he arrived home.

The smile on his face told her.

“It was good,” he understated.

She patted his front and told him to prepare dinner.

He actually started, then shrugged. He was feeling good, too good to argue. Besides, he might get another drop if he was a good boy.

The next morning Gary was making breakfast, without being told to, and Sue sauntered into the kitchen. She was wearing her tight robe, a half bra underneath, which enabled her nipples to press through the robe.

“What is this?”

“I think you know,” she said with a grin.

“I don’t think…I don’t have anything to be held up.”

“We can take care of that. I’ve got some hormones which should do you wonders. But, first things first…she tossed him the bra.

He stared at it.

“Do you need encouragement?”

“What kind of encouragement?” he raised his eyes from the bra to her.

“I think you know,” she said. “Mmm, you’re wearing your sissy panties.”

“You mean a drop.”

“Maybe two, if you’re really lucky.”

A week ago he would have laughed at the idea of squirting a mere drop. He was used to coming big. But now, his balls full and his imagination running wild…

“Well…”

“Tell you what. I’m going to start sucking, and you start putting on the bra. We’ll see where it goes.

She corkscrewed her knees down and knelt. She unzipped and brought his dingus into the light of day.

He watched as she opened her mouth and took him in, and she watched him, her big eyes waiting.

It felt so good, and he didn’t want it to stop. He took off his shirt, then his undershirt, and slipped his arms through the straps.

He tried to fasten the back, but lacked flexibility.

Sue stopped sucking for a moment, raised up and kissed him as she fastened his bra.

Then she lowered herself and began working him.

Gary was faint. The feeling of the bra hugging him, it was too much.

He saw his reflection in the kitchen window. He was flat, and the bra had no cups to speak of, probably As, maybe even a training bra, but…it was sexy.

To be confined, to see the grip of the bra on him, to feel his body held so firmly.

“UNH!” It caught him by surprise, but Sue was ready. She gripped him hard and he wiggled and struggled, couldn’t control his writhing.

One drop eked out, and his legs wanted to collapse.

A minute later he was back under control, the sperm in his tube going back to his balls.

Then Sue did it again. She sucked and brought him to a peak, and when he started to spew she clamped down, put the death grip on his penis, and only one drop came out.

One more drop.

When he was calmed down she stood up and pushed his hard dick into his pants. She was grinning. “Told you. Two drops.”

“But…”

“Don’t push it. This is good for you.”

“It is?”

“Do you have lots of extra energy at work.”

He had to admit he did.

“And is it fun to walk around all bonered up?”

Again, he nodded, though he was biting his lip.

“Then accept it. This is a higher form of sex…enjoy.”

She sent him off to work. Bulging, desperate, wearing panties and bra underneath his clothes.

All day long he was turned on. He could feel the bra straps tugging on his shoulders. his imagination was fired up and he kept seeing himself with a pair of big knockers.

He imagined himself as needing a bra, needing to keep his swollen chest under control.

And her words kept occurring to him. A high form of sex. It made him think. And since it was his lower brain that was doing the thinking they were happy thoughts.

Of course he couldn’t take off his jacket, but that was okay. The feel of it all, the idea that he had to wear a bra because he had tits, it was so amazing.

He really wished he had boobs.

“Honey! I’m home!”

“Well, look at Mr. Happy. I trust you had fun today?”

“Oh, Lord, yes.”

“Tell me.”

They sat on the couch he bubbled on about how it felt, how he was changed when talking to people, how he had a sexy secret, how he was so aware when he was talking to other people.

And how erect he was all day.

“Then you’re probably ready for the next step.”

“What next step?” Suddenly his heart was in his throat.

“I don’t know, haven't thought about it.” Of course, she had, but she wanted him involved in the decision making.

So they batted it around, and pretty quickly came up with garters and nylons.

“Okay,” he was having trouble breathing, he was so excited.

“But,” she pointed out, “you realize that we’ll have to paint your toenails.”

“What?”

Yet, he wasn’t averse to the idea, just…surprised. His world was changing and he was dealing with new ideas, concepts of him turning a bit pink.

“Honey,” he suddenly said. “Does this make me gay?”

“Only if you want men.But you might be turning into something else.”

“Like what?”

“Crossdresser?” She shrugged. “Transvestite.”

He didn’t say anything; he was deep in thought.

“What?”

He looked at her and took a deep breath. “Today I was day dreaming.”

“About?”

Another big breath, then he dove in. “About having breasts.”

She said nothing

“About what it would feel like to have things on my chest.”

“You realize, of course, that we can get you some tits.”

“What?”

“Sure. They have something called vacation boobs. We can give you any size tits you want. I would assume you don’t want them too big, not at first. Just try them out, see how they feel. Then, if you want them bigger, or more permanent, we can look at that.”

He was struck silent. He had no real thoughts, not any verbalization of the thought process. He just felt a huge swelling of heat in his chest.

His dick, of course, was hard. But it seemed like it was hard all the time now.

Sue could see the affect the idea was having on him. “But first, we should paint your toes and see you in a garter and nylons.”

After dinner she had him shave his legs, and groin, then sat him down and painted his toes.

He stared as she brushed on the bright red. His penis was dripping pre-cum, and she noticed and smiled.

And she thought: he wants boobs. This is better than I thought. Wait until Rhonda hears this.

When his toes were dry she helped him into a garter and nylons, and she could feel her own chest thudding with excitement. Seeing him, standing there in lingerie…she realized what a turn on it was.

She brushed his hair, made it more feminine. Trimmed it slightly, but not enough so he could’t go in to work as a male.

“Oh, my God,” he whispered, looking at himself in the wall mirror.

“Honey?”

He turned to her and she held up the golden tube. Lipstick.

“Come here.”

He stumbled as he crossed the room.

She stood up and painted his lips.

His cock was pushing his sissy panties out and it felt like his heart was going into arrhythmia.

He stood, feeling like arrhythmia was translating into a panic attack, and she got him a pair of high heels out of her closet.

He stepped into them and just stood there.

She lowered his panties and his boner stuck out, and it felt good.

“I think somebody needs to give me a drop.”

“Just one,” he said, gulping loudly.

She went to her knees and he watched her in the mirror. He watched how her red mouth engulfed his dong.

She snuck a side glance at him and smiled around his cock.

It didn’t take long. He had been so horny, the effects of being milked were accumulating.

“UNH!” He reached out to the wall and felt her hand close on him. She stood up and watched his face, watched him groan, watched the terrible pleasure course through him…and be denied.

God, this must be making him so horny!

Then: but he likes it!

She let go of him and he staggered back and sat on the bed.

I’m going to get him tits.

She smiled, and he grinned.

The next day he went to work wearing full female apparel underneath.

Sissy panties, bra, garter and nylons. His toes painted red.

And he dreamed of red lipstick and wished he could wear heels.

All day long he had a boner. It would disappear for a minute or two, then come raging back.

He was dripping now, and pretty constantly. Fortunately Sue had foreseen that, and had put a panty liner in his sissy panties.

Of course, by the time he was ready to go home that liner was soaked. He would have to bring a spare on the morrow.

That night they played dress up, and Sue let him see her masturbate.

“You’ve been masturbating this whole time?” he asked, surprise in his voice.

She lay on the bed, recovering her breath. “Oh, yes.”

“It seems sort of unfair.”

“Well, we could go back to the old put your dick in me and squirt method.”

He opened his mouth, shut it, then blurted. “No.”

She laughed and reached for his dick. “I didn’t think so,” and she took a drop from him.

The next couple of months were a blast of excitement. Gary wore his finery to work every day, and they collected all sorts of lingerie for him. He had matching bra and panty sets. He had items with considerations for his package. He even had a chastity tube, which he liked wearing, but not every day.

On the week ends they went full out. She did his fingernails. His hair grew longer and she styled it.

They even went out for a drive, walked through a park, hand in hand, and giggled when some kid called them lesbians.

No lesbian ever had a boner like his.

On a Monday, the first day of his vacation, he went to the doctor’s office. Sue went with him, and he was outfitted with a modest pair of boobs.

It was easy. The doctor simply injected a solution into his pectorals, around and around, then a final bit of solution underneath his nipples.

He came out of the office and now he needed a bra.

He also experienced the total turn on of his enlarged nipples rubbing against material.

Oh, Lord. That almost made him cum in his panties.

But he didn’t. He used self control and just stopped moving and focused on not letting the sperm shoot, and…he was okay.

“Oh, my God!” Sue blurted when he arrived home.

She reached out and fondled his breasts. She rubbed his nipples and giggled when his knees shook. She kissed him, then she kissed his nipples, and sucked on them.

“Careful,” he gasped. “I’m going to cum.”

“Wouldn’t you like to?”

He froze for a moment. Would he like to cum? There was a part of him that really wanted to. But now it was a small part of him. Most of him just wanted to experience the excitation of almost cumming.

He didn’t want to lose that feeling, especially as how it had been cultivated over a couple of months.

Sue watched him struggle with his thoughts. He’s almost ready.

Gary’s vacation went wonderfully. He spent it dressed up, fully made up, and walking around in heels.

Now that he had tits he also had a curious sense of confidence.

One morning he volunteered to go to the store.

Sue smiled, marveled at how he had changed, and patted his ass.

He came back, and had bought panty liners. That was something that, as a man, he never would have bought.

Now he was, and he had wandered through the make up section, and looked at some dresses on sale.

He wanted to  experience more.

Sue knew when it was time. Rhonda had said she would, she had said, You’ll have a feeling. An intuition. When it happens, don’t delay. He’s not going to be happy living in between. He needs to go all the way.

At the end of his first week of vacation Sue sat Gary down and explained the facts of life to him.

“Honey. I love the knew you, but you realize there’s one last thing you must do.”

He didn’t know, but the feelings he was having, he knew there was something he was missing.

“So she explained it to him.”

He listened, didn’t say anything, and when she was done he simply nodded his head.

He was ready to take the last step.

That night Sue helped him get ready. He was good at make up, but she made sure his face was perfect.

She styled his hair and pierced his ears and gave him some beautiful diamond danglies.

His nails were long and red.

His eyes fluttered, he was wearing his best lingerie, his heart was pounding like a sledge in his chest.

Sue prepared herself. She wasn’t so feminine in her preparations. She bound her breasts and wore simple pants and a tee shirt. She pulled her hair back and wore no make up.

He stared at her. Their roles were reverse and he had never felt such love in his heart.

Lastly, she fastened the harness around her hips and snapped a dildo into the socket.

It was a big one. Big veins. Big balls.

He stared at it, fascinated, and she came to him.

He was sitting on the side of the bed and she told him, “Suck, my love. Make it wet enough.”

He went to his knees in front of her, held the big, fake balls, and took as much as he could down his throat.

He was surprised that he could take so much, and he enjoyed the feel of his throat being made larger.

She moved his head back and forth and fucked his mouth, and she had never felt such a rush in her life.

This was not just sex, it was power.

This was not her lying down and taking it, this was her standing up and taking charge.

“Okay, honey. Turn around and bed over the bed.”

He rose and turned.

She moved against him, let him feel her big cock pressed between his buns. She felt his tits and rubbed his sensitive nipples, then she drew back and entered him.

“Oh…YES!”


Epilogue

After his vacation was over Gary went in and talked to his bosses.

“I’m transitioning.”

He didn’t ask, he told. He had that much confidence.

The bosses understood. Or maybe they just didn’t want a lawsuit. But, whatever, Gary began changing.

He received large breast implants. His hair grew long and he wore it feminine all the time.

He wore red fingernails in the open all the time, and his red toenails showed through the open toes of his high heels.

A few customers took note, but they didn’t care.

Most customers didn’t notice, and it was interesting to note that his sales went up.

Sue stayed home and relaxed. She didn’t do much housework, she didn’t do the cooking or the laundry.

She just took a drop or two every few days. That was enough to keep Gary happy.

But she was bored, and started wondering: Maybe I should take on a lover?

Heck, as long as she kept screwing Gary, and draining him of a drop or two here and there…why would he care?

She smiled, sipped a bit of bourbon and Coke, and thought about what Rhonda had told her so many months ago.

After you screw him you will own him. He owns you right now, and you live your life according to his lights. Once you screw him all of that is reversed, and you will find that your life has a new power to it.

She knew, now, that Rhonda was right.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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He inherited a treasure,

but it took feminization to find it!
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Doesn’t always happened that way, unfortunately, but we keep hoping.

In this story Tommy and his beautiful wife are good people. Tommy gets an inheritance, and they meet some bad people. Jack and Shiela.
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Part One

“So your grandfather was an inventor.”

“Yes he was.”

Tommy and Eva sat in a middle seat on the bus. Tommy was looking out at the passing countryside, counting cows and wondering what kind of thoughts the cows had.

He was handsome fellow, a little slender, but wiry. He had an oval face and dark brown hair that was cut a little long.

Eva was his height and about the same weight. She should have weighed less, being a slender girl, but she was blessed with big boobs.

“So what kind of things did he invent?”

“Oh, solar powered flashlights, screen doors for submarines, that sort of thing.”

Eva didn’t see the smile on Tommy’s face and she actually bought into it.

“Solar powered flashlights?” She tried to figure it out. “That doesn’t make much sense.” How could they—“

“But his biggest invention was a room stretcher. You could expand any room, just push the walls back.”

“But…” and she got it. “Oh, you idiot!” But she was laughing.

He chuckled. “Screen doors for submarines?”

She shoved his shoulder and then leaned against him.

“And now he’s gone.”

“He passed, but he had a long life. He made a lot of money off his inventions. He was happy.”

“That’s probably the most important thing.”

“He also inherited a lot of money. He inherited the house, and that was what enabled him to make inventions instead of going to work. But the inventions finally paid off”

“Is his money in a bank?”

“Nope. He didn’t believe in banks.”

“So it’s somewhere in the house?”

“Maybe. That’s the rumor, but…who knows.”

Behind Tommy and Eva a scrungy looking man and woman were sitting.

The man looked pretty shabby, and he didn’t smell all that good. The woman didn’t have much in the way of teeth and her skin was bad.

The man nudged the woman and nodded towards Tommy and Eva in the seat ahead of them.

Their ears now up, the scabby looking couple listened as Tommy and Eva made their plans.

“We can stay in the house, and we can search it. Maybe the money’s in a wall, or buried under a floorboard.”

“You think we’ll find it?”

“Sure. We’ll just take our time, it’s got to be there somewhere. But the real joy is going to be having our own house. It’s a big house, and we might have to do some fixing up, but…what the heck.”

“And if we find the money then we can spend our lives making inventions.”

Tommy laughed, and they rested against each other as the bus trundled down the road, and Tommy’s hand slid under Eva’s coat and she giggled.

Behind them Jack Harker nudged Shiela Ditzy.

She smiled, showing the gaps of missing teeth.

He nodded and whispered, “See if you can steal their luggage when they get off. I’ll get their attention.

She nodded.

Ten miles further down the road the bus pulled into the Femville bus station and people started getting out.

Jack stayed close to his marks, and when they had gotten their luggage from the bus and were standing and looking at a map he nodded at Shiela.

Shiela got ready and moved up behind them.

Jack stepped past them and pointed, “Look at that!”

Both Tommy and Eva raised their heads. “What?”

“Didn’t you see that guy? It looked like he had a gun! He was following a girl into the bathroom.”

Tommy was good about helping people, even if it was dangerous. “Stay here,” he blurted to Shiela, then he and Jack rushed into the bathroom.

The bathroom was old, and dirty, and they opened stall doors and checked everywhere.

“Where the heck could he have gone?” wondered Jack, trying to look innocent.

That was when Tommy started to notice the shabby appearance of the other man.

“Well, maybe he went somewhere else.”

“I’ll walk around the terminal and see if I see him again.”

Jack exited the bathroom and trotted to a corner, rounded it, and disappeared into the night.

Shiela was standing, waiting, and when Tommy made his appearance she hugged him. “Oh, thank goodness. Did you find anybody?”

“No, but…Oh, no!”

“What?”

“Our luggage! It’s gone!”

Sure enough, when Eva turned around their bags had disappeared.

A thorough search of the station didn’t find their bags, and there was no trace of the man who had lured Tommy into the bathroom.

“Damn!” groused Tommy. “I was only in the bathroom for a minute.”

“It’s my fault,” Eva was close to tears. “If I had been watching…”

“Nobody can blame you, honey. Thieves can be pretty slick.”

Saddened by their little adventure, but still filled with hope, they found an Uber and headed out for the mansion.

Tommy’s grandfather, Thomas Eugene Eddington, lived in the family mansion located on a thousand acres. The thousand acres were a big chunk on the side of a hill, with pasture at the bottom and thick woods at the top.

The mansion itself was three stories, had ten rooms and only two bathrooms. It was old, and before the bathrooms had been put in people had gone to the back house and read, and used, Sears catalogues.

For being old, it was built of rich, first growth wood. It was downright luxurious inside, with paneled walls in the big room, and lathed walls in the other rooms.

The floor was tight fitting oak with virtually no imperfections, and there were two massive fireplaces, one at each end of the big, front room.

“Wow,” Eva stared up at the tall ceilings, let her gaze track down over the pictures and the furniture, and finally to the. fireplace.

“It has heating, but the fireplaces work.”

“Good for Christmas and hot chocolate, “ agreed Eva.

They wandered through the first floor, inspected the kitchen, which was semi modern, and the back rooms, which were servant quarters. There was a parlor and a sun room connected, stairs to the basement, a door to the garage, which had originally held horses, and…it was truly magnificent.

As they headed up the stairs to the second floor Eva said, “I always thought it was going to be some old ramshackle place. But this is a palace.”

“I guess. I always remember it as a big playground. I figured out how to get in and out using the coal chute. There’s a window opening over the garage, and a tree next to the garage if I couldn’t get down to the basement. There was always a way to get out, to run away to the woods and pretend I was a pirate, hunt for frogs, or whatever.”

“Frogs? In the woods?”

“Big frogs. Man eating frogs. They lay in wait like alligators. they can jump twenty feet and land on your back. It was very dangerous out there.”

They chuckled and toured the rooms on the second floor. Mostly bedrooms, and often turned into other rooms. One held inventions. Weird things, like a guitar with coils instead of strings. A blender that moved very slowly, but above which was floating, with no visible support, a six inch cube.

Up to the third floor, and this was where Thomas must have done most of his living. A room with a big screen TV.

A room filled with computers and parts. And the master bedroom.

“Yippee!” cried Tommy, jumping up on the poster bed.

The mattress was thick and comfy, the posts were tall and thick, but a little worn at mattress level. There was a chest filled with clothes. Regular jeans and tee shirt stuff.

“He wasn’t much for going out,” observed Tommy.

“He had everything he needed right here.”

“Pretty much.”

Eva opened the closet and blinked. It was a whole ‘nother room.

Poles ran along the sides from which hung an endless array of dresses. Some modern, some old, but all very fancy.

At the far end of the room were two long chests. Under the dresses were rows of shoes, lots of high heels. On a shelf over the dresses were hats and wigs.

She walked to the dressers and opened them up.

Lingerie.

Some of the stuff was old, probably made in the last century. She picked up an actual ‘bullet bra.’ The cups big and pointy. She held it to her chest and giggled. “What do you think?” she whirled and Tommy laughed.

“Oh, baby. Put it on. Now!”

She quickly shed her jacket and shirt and bra. She had big knockers and they sagged for a moment, then she had the bra on.

Tommy’s eyes actually bulged a little. “Honey, what you do to me!”

“Oh, yeah?” She posed, a big grin on her face. She was quite delicious looking wearing only a bra and pants.

“Find the matching panties!”

They turned back to the dressers and opened drawers and took out the undergarments. It was a huge collection of sexy lingerie. Bras and panties and corsets, lots of corsets, and tummy shapers and nylons and all manner of items to make sexy the naked female form.

“Man, you’ve got enough stuff here to last you a hundred years.”

“I’ll say,” she twirled and danced and tried things on. Then she turned to him. “Go find his clothes. Let’s play dress up.”

Tommy darted out of the room. He was getting a little hot, his dick was standing up, and he was looking forward to a little fashion show.

He looked through the bedroom, and found, except for a couple of pairs of pants and shirts, and a single pair of athletic shoes, nothing.

He trotted down the hall to the next room. But that was the big TV.

He searched the rest of the rooms, and…nothing.

“Tommy? What’s taking so long?” Eva called out.

Tommy walked back into the closet. “That’s weird.”

“What’s weird?” She was wearing  a half bra, her nipples peeking over the top, very stiff, and a short skirt that showed off her thighs.

“I can’t find his clothes.”

“Oh, nonsense.”

“No, really. I’ve checked every room on this floor. Nothing.”

“Well, too bad for you, and just when I was feeling horny.”

“What does me wearing old clothes have to do with being horny?”

“Well, let me put it this way. My pussy is dripping, but you aren’t going to get any until you show up dressed as a manly man.”

“Oh, fuck!”

He checked every room on the third floor again, even going up a short circle of stairs to a turret.

Nothing.

He scoured the second floor.

Nope.

First floor.

He called up the stairs, “Eva! I haven't found anything!”

“Well, come back up then.”

He climbed the stairs, frowning, wondering, and back into the closet.

Eva was sitting on a short stool and trying on shoes.

“You know, the weird thing,” she murmured as he entered the little room, “Most of this stuff is the same size, barely too big for me.”

“That is weird. I wonder who he was seeing? I never heard of him having female friends.”

“So he was a hermit?”

“Pretty much. I stayed here for a couple of weeks every year, and in that whole time I don’t remember him leaving, except for shopping for food.”

“What about all the invention stuff?”

“He had a lot of deliveries. I remember watching him unpack things like oscillators and metal finders.”

“Well,” she looked around thoughtfully, “there’s got to be male clothes somewhere.”

“And we’ve got to find them. I’m getting desperate!”

“Oh, nonsense. You’re just being your normal horny self.”

“Well, could you get out of your finery and take pity on this poor, horny male?”

“Oh, I don’t know. But it is getting late.”

Tommy threw back the covers, “Come into my parlor…”

“You lusty, old goat.”

“Yeah,” he leered evilly.

She moved into him, kissed him, said, “Feel my body.”

He felt. He ran his hands over her bra and rubbed her nipples. He cupped her mons and squeezed and she groaned. He bent his head and took her nips in his mouth and sucked and used his tongue to bitch slap those little puppies.

That was all it took. Eva dragged him, backed up to the bed and laid back.

Unfortunately for him, she was wearing a corset. One that was one piece. It was old and once on the women couldn’t even pee without taking it off.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, trying to pull the stiff material to the side and put his penis in her.

She laughed. “Tickle me, Tommy Boy.”

He sucked her breasts, kissed her, and pressed with his fingers.

She moaned, and…came.

They lay in the bed. Him naked, her still in her corset and bra.

“Fuck, take that stuff off!”

“No,” she laughed. “You know how I like it when you’re horny. I’m going to be fully dressed for a while. But if you’re a good slave I might let you lick my toes.”

Tommy gave a heartfelt whimper, then just lay there, holding her, and sleep slowly came.

The house was silent. It had settled long ago, and there were no creaks or other settling sounds.

Tommy and Eva breathed softly, gave only the occasional gentle snore.

The front door opened and Jack crept in. He was dressed in black. His face was smeared with black camo paint.

Behind him, hesitant, Shiela entered.

“Man, what a place,” he muttered, looking up at the high chandeliers.

“Spooky,” Shiela whispered. “Come on, let’s go.”

“No.”

“What are you looking for?”

“I heard the kid say the old man had lots of money hidden in the house. We just need to find it.”

“Well, let’s come back in the daylight, when we can see.”

“Shut up. If we come in the daylight then they’ll see us.”

“I don’t know about this.”

“Shut up, and start looking.”

While Tommy and Eva slept a deep sleep upstairs the couple prowled through the big house.

Jack opened drawers and cupboards, he moved linen and glassware. He moved stealthily and quickly.

Shiela searched too, but haphazardly and without any real intent. She more marveled at the room and the furniture and the pictures on the walls than looked for money or any kind of valuables.

Jack was in the kitchen, searching, and Shiela walked too close to a table.

CRASH!

She knocked a vase onto the floor, and the sound was especially loud in the silence of the house.

She jumped back and stared down in horror.

Jack leaped out of the kitchen. “What did you do!?” he hissed.

“The vase!”

Upstairs Tommy sat upright. “I know where my grandfather’s clothes are!”

Downstairs, through the silence, Jack heard the murmur of Tommy blurting out his realization.

Tommy was unaware of Jack, but Jack grabbed Shiela’s hand and ran towards the front door. They went out the front door, slowing only for Jack to pushed the door shut gently, then they were running across the circle of driveway and across the field.

They were easily discernible in the moonlight, but nobody was watching.

Upstairs, Eva sat up. “What? What’s going on?”

Tommy laughed, turned to her. “I know where my grandfather’s clothes are!”

“At this time of the night?”

Tommy was not about to be dissuaded by a little thing like sleep. “Come on!”

He tugged Eva out of the big bed and ran into the closet.

It was dark, but there was a light switch and he turned it on.

They were surrounded by racks of dressers, high heels and wigs.

“What are you doing, Tommy?”

“This is it! This is my grandfather’s clothes!”

“But these are female clothes! These are…oh, my God! Do you think…”

“I do. He rarely left the house, he had no girlfriends, because he was…his own girlfriend!”

“He was a cross dresser?”

“Yes! Or why would he have so many female clothes? He’s even has a make up station in one of the rooms. He would wear these clothes…”

“That’s why they’re all in a large size!”

They stared at each other in stunned surprise.

“Oh, my God!”

Then they started laughing.

They talked for a while, slept for a while, then got up for an early breakfast.

“Your grandfather dresses like a girl,” she snickered.

“It makes sense, now that we’ve seen his clothes. But I never suspected, never had a clue. To me he was just a strange, old bird. Lots of fun, always joked with me, but…”

“But at night he was a fairy.”

They were both grinning.

“I can see him now, in my mind, dressing up, maybe turning a little music on, maybe sitting and watching porn on that big screen.”

“Masturbating, taking matters into his own hands.”

“Or hand, if he was small.”

They ate sausage and tatter tots and discussed, with lots of laughter, his grandfather. Then Eva dropped the bomb.

“Why don’t you do that?”

“What?”

“Dress up. Put on some lingerie. Your hair is long enough, I can style it, and I can help you put make up on.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Why not? It’s just good, clean fun!”

“What if I turn into a pervert or something? Would you like to be married to a pervert?”

“Sure.” Her answer was so quick that he blinked. “I mean, I’m a bit perverted. I like to suck your weenie then make you wait. I like to stick my finger up your butt, and you have to admit that that feels pretty good.”

“Uh…” He did like it, but to talk about it…that was embarrassing.

“Come on.”

“No.”

“Well, think about it. Promise me that you’ll think about it.”

He didn’t want to, because if he said he would he would. But…she was pretty insistent.

“I’ll suck your dick for a half hour.”

“And let me cum?”

“That’s up to you.”

“Yeah, but you control it, and you slow down if I get close.”

“Yeah, but a half hour? You should be able to put yourself over the edge with that amount of time.”

“How long has it been since I came?”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Three months,” he stated. “I count the days.”

“Really? Man, that is so cool. How many other women do you know who will play that game?”

“I want to cum.”

“Good,” she leaned forward a little smiled. “Because I’m going to drive you horny until you agree to a little dress up.

“Oh, crap!”

After breakfast she blew him for a while. True to her word, she brought him to the edge, then pulled back. And laughed.

“Damn it!” He muttered, his boner totally boned.

“Well, let’s go,” she stood up and headed for the closet.

He followed her in and watched as she got dressed.

She put on a bra with holes for the nipples. They really stood out, and she  was excited anyway, and he put his hand in his pants.

“Gonna jack off like a little boy now?” she teased him.

“No,” he pulled his hands out of his pants and looked embarrassed.

She wore a thong, just a little patch of a triangle, and high heels.

“That’s all you’re going to wear?” he asked, pushing his boner down with his hand.

“Yep. Like it?”

“Geez, you weren’t kidding when you said you were going to drive me crazy.”

“No, I wasn’t.” She pressed her lush body against his, and he wanted to just throw her down.

But he didn’t.

They went downstairs and decided to look for a place where Thomas might have hidden his wealth

And they found the broken vase.

“Huh! I didn’t notice this yesterday,” observed Tommy.

“Maybe your grandfather had a cat?”

“And now I’ve got a cat? I don’t think so. Besides, I didn’t see any food bowls, litter boxes, or scratch marks or anything.”

“Maybe it’s ghosts! Moo ha ha!” She was behind him and she goosed him a good one.

Tommy jumped, the turned to her. “Very funny.”

Tommy cleaned up the big pieces and Eva got a broom from the kitchen and swept. then they put their full attention on searching the house.

They opened drawers and cupboards, unaware that they were following in the footsteps of Jack and Shiela.

Tommy felt along the walls, looking for lines, imperfections, secret knobs or pulls.

Nothing.

They covered the big room, then went through the parlors and the kitchen.

They ended up on the back porch, sitting and sipping a beer and watching the forest a hundred yards behind the house.

“Why couldn’t he just put it in a bank or something?”

“Taxes. To prevent people from knowing. To stop any lawsuits. Who knows. Grandfather was a frugal sort, and he didn’t trust many people. In fact, I might have been the only one.”

“Have you thought about becoming my personal transvestite?”

“Eva!”

“I mean, why not? If it was good enough for your grandfather, maybe it’ll be good enough for you.”

“I’m not that sort of person!”

“Everybody is that sort of person, if they give themselves half a chance.”

“Everybody but me.”

“Pull down your pants and say that.”

He stared at her.

“I mean it. Keep drinking your beer and stand on this step below me. I feel like sucking that wonderful cock of yours.”

Even though Tommy knew she wasn’t going to let him cum, he couldn’t help himself.

He went in and got a fresh beer, icy cold, pulled down his fly and let his raging boner out, and stood on the step below where she sat.

The beer was cold and her mouth was hot. It wasn’t a minute and he was pumping his hips back and forth, trying to get more suck, trying to get over the hump and squirt.

But she kept slowing down. He gulped beer and prayed that she would increase the tempo.

She snaked a finger back between his legs and danced it over his rectum.

“Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.

She tickled and sucked, then drew her mouth back and inserted her finger.

“Oh…God!”

His legs were trembling and held to the rail to stop from falling.

She pulled her finger out and pushed her mouth on.

Pushed her finger in and drew her mouth back.

Pulled…pushed…and back and forth he went, caught between a finger and a mouth, but he couldn’t…he couldn’t…

Jack and Shiela were sitting on the ground in the forest. They were facing the back of the house and Jack peered through binoculars. “Holy fuck!” he blurted.

“What?”

“She’s sucking him at the same time she’s finger banging him!”

“Lemme see!”

Shiela peered through the binoculars and her mouth opened. “Wow! Look at her go!”

Jack took the binocs back and whispered, “Why don’t you do that to me?”

“Okay, stand up.”

Jack was trembling with desire now. He didn’t like to fuck Shiela face to face because, well, because she was a little ugly. So he usually did her doggy fashion.

Now she knelt in front of him and took him in her mouth.

“Oh, geez!” he cried out, feeling the sucking on his dick while he watched Tommy and Eva go at it.”

On the porch Eva was having fun. The desperate expression on Jack’s face. The way he was humping her face…and there was no way in the world she was going to let him shoot.

But Jack thought he could do it. He pumped and pumped, held her head and tried to get her to adjust her rhythm. But she just slowed down, or even bit him a little.

Damn! He wanted to cum so badly!

In the forest Jack yelped. “AIE!”

“What?” Shiela looked up at him.

“Your missing teeth! I got stuck in the gap and it hurt my skin!”

“Oh, sorry.” She moved to take him again, but he pulled back.

“Forget it.”

“You want to take me from the rear?”

“Not now,” he groused. “I’m out of the mood.”

He stared through the binocs again and sighed. Man, if he could only get a piece of that bitch on the porch. That Tommy guy must be cumming down her throat now!

“What was that?” asked Eva.

“What?”

“It sounded like somebody crying out.”

“I don’t care about that,” he was almost crying as he begged her, “Just let me get off!”

“Nah.” She pushed him away and sipped her beer. She looked at the forest and thought: What a lonely place. Probably nobody for a hundred miles.

After their almost completed blow job and liquid lunch, they hit the upstairs. They searched through the rooms. Tapping on the walls, trying to move any ornamental knobs or pieces of wood.

The walls were thick, there was no movement, no secret door. There was no beaten path that ended at a wall.

There was nothing but the sounds they made as they took the house apart.

From the forest Jack watched. He caught glimpses of them through the second floor windows. “Damn it! They’re looking in places we haven’t checked yet.”

“That’s okay,” said Shiela. “We can let them find it, then just take it away from them.”

Jack looked at her and tilted his head a little. Damn! She was right! But that didn’t mean he was going to stop looking. He wanted to find the loot before Tommy and his stupid bitch girlfriend did.

By nightfall they had searched the whole house. Everything. The whole third floor, and even the little turret.

“Well,” sighed Tommy resignedly, “Tomorrow we can search the garage.”

“Tomorrow you can dress up for me.”

“Hah!” he muttered.

They were sitting on the bed upstairs, relaxing and thinking and sharing a moment.

“Maybe only crossdressers can find the treasure.”

He looked at her and soughed. “Geez. You just don’t quit!”

She reached over and unzipped him. She pulled him out and stroked him. “Honey, you’re fighting it. Yet when I talk about it you’re all bonered up. Why don’t you just give up and do it.”

Tommy lay there and felt her wonderful hand going up and down. His balls felt full. He was so horny he was ready to cry. And he surprised himself when he blurted: “Okay.”

Eva turned her head to him and grinned. “Really?”

“Hey, there’s nobody out here but us chickens, and I’m tired of fighting. Maybe if I do this you’ll back off.”

“You keep thinking that, boner boy.”

She pulled him off the bed and tugged him towards the closet.

Tommy went, and cringed inside, but…she was dragging him by his dick, and that was a sizable argument in itself.

Into the closet, and she began selecting items. She chose a bra that had a couple of inset foam boobs. She picked a corset that would pinch his waist down. Not that he had that much of a waist, but…

She selected nylons and high heels and…man, this was great!

Tommy watched in dismay. Yet, there was a growing excitement in him. Dress like a girl? Hmm. Why was his dick so hard?

“Okay, put these…no. Go take a shower and use my Nair.”

“Really?”

“Really. Now come on. Hurry up.”

Tommy didn’t hurry, but the way Eva was pushing him he was getting it done.

Fifteen minutes and he was shed of hair. Except for his long head hair, he was bare.

“Ooh, I like it!” Eva ran her hands over his body.

She put the bra on him, and he had to admit it was a kick seeing boobs poking out on his chest.

The corset fit, but just barely, and Tommy had to hold his breath and struggle to breath as Eva tightened it.

She rolled up the nylons and put him in high heels.

He stood there, in female lingerie, with a big dick poking out.

He thought it was funny, kinky, but funny. And sort of a turn on.

Eva thought it was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen.

She moved him into the room with the vanity table in it and began preparing his face. She cleansed it and primed it, and gushed over him.

“You’re going to be so pretty! No, not pretty. Beautiful!”

Jack stared in the mirror as his face transformed.

It was dusk, would be total dark in a few minutes, and Jack couldn’t contain himself.

“I’m going in.”

“It’s still light out.”

“Doesn’t matter. A minute and it’ll be dark. “I’m going in.”

Shiela shrugged. Well, wherever her man went…she went.

Upstairs Eva put on the foundation, then added the color of blush. Tommy’s face changed, became softer, more feminine.

She plucked his eyebrows and added shadow and mascara. In the light of the vanity table Tommy’s face looked distinctly feminine.

She colored his lips, and Tommy suddenly realized that his heart was pounding. This thing, getting all feminized…it was really…sexy!

Jack was arrogant. He thought he was the best thief in the world. Nobody could hold a candle to him. He could sneak in and out and nobody would ever see him.

He crept to the back door and pulled the screen door open. He walked across the kitchen, Shiela behind him, worrying. “We’re going to get caught! We’re going to—“

“Shut up!” he hissed.

The downstairs had no lights on. The only lights in the whole house were two rooms on the third floor.

Heck, even if they saw him, he would be down the stairs and out the door before they could catch him.

Not that he would run. He was here for the money. He felt the weight of the .38 in his pocket and smiled.

They’d see who all that money belonged to!

Jack crept up the steps, stopping to listen, being careful of creaks.

Eva prepared Tommy’s fingernails. She pushed the cuticles back and trimmed them neatly, and selected fakes that would give him an extra quarter inch of nail.

Long enough to be awkward, not so long he couldn’t function.

She kept looking up at his face.

He was staring at himself intently, and she couldn’t believe how hot she was.

Not just hot, but wet. Her pussy was literally dripping.

Who would have ever thought that dressing. man up, making him into a woman, would do this to her.

But it did, and she glued his nails on, one at a time, and marveled at how sexy his hands were becoming.

Jack reached the third floor and paused.

He listened.

Tommy and Eva were just down the hallway, doing something in a room.

They spoke, occasionally, but he couldn’t make anything out.

Damn! He wished this was over! He wanted to get the loot and head on out.

Lift and run, that was his motto. Lift and run.

Tommy’s nails were beautiful. His hands were already a bit feminine, but now they were extremely feminine, the red nails stretching out like little daggers.

He looked at them, turned his hand this way and that, and just as Eva pressed the last nail on his other hand he saw it.

It was a little booklet in the back of the drawer in the vanity table.

The drawer was open because Eva had needed to get out a pair of scissors. The book was just barely visible. A little cowhide thing, like a journal, but small.

“What’s this?” Tommy blurted.

Jack heard Tommy say ‘What’s this?’ And he froze. What it was, it sounded exciting.

Tommy took out the little booklet. his fingernails made it awkward, but he opened it.

Writing on the first page.

Tommy Boy…

If it’s treasure you seek

you must know where to peek.

Simply go to where the shadows aren’t weak

push and it will squeak.

Thomas

“Oh, my God! You found it!”

In the hallway Jack was creeping to the door. He had his gun in his hand, and Shiela was trying to pull him back.

He shrugged her off and prepared to leap into the room.

He would get the money, shoot them if he had to, and—

“But what does it mean?”

“It’s a hidden code of some sort.”

“Can you figure it out?”

“Maybe. Given enough time…but…I don’t know.”

In the hallway Jack backed up.

To the stairs, then he descended, Shiela trailing behind.

Through the big room, the kitchen, and out the door.

They had sleeping bags in the forest, and they would wait.

Wait until Tommy had solved whatever the mystery was.

They were this close!

Upstairs, Tommy read the little scribble again and again.

There was no other writing in the little book. Juste blank pages.

And the little poem talked about treasure, so this had to be it!

If he could figure it out.

After a long time of just sitting and staring at the message and thinking, he turned to Eva. “Will you let me cum now?”

“Not on your life,” Eva laughed. “I only let rich men cum.”

They both laughed.

They were that close!


Part Two

“Wear this,” Eva said, and handed Tommy a bra and panties, nylons and a garter. She made up his face and put him in high heels.

Tommy found that he liked it. It had only taken one time, and now he was a real, live transvestite. A crossdresser.

And he kept thinking about the fake boobs in his bra. What if they were real?

And…what if they were real!

Was he turning into a lady boy? Or a shemale? Or something?

“I don’t see why I have to dress like this to search for my grandfather’s money.”

“You’re paying homage to your grandfather. He probably hid the money dressed like you are, so you should be dressed like him when you find it. Besides, maybe it will make your mind work like his a little bit, enough to find the treasure.”

But he really wasn’t complaining. He had the biggest boner he had ever had! They went down for breakfast, and by the time he reached the bottom of the stairs he had taken off his panties and let his cock shoot out, perfectly framed by his garters.

They made breakfast and Eva kept looking at him, and she couldn’t keep her hands off him.

“You are the sexiest thing I have ever seen!”

He had to grin at that. Who doesn’t like a compliment?

He had wanted to start looking for the place where the shadows squeaked the night before, when they found the little message, but Eva pointed out that there were too many shadows in the night, they should start during the day when shadows were more obvious.

They began at the top and worked down, and that for the simple reason that the top receives more sun than the bottom. At least, that was the reasoning.

From the woods Jacks watched the house with a frown. All night long he had debated whether he should just go in and take the clue and find the treasure himself.

But maybe there was something in the code that only a family member would know. So he sat amongst the trees and watched the house and let his mind chew him up.

“I gotta get it,” he kept repeating. “I gotta get it.”

Shiela just slept.

He looked at her and sneered. Damn woman wasn’t much use for this kind of stuff. The only reason he brought her along was for the sex, and that had sure turned out to be a bust.

He looked down at his scored weenie sadly. She had actually drawn blood with the gap in her teeth.

Damn!

Tommy stood in the turret and held a flashlight. He turned slowly and looked at the walls. He searched for nooks and crannies, any place where the sun didn’t shine.

“Shadows…shadows…” his brow was furrowed in concentration.

Eva turned with him, staying out of the beam of light lest she cast her own shadow.

They looked at the floor, up at the beams in the little ceiling.

Nothing.

Down the stairs they went, looking at every step, looking for a shadow under the lip of the step that might be a trick catch.

Nothing.

They began going through the master bedroom, moving furniture and peering wherever light didn’t strike.

They went into the closet, moving all the dresses and things.

Is where a box touches a wall considered a shadow?” asked Eva. “After all, light doesn’t get back there.”

“I don’t think so.”

But they kept moving boxes and wigs and shoes and whatever. This close, they had to be thorough.

Down the hallway they went, through each bedroom. Moving furniture and electronic gear, looking inside the back of the TV, inside cabinets holding electrical equipment.

Down the stairs, feeling everything, tapping on everything, but mostly just looking for shadows.

Being in a shadow was the clue, but they couldn’t stop themselves from examining simply everything.

Noon, and Jack was walking back and forth under the trees. Mumbling. Pissed off. Second guessing himself.

“I should have done it last night,” he muttered over and over. “I should have just gone in and tied them up and…I should have…”

Over and over.

Shiela was awake, and she kept whining, “I’m hungry!”

“Eat some crackers,” he snapped at her. “You brought a box of crackers.”

“You ate those last night!” Her voice was high pitched and not very pleasant.

Damn nag.

He stopped his stalking and stared at the house. He hadn’t seen much motion, just the occasional passing of a body by a window, and that was pretty infrequent.

What were they doing?

They better be getting his treasure. He wanted that damn treasure, and if he didn’t get it pretty soon he was going to have to go in and take it!

They were through the second floor. All the rooms. All the ‘shadows.’ Everything. Nothing.

They sat on the steps and looked out over the big room. Eva repeated the refrain.

Tommy Boy…

If it’s treasure you seek

you must know where to peek.

Simply go to where the shadows aren’t weak

push and it will squeak.

Thomas

“Go where the shadows aren’t weak. What does that mean?”

“Search when it’s dark? Look up a chimney?”

Eva chuckled. “Look up a chimney. That’s a good one.”

“Hey, grandfather was an eccentric fellow. He might have made the chimney of gold bricks.”

They looked at each other in surprise. It was so stupid it could be.

They ran down the stairs and Tommy crawled into the big fireplace. It was huge inside it, fireplaces were the main sources of heat in olden times, and Tommy could actually stand up.

He shone the flashlight about. He scratched the bricks with a quarter he had in his pocket. His pretty lingerie got all dirty.

“Nothing,” he said, and he crawled out.

Eva giggled. “You’re a filthy, little girl.”

“Yeah,” he said sadly, then he trotted across the room to the other fireplace.

After that fireplace panned out they took a break. Tommy changed his lingerie, put on a lavender bra and changed his garter and nylons.

He couldn’t believe how cool it was to prance around in female finery and have his dick sticking out.

Which dick Eva was constantly playing with.

“God, you are so hot!”

“Make me cum!”

“No chance!”

She pushed him back on the bed and squatted over him, then she moved back and forth, rubbing the head of his dick with her snatch.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined.

“Get me off,” she commanded.

Tommy went to town. He was so horny he couldn’t stop himself. He was dripping all over the place, and like foolish men everywhere, maybe if he got her off good enough she would take pity on him.

He used his mouth, licking and sucking and titillating her moist private parts.

He used his fingers, rubbing and poking and reaming her juicy hole.

He tried to use his dick, but she kept giggling out and laughing at him. “None of that my little Boner Bozo.”

In the end, however, she didn’t take any mercy on him.

Instead, she teased him more. “I’m going to keep you like this forever,” she whispered in his ear as she rubbed her breasts against his fake tits.

“Oh, geez, lady. I’m so desperate, but why does that excite me! I want to squirt!”

She got off the bed and looked down at him. “You’re dripping.”

“What do you expect?”

“I don’t want you dripping on the wood floor.”

“Grandfather probably dripped plenty.”

“Nope. He didn’t.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I found his condoms.”

She rolled over to the side table and opened a drawer. In a second she was ripping open a foil packet.

“What do I need that for?”

“So you don’t drip.”

“But—“

“Take it like a woman.”

“What does that mean?”

“Women have to wear liners and pads and push little rolls of cotton up their vaginas. All so we don’t make a mess. It’s only fair that you do the same, in a manner of speaking, so you don’t make a mess.

She unrolled it up his shaft and he stared down at the latex gripping his peeny.

It felt cool. Cool and kinky, and he looked up at her.

She was grinning.

“Now we’re talking. Now it’s going to be like a hand is holding all the time.”

“But it’s tight!”

“Good. It’ll help stop you from having any accidents.” With that last word she bent down and started sucking on him, and she stuck her finger up his backside and wiggled it.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned.

“Maybe I can get a drop out of you. They say if you press the prostate hard enough it will cause you to leak. Would you like to spring a leak down in your pee pee?”

“You’re gross!”

But a minute later he actually felt like he was peeing, and a little glob of slime filled his rubber.

“Oh, my God!” he gasped, and she chortled wildly.

“I knew it! Oh, this is going to be fun! I can keep you hard forever, and yet drain you so you don’t ever get backed up!”

“Fun? This is fun?” But, in his heart of hearts, it was. It was the most fun sex had ever been for him.

In the woods Jack pulled a condom over his cock. It was used, but that was okay. Anything to protect him from his skanky girlfriend.

Shiela looked up at him and grinned her toothy toothless grin. “I knew it. You’re too horny!”

He bent her over a log and shoved into her.

It hurt. But he was kind of a rough, old cob, wanted his pleasure, and be damned how much it hurt.

A few pumps and he squirted.

When he pulled his dick out there was white mixed with red in the rubber. The scratch she had given his penis with her teeth had opened up.

Damn bitch,” he muttered. If she had had all her teeth this wouldn't have happened.

They went downstairs, wearing sexy lingerie and laughing and giggling, and had a sandwich, then started searching again.

They went through the ground floor thoroughly, shining the flashlight, knocking on every part of all the walls. They examined lamps and the cushions in the couches, and even pondered over what the silverware was made of.

They stepped out on the back porch and cracked open a couple of beers.

They sat on the back steps and sipped and enjoyed the warm sun. Eva kept glancing at the big boner sticking out of Tommy’s groin.

The condom squeezed it and made the veins stand out even more than normal.

Damn! she thought. Makes me want to fuck him!

But she didn’t dare. To let him cum now would undo all her work. She was wondering how long she could keep him like this. He was so excited, and he was more polite and he really seemed to like it.

But it had to be rough on him. Or was it?

In the woods Jack’s eyes bulged as he peered through the binocs.

The dude had left and there were two women on the back steps. Then he blinked and physically jerked in surprise.

One of the women, a really stacked one…had a dick!

Dude looked like a lady! he thought, his mind mimicking that old song.

His penis popped up in his pants. Damn! He had never had one of those trans people, guys, whatever they called them, but this one was pretty damned sexy!

Made his dick hurt all over again. The scab broke and he felt a little wetness down there.

Fucking bitch! he glanced at Sheila, who was sitting on a root and biting her nails with her yellow teeth.

Looking back at the porch, studying the fine lines of the two ladies, or lady and a half, or whatever, he knew he was going to have to make his move. He not only wanted the treasure, he wanted to find out what the big deal about trannies was.

He had known trannies in prison, but had never sampled them. It seemed sort of gay.

But the half and half guy, or girl, or whatever he or she was, was different. She was beautiful!

And he kept staring at Tommy’s big cock.

“I don’t get it,” mused Tommy. “We’ve searched everywhere.”

“Not everywhere, or we would have found this mysterious squeaking shadow or whatever.”

He nodded. He ticked off where they had searched on his fingers. “Top floor, second floor, ground floor. All that’s left is the garage. And that’s nothing but a revamped stable. Lots of shadows, but…it’s just not right.

Eva sipped and stared out at the woods. She thought she had seen some motion out there. Probably a deer. She remarked, offhandedly, “Didn’t you say there was a basement?”

Bing! It hit them. Their hands swiveled towards one another. Their eyes widened.

“The basement.”

“There’s going to be lots of shadows there.”

“A perfect place for hiding something!”

In the woods Jack observed their excitement. His grip on the binocs tightened. They had figured something out. It was obvious. He watched as they stood up and hugged each other.

Their breasts, his penis, the girl had to have a pretty juicy pussy, too. Juicier than Shiela’s and that was for sure.

He began walking across the field towards the house.

He had had enough. If they hadn’t found the treasure then he would just take over and find it for them. And they could lay in a closet, all tied up, while he went out and spent his money.

“Hey! Where are you going?”

He ignored her and stomped across the field. He was going to get his money, and maybe something else!

The door to the basement had a lock on it, and the lock was shiny and in good condition. This tended to back up their idea of where the money was. After all, why lock an empty basement?

Unfortunately they didn’t have a key, so Tommy found a screwdriver and unscrewed the plate and the lock fell loose.

The basement was definitely the place of shadows. There was, except for a couple of small windows, no source of light in the basement.

Tommy led the way with his flashlight, and they began scouring the basement.

“Man, it’s like a dungeon down here.” He shone the light along one wall, up and down, back and forth, looking at the stones and the beams and the hand poured cement that was the floor.”

“What was that?” asked Eva.

They stopped and listened.

“I didn’t hear anything.”

“It sounded like the door.”

“We’re the only ones here.” He kept moving, going along another wall, looking for nooks and crannies hidden in shadows.

But everything was a shadow!

Upstairs Jack stood at the door and listened. They were still looking, but it sounded like they were on the track of the treasure. He would wait just a half minute longer, then…

“What are you waiting for?” whined Shiela.

“Shhh!” he hissed.

From downstairs. “I swear I could hear something…”

Then Tommy’s excited voice, “The door to the coal room!”

Jack gripped the frame of the door and listened hard.

Downstairs Tommy stared at the coal room. The big, iron door was closed. He gripped the handle and pulled.

SCREEEEE! The iron door scraped on the old cement floor.

Tommy and Eva stared at each other excitedly.

They entered the coal room and inspected every nook and cranny.

Nothing.

Nothing but coal dust and darkness.

“There’s something wrong,” said Tommy.

“We followed the directions. The shadows aren’t weak. The door squeaks when we push it!”

That was when it hit Tommy, and he started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?”

“It’s just that we—“

“HANDS UP!”

They spun and stared at the door.

Jack stood, his gun in his hand.

“Where’s the treasure?”

Tommy might have been a newly converted transvestite, but he wasn’t dumb. He pushed Eva one way, went the other way, and flicked off the flashlight.

BANG!

The flash of the explosion showed Eva against a wall, but starting to move.

Tommy was moving through the darkness. He knew the basement, and he was going to get to Jack before Jack could shoot him!

SCREEEEEE!

Jack pushed the door shut.

BANG! The door slammed and Jack held it shut. “Get me a stick or something,” he snarled to Shiela.

“But I can’t see anything!” she whined.

“SO WHAT! GET ME A STICK!”

Tommy had turned the flashlight back on and was pounding on the door.

“SHUT UP!” yelled Jack.

There was a tiny bit of light coming from the two little windows, and from the open doorway to the kitchen. Shiela moved around, stumbled and staggered, and by the stairs she fond a broom. She fumbled her way back and Jack took the broom stick and shoved it into the hand pull and an opening in the stone wall.

Inside the coal room Jack grabbed Eva’s hand and pulled her towards the back of the room.

“What are we doing?”

“Quiet now. We‘re going to outflank them.”

Jack crawled up the coal chute, pushed open the metal door and crawled into the sunlight.

He was a mess. Crawling through the coal dust he and Eva were blackened. They looked at each other, and in spite of the situation, they giggled.

“Come on,” Tommy pulled her hand and they ran around to the back door, up the stairs, and into the kitchen.

“What are we going to do?”

“Listen,” Tommy said. He took a place next to the door and listened.

“But how are we going to find the money?” The woman had a scratchy voice.

“I’ll figure it out. For now, just shut up and let me think.”

They were crossing the basement floor, almost to the stairs.

Eva’s eyes were wide.

Jack looked around, saw a heavy, iron frying pan and picked it up.

“But what are we going to do about those two girls?”

“I said, shut your mouth. I’m thinking. i want to let those two cool off for a while, and then…”

The creak of the stairs, the sound of their feet on wood.

“But I don’t understand what we’re going to do? How can we find the gold, or whatever it is, if we keep them locked up?”

“I said—“

The woman had distracted the man just enough, and when his face appeared Jack swung the frying pan with all his might.

PANK! With a slight echoing sound.

Jack didn’t have a chance. He spun into Shiela and his finger closed on the trigger.

BANG!

The woman gasped, and they both fell down the stairs. Their bodies tumbled into the darkness, arms and legs pinwheeling.

Eva held a hand to her mouth, her eyes were wide.

Tommy looked down the stairs.

Jack and Shiela were laying in a heap.

Jack’s face was smushed, but that had not killed him. His neck was bent at an odd angle; the fall down the stairs had killed him.

Shiela was crying softly. The bullet had hit her in the leg, in the femoral artery, and she was bleeding out.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry…and after a few more apologies her voice just whistled away.

“Oh, God!” Eva stared down the stairs.

Jack toted the bodies into the forest and buried them.

“What about the police?” asked Eva.

“We get arrested. They search the house, and maybe there goes our money.”

“But won’t we get in trouble?”

“I have never seen anybody in the woods. Ever. I bury them deep, we should be fine.

Still, he and Eva were glum. Killing two people, even though they were scum, did not leave one feeling cheerful.

“Where do you think they came from?”

“I think the guy was at the bus station. Probably heard me talking.”

After the bodies were buried Jack came back to the house. Now he was not only coal dirty, he was covered with blood from the girl and dirty from digging graves.

He sighed and sat down outside. It was late afternoon and they had been through so much.

Eva handed him a beer. “You aren’t so sexy,” she muttered, sitting down next to him. “Your dick isn’t even hard.”

“It will be, once we get over this.”

“I know.”

They stared at the forest, now the covering for two unfortunate souls, and thought about mortality.

Finally, Tommy said, “Okay. One last thing to do.”

“What’s that?” Eva went and got two more beers. The beer was helping them recover.

“It’s what you said just before…before…”

“What’d I say?”

“You said we had done everything right. We found where the shadows weren’t weak, and if we push it will squeak.”

“Yes?” Her face showed her puzzlement.

“That’s just it. When we opened the door we weren’t pushing, we were pulling.”

It took a second, but Eva got it. “We need to close that door, not open it!”

“Grandfather was pretty specific in instructions. If he meant pull he would have said pull, but he said push.”

“Let’s go,” Eva leaped to her feet.

They headed down into the darkness again and went straight to the coal room door.

It was closed, and Tommy pulled it open. SCREEEE!

Then he pushed it closed. SCREEEE!

He shone the flashlight on the area behind the door.

“The shadow of a door in a dark room. That’s where the shadows aren’t weak,” he mumbled.

It was obvious, now that they knew they were in the right spot. There was a door cut in the stone wall. It had been finely cut, and there wasn’t much of a line, but one of the stones pushed in and enabled Tommy to get a grip

He pulled. SCREEEEE!

Now they laughed, and stepped into a secret room.

There was a light switch next to the door and Eva clicked it. The room lit up, and it was a whole second basement, but this basement was filled with BDSM equipment.

There were whips and chains, horses to bind people over, a St. Andrew’s Cross, chairs with spikes in them, weird shaped cages to hold people in weird positions.

Though it was made of old stone, it had modern conveniences, like electricity, plumbing, and a wet bar.

“Oh, my God!” Tommy murmured as they walked through the place, touching the furniture, marveling at the secret life of Thomas Eugene Eddington.

“He was a kinky, old guy!”

“That he was!”

“I can’t wait to try it out!”

Then, at the end of the room, sitting on a rickety table was his grandfather’s money, his inheritance.

Several gold bars. Bags of coins. Stacks of currency.

Against the wall next to the table were leaned paintings. Old paintings. Classic paintings, doubtless worth millions.

Tommy and Eva stood there in awe and just stared.

Then Eva reached out and grabbed his penis.

Tommy noticed, of course, and he sighed as she stroked him.

Faster and faster.

Then he felt the trigger within, and the semen started shooting up his tube.

“You’re not…you’re not…” he gasped.

“No,” Eva whispered, turning and watching the pleasure wash across his face.

He spurted. And he spurted a lot. He spurted so much and his knees got so weak that she had to hold him up.

“But…but…”

“Don’t worry, honey, you’ll be horny again in no time.”

She smiled and he started to grin.


Epilogue

They took a long shower, laughed and soaped each other, and got dressed again.

Once again, he was female. Except for the big cock which was temporarily limp.

They went down to the basement to take an inventory of their new found wealth, and there they found the letter.

Tommy opened it, knowing it was probably the last communication he would ever get from his grandfather.

Next to the letter were several objects, and Eva examined these.

Dear Tommy

I leave you my wealth

knowing that you will use it wisely.

My secret for becoming rich,

richer than my own inheritance,

was that I always used the three objects

you found next to this letter.

I love you, Grandson.

Always yours…

Thomas Eddington

Tommy had a tear in his eyes, and his vision was slightly blurry as he lowered the letter and looked to the table.

Three objects. What could they be?

“Oh, boy,” said Eva. She was holding one of the objects.

It was a chastity tube. “This will make sure you conserve your energy, that you don’t become overly distracted.

She picked up the second object. It was a butt plug.

“You’re going to like this. It’ll make sure you’re always horny, that you are constantly building your sexual energy.

She picked up the third object. “It sounds like your grandfather used this on himself, but I’ll be glad to use it on you.

It was a big, fat dildo. There was a harness on the table.

“Oh, fuck,” Tommy whispered.

“Nope. It’s ‘oh, almost fuck.’ Because from here on out you will only get an ‘almost fuck.’

She turned to him and placed the chastity tube on his package. Her hands were quick and shortly he was locked up. His penis started trying to swell, and he could feel the promise of years of frustration coming to him in the future.

She hugged him, and pushed the butt plug into him.

“Oh!” he yelped.

He could feel the prostate being stimulated and the semen was trying to force it’s way up his shaft, but it wasn’t going to make it.

She strapped on the harness that had been on the table and screwed the big dildo into it.

They faced each other. Her grinning and excited. Him scared and excited.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go start you on your journey of getting richer.”

As they crossed the basement he mumbled, “Then that was really the last orgasm I’ll ever get?”

“Maybe. Probably. Possibly. Isn’t it exciting?”

And he had to agree. It was.

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


The Urban Hucow Farm!

Urban Hucow farms feed the world!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

With the fall of the United States came hunger. Grocery stores were empty, people roamed the streets looking for food. Hidden gardens became the order of the day. And a solution had to be found.

Wikispeedia

“Honey, I’m hungry!”

Jeffrey looked down sadly. “I’m sorry. I’m not much of a provider.”

I looked at my husband of ten years. He was a large man. All the hamburgers and fries, all the potato chips and ice cream, he was a large man.

He was handsome, but bloated out to 300 pounds.

But, he had also been a good provider. A great provider. I was a little, uh, overweight myself. but a gal never tells, right?

We lived in a gated community, veddy expensive to live there, and we were somewhat safe from the people who roamed the streets looking for food, breaking into homes, looting and even murdering for a can of spaghetti.

“What are we going to do?”

“Well, there’s Cannibalism.”

I shivered. He was joking, but there were already stories on the news about people eating people.

“Actually, I was going through the garage and I found a can of Spam.”

“Spam?”

“The other meat. Or something.” He grinned.

“I think that’s cats.”

It was his turn to shiver. He loves cats, and ours had disappeared.

“We really have a can of Spam?”

“We do.” He lifted a rectangular tin of the meat and grinned.

Like children at Christmas staring at presents we sat at the kitchen table and stared at the can.

It was blue with a hamburger on the front. It had a pop top. It contained…meat!

“We have to do this right,” Marvin said. His jowls hung and he drooled unashamedly.

“Let’s open a Coke.”

He looked at me. “Do we dare?”

We dared, and I ran to the attic to get one of our last remaining Cokes. When we had last gone to the grocery store, a month before, the only thing they had was Coke. So we picked up a case. And would have picked up more if they had let us.

I returned to the kitchen and placed the can on the table. We stared at it hungrily. Two cans. Paradise. A taste of civilization. We wouldn’t even have to boil water.

“What’s in Spam?” I asked. “Where did it come from?”

Marvin took out his iPhone. Incredibly, with all the collapse, the government had mandated that the phone services, and other communication devices, be kept functioning. The better to get the bad news, I guess. We didn’t even pay our bills and our phones kept working.

He pressed the side and asked, “What is Spam?”

Click. Whizz. Phhh. And it spoke: “Spam is Spiced Ham. The name stands for ‘Special Processed American Meat. Many people are surprised to learn that Spam is not preservative laden. It actually has only six ingredients: pork with ham meat added, salt, water, potato starch, sugar, and sodium nitrite.

Marvin turned his phone down and tilted his head. “Pork with ham added?”

“Isn’t that a bit redundant? Isn’t ham actually pork?”

He asked his phone the difference we found out that ham comes from the thigh, and that pork comes from anywhere.”

“Sort of like chicken nuggets,” I quipped. “What part of the chicken is the nugget?”

We laughed, and took to staring at the metal containers in front of us.

“Well, Marsha,” Marvin finally said. “I think we’ve anticipated enough. Would you like to do the honors?”

I pushed the Coke to him and pulled the Spam to me. We grinned, popped our tops, and shortly were spooning, sipping, and trading cans with every bite and gulp.

“Oh, my God!” Marvin sighed.

“Yes, there is a God!” I muttered.

We spooned, sipped sparingly, which was awful hard, and the golden Spam, and the Coke, disappeared.

We sat back and sighed. Marvin placed his chubby hands on his belly and moaned.

I looked at him. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

He grinned. “After a good meal…”

“…you want sex.”

His smiled broadened.

“Oh, my God.”

He wanted sex, food did that to him. But I had been so hungry these past few weeks, I was even starting to lose weight, that I didn’t want sex.”

“Do we have to?” I whined.

“Hey! Wifely duties, woman! Now snap to it! Get those clothes off and get on all fours.”

That was another thing. Marvin absolutely loved doggy style. I didn’t.

He claimed he could get extra penetration, which was correct because missionary caused our bellies to get in the way. Doggy style didn’t. Only one belly got in the way then.

But then I had to support his weight, and, as I said, Marvin is a big boy.

“Marvin! I can’t! I’m too weak.”

“You just had a meal,” he complained. He was leaning across the table, a gleam in his eyes.

I sighed. I did love him, and I was the wife. But… “Okay, sex. But we do it my way.”

His eyebrows lowered a bit. “And what way is that.”

“I’ll give you a blow job.”

He cocked his head. “A blow job? I can have that.”

“Okay.”

“All right.”

We got up and walked up the stairs. I walked, because I had lost more weight than him. He…well, I have to say it, he waddled.

We entered our bedroom and began taking off our clothes.

“No foreplay?” I asked.

“We can if you want,” he replied.

I sighed. “No, let’s get this over with. Lay down.”

He flopped on the bed, and the bed groaned. One of these days that bed was going to collapse under him.

I got him to scoot back a bit, and knelt between his legs.

Marvin was large, and I pushed his belly up and pulled his weenie out. He actually had a pretty good sized dick. In fact, when we had met I was astounded at how big it was, but that was a big dick on a smaller body. With the increase of bulk his dick just looked smaller.

Whatever, it was still a mouthful.

I placed my lips around the head and began swirling my tongue around it.

He groaned.

I stroked his shaft, up and down, and felt the veins.

He moaned.

I hefted his balls, squeezed and slapped them.

“Oh, baby!” he wheezed.

I took his dick in as far as I could, I sucked and slurped and worked him.

Fortunately for me, Marvin is a quick cummer. That used to bother me, but as he became larger it bothered me less.

Finally, he began to jerk, and his dick shot semen into my mouth.

He came hard, and it shot down my throat, and then I had to swallow quickly. I gulped and gulped, and that’s when it hit me.

Semen.

Calcium, citrate, fructose, glucose, lactic Acid, magnesium, potassium, protein, zinc. 300,000,000 sperm. That’s three hundred MILLION!

I swallowed.

And smiled.

I had just discovered another food source.

And, as if that wasn’t enough, on the very next day the government announced mass distribution of soy beans.

Talk about nefarious.

But…one does what one has to to survive.

We came downstairs, Marvin happy and feeling that lazy feeling that comes after a cum.

Me feeling happy and a bit energized. I had just had a shot of protein. And other stuff.

Marvin went into the den to take a nap.

I went in to the computer room and started researching.

Sperm has the protein of an egg, the vitamin C of an orange, lots of B-12, enzymes, and all sorts of other stuff.

It is excellent as a cosmetic and an anti-aging food.

Wow. I closed the computer and thought about it.

I had just had breakfast, in a manner of speaking. The only problem was that it was a small breakfast.

The Spam had gone a long way, but the extra kick of the semen had really ‘provided the juice.’ But I had only had a teaspoon of the stuff.

Hmm. I did the math.

If I needed two eggs for every meal, and two oranges, not to mention a double helping of vitamins and minerals, I was going to have to suck Marvin off at least six times a day. Forty-two times a week.

Not likely.

Marvin was good for three or four times a week. And that was when he was in the best of shape. Now he was probably good for one or two times a week.

I needed Marvin to produce more sperm.

I headed back up to the bedroom. It was time to make myself over.

I walked down the stairs. Marvin was out in the garage. We had hooked up lamps and were growing food out there. It wasn’t much food, but we couldn’t grow it outside or our garden would get ransacked. Even inside a gated community there were people who would raid our veggies if we grew them outside.

Marvin glanced up, looked back down, then straightened up and looked at me.

I was wearing a corset, and looked about 20 pounders lighter. Mind you, I wasn’t wasp waisted, yet, but it was a good start. My hair was fresh washed and conditioned, it was long and silky, shiny, gold in the sun.

The corset had pushed up my boobs, which were big anyway, and I was, in a word, stacked. My boobs would definitely walk into a room before I did.

I was wearing a thin dress, silky, and everything was showing. The fact that I was a little overweight made my pussy show. I had a real ‘monkey knuckle,’ or ‘camel’s toe,’ or whatever men called it.

I was made up, with smoky eyes and the reddest lips. One look at my red lips and a man would catch fire.

“Fuck,” said Marvin, wiping sweat off his fatty forehead. “I just fucked you, and damned if you’re not making me want to again.”

“As soon as you’re regenerated I’ll haul your ashes al-l-l the way to the dump.”

He blinked. He wasn’t used to sexy talk. Then he laughed.

“I’m ready now.”

I pushed him away with hands to his bulgy chest. “Not for a couple of days, big boy. I have to recover from this morning.”

“But I didn’t…it was oral!”

“That’s okay. You still need to build up your sperm count. Right?”

“Well, uh…”

“So I’m going to take a walk.”

“I’ll go with you.”

“No, no. You stay here and rest. Build up the spermies.”

“But…you can’t go out like that!”

“I’ll wear a coat.”

Well, he wanted to, but I didn’t want him to. I had plans which didn’t include him. So I finally managed to make him understand that he needed to stay home and tend the garden.

He looked at the tiny, little tomatoes, he looked at me, a ripe tomato, and he sighed. But he agreed, and I was off.

I didn’t take the car, couldn’t spend the gas, so I simply walked down the sidewalk towards the gate. I made it to two houses before  I took off my coat, and Jimmy Gatsby immediately called to me from his garage. “Hey, beautiful, where you going?”

I smiled and sauntered over to his open garage door.

“How’s Tina?” I asked. I didn’t want any complications for what I was planning.

“She left me.”

“What?”

“She went home to her mother. She lives in the country and they grow lots of food out there.”

“But she didn’t…you didn’t go with her?”

He shook his head. “We were fine as long as I was making money, but when the collapse came and my income dried up…”

“And when the pudding and ice cream dried up,” I added.

“There’s that,” he nodded. Then he grinned. “So I’m footloose and fancy free, want to come see my etchings?”

We laughed, then I surprised him. “Sure.”

He blinked. “Okay.”

I could see the glee in him. A beautiful woman walks by, he gets to tap into it. Yeah, baby.

I followed him into the kitchen, then we sat down in the living room.

“So how are you and Marvin doing?”

“We’re okay, we don’t seem to be able to get the garden thing going,” I shrugged.

“Yeah. I lost my green thumb during the war.”

“You know, I would do almost anything for a…a can of something.”

I said it directly.

He hesitated, he was obviously weighing the fact that I was married. His horniness won out. “Anything?”

“Hell, I would even suck your dick. I’m just so hungry.”

He paused for a long minute. I think he was comparing can versus blow job. “I might have…maybe…a can of soup.”

“Campbells?”

“Yes.”

He eyed me, waited for me to say ‘it’s all a joke,’ or to deliver.

“I would blow your cock, suck it until it runs dry, if you would give me a can of Campbell’s soup.

He stood up, walked out of the room. I heard him climbing the stairs, then I heard him descending. He walked into the room, and he was holding a red can.

Beenie Weenie. Oh, fuck. My favorite.

“Jimmy,” I said. “Take your pants down and prepare to forget about your wife.”

“That bitch?” he grinned, his buckle came undone, his pants dropped. He was commando and his penis stuck out like a sword.

I had not seen many men’s penises in my life. I had only had two before fucking my husband, and I had only touched lips to one of those.

Of course Marvin had encouraged me to learn to give blow jobs, and I had practiced on him till I was white in the face. Literally.

I tossed a cushion on the floor and knelt in front of Jimmy. The one-eyed snake stared back at me.

It was not big, probably average, and it tilted up slightly. The veins weren’t big throbbers, but when I put my hands on it I could feel a strong pulsing.

I reached under and cupped a ball.

He groaned.

The ball felt full, to say the least.

“How long?” I asked.

“Two weeks.”

“Two weeks without. You probably would have died if I hadn’t come along.”

“Definitely,” he groaned as I stroked his shaft.

“Well, your troubles are over.” I kissed his dick, let my lips slid around the knob, began deep throating him.

That’s right. I can deep throat.

I can only half deep throat Marvin, but then he’s big. An average sized dick I could deep throat.

Jimmy gasped as my lips hit his pubic area. I left the imprint of my lips in a circle around the base of his cock.

He shaved, and I was glad. I encourage all men to shave. Nothing is worse than picking hairs from your teeth.

Slowly I ran my hand up and down. I licked the under part of his cock. I twisted the knob with my hands, my saliva making it slide extra juicy.

“Oh, fuck,” Jimmy muttered. I could tell he was close. Two weeks without? Any man would be close. And that was good. I didn’t want to work hard for this. I had plans, and they included keeping my lips in working order.

I began bobbing my head, working my hand, and his knees suddenly buckled and he began shooting.

Squirt, squirt, squirt. Down my eager throat his vitamins and minerals went. One more egg, one more orange. Oh, yes.

When he was done I wanted to keep sucking, but I knew that, at a certain point, it would become painful. I wanted him to remember only the pleasure.

I let him go, smacked my lips, and pushed him back on the couch. I rolled back and up and sat in a chair.

“Woo!” He said.

We stared at each other and grinned.

“Thank you,” he said.

“You’re welcome.”

“If I can find another can of soup…?”

Leave the red flag on your mail box up. I may not be able to service you quickly, but I’ll get there.”

“You got it.” He smiled, then he frowned a bit.

“What?”

“Do you want…I’ve got a lot of Christa’s stuff upstairs. I was just going to throw it away. Do you want it?”

Oh, Lord. Christa was about my size. Had great, expensive tastes. Did I want it? When I had to keep myself beautiful if I was going to hand out a half dozen blow jobs a day? You fuckin’ A I want it!

“Sure,” I said, acting nonchalant.

We went upstairs, and I hit the bonanza. She had dresses, shoes, even lingerie. I tried a couple of things on, not worrying about whether Jimmy saw my naked form—after all, it just served to accelerate his return to horny.

“Are you sure? I can use a lot of this stuff.”

“Sure. Save me a trip to the dump.”

I looked at her vanity. “How about the make up?”

“Be my guest.”

So I forwent another meal and focused on toting a half a dozen boxes over to my house.

Marvin came out of the garage and looked at my goodies. “Where’d you get that?”

“Jimmy Gatsby, down the street. His wife left him and he’s throwing it out.”

“Huh!” he went back to the garden.

I finished moving the dresses and stuff, then looked at the can of soup.

Beenie Weenie. OMG! I took it upstairs and hid it in my clothes closet. I full intended to bring it out the next day, share it with Marvin, maybe with another Coke. That was not to be , however.

I went out again, it was now late afternoon, and I had to leave the community to find my next meal. I found it however, and brought home a can of Spaghetti-eos.

Gah.

But, what the hell. Beggars can’t be choosers. At least, so I thought at the time.

I returned home before dark with the Spaghetti-eos in my purse and a stomach full of gism. And a smile on my face.

I was good looking, and I was surviving. Both Jimmy and the man I had found outside the community had been very appreciative. And both wanted return performances.

It looked like Marvin and I were going to make it after all.

Then tomorrow hit, and the world changed.

“Oh, my God!” Marvin came charging out to the patio. “Food! They’re giving us food!”

I looked up from the lawn chair where I was soaking up the rays. “Who is?”

“The government,” I stood up and looked at his iphone.

GOVERNMENT SHIPS SOY!

The federal government has unveiled plans to immediately distribute Soy beans. These delicious beans are easy to grow and the government has secured purchases from…

I took the phone from his hands and stared at it.

“Food!” I gasped. “We’re going to get real food!”

“We’ll have to cook it ourselves, but the newsheads say bags of the beans will be distributed from the fire stations of every city. Look at the pictures!”

I stared at photos of trains filled with bags of soy beans.

“There’s other food, too, but soy is the main staple. Apparently Soy is rich with vitamins and…”

He blathered on, and my head spun.

I had two cans upstairs, and was about to go out and find some more. Should I?

And I realized, right away, that I should.

Soy might be good, but I needed that unique protein that was in sperm. The eggs and the oranges. Furthermore…I liked it. I liked going out and finding out about men’s dicks. I liked feeling them, and sucking them. I liked the way their legs gave way. And I actually liked the taste of semen.

Sure, sometimes it was bitter, but I could get used to that. Many times it was also sweet. I think it sort of depended on what men ate.

And I wondered what the taste would be like when all the men were sucking down the soy. Probably like soy sauce, and I could handle that.

So I celebrated with Marvin, and then went out.

It was late, so I intended to share a can with him when I got back.

I met two men in the gated community who had cans. One was a black fellow with a giant pickle for a schlong. And when he came it was two meals. The other fellow was older and I had to work at it, and then his semen was bitter.

Ah, well.

Then I met a fellow just outside the community, and he was a bonanza. He paid me a can of peaches, then asked if he could have a freebie for every man he brought me?

We finally agree on a freebie for every three men, and parted on a smile.

My business was building.

But, when I came home Marvin was sleeping. And I was a little tired, too. Being on my knees so much, you know. So I went up to bed and slept right through to dinner.

For dinner Marvin fixed a big salad. Probably the whole crop of tiny tomatoes and withered radishes and saggy leaves of Kale. But it was dinner, so I held off on the Beenie Weenie. Tomorrow was another day. Except the next day we went downtown and picked up our first bag of soy beans. Fifty pounds of the pellets. We returned home, and had soy every day for a week, and by then several things had happened.

First, I had a business. In fact, I was so busy on my knees that I didn’t even want to suck Marvin off.

Second, Marvin was so busy concocting soy bean dishes he wasn’t interested in getting a blow job.

Well, that was a first. Even at his chubbiest my hubby always liked getting his jackhammer jacked. I mean, what’s up with that? Eh?”

Third, I noticed a strange phenomena.

I had been eating almost nothing but sperm, and I was losing weight. Yes, I was eating a lot of sperm, but there’s not a lot of fat in sperm. It’s all protein. And a protein rich diet, especially taken a teaspoon at a time, was making me skinnier. Thank God my boobs weren’t getting skinnier. I had a couple of customers who held out, until I told them they could suck my tits. There’s something about tits that drives a man wild.

But Marvin was putting on weight.

A week of soy and he was getting heavier. And not just heavier, but fatter. Real fatter.

It was time to do some research, so I powered up the computer and began looking up soy.

Oh, fuck. Soy beans had fat. I read further…but it was good fat. And a person shouldn’t gain weight on a diet of soy.

So why was Marvin gaining weight?

I researched further, and I found it.

Estrogen.

Both men and women need estrogen and testosterone. Men need more testosterone, and women need more estrogen. But what happened when men ingested too much estrogen? They began to change. Sexually.

In horror I stared at the articles I was reading.

No, the fat was okay, but the estrogen was creating a different body. Exercise could cure it, bu tI knew Marvin wasn’t about to hit the gym. If the gyms were even open. In fact, he was moving less and less.

And estrogen resulted in low libido and muscle mass, mood changes, reduced energy levels, all of which explained why Marvin didn’t feel like getting sucked off.

Well, sucking him off didn’t bother me. After all, I had customers out the door.

But…with no exercise the fat wouldn’t burn off, wouldn’t redistribute properly, and he would get big breasts.

I decided to talk to Marvin, and I made a mistake. I decided not to just talk to him, but to come clean about what I had been doing.

That night, after dinner, I sat him down. I started easy like. “Marvin, you’re getting too fat.”

A hurt expression drifted across his face.

“You need to exercise.”

“Aw, but I don’t have the energy to exercise!”

He was caught in that old catch 22. He needed energy to exercise, the exercise took too much energy.

I went right into the next subject. “Marvin, I’ve been out giving blow jobs.”

“WHAT?”

“Now calm down. It’s a source of protein. I need the protein, and that means I need to eat less, and that leaves more for you.”

Well, he hit the roof. We had our first major fight ever. He screamed and he cried. He stomped up and down so much I was afraid he was going to break the house.

But I held my ground.

“A blow job is not like fucking. I am NOT being untrue to you.”

“But other men are putting their dicks in your mouth!”

“And feeding me.”

“And that’s why you’ve been waking around in all these sexy dresses! Your face all made up! So you can cheat on me!”

“I am not cheating on you!”

“Do you kiss any of these men?”

I stopped for a second, then blurted, “Not very often.”

“Ah ha! Ah ha!”

Oh, man, we went around and around. And I got so pissed off that I didn’t even tell him about the cans of stuff I was collecting. I mean, if he was going to treat me that way, have so little understanding, I wasn’t going to tell him anything!

And, we went to bed angry.

Lumps on each side of the bed. Refusing to talk.

It’s bad to go to bed angry, so I had weird dreams, dreams that I couldn’t remember, but which upset me.

Then I woke up.

Marvin wasn’t in bed.

I tiptoed downstairs, and heard him crying on the couch. He was just sitting there, his head in his hands, and crying.

“Marvin, I’m sorry,” I sat next to him and put my arm around him. He was so large it didn’t go very far around him. “It’s just that I got so hungry, and we…I sucked you off last week, and I got the idea.”

He sniffled and put his head against my shoulder.

“But…but I can’t bear the thought of you with another man.”

I sat there, him leaning against me, sniffling and snorting, and thought about it.

In a way, I wasn’t cheating. My hole was my own to give out as I wished, and I didn’t wish to give it to anybody but Marvin.

In a way…I was. I was being with other men. And, as Marvin had noted, I was kissing them, and letting them feel and even suck my tits. That was an act of intimacy. Especially as I used that act to excite the men into giving me more sperm.

But…I needed food. I needed the nourishment that sperm gave me. Even if I hadn’t liked it, I needed it. But I did like it. I liked slurping on a man’s cock until it exploded. I liked the feeling when they released into me.

“You should try it.”

He blinked. And, tell the truth, I don’t even know where that came from. But it come, and I wasn’t about to pull it back.

“Sucking dick?”

I thought wildly. I had said something, and it was wrong, but there was something underneath it.

“No. You should try packaging your semen, selling it to women as food. Trading it for cans.

He stared at me like I was insane.

But I wasn’t, and things were borning in my mind.

Semen packaged for food. We could mix it with soy, make super soy. The taste would…depending, be labeled as sweet or tangy.

And I knew women would buy it.

Women are always into the latest health food. They always want the latest and greatest. They liked the gimmicks.

They would buy it.

But first I had to figure out how to produce and package. And then I would have to get a distribution network. And it had to be kept very, very secret. This was commerce. I couldn’t exactly go get a patent. But I had to keep my ‘trade secrets’ truly secret.

Still, there was a way. And I would find it.

With that in mind I left Marvin to wallow on the couch, to cry out the hormones his soy diet, his estrogen diet, was creating. I headed to the computer room and began researching.


PART TWO

“Would you like a shot of pure protein?”

Cindi Lawson looked at me. I was holding a little bottle. It was actually a bottle used for baby food. I had traded a blow job for it, and now it was being re-used. It was filled with a mix of Marvin’s sperm and soy beans.

“What is it?”

“It’s milk and soy. Would you like to trade for a can?”

She did, and I walked away with a can of chili, and she was smacking her lips and smiling.

I had jacked Marvin off, mixed his seed with soy, and the result was a tasty treat packed with protein. Soy, it appeared, resulted in sweet sperm.

And the great thing about this was that I had sucked Cindi’s husband off the night before. He gives his sperm and a can to me, and I give her Marvin’s sperm and she gives me a can. Ironic, eh?

I returned home and placed the chili in front of Marvin.

Oh, God, he disappeared into that can, and here’s the funny thing: Soy made you fat, but it never really filled you up. By that I mean it was filling, but it didn’t provide enough of the vitamins and nutrients that a man needed.

He finished the can and was actually gasping. He begged, “Please. Milk me. Do this again.”

I smiled. Marvin had been a problem, with his whining about me being untrue, but I had found a solution. He was willing to be milked and his seed sold. And if somebody else was going to be eating his semen, how could he complain about me eating somebody else’s semen?

“Marvin, I can milk you, but…we have a couple of problems.”

“What’s that?” He looked at me with big eyes.

I was truly surprised at how he was changing. His body was getting bigger. His thighs were truly ‘thunder thighs,’ and his breasts….they were so big they looked like tits.

“Well, it’s awkward for me. I get very tired of either being on my knees and fighting your belly,” he knew that that big roll of flab was overflowing more and more, “and while the doggy position is fine, I still have to be on my knees.”

“Oh,” he looked so sad. “Does that mean you’re not going to milk me anymore?

“No, no. But we need to build you a milking station.”

“A milking station?”

“Yes. So you’ll be raised up enough for me to get behind you and not have to wear out my knees. It’s going to be good for you, too. You don’t have to get all the way down on the bed, and then get up again. You just walk into the milking station, bend into position, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

He frowned, and there was so much fat on his pudgy face that his cheeks came forward and his nose went back. I thought that was sort of cute. I mean, he didn’t have a cow face, but, sort of a piggy face.

“Who’s going to build this thing for you?”

“Jimmy Gatsby said he’ll help.”

“Is he one of your customers?”

“That doesn’t matter.” I glared at him. “I’m just trying to make your life easier, and get you more food! And don’t tell me you don’t like it when I stick a finger up your ass and help you cum!”

“Oh, sorry.” funny, it sounded like his voice was changing.

“So how about it.”

“I guess so.”

So Jimmy Gatsby traded a little handyman work for two blowjobs and a can of Coke. But it was a good trade, I had a feeling Marvin was going to be, pardon the expression, a ‘cash cow.’

While Jimmy pounded and hammered in the garage—we had finally given up on the vegetable garden crap—I was out on the street. And I had a bad experience.

It was a fellow I hadn’t met before, but he came recommended. But recommendations don’t mean much. They just mean that somebody knows somebody. There’s no character reference or Human Resources to check with.

And, I didn’t like him, but it was a job, and I proceeded to give him a good blow.

Half way through he grabbed my hair, hard, and fucked my face.

“Hey!” I garbled.

“Shut up, bitch!”

And I knew he was going to fuck my face, then probably slap me around, and not even pay me. Fucking asshole.

So I did the only thing a girl can do. I grabbed his nuts and I…PULLED!

Oh, Lord, he dropped so fast he hit his chin on the ground. He was already out of it, holding his nuts, but I couldn’t help myself. I stood up and kicked him in the face. That actually hurt me more than him, the pointy toes of high heels look dangerous, but it is all show. The toes collapsed and I near broke a toe on him. So I reached into my purse, took out a can and slapped him on the temple with it.

Lucky boy, he went unconscious and stopped feeling the pain in his balls. Heh.

I found two cans in his pockets, took them both, and walked away. I figured he owed me one can for the blow job, and one can for the semen he hadn’t given me.

But from that day on I went armed. And I mean really armed. I was quite a sight. I would wear a skin tight, red dress, my boobs big and quaking, and a big, old hunting knife strapped around my now svelte waist. And, if that wasn’t enough, I had a pistol strapped to my ankle. I couldn’t run with a pistol on my ankle, but I wouldn’t have to because I drilled on how to quick draw that pistol while in a kneeling position.

But here’s the funny thing: wearing all that armament actually brought me in more business. It seems like men like a blow job that’s a little dangerous.

In fact, one guy, who was a little slow, I pulled the knife and held it under his balls and said, “Your cum or your testicles.”

He came so fast and quick it went down my throat without me even tasting him.

And, he became a repeat customer, and he always tried to hold back until I pulled out the knife and threatened him.

Men. Huh!

“Just walk in there,” I said.

Marvin climbed a couple of steps and waddled into the chute, then knelt on a soft cushion. He lowered himself and his big bulk was in the doggy style.

I walked around the contraption and nodded. “Nice.” His big butt was elevated and his chest hung down. His pecs looked more and more like boobs every day, and they hung down like big milk sacs.

“It feels comfortable,” Marvin remarked. “More comfortable than my easy chair. Easier on my back, too.”

“Would you like to try it out?”

“Sure.”

I moved in behind him I reached between his legs, and it didn’t work.

I walked around to the side and was able to reach his cock easier. I placed a bowl under him, sat down on a stool, and began stroking him.

“Oh, God,” he muttered. “This is so comfortable.”

I kept eyeing his tits, and, finally, I couldn’t help myself. I reached under the station and grabbed one of his tits.

“Oooh!” he moaned.

I massaged his tits, jacked his cock, and it was very comfortable for me, too.

After a minute he squirted.

“Oh, yeah!” He gave a big, pudgy-faced smile.

“Okay, big boy,” I stood up and slapped his rump.

“You’re done?”

“I got the milk. Yeah, I’m done.”

“But you only massaged one side!”

I blinked. “Really?”

“Yeah. It felt so good. Can you do the other one?”

The other tit. My God.

So I did. I went to the front of him, sat on a stool with my pussy right in his face, and massaged his tits.

He moaned and groaned, and…sniffed.

“Are you smelling my pussy?”

“Yeah,” he giggled.

I had to laugh. What a horn dog. He looked like a hucow, but he was a horn dog. But, then, aren’t all hucows horn dogs? Or the other way around?

So we were set. I was getting my semen diet. We were getting lots of cans and the world was fine and dandy! Except…

“Marsha?”

“Hey, Molly. How’s it going?”

We talked, a little chit chat, then she forged ahead.

“How do you stay so…sexy? I hate that soy stuff, and I’m starving. My tits are getting smaller. And what’s worse, my Joe is getting fatter! He really likes that soy stuff.”             

Now, you can see where this was going.

I had known Molly for years, and we were friends, and I sat her down and told her the facts of life. When I was done she just sat there. Stunned.

“You trade blow jobs for cans. You get fed twice.”

“Yep.”

“And you trade Marvin’s semen for cans.

“You got it.”

“But…I don’t…”

I waited. I sort of knew what was going to happen.

“Can I…could you have Joe, my hubbie, do something like that?”

Huh. I thought she was going to ask for herself.

“Sure.”

It always amazes me, that people would want to work for somebody else, which meant somebody else was going to get part of their profits, instead of working for themselves. But there it was. She was renting her husband out, and talking about going and giving blow jobs and paying me for the leads. That’s okay by me.

So I started training her on how to give blow jobs, and I had Jimmy build another stall for Molly’s husband to occupy. And here’s the funny thing: I thought Marvin would object, but he actually looked forward to the company.

He was spending more time in the stall these days, it was just so much more comfortable than waddling around, trying to get up the stairs, and he had moved a TV out to the garage and spent a lot of time just laying in the stall and watching Fox News.

So the idea of having somebody next to him, being able to discuss the news of the day and being able to cuss out those damned Democrats…Joe was in, pardon the phrase, ‘hog heaven.’

But…there was one other problem. I wasn’t getting fucked. I was sucking cock like a madwoman, and I was milking Marvin, and now Joe—and, I was horny.

There, I said it.

I was horny, my poontang hadn’t been clanged. My pussy hadn’t meowed. My hole hadn’t been filled.

All Marvin’s squirts had gone for commerce, for cans, and I wasn’t getting my depths plumbed.

And, let’s face it, got to be honest, Marvin was so large now that I was afraid of him being on top of me. Missionary was totally out of the question. And if his arms gave way during a doggy style session, and he fell on me, well, I would be a Marsha pancake.

So I was horny. I had no prospects with Marvin, and I had a potential stud, though not with a big dick, in Jimmy.

And, here comes the shock of shocks. I went out to the garage, turned off Fox News, and sat down in front of Marvin.

“Hi, honey. Do you mind? Tucker Carlson was just going to interview Joe Biden.”

“I’ll turn it back on in a second.”

He craned his head to the side and tried to look around me. The screen was blank, but he still tried.

“Marvin, you haven’t been satisfying me sexually.”

“Oh,” he tried to look around the other side of me.

“So I’m going to fuck Jimmy Gatsby.”

“Oh, okay. Could you turn the TV back on?”

I smiled, turned the TV back on, and left. Left right out of the house, down the street, into Jimmy’s house, up the stairs, got rid of my clothes, and hopped into the sack.

ZOWIE!

Jimmy didn’t like soy, and it turned out that he had his own business. He arranged for the smuggling of aliens back across the border.

That’s right, when the country collapsed all those illegal aliens suddenly wanted to go home. They tried to get to the border, but the buses weren’t reliable, the trains were very strict in not letting people ride for free, and the immigrants were getting caught.

Enter Jimmy. One or twice a week he would load up a small truck with a few dozen aliens, pack them in like cattle, and take them down to the border. Once there they could simply walk across the border.

So Jimmy had a good business, and lots of cans, and he could afford to hate soy. The result was that he was in prime shape. He ate enough to have energy to work out, and he worked out. A lot.

So I divested myself of clothes, and he ripped his off. Literally ripped them off, he was that strong, and he took me in his arms.

I munched on his lips, chewed on his mouth, and it was a delight. He was firm, not fat laden, and he was dedicated.

He lifted me up and laid me on the bed, then he really went to work. He crawled beneath my legs and began giving me a tongue job like no other. He might have a short dick (well, average sized), but he had a lo-o-ong tongue!

Man, he inserted that wiggly into my depths and made me cry ‘Hallelujah!’ He lapped at my labia, clamped on to my clit, and by the time he slithered up my body I was feeling like a hundred pounds of jello. Hot jello.

He put his hands on my chest, fondled my boobs, and began sucking my nipples. All the time his dick was getting closer and closer. Finally, me turning into a steamy, sopping mess, he inserted that bad boy.

“Oh…fuck!” I whispered.

He drove into me, almost lazily. The fact was he knew that he had done his duty with foreplay, and I was a cooked goose. My body properly primed, his touch electrified me. I could feel sensations shooting through me. My breasts felt like they were on fire. My lips were delightfully numb from his lips. And now my pussy was finally filled.

No, not big like Marvin, but the heat of the meat plus the angle of the dangle…over the mass of the ass…it all equals the sum of the cum.

Within minutes I was shuddering and jerking. My pussy literally exploded. My mind shattered. I lived in those high clouds reserved for Greek Gods.

And, Joe let loose. And I’m sorry I didn’t have a bottle to catch his cum. He was always a big cummer, but cumming inside me, he was a MONSTER cummer!

Finally, we rolled apart, lay on our backs and looked up.

“Crap. That was better than any blow job.”

“Honey,” I said. “I think we just graduated. If you want to pay me for fucks instead of blow jobs, I’m okay with that.”

He smiled. “Excellent. Now that I’ve tasted nirvana I don’t want to go back to purgatory.

“My blow jobs were purgatory?” I laughed and swatted him.

He caught my arm and rolled over me. He looked down on me. Our eyes met and we were really in synch. He said, “You want another cow for your business?”

Ka-ching! Money.

“Who?”

“I’ve got a cousin. She’s a little…well, let’s just say that she likes her soy. It’s not that she can’t get a job, even in these times you can get jobs, but…she doesn’t want a job. She just wants to sit on her ass all day and read fashion magazines and watch the cooking channel.”

“Hmmm.” I considered, and Jimmy gave me the time. Except for a few nibbles at my highly energized nipples.

“Stop that!” I swatted his head gently. He laughed and waited.

“Okay, I can, but we have problems.”

“No problem too big.”

“I don’t want to put a woman cow in with the men.”

“Why not?”

“You put men and women together and there’s always trouble. Next thing you know they’ll want to diddle each other, even get married.”

“We could set up in my garage. I’ll build another stall, and you can manage both garages. I can’t because I’ve got my own business.”

We were lost in our own thoughts then. Finally, I stuck up my hand. “Shake. Let’s seal the deal.”

Jimmy kissed me, then, breathing hard, he whispered, “Let’s fuck to seal the deal.”

And damned if we didn’t.

The girl’s name was Nancy Pelosi. Just like on TV, and I was glad I hadn’t put her in with Marvin and Joe. They would have ganged her quick. She had no politics, but her name was bad enough.

And she was good. She laid down quick and we suddenly had men lined up out the door, down the block and out the gate.

Hucows were a new thing. Before the country collapsed only weirdos had, or were, hucows. But now that ‘normal’ was gone, it turned out that everybody loved hucows. And everybody wanted to own one, or be one.

So Jimmy built another stall, this one in his garage, and with a few modifications.

With this stall we arranged for Nancy’s pussy to be raised up. And her head.

That’s right, she could take it from both ends. And then some.

After a week of work she waddled out of her stall and came down the street and knocked on the door.

“Hey, Nancy. How’s it going.”

“Pretty good. It’s really neat to be loved, like, all the time.”

“So what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to know if you charged double for my asshole.”

“What?”

“Yeah. Guy today didn’t want my pussy. He was nice enough, told me so, even asked, and that’s fine with me. Any port in a storm, right?”

Now this was a new one on me, and it led to some interesting little developments.

I put a sign over her stall.

One can for blow job.

Two cans for pussy.

Three cans for asshole.

Man, business picked up all over again. A lot of guys were dying to explore assholes. Their wives weren’t too friendly to the idea, and, only three cans, why not?

And that led to another interesting conversation.

Knock knock.

I opened the door. It was one of my customers, a big, black fellow name Irwin.

“Hi Irwin. I didn’t expect you until tomorrow.”

He hemmed and hawed, was embarrassed, and I finally said, “Spit it out, Irwin.”

“Well, uh, you got the girl putting out with all three holes.”

“I do. Did you want some asshole this week?”

“Well, uh…how about the guys you got over in the other garage?”

I shut down for a moment over that one. “What do you mean?”

“Well, the girl don’t mind, do the guys? Would any of them be prone to giving blow jobs? Or getting fucked in the ass?”

“Have a seat, Irwin. I’ll go ask them.”

Marvin said he’d think about it.

Joe, however, liked the idea.

So I went back and told Irwin, and he grinned a huge grin, like to have split his face. “How much for Joe’s ass?”

“Three cans.” Hey, that’s what I was charging for the girl’s asshole.

He paid it eagerly and couldn’t wait to go out and collect his ‘goods.’

While he was pumping away, and while Joe was moaning, and while Marvin was looking at Joe and wondering out what he was missing out on, I put some more signs up.

Over Joe I put.

One can for blow job.

Three cans for asshole.

I went around to Marvin. “You want to try this?”

“What’s Joe get paid?”

I knew he didn’t care about the pay, he was interested in the way Joe was groaning and moaning.

Then disaster, sort of, hit.

“Oh, shit! I’m cumming!” Joe yelled.

“Oh, crap!”I blurted. Irwin must have hit the prostate, and there went Joe’s quota of semen. I started to the rear to see the damage, and Marvin yelled after me. “Yes! I want to try it!”

I looked under Joe’s big belly and, sure enough, semen was dribbling out of his cock. A LOT of semen.

And then, while I was trying to figure out how much I had lost in profit, Irwin grunted and yelled. Fuck! I’m cumming!”

I was looking under Joe’s belly, could barely see the tip of his cock, and suddenly a big gush of squirtem flowed down over his dick. A LOT of squirtem.

“Holy crap!” I muttered. That was two days worth of cum. Maybe three. I had some thinking to do.

I had to look into prostate massages, maybe some sort of low level cattle prod for the men to make them cum more.

And, I had some advertising to do.

I had four cows—another girl had come to my door and asked for a job—and I had to collect semen from the guys, Sell their asses and mouths, and I had to sell mouths, cunts and assholes for the girls.

I had a lot of customers, but I needed more. Especially since both of the girls said they had friends that wanted to work.

So I advertised. I put a sign up over my garage.

HUCOW URBAN FARM

Males one can for blow job

three cans for anal

Femalesone can for blow job

two cans for pussy

three cans for anal

At the bottom of the sign I wrote:

Male and female Hucows wanted

By the next week I had Jimmy build me a half dozen stalls, and I was negotiating for garages all through the community.

It was funny, all these rich people in a gated community were more than willing to park their cars outside and rent their garages for a few cans a week.

Within two weeks I had six male hucows and six female hucows, then the game changed.

I was raking in the cans, thinking about raking in Jimmy that night, and who should appear but…Irwin!

“Hey, Irwin? how’s it squirting?”

“Pretty good, thanks, but I noticed you got a new product.”

“I do?” I blinked.

“Yeah, that new girl, Debbie, she lactatin’.

“Lactating? Like…giving milk?”

“Yeah. And I was wondering…”

What he was wondering I had no idea, I was out the door and heading for the garage where Debbie, the lactator, was working. I had hired that girl for her holes, and she was putting out milk? WTF!

I went through the garage door and stopped in front of Debbie.

She was a nice looking girl, very fat tits, and now I knew why.

“You just gave birth?”

She was scared, and she blurted. “Please don’t fire me!”

“I’m not going to, I just want to know if you have a kid.”

“A long time ago. I gave birth, and I liked having milk flowing all the time, so I kept pumping and pumping, and sometimes my husband drinks it, but he was late for work this morning and didn’t have time. So…I…I figured maybe…”

“How much milk do you put out?”

“Oh, about two gallons. If I milk a lot. I’ve got biguns,” she stated proudly.

“Would you like to sell me your milk?”

“Sure!” she answered eagerly. “I been pouring it down the drain. You think people will buy my milk?”

“I do. Okay. I’ll look into it, you keep dripping, and, uh, do you mind giving Irwin a free sample? He’s one of our best customers.”

“Irwin, the guy with the really big dong?”

“That’s the one.”

“Sure.”

And there it was. Mother’s milk. A new product. A couple of gallons a day, and I found that I could sell a lot. In fact, I started advertising for new mother’s who were about to stop breast feeding their babies. It seemed like every new mother liked lactating, and wanted to turn a profit for their body’s production.

Yippee!

A month passed, a good month. Jimmy and I had to rent a garage just to store our cans. He gave up his job, well, he had somebody driving for him, and he started bartering our cans for things we needed, things we needed to keep our Urban Hucow Farm going.

Which was good because I was having a lot of fun fucking.

I wasn’t fucking him for love, I loved Marvin. I was fucking Jimmy for fun. We would just work all day, look at each other, and go relieve our brains out.

And, one day, it came to a head. Uh, no pun intended.

“Marsha?”

“Yeah, Jimmy?

We were upstairs and he was pumping me like it was going out of style.

“Let’s give the Hucows hormones.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. He was taking me from behind and I reached down and grabbed his balls. He cupped my hanging breasts and I moaned.

“We can give the gals more hormones to produce milk. Supposed to make them hornier. And we can give the guys two kinds of hormones. One to increase sperm production, the other to make them lactate.”

I stopped moving. Jerked off him and spun a round. I grabbed his almost spewing cock and held it while I spoke into his face.

“Are you saying we could double milk production? And even increase semen production?”

“Yes!” His voice squeaked because I was holding him rather tightly.

“Oh, fuck! We could double our can income!”

“Yes!” He squeaked. He was batting at my hands, but I was so excited I ignored him and just kept working figures in my head.

We had thirty girls and forty guys working. Each one was fucked four or five times a day. Blow jobs were down to two or three a day. I had ten girls that were lactating a couple of gallons a day, multiply by the number of cans per week, add in….the cost of soy beans…

“How much do the hormones cost?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?” My turn to squeak.

“Government gives out hormones for free.”

“Why would they do that?”

“You ever hear of the Georgia Guidestones?”

“What are they?”

“A bunch of big stone slabs somebody put up in Georgia. Something about a new world order, or something. Anyway, the government wants to reduce the population by 7 1/2 billion people. They only want 500 million people left. they figure that will be enough to feed them and keep them in fancy doodads. You know, work their factories and farms.”

I stared at him.

“So the point is if they can give men hormones, get them to change into women, there won’t be so much fucking and the population will reduce. Natural like.

I had reduced my grip, and all this time Jimmy had been pumping. Suddenly he came, just as I let go.

“Hey! No! Don’t let go! Please…keep pumping!”

It was a perfectly ruined orgasm, and he stood there and dripped a couple of drops, then stared down at his partially pleased organ sadly.

I walked out of the room, down to the computer room, and fired it up.

I had been so busy with my own business that I had been ignored the world tragedy. Now I started looking.

Georgie Guidestones. Yep.

Free hormones. Yep.

Uh oh, other Hucow farms were starting up.

Crap! I had to register my business with the government. That meant taxes and regulations.

But that was okay. Better to make so much money that you had to pay taxes than not make money.

I turned to my original calculating. Gallons of milk per day. Pints of semen. How much did I need to cut the product.

Then I started thinking about the future.

Cosmetics. Natural, from grain fed Hucows.

Medicines.

Weight loss products.

Oh, my God, there was no end to the possibilities here.

I ran back up to the bedroom. Jimmy was sitting on the bed, pounding on his pud.

“What?” He looked up at me, caught, but not ashamed.

That’s the thing about ruined orgasms. If you ruin it just right the guy can’t cum for a while. And he’s super horny and super desperate.

I pushed him back on the bed and his cock stuck up in the air. Red and dripping and wanting.

I sat on it.

“Fuck, Jimmy, order those hormones.” I pumped him hard.

“We need to advertise more.” I ground down on him and tilted my pelvis.

“We need more Hucows.” I kissed him madly.

Jimmy loved it. From a ruined orgasm to a super fuck. He thrust up and rammed it into me.

“Fuck!” I pushed down hard.

We fought like that for a long minute. In and out, caught in our gleeful battle.

“We’re going to be Hucow kings!” I bellowed. I twisted his nipples and he yelped, but now he was in the mood.

“I’ll buy all the houses in the community.” He grabbed my tits, slapped them. Squeezed them till I moaned.

“I’ll make all the garages into pens and we’ll pipe in soothing music.” I reached behind me and twisted his balls.

“YIPE!”

I said, “I’ll take out ads in the papers, on TV. We’ll have a thousand head of Hucows! We’ll raise our prices!”

He slapped my pussy and I started to cum. I bucked and shivered and my legs started to spasm. I managed to say, “We’ll be the world’s first Hucow millionaires!”

“Fuck, yes!”

I bent over him, my breasts bouncing as I squeezed everything I could out of my orgasm. Then I collapsed on him.

“Hey,” he said, trying to fuck some more. “You didn’t get me off.”

I smiled into his chest, then braced my hands on his strong pecs and pushed up. I stated, “If you’ve got sperm, we need to sell it. Now get your ass down to the barn and get yourself milked.

He stared after me as I sauntered proudly out of the room.

And, damn. He actually did.

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 no 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

OEBPS/image_rsrc44V.jpg
Szzzlz ‘g

Stories!

Stories of Forced Feminization
and Female Domination!





OEBPS/image_rsrc44M.jpg
Five
Sizzling

Stories!





OEBPS/image_rsrc44U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc44S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc44R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc44T.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc44Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc44P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc451.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc44Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc44N.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc44X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc450.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc44W.jpg
Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Five
Sizzling

Stories!

Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!






