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PART ONE

“What the hell is this?” My wife held the closet door open and stared at me.

I stood behind a rack of her dresses, shaking, busted, and wished I was somewhere else. Like anywhere else.

April reached in and grabbed my ear and pulled me out into the light.

I was wearing her bra and garters. Nylons. And I was totally erect.

April was wearing her business suit. A green pencil skirt. Silver wings that indicated she was a flight captain. A jaunty cap and high heels. Her red lips, so sexy, were open in stunned surprise. Her fingernails, red and long, had my ear in a death grip.

“Ow,” I said.

She pulled me out of her walk in closet and held me in the middle of the room.

“Oh, my God. You’ve even got lipstick on!”

My red lips quivered. I so loved red lipstick on her, and when I was fully made up, I loved it on me. I loved to have a Coke High with red lips, leaving my red lip prints on the rim of the glass.

She let go of me. “Okay, Charles, start talking.”

We stood, a couple of feet apart, and my chest was heaving.

“I…I…I…” I was tongue tied. Busted. My dirty, little secret out in the open.

“Can’t even talk about it, eh? Come with me.”

She strode easily in her high heels to the door, then turned.

I was bent over, unbuckling my high heels. I loved the four inchers with the black straps.

“Leave them on.”

“Wha…wha…”

“Leave them on. I want to see you walk. Full light of day. I want to see what my sissy husband likes to do while I’m out earning a paycheck.”

My face, I realized, was burning up. Funny, I had been in such shock at being discovered that I hadn’t realized that my skin was flushed.

I straightened up. “Leave them?” I managed to mumble.

“Leave them on. Leave the bra and nylons and everything on. And especially leave that luscious, red lipstick on.”

She turned then, a super smirk on her face, and headed down the hallway.

“Come on.” Click, click, click. Her heels sounded on the hardwood floor. Sexiest sound in the world, and normally, when I was en femme, I tried to make my heels make the same sound. Normally. Now I was having an out of body experience, shamed, and I tip toed, trying to walk softly.

Little click, little click, little click. I wasn’t completely successful.

She went into the kitchen, and I followed her, my heart pounding high in my chest. I was, I admit it, terrified.

She had always thought of me as a manly man. And I was…when she was home.

She reached up to the liquor cabinet. She’s not tall, only five foot six, and she stretched, her calves curved, her round ass strained, and she brought down a bottle of Jefferson’s ‘Reserve Very Old Small Batch Bourbon,’ and a bottle of Oregon Spirit.

Jefferson’s was fifty bucks a bottle.

Oregon Spirit was $4.99 a bottle.

She poured half a glass for me, handed it to me.

She poured a quarter glass of Jefferson’s for herself. She leaned back against the counter held one elbow with one hand, and with her other hand sipped the Jefferson’s. Her lips were pursed, like a kiss, but she wasn’t kissing, and she studied me.

In my…her…underwear. With red lips.

“Well, go ahead. Have a drink.”

I stared at the cheap swill. “Can I have some coke in that?”

I loved good bourbon, and we loved to sit on a summer night and sip the good stuff. She wasn’t feeling like sipping with me.

She shook her head. “Now I understand. You dress like a bitch, and you drink like a bitch. Go ahead.

I moved to the refrigerator, painfully aware of my feet trying not to make sexy sounds, of my cock sticking out like a flag unfurled. I took out a can of Coke and poured half of it into the glass. I wanted to ask for ice cubes, but I didn’t dare.

I was so messed I didn’t dare do anything. I was caught. My marriage was over, my life was over. I was a shattered man.

I drank. A trembling gulp.

She grunted, a small, disgusted sound, and shook her head.

“I’m…I’m sorry…” I tried to explain.

“Don’t talk for a minute. I just want to absorb all this.”

So we just stood there, her sipping, me gulping. I finished my cheap drink and poured myself another one. My hands were shaking, tears were starting to form in my eyes.

“This is so amazing.”

I said nothing.

“We’ve lived together for six years. I love you, and you tell me you love me, and yet you have this huge secret.”

I finished my second drink. I was still red-faced, but I was also feeling the effects. Two stiff shots of Oregon Spirit will do it.

“Well, bring your bottle—and some Coke—and let’s get to the bottom of this.”

She walked out of the kitchen, then through the sliding doors to the patio. She moved confidently, her heels tapping, making a different sound on the concrete. She placed her drink on the glass table and took off her scarf and hat. She loosened her top buttons, kicked off her heels, and sat down on a lounge chair.

I had followed her, a six pack of Coke in one hand, Oregon spirit in the other, my drink hanging on by a finger. I placed everything on the table and turned to her.

She was sitting, her smile small and twisted. I realized she was getting off on this. She saw humor in this.

But what did that mean? Was she going to laugh as she threw me out of the house?

“Sit down.”

I sat, on the edge of the chair, facing her.

She relaxed, sank back in the cushions and sighed. “Jeff, Jeff. What will we do with you.”

I tried again, “I’m sorry. I’ll never do this again. It was just a one time thing. I didn’t mean to. I’m…I’m sorry.” I ran out of words. I whispering, looking down, unable to meet her even gaze.

“Hah,” she said, conversationally. “You’ll never do it again. How long have you been doing this…this crossdressing?”

“This is the first time. I swear!”

“Jeff, you are lying. You know I have a minor in psychology. I know that men don’t suddenly get up one day and say, ‘I think I’ll cross dress today!’ And never do it again. The truth is that you have been cross dressing, probably as long as we’ve been married. And you will continue to cross dress. That is just who you are. Now…I want you to talk to me honestly. Except for this one, little lie I thought we’d been fairly honest with each other. Now, you’re going to need to buck up and spill. You need to tell me all about your crossdressing habit.”

My mouth started moving, but only nonsense came out. I mean, I just blubbered gibberish. I stopped.

She laughed. “God. This is good.” She eyed me, sipped again, and said. “I’m not mad. I’m actually curious. Are you worried that I’m going to jump up and divorce you?”

“I…I…” I nodded. I was staring at the ground. I had never felt so miserable in my life.

“Well, if I’m going to divorce you, you might just as well come clean. Better to break up on an honest note than a lie. Now, talk. When was the first time you ever cross dressed?”

Slowly, stuttering, not looking at her, I began to explain my life.

“I discovered my mother’s underwear. I had to do my own laundry, and I would empty hers out of the machine, and I would feel her soft panties. I would handle her bras.”

“Did she have big tits?” She deliberately spoke crudely.

I looked up at her. She was laughing at me. Well, not really, but it felt like she was laughing. Her mouth was curved up and her eyes were dancing. I knew she was laughing on the inside.

She’s my mother!” I blurted, stunned that she could ask such a question.

“And you wore her bra. Did she have big tits? Was it a big bra? Big cups?”

“I…I…”

“Well?”

I looked down and nodded. I had never felt so mortified in my life.

“Okay, your mother had big tits. Did you fill the cups with something? Water balloons?”

“She had…my aunt had a mastectomy. When she died there was a box of her stuff, from when she used to visit, in the garage. There were breast forms in the box.”

“Oh, okay. You wore your mother’s stuff, and your Aunt’s, too. Especially those big, old honkers. I’m thinking that your Aunt’s tits were as big as your mother’s. Sisters and all.”

I didn’t say anything. Moisture began to leak out of my eyes. It was too much. I couldn’t handle it.

“How old were you?”

“Eleven.”

“Eleven years old, and you found out you were a crossdresser.” She shook her head slowly, sipped, and, “How did you handle it?”

“I…I just had to do it. I would put on her panties—“

“You mother’s or your Aunt’s.”

“My Aunt’s. Do we have to do this?”

“Oh, yes. We really have to do this.”

“But I don’t want to talk about it!”

“Would you like it posted on facebook?”

My mind totally stopped. Then images of people lining the streets to point at me, laugh at me, filled my mind.

“No,” I barely breathed.

“So did you have an erection?”

I nodded.

“Speak up.”

“Yes.”

“And did you jack off?”

I made a strangling sound. I suddenly realized my glass was empty. I half filled it with Oregon Spirit and the other half with Coke. I gulped a big glug.

“Did you jack off?”

“Yes!” Tears were flowing freely now.

“And if I hadn’t come home you would have gotten all dressed up, had a big, old erection, and then stroked yourself to a fare thee well.”

I took another big glug as answer.

“Slow down. I don’t want you sloppy drunk.

“Okay,” I whispered.

“So you’ve been dressing up and jacking off for twenty years.”

“I guess.” I started to lift my glass.

“No!”

I looked at her.

“Don’t drink unless I tell you to.”

“Oh. Okay.” I was half drunk anyway. Of course, I really wanted to drink myself into oblivion.

“So did you marry me for love? Or because of my wardrobe? Because we were the same size and you could fit into my clothes.”

“I love you!” My voice raised an octave, it cracked. I was desperate that she understand this: I loved her.

She nodded. Sipped. Then: “Put your glass down. Go pour me two fingers.” She held her glass out.

I stood up and took it, and stopped. She had sat up, and when I stood up my cock was pointing right at her face. She grabbed it, held it, studied. She murmured, “So much pleasure, and yet…it wants to be a woman.”

“I don’t! It’s just…it’s just…”

“Go get my drink.”

Miserable, I turned and walked towards the sliding doors.

“And stop that damned tip toeing. I want to hear your heels sing!”

I walked, and tried to walk normal. As normal as I walk when in heels. Click, click, click.

I entered the house, and returned a moment later with her drink.

She was watching me as I crossed the patio. Having to walk normal made my ass sway a bit, and that made my cock swing back and forth.

She grinned.

I handed her her drink, and she took it with one hand, and my cock with the other.

I didn’t move, just stood there, ashamed, trembling. The tears had stopped a bit, but now they started up again.

She stroked me gently, and looked up. “You’re going to have to stop crying. It would ruin your mascara.”

“But I’m not wearing mascara!”

“You will be.”

I don’t think her grin could be classified as exactly evil, but it sure was excited.

I stared at her, blinking, not understanding.

She laughed. “I love you, and you love me, and now your big secret is out. I love big secrets. I’ve got a few of them myself. But, first, we have to deal with yours. Did you really think I was going to leave you?”

I nodded.

“Leave you? When I’ve got you by the balls?” She shifted her hand to my balls and squeezed. I groaned and my knees bent a little.

“Oh, you silly boy. I’m going to have fun with you. I am going to use you and abuse you. But, first, I need to find out more.”

I didn’t know what to think. My mind was sputtering like a car on three cylinders.

“When you dress up, do you dress up all day?”

“Yes.” Still ashamed. Still unable to meet her eyes.

“And when I’m gone, if I’m gone for a week, how often do you masturbate?”

“I…just once. A day before you come home.”

She was stroking me. I was getting drunk. Most important, the talking was getting easier.

Oh, I was still redder than a sunburned tomato, but I was starting to talk.

“So that explains why you aren’t so horny when I get home. I’ve always wondered about that. I’m gone for a week you should be all over me. Instead, you’ve been getting off on your own and leaving me high and dry.”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“You selfish bitch,” but she said it complacently. “Oh, and that’s why the laundry is all done when I get home. You wear it, wash it, and I think you’ve merely been a good hubby In truth, you’re a dirty, little pervert cleaning up the evidence.”

She said pervert, but she was laughing. The bite was starting to lessen, but…but I felt so caught and guilty.

“Take a drink.”

I did. She continued to stroke me, and I was in danger of cumming.

“I’m going to cum.”

“Oh, no you’re not.” She stopped stroking and watched me. “I was scheduled for a two week round about, and you would have pranced around for two weeks, and then squirted. So you can just do without for a couple of weeks.”

“I…”

“Of course you can. You like not cumming, apparently. I can help you do that.”

I almost came right then, and she saw it and squeezed me.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. My whole body was not only mortified and embarrassed, it was trying to squirt.

“So for two weeks we can play dress up.”

“What? We…what?”

She let go of my cock and squeezed my balls. I yelped, but the danger of cumming was definitely stopped. She continued to hold my balls.

“Two weeks of me dressing you up. Full make up. Wigs, we can even get you some of your own clothes. The Goodwill has some wonderful shabby chic.”

“It…wait. I don’t understand!”

“Your dreams are about to cum true, my little pervie boy. Or maybe I should say pervie girl. I’ve studied enough psychology to know that this is one bug that won’t stop itching. So if you can’t beat ‘em…”

“You’re going to…I thought…”

“I know. You thought I’d kick you out on your ass, steal your bank account, take you for alimony. But where’s the fun in that? It would be much more fun to use you and abuse. Make you into a maid. Maybe explore a little of that BDSM I’ve read about. We can see where this goes. Are you ready for a wild ride?”

“I…I…”

“Of course you are. Now, go wipe the lipstick off. We need to take a little drive. Leave the underwear on, and maybe some panties to keep King Kong there under control.”

Ten minutes later we were driving—she was driving and I was in the passenger seat, a little drunk—down to the Goodwill.

“Can I ask…Can…”

“Ask away,” she smiled at me. She had the top down and her hair was waving in the wind.

“Why are you home? I thought you had the circuit through the orient?”

“Mandatory jab. Pilots refuse to get the vaccination. The whole airline industry is shut down.”

“But…”

“But it’s really a vacation. Maybe a long one. I’m not going to get the jab, and between you and me we have enough money saved up.” She shrugged. “I was due for a vacation anyway, and now…” she grinned at me, “…now I have a real reason for vacationing.”

I sat in the seat of the Mustang. She liked to drive fast, hug the corners, and I could really feel my nylons and garter snaps. And the bra. I was wearing a hoodie to hide the shoulder straps.

And my mind…my mind was trying to figure things out.

We walked into the Goodwill, her striding like she owned the place. Me fearful and walking three feet behind her. And the image flashed through my mind…like a peasant behind the bossman.

She went right to the shoe section and picked out three pairs of heels. One was tall, I didn’t think I was going to be able to wear them. The other was two inch heels. The last was a granny sort of a thing. Looked like something the Wicked Witch of Oz would wear.

She put them in my hands, one, two, three, and said, “Better get a cart.”

I looked around.

“And hurry. This is going to be power shopping.”

I hurried, and was back with a cart, the shoes inside it, in under a minute.

She had three dresses picked out and she threw them into the cart. A yellow house dress. A blue thing, criss crossed ate the top. And a weird unitard type of thing with a chiffon skirt on it.

“Some little girl had a dance recital,” April muttered, and threw the dresses over the shoes.

Then she picked out a few blouses and skirts, and two wigs. Cheap wigs. Brassy blond, and that fake red color. The blonde was long, the red was just a bubble cut. Reach down to my chin, but that was about all.

“Okay, bozo, pay the girl. I’m going to be next door.”

I went to the check out counter and endured stares. “My wife picked them out,” I stumbled. “She’s next door.”

The girl ignored me. The old man behind me snickered. “Buying you some Tampons, eh?”

I ignored him, but my face turned up the heat again.

I rolled the cart to the car and put the stuff into the trunk. I was standing there looking around, and April came across the parking lot. She had a bag filled with make up. We stood next to the car and she opened the bag and showed me.

“They had a special on Revlon lipsticks. And this is the full face kit. Primer, blusher, eye shadow…everything.”

I looked into the bag and tried to absorb what was happening.

She giggled and pushed me. “Get in.”

I sat in the passenger seat again while she drove.

“I wish I’d know this about you before.” She whizzed around a corner. “We could have had so much fun.”

“OOOOoooooOOOO!” the siren started up behind us.

“Oh, crap,” she glanced in the rear view mirror, then started looking for a place to park.

Oh, crap! I thought. I’m wearing female underwear!

But cops wouldn’t ask to see my underwear.

But I somehow knew he would know. Cops know these things. I was caught, trapped, and he would…what would he do?

Give me a ticket for crossdressing?

And a fantasy exploded in my head. Arrested and thrown in a cell with a bunch of Bubbas. Arraigned in court, and the judge wearing sexy underwear under his black gown. Sent to prison, forced to register as a sex offender. All the other prisoners…

“Do you know how fast you were going?”

I looked up at the cop standing next to my door. Next to my door, of course, out of traffic, but talking over me to April.

“I do, but it was sort of an emergency.”

I looked at her. Emergency?

“What kind of an emergency, ma’am?”

I looked up at the cop. He was spiffy in his taut uniform. His muscles were outlined, and his face was square and handsome. He was wearing aviator sunglasses, the height of cop cool. He was holding his ticket book, ready to write.

“We just bought these clothes, and we have to get home so my husband can try them on.”

Oh, FUCK!

I was paralyzed. Cars were whizzing past. The cop stood there and blinked. He looked at me, and I looked straight ahead.

“You have a…a haberdashery emergency?” His voice was unbelieving. He had heard it all…well, almost all. A clothes emergency?

“No, no. Not a haberdashery…that’s for men. It’s…let me show you.

She unbuckled her seat belt and twisted around, she leaned into the back and started pulling clothes out of sacks. Woman clothes.

“My husband is a cross dresser. I know, it was a shock to me, but he simply has to get home and try these things on.”

The cop blinked behind his sunglasses. His mouth was slightly open.

“Your husband…”

“Yes. Oh, heck. You’ve got to believe me. It really is an emergency. If you don’t believe me…ask him to show you his bra.”

“His bra.”

The cop obviously thought she had sprung a leak in the brain pan. He tilted his ticket book to start writing.

“Wait a minute. I’ll make you a deal.”

The cop looked up. “A deal.”

“Yes. If my husband really is wearing a bra, you won’t give me a ticket.”

“I won’t…”

“No.”

A moment, then he started chuckling. “Lady, you probably deserve a ticket more than anybody in the world, but you got a deal. If your ‘husband’ is wearing a bra you get a pass.”

April smiled. “Show him, Jeff.”

“I…don’t…want to…” my voice was barely audible. I was a new shade of red. Humiliation, you are my middle name.

“Nonsense. You want me to pay a thousand dollars for speeding?”

“It’s not a thousand dollars,” I wanted to shrink through the floorboards, or crawl into the glove box.

“Of course it is. Right, officer?”

“At least.” he said.

I risked a glance up at him. His face was straight, but his eyes were hidden.

“It isn’t!” I protested in my low voice.

“Jeff!”

“Maybe it’s not, but you aren’t willing to help your wife get out of a ticket? What kind of a man are you?”

Now I did look at him. He wasn’t laughing outright, but I knew he was smiling on the inside.

“Jeff! You show him your bra right now!”

“Is he really your husband?”

“Yes.”

“And he won’t help you out with a ticket? Maybe it’s time to think about getting a new model.”

“Jeff! You show him your underwear right now…or else!”

They waited.

I felt my hands moving, but it didn’t even feel like I was connected to them. I took the bottom of my hoodie and lifted. Tears started coming, dropped all over my hoodie, but I lifted it up.

I was exposed. My bra, April’s bra, was white on my tanned skin. No missing it.

Click.

I looked up in shock. The cop was looking at his cell phone. “Man, the guys at the station won’t believe this.”

“You…you…”

“Are you married?” My head spun towards April.

“No, ma’am.”



“No girlfriend or anything?” 

“Not right now.” He was looking at her, contemplating her.

“Do you have a card or something?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He handed her a business card. She took it, but stroked his hand slowly with her other hand.

“Just in case I get ‘sexually abused.’” She said it like she wanted to be sexually abused. My mouth opened. My brain, not working too well anyway, stopping working even more.

“Give a call anytime, ma’am.”

“And you would help me with…sexual abuse?”

“My pleasure.”

Then he bid us good bye and strolled back to his cruiser.

As April pulled out into traffic I blurted. “I can’t…why did you…”

“Shush now, Jeffie boy.”

“You were flirting with him!”

“Of course. I had to get out of the ticket, didn’t I? Flirting is a girl’s secret weapon.”

“But he had already seen me! He wasn’t going to write you a ticket! And…he has a picture of me!”

“Gee. That’s right. I hope he doesn’t post it on the internet.”

I was crying openly now, sobbing, and she leaned over and patted my knee.

“Just like a girl. Must be all those hormones.”

I jerked around, twisted to look out the window. I covered my face and sobbed.

“Bring the bags in. Bring them to the bedroom.” She got out of the car and walked into the house. Her back was straight and she was deliberately clicking her heels. Let the world look, she was in charge.

I carried the bags of clothes, and the make up, into the house.

In the bedroom she was in the closet. She was getting one of her suitcases out. A small one. I never saw her pack it, she kept it locked, but I figured it had underwear, maybe her make up, in it.

I put the bags on the floor and she put the suitcase on the bed. I was feeling very, very broken.

“My big secret…”

I stared at her.

She turned around and held up a mess of straps and a…a…

“This is my strap on. I get over in Bangkok and there’s always a business man or two that want to take it up the ass.”

“I…what?”

“So you see, you aren’t the only one who’s been holding back. Really, Jeffie, we’re going to have to be more honest with each other. Just think how much fun we could have had if we had discussed this when we first got married.

“That’s a dildo.”

“Yep. And you know Johnny?”

Johnny was her co-pilot.

“Sometimes, after we’ve had a couple of drinks, Johnny asks for me to use this on him. So you’re not alone. There’s a lot of perverted men in the world.”

“Johnny…he…”

“He does. We like to get him on all fours, he strokes himself and I screw him. In and out. Until he squirts all over the place. Then, weird, we never talk about it. We go, we eat, we’re chatting away like girlfriends, then he asks for a butt fuck, and we never talk about it. Isn’t that weird?”

I just stood there. I still had wet cheeks, and getting wetter, and I was distraught, and humbled, and embarrassed. My life was changing, and I didn’t know what to do.

April stripped out of her dress. She was wearing a tummy shaper with straps for the nylons, and nylons. She had on a half bra and her nipples were at attention. She has big nipples, and they always made me have a big cock. Of course, being en femme, underneath my clothes, I already had a big cock

She stepped into the strap on harness and pulled it up.

I stared, mouth gaping.

As she adjusted the straps she asked, “Should I call that officer?”

“What? No!”

“But he was so tall and handsome. And I bet he has a really big cock.”

“I…no! And please stop talking about it!”

“What? You don’t want me to make love to another man?”

“No!”

“A manly man, who doesn’t wear girly underwear?”

She straightened up, and her cock pointed outwards. Right at me. She was grinning.

Should I fuck Johnny? I never have, at least him doing the fucking. I mean, I always do the fucking. Should I change that arrangement? Jeffie?”

“Please, April!” I sobbed. “Stop talking.”

“Stop talking? Like you did for the last half dozen years? Keep my urges all bottled up? Stay frustrated? Why, that might lead me to become so perverted I dress up as a man.”

“April,” I begged.

“Would you like that, Jeffie? Would you like me to dress up as a man…and fuck you with my manly cock?”

“Please.” I sagged to my knees and held my face in my hands.

She stepped in front of me. “Jeffie. Open your eyes.”

I opened them, and was face to face with her cock.

“Now, Jeffie, here’s the deal…I’m not going to fuck you until you ask me to.”

“What?” I was looking through tears and the world was bleary. That big cock was filling up my field of vision.

“That’s right. You have to ask for it. If you want to go all the way, then it has to be your decision. But to help you make that decision…we’re going to play some games. And I’m not going to stop playing those games until you ask me to fuck your ass. What do you think about that?”

“Are you going to call that cop?”

She laughed. “That got you, eh? You bet. At least, he might be one of the men I call.”

“Honey?”

“You see, you aren’t allowed to cum for a while. Maybe a long while.”

“But why not?”

“Because girls don’t have cocks. Girls take it in the pussy. And until you take it in the pussy…well, let’s just say that I have a few needs.”

“But we’re married!”

“Absolutely. But if you don’t want to be a man I can’t be expected to stay chaste and wait for you, right?”

“But…but…”

She patted my cheek. “But don’t worry, honey, until you finally come around I’ve got lots of games to keep you entertained. Now, we’ve got a busy afternoon, but would you like to suck my cock a little before we start?”

She gripped the plastic dong with one hand and waggled it and laughed.


PART TWO

“Yes, he’s a sissy.”

I was standing in the kitchen, an apron over my dress, doing the dishes. I whirled around.

April was sitting at the kitchen table, talking into her cell phone. She winked at me.

I was shrinking rapidly. Who was she talking to?

“Oh, sure. You can see him. Maybe you can even fuck him. But give me a couple of weeks. I need to work on him a little. You know these newly born sissies, all uppity until they’ve had a good spanking.”

I was waving my hands in protest, begging her. She ignored me and continued.

“Oh, yes. He’s real uppity. He’ll probably need a lot of spankings. Uh huh. Oh, pardon me a second,” she looked at me. “Get back to the dishes.” Her voice was suddenly no nonsense.

“But you’re talking about me—“

“Come here.” She suddenly smiled.

I stepped closer.

She snaked a hand under my dress, reached up and grabbed my cock. She stroked it once, then tightened her grip. I would have gone on up on my tip toes, except that, courtesy of my high heels, I was already on tip toes. My mouth opened and I gasped.

I tried to push her hands away with mine, but she squeezed harder and I almost dropped to my knees.

“I’m back. Sissy boy was having a hissy fit and I had to show him who was boss.”

She laughed, then: “There is? An actual school? Oh, my gosh. Yes. I will look into it. Of course…”

She went on talking blithely, ignoring me even as she held me prisoner. Finally, she hung up and let go of me.

I staggered away, braced myself with one hand on the counter. “You told her about me!” I accused.

“And do you know who I was talking to?”

“Who?”

“Somebody. And now everywhere you go, every time a woman glances at you, you will wonder if they are the one, if they know your secret.”

“How could you?” My voice was a whisper.

“Oh, it was pretty easy. And I’m going to tell lots more people. Pretty soon there won’t be a girl in town that doesn’t know you’re  a transvestite.”

“April!”

“But don’t worry, the men won’t find out.”

“They…” I was confused by her words.

“You didn’t know that, did you?”

“What?”

“Every woman on earth is in on the conspiracy. We all talk and share secrets, and the men never know anything.”

She sat back and smiled. “We marry men and we have children, but all the time we are aware that men are temporary creatures. They act manly, but that act finally disintegrates and they begin to ape us, to mimic the stronger of the species. They start to cross dress, just like you. Of course, you broke easily, and at such a young age. But they begin to prance around, become sissies, and we take charge then. We make them into our maids, our slaves, and we don’t let them cum much.”

“Shut up,” I whispered. I knew she was just talking, telling me a tale, making me suffer more.             

“No. I’m not kidding. Your status will shortly go out on the internet  on a special channel that only women know about, and every woman will know about you. Oh, they will treat you the same. They don’t want to panic those men who haven’t changed.”

“Please stop,” tears were starting up. “Don’t do this.”

“Honey, these are just the facts of life. These are the birds and the bees for men undergoing the change to sissyhood. It’s a real change, you know, with hormones and everything. And once you get over your hormones you’ll really enjoy the trip.

I turned away, put both hands on the counter. I had thought that when she had found out about me the day before it was all over. But now she seemed to delight in making me reach new heights of mortification.  She had made me wear underwear and one of the dresses she had bought at the Goodwill. She was making me do the dishes. And sI was caught between threats of being exposed, and…and my horniness.

Yes. I was horny. That’s what wearing women’s clothes did to me. They made me horny. But I had never imagined being found out, and that weakness being exploited.

My tears splattered on the kitchen counter.

She stood up and came to me. She put her arms around me and pressed her face to my back. “You’re going to love it, Jeffie. You just need to give up, go with it. Relax and have a good time.

“I…I…” I couldn’t really talk. Pried her fingers off me, tore myself out of her grasp, and ran for the bedroom.

“You can run, but you can’t hide,” she shouted after me.

I threw myself on the bed, and cried. I had had fantasies, but they all ended up with me masturbating and changing back into a man. Now…now she was telling me I had to wear dresses all the time. She had even gathered up all my man clothes, except for one pair of jeans and a shirt, and boxed them up and put them in the garage.

One pair, for when she wanted me to present to the world as a man, the rest of the time I was to be in dresses.

I cried for a while, then the tears slowly dried up. I just lay there and tried to think.

I had to stand my ground. I had to stand up to her. Except, when she had found out my secret it was like I lost all my strength. I was like Sampson having his hair cut, except it was like my hair had suddenly grown, and now I was weak. Unable to fight back.

I thought about what she had said. She had referred to women as the ‘stronger of the species.’ And, laying there in my sorrow, I had plenty of reason to believe it.

I heard her heels in the hall, tapping their way towards me.

She came into the bedroom and sat down on the bed next to me. She rubbed my back with one hand. “Honey, I know you need a little alone time to process all this, but we really have a lot of things to do. You need to set up your bedroom.

I turned my head towards her. “What?”

“Your bedroom. You’re going to sleep in the guest room from now on, and we have to move your dresses in there, and I want you to paint it pink first.”

“What?”

“Pink. It’s a color. Really adorable on sissies. And I have ordered you a whole bunch of pink clothes. Pink bras and panties, pink dresses, pink shoes. I even bought some pink lipstick yesterday. But before you wear pink you need to put on your man clothes and paint the guest room.”

“But I sleep in here!”

“Honey, how can you say such a thing. This is a room for a man and a wife. A pecker and a cunt. You have given up the rights to your pecker, and I’m certainly not going to sleep with a woman! You don’t want me to be a Lesbian, do you?”

“But I…we…”

“Now hush up. Keep your panties and bra on but get your man clothes on. While you paint the room I’m going to order some more things.”

“What?”

“Oh, lots of stuff. A chastity tube, breast forms—until your own breasts come in—I want to get you a good wig, until your own hair grows out enough, and—”

“Wait…grow my own?”

“Oh, yes. When a man becomes a sissy he sometimes needs a little help. Hormones will do wonders for helping you make the change to what you really are.”

“But I don’t want to be a sissy!”

“You don’t really have much choice.” She reached under my dress and grabbed my penis again.

“Stop!” I tried, but she was too fast. She gripped me and flipped me.

“Ow!”

“Ow? This hurts?” She stroked me, used her other hand to fondle my balls. I was instantly breathing harder, and my cock was getting so horny it was starting to drip.

“Leave me alone!”

“No, no, dear. I can’t leave you alone. I’m your wife, and I’m responsible for you making the change to sissy. Now lay back and relax, enjoy, and I’ll get you so horny you’ll love painting your room pink.

For a long minute she rubbed my cock, then she bent down and took me in her mouth. She ran her lips over the head and down the shaft, deep throated me, plastered her lips against my pubes. She pulled off with a gasp, and I would have lost it then except for the fact that she was holding me with a grip of iron.

“Oh, Lord. It feels like you’re smaller already!”

“What?” My head wasn’t working right, but I caught that.

“But don’t worry, dear. Once they begin to sissify men always shrink. They get smaller and smaller, and finally their little buttons look like clitorises. Of course you won’t have a pussy, but your man pussy will work. Believe me, you’ll really love it when I start penetrating you with my cock.”

A sob deep in my chest tried to escape.

She stood up. “Now, change your clothes. I’ve got the paint and the ladder and brushes and everything all waiting for you. I even covered the furniture with a drop cloth.”

She left the room, and I heard her tap down the hall to the computer room.

I lay there for a long moment, my cock throbbing. I wanted to jack off, but she had told me she would lock my cock up if I did. She said I could go without chastity as long as I could keep my hands off my cock.

But I wanted to touch my cock so badly. I wanted to cum so badly. I had been in woman’s clothes, and lipstick—she hadn’t made me up, yet, but she kept saying she was going to—and I was so horny and I wanted to stroke myself off. The whole situation, with her being in charge, was ten times more frightening, and exhilarating, than normal.

I touched my penis and stroked it lightly. Oh, God! I shivered. It would only take a few strokes and I could lose this…this condition. I could be a man again. I could go out to the garage and get that box and dress like I had a pair. Of balls. Not tits.

But I was actually scared. She had told me she would lock me up. And, I have to admit it, that soul searing horniness…I didn’t want to lose it. I was used to going ten or twelve days before cumming, and even though this as worse, I wanted to suffer those twelve days.

And she had said two weeks, and then…then…and I was unaware that I was translating her fucking me with a dildo into me fucking her. If I could just get through this.

I let go of my cock and stood up. Smoothed my dress out, and walked down the hall.

The guest room was not big. It was, in fact, smaller than most guest rooms, or normal bedrooms. Just enough room for a narrow bed, a dresser and a writing table. Even the closet was under-sized.

As she had said, April had prepared the room. The unopened cans were on a plastic drop cloth on top of the white dresser. The ladder was open at the end of the room.

I went back to my—dare I call it ‘our’—bedroom and changed into my man clothes. My bra was tight, restrictive, and my panties didn’t hold my cock in properly, but at least I was manly on the outside. I returned to the guest room and began painting.

It took me a couple of hours, but when I was done it was bright pink. I put the materials away, then took a shower, washed the splatters off me. When I was done April was waiting for me. I was barely dry when she handed me a bourbon and Coke.

“I went out and bought you a better brand of bourbon,” she explained. Women should never bruise their delicate mouths with that swill. You’re not a woman, yet, but even a sissy is a step up, so you get a better brand.”

I was to find out that the ‘better bourbon’ was Old Forester. $9.99 a bottle. Once touted to be a ‘medicine,’ I found it a better taste than Oregon Spirit.’

I sipped my drink, and April took my hand and led me into the bedroom. She sat me down at her vanity table and said, “Drink with your left while I work on your right.

I stared as she began prepping my finger nails. She sanded them, trimmed them, pushed the cuticles back and held up fake nails. The fakes were bright red.

“You’re not going to put those on me!”

“Shush, dear, take it like a woman.”

I clutched my Coke High with my left hand and she decorated my right hand. I watched as the long nails sprouted out of my fingers. It made my fingers look long and slender, very ladylike.

Then she did my other hand.

My cock, of course, was like a rod the whole time.

“My, look how stiff you are. Oh, you’re dripping! That’s pre-cum.”

“Oh,” was all I could manage to say.

She giggled, “You’re going to be so horny…when I finally slide it in you your prostate is going to be so happy…you’ll probably have an anal orgasm the first time.”

“I don’t…” then I shut up.

“Okay. I used extra strong, quick set glue, so you should be able to use them right away.”

I stared at my red tipped claws.

“But be careful. You’re going to have to learn how to use them without breaking. Learn to be delicate in your motions.”

“I don’t believe this.” I said.

“Now, I’m going to work on the internet. Why don’t you clean up and…just wear your feminine underwear…”

I looked at her. She was wearing jeans and a blouse. Her tits stuck way out, but…but I couldn’t see a thing. I knew automatically what she was doing. CFNM. Clothed Female Naked Male. By wearing clothes while I didn’t, except for some kinky underwear, she was more powerful than me. Before today I would have laughed at that. But now I was wondering. The way she was taking charge, the helpless way my cock kept throbbing, my constant humiliation, it certainly felt like CFNM was going to work.

“…and do some vacuuming. Maybe clean the bathrooms.”

I opened my mouth to protest.

She grabbed my cock, “And maybe some day you’ll get lucky.”

Fuck. I melted. She had me by the short hairs, literally.

So I spent the afternoon vacuuming the house, then cleaning the wood floors, then the bathrooms.

I worked in a daze, befuddled, trying to figure things out, but the truth was…she had me. She controlled me, and there was nothing I could do. And she was telling her friends, and making me sleep in a little girl’s room, and I had long, red nails and wore a tight bra and my cock was so damned hard.

And I was so…embarrassed! All the time. And the more I cleaned the lower I sank, the more turned on I got.

I think I realized, then, that I was doing this myself. That I was choosing this. That I was going along with it, in spite of all humiliation, because…I wanted it.

Heck, I had planned to do this for a couple of weeks. So my plans had come true, and about ten times more intense than I had ever imagined.

“Jeffie?”

I walked, my heels clicking, into the computer room. April swiveled around and inspected me. She smiled.

“You are sort of cute. In fact, you excite me. But I don’t think it’s all sex.”

I mumbled something, but I don’t even know what.

“I think it’s the power. Women speak of the headiness of controlling a sissy, how it is better than sex, and, I have to admit, I sort of doubted that. But now I think it’s true. I mean, I’m downright wet down there.

“I’ve been thinking about that, how wet I am, and I’m buying things to help you make your transition, and I am super horny. Now what do you think about that?”

My cock bobbed so hard a bit of pre-cum actually flicked off.

April giggled. “No, silly, I don’t want to fuck you. And if I did…I would want you to use a dildo.”

She reached out and, once again, took my cock in hand. She stroked me, kissed my head, looked up at me and said, “The days of you willy nilly jamming your man meat into me are done.”

“But…two weeks…”

“Oh, two weeks is just the start. Do you think I’m going to let you go back to being a man after this?” She gave a squeeze to my manhood and my knees buckled and I moaned.

“No. I don’t think so. And what I want now is for you to get down on your knees and perform a bit of cunnilingus on me.”

With that she pulled down on my weenie and I bent my knees to the floor.

She let go, leaned back and spread her legs. “Do a good job now, honey. If I’m going to go without dick then you better convince me that the tongue is better.”

She gripped my ears and pulled me to her.

I’m not a big fan of oral sex. Well, I like it when she does it, but when I have to…yuck. Slimy, wet, putting my mouth on and sucking the orifice that pisses.

But I had no choice now. She had my ears, her thighs clamped about my head, and I was being pulled into her snatch.

I did my best. I tried to imagine I was eating ice cream instead of pussy. But with her aroma assaulting me I was hard put to use my imagination.

“Fuck!” she said, and she began pushing and pulling my head, back and forth, into her pussy and out. “Come on!”

I licked her labia and tried to enjoy it.

“Suck my clit,” she moaned. “Come on, you’re just turning me on without delivering! This is downright frustrating!”

I sucked on her clit.

“Yeah, that’s better. But use your fingers, too. Really dig into me. Make love to me.”

I finally started to get into it. Really, I had no choice. The way she was humping my face, the way she was giving me explicit instructions…I fucked her pussy with my tongue, and she began to moan louder.

“Yes…yes…use more fingers.”

I was sucking her clit, jamming three fingers into her cleft, and she was humping my face.

“YES…OH…YES…”

Her legs squeezed so hard I thought she was going to pop my face. She started jerking her pussy into me. I could feel her inner muscles clamp down on my fingers.

“OHHHH…YEEEEAAAAH!”

Then she went limp. Just collapsed. All done.

She pushed my face away and just lay back in the chair and gasped for breath.

I knelt, feeling very used. My cock had never been harder. My balls were so full they were sensitive to the touch. Blood coursed through my package, screaming for release.

But she was done, and, therefore, so was I.

Finally, she sat up. She smiled. “Good for a start, but you need practice.”

“I…need…practice.” I was out of breath, my face was smelly with her juices, I was cock hard and ready to shoot.

“That’s right. Maybe after dinner I’ll let you practice some more. Right now, I need you to build something for me.”

“I do.”

She giggled. “I like it when you are dumfounded. The instructions are in the printer tray. I want you to put it together in the back yard. We don’t use the wood shed, put it in there. And sink it deep.”

Sink it deep? What was she talking about. I managed to get to my feet, my legs were shaky, and I took a sheaf of papers out of the printer tray.

I looked at her, I blinked, I looked at her.

She smiled and waited for the explosion, or objection, or whatever.

I had just enough smarts left to not protest. I asked, “The materials for this?”

“Home depot.”

“I, uh…I can’t…” I was wearing long, red fingernails and red lipstick.

“Sure you can. And you’d better. Do you want a spanking?”

That was the second time she had mentioned a spanking. I looked at the instructions again. I mumbled, “It looks like if I build this I’ll be getting one, anyway.”

“Not necessarily. But you will get a super spanking if you don’t put that together by tomorrow morning.”

I stumbled out of the office, unsure that I was even walking. My mind was spinning like a whirlpool, sucking everything down into a black hole.

I had to go to the store. I could wear my last remaining set of man clothes, but what would I do about my lips and fingers?

I went into the back yard and inspected the site of the proposed construction. It was a shed way in the back. It used to be used to chip and stack firewood, back in the day. Now it was just a three sided building. It was secure, wouldn’t fall over, but it had a dirt floor. The dirt floor, however, was hard as rock. It had been tamped down by years of chopping wood.

I walked around the structure. It was maybe five feet from the back fence, and in the middle of the yard. There were bushes along the back fence, a regular hedge, but the hedge didn’t extend up the sides of the property. Still, it was so far back nobody could hear anything. And if they couldn’t hear anything then they wouldn’t look and therefore wouldn't see anything.

I sighed, went back to the garage and got out some tools, then returned to the shed.

I marked a spot that was three feet back from the open front, and precisely in between the walls. I eyed the spot, sighed again, and picked up a pick.

Oh, Lord. Trying to use a big, old, heavy pick while you are wearing long fingernails does not work.

Oh, I could do it. But I had to be super careful. And the ground was so hard that it required a LOT of strength.

Still, there was nothing for it but to do it, and I chipped away at that hard ground. Took me an hour to get a foot down, and I knew I had to get deeper than that. Fortunately, the ground softened up a little. Another hour and I was down to three feet. My hands were blistered and sore, but I had done it. I went inside, went to my wife’s vanity table and picked up some cream. She was laying on the bed, reading something, and she watched me.

I rubbed in the hand cream and felt the coolness of the cream sink in.

“Let me see,” she said.

Wordless, I turned and held out my hands.

“Ooh, that’s got to be sore. You can soak them in epsom salts.”

I didn’t bother to answer. I could feel tears trickling down from my eyes, and I just wanted to be done with my task.

I went to the store and bought the materials. A couple of two by tens, six feet long. A four by four, eight feet long. I had some spare two by fours at home for the braces. I paid a visit to the hardware store and bought a hinge and a hasp and a padlock. I had screws at home from other projects.

And how did I manage to make it through the store? I wore a mask and gloves. COVID, baby, and I pretended like I was scared I was going to get infected.

The mask worked, it hid my red lips just great. The gloves, they were dicey. The fingers were longer than they should have been because of the fingernails, and if you looked carefully and you could see the shape of the nails. But I kept my credit card in a pocket, handed it in quickly, managed to press on the buttons with my nails, and…it was sort of sexy. At least I had a big hard on when I left Home Depot and headed for home.

Then I had to go back to the store for cement. Sigh.

Okay, back home again, and I was ready to go.

I laid the wood out and measured it ten times. I was going to have to suffer this, and I wanted to be as comfortable as I could be. As comfortable as the circumstances and torture devices would allow.

Then I popped the four by four in the hole and cemented it in place. God, my hands were aching, and I wore gloves because I didn’t want cement dust under my pretty nails.

Then I measured out the half holes, did the cuts, and assembled the thing.

There it stood, a column with a pair of 2 by tens across the top. Holes in the center and sides. A hinge on one end and a hasp on the other.

And a padlock waiting to be used.

That’s right, it was a pillory. Stocks. And there was no doubt at all…it was for me.

It was dark when I finished, and I called April out to inspect the device.

I held a flashlight and illuminated our way to the shed. Inside the shed I aimed the light and she inspected the stocks.

“Wonderful.”

“The cement still has to set. Twenty-four hours.”

“So we could use this tomorrow.”

“We could.” My heart was leaping. I felt dizzy like I couldn’t talk. But somehow I managed to get the words out.

“Oh, goodie. You should probably sand the edges here, make sure you don’t get any splinters in your neck.”

There it was. Stated. I was going to be in the stocks. I suddenly fell down. I didn’t lose consciousness completely. I just keeled over, lost control of my body, and half lay on my side.

April took the flashlight and looked at me. “Are you all right?” There was concern in her voice.

“I’m just…I’m scared.”

“Well, come on. Let’s go in. You probably need some food. Maybe a stiff drink will buck you up.” She helped me to my fight and held my arm as we walked back.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered. “I don’t know what’s wrong.”

“Of course you don’t,” April said cheerfully. “But you’re going through changes. You don’t understand them, your body is getting weaker, you’re more emotional. You’re becoming a sissy, and that’s the long and the short of it.”

She helped me into the house, and for the first time I started thinking about what I was going through.

Could it be true? Could I be not just wearing female clothes, but going through actual physiological changes?

But that was silly! There were only two sexes, male and female. There wasn’t a third sex…a sissy!

And men didn’t go through changes, like butterflies. Men didn’t suddenly change aspects, go through some sort of chrysalis and become sissies.

Or…did they?

It wouldn’t be something a man would talk about, and, if what April had told me was true, men didn’t know, they just…became.

But…no. It couldn’t be. Not so. No.

I was just weak from hunger. I hadn’t eaten, I was so busy building the pillory. And I hadn’t been eating properly for a couple of days. And I had been drinking more.

I made up my mind not to drink anymore for a while…even as April mixed me a Coke High and put it in my red tipped fingers.

I drank, and considered my body.

“What’s happening to me?” I was sitting at the kitchen table and I asked it of no one, of every one.

April took it as if I was asking her. “You’re changing.”

“But…but I’ve still got a big cock!”

“And you might keep it. There’s no telling with sissies. Even when we give them hormones, sometimes they keep their big cock. I mean, nine times out of ten they shrink, but if you actually manage to keep a big cock that’s good.”

“Why?” I asked, looking at her. “Why is it good?” Behind my words was the consideration that she wasn’t fucking me…so what good did it do her?

She sat down opposite me and placed one hand on mine. Two feminine hands. Sexy.

“Honey, as long as your cock is big, and your balls are nice and hefty, you keep producing testosterone, and that keeps you getting those big, fat erections. And just because I don’t feel like sleeping with you doesn’t mean I won’t let you sleep with some one else. Heck, I might rent you out, make a little extra money. Wouldn’t that be good?”

I didn’t say anything. My eyes were wide, I simply couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening.

“Besides, if you have big old balls and a swinging dick, it will be that much more fun to put you in chastity. You’ll have the bluest balls in history, and you will suffer so wonderfully.”

“But I don’t want to suffer!” I wailed.

“Nonsense,” April whispered to me. “Every sissy wants to suffer. It’s what makes them sissies. Don’t you understand?”

But I didn’t.


PART THREE

That night I slept in my sissy bedroom for the first time. Pink with white furniture, dresses hung in the closet, lingerie in the dresser. I was tired, but wired. I couldn’t sleep. Even though I had worked all day, cleaning house, painting the room, making the pillory in the back yard, I was wide awake.

What was worse, I could hear April down the hall, in ‘her’ bedroom. I could hear the hum of a vibrator and her moans, and I felt tears seep into my eyes.

My wife. Last week I had been a man, and I had satisfied her. Sort of. At least I thought I had. Now, hearing the vibrator work and her grunting moans as she came I wasn’t sure.

I tossed and turned and the house grew silent. I couldn’t sleep.

What was happening to me?

April said I was changing into a sissy An actual, physical sissy.

But I thought being a sissy was a matter of wearing clothes and having affectations. Waving with a limp wrist, that sort of thing. But she said not.

She said that it was an actual physical change, that many men would go through it, and the women knew about it, but hid that transformation from men.

They didn’t want to scare those poor, weak men.

But that was silly! That didn’t happen!

Did it?

Finally I dozed off.

And woke up.

I was bleary-eyed, tired, yet…wired.

I felt okay, a little sore from all the work the day before, but…I was a man, dammit!

I rolled out of bed, stood tall and determined, and caught glimpse of myself in mirror on the back of my bedroom door.

I was wearing a bra and panties and a baby doll. Pink.

My hair was long and fluffed out girl fashion. My skin was pale and my lips looked red. Soft and red. Plump. That had to be an allergic reaction to lipstick. No way those were. my normal lips. My shoulders slowly slumped.

Click, click, click. April looked into my room. She was fully dressed. Her breasts thrust out and her ass was round. God, she was sexy, and the fact that I couldn’t see her made my imagination work over time, and that made me even harder.

“You’re awake! That’s good. Come on in the kitchen. I want to talk to you. Don’t get dressed. We have a lot of things to do, and getting dressed isn’t one of them. Nice dick, by the way.”

Click, click, click. Her heels receded down the hallway.

Tired, discouraged, and yet my heart feeling like it was a live wire beating in my chest, I padded down the hallway to the kitchen.

“Oh, Jeffie. Don’t be a disappointment.”

“What?” I asked, surprised by her attitude.

“You need to wear your heels all the time. You need to condition your feet so you can wear them all the time without getting sore. And make up. I should have thought of that. Go get your heels on, and bring me the make up bag next to my vanity. Go now. Shoo.”

I was confused, the day hadn’t even started and I was already trying to figure out what was happening.

I walked back down the hallway, put on my heels and grabbed the bag, and returned to the kitchen.

“Not sit down and let’s start your education.”

I sat across from her.

“First,” she took out items from the bag, “I had to make my own coffee this morning. If I’m going to teach you about make up then you need to get up make my coffee for me.”

She put a hand on my face and turned it this way and that, inspecting my skin color and the shape of my face.

“Second, sissy wannabes always put on too much make up. You need to present your face in a way that is understated and yet emphasized. So, first we clean your pores.”

She began wiping my face with a little square, spongy thing. I was amazed when I saw the dirt accumulate. I had taken a shower the night before and I thought I was clean. She moved into the next step.

“Now, this is primer. Your face will become smooth and lose color. That’s because we are creating a canvas to paint upon.”

“This is foundation. Many women have opinion about what to do when and how much, and you will find your own method. But this is a good start. Now, this is…”

She prepped my face, then introduced color. I wished I had a mirror because I wanted to see what each step did.

Finally, she began working on my eyes. Mascara, shadow, and she hummed a bit here and there, talked a little bit, and it was a very comfortable, intimate time.

Finally, she put on lipstick.

“Your lips are coming along just fine. Getting thicker and softer.” What? You mean they were changing? “You’re not going to be going out for a while, so I put on lip stain. It’s going to last longer, only needs a little gloss to pop.” She squeezed her fingers and concentrated. My lips pursed and she used a doe foot applicator to brush a bright, red color onto them. Into them.

“Okay, go look at yourself, and bring me back a hair brush.”

I was stunned when I looked in the mirror in my room. She had brushed out my hard lines and made my face soft, girlish. And my eyes, they were smoky and mysterious. But it was my lips that made my penis super hard.

I mean, I had been half hard on waking up, and all hard when she started on my face. But seeing my red lips, so large and…and kissable (did I really think that?), my cock suddenly felt like a rock!

I took the hair brush back to her.

She brushed my hair out, bringing the brush under the hair, out, and twisting it at the end. The result was a bubble curve to my hair. She used a little spray of water in the beginning, then, at the end, when she had it the way she wanted it, she used some hair spray.

I sneezed, but my hair didn’t move.

“Okay, time for homework,” she smiled. “In the hall closet there is a stack of fashion magazines. Bring them out to the living room.”

I carried the foot tall stack of magazines into the living room, and darned if they didn’t seem heavier than they should be.

April noted the consternation on my face and grinned. “Things get heavier as you go through the change.”

I placed the magazines on an end table and stared at my wife.

“That’s not true.”

“What?”

“That men change into women.”

“Oh, it’s true, but I’m not going to try and convince you. Over the coming weeks your body will transform, your way of thinking will change…that will be your proof.”

She was so confident, as if she really believed it, and I wondered if maybe she was a little crazy.

But she acted so sane! So matter of fact, as if she was explaining the trees have leaves and who didn’t know that?

“Sit here so you can reach the magazines. That’s right. And cross your legs at the thigh. Men like to cross at the ankle, show off their package. But there’s a good chance you won’t have a package, so you have to learn to sit like a lady.”

“But I have a package now! And it doesn’t feel right to sit this way! My balls…they get in the way. They get scrunched by my thighs.”

“You can do this one of two ways. One is to pull your package up, so they lie on top of the cross of your thighs. The other way is to pull them down, to push them down and fold your legs so they are underneath and hidden. Try putting them on top first.”

I pulled my cock up and crossed my legs and let go. My package sat comfortably atop the cross of my legs.

“That’s good.”

“It’s also obscene. When you cross your legs properly there is no penis visible, and it feels very comfy. Almost as if you didn’t have a penis.”

“But I do!” I was almost crying.

“For the time being,” she agreed. “Now, push your penis down and cross your thighs over it.

I did, and it felt uncomfortable, a bit ‘stretchy’ if you know what I mean, but it was hidden.

April smiled. “There. That’s how I want you to sit.”

“I can’t sit this way!”

“You can if you don’t want a spanking. Remember, the cement will be dry by this afternoon.”

“Yeah, but…” I trailed off. Then, a flash of rebellion: “I’m not going to sit this way.” I uncrossed my legs.

April frowned. “I thought we were doing well. You enjoyed the make up, you slept in your own room without crying, but it’s obvious you have a stubborn streak in you.”

I just folded my arms and glared at her.

She sighed. “Okay. Very well. Do it your way, but there will be a price. Remember that. There will be a price!”

So I sat and read fashion magazines all morning. And I wasn’t all that happy.

I had pranced, but I had also been worked, and was being treated harshly. At least I thought so. Now it was time to have an orgasm.

After an hour I got up and wandered into the kitchen and poured myself a Coke.

“Jeffie?” April hollered from the computer room.

I click, click, clicked down the hallway and stood in the door. Leaned against the door and sipped my Coke.

“Jeffie,” April frowned at me. “We have so much to do if you are going to be a good sissy. Resistance wastes time and slows the whole process down. Now you are supposed to be reading your fashion magazines.”

“I usually watch football,” I said.

She started to open her mouth, and I knew she was going to give me a piece of her mind, but she suddenly shut her mouth, then smiled, and said. “Very well, Jeffie. I thought a little man work yesterday would help you out, make you appreciate the change. Apparently I was wrong.”

I walked out, strutted in my heels, felt proud of myself, and went in and turned on a football game.

Ah, yes. Being a sissy was fun, but you have to call a halt to it sometime.

Of course I was made up, and she had spent some time doing me, so I didn’t wash my face. I just sat and watched the game, yelled for the touchdown, screamed at the fumble, and had a great time.

A manly time.

And I truly had no idea about what was about to happen to me.

At half time I got up and stretched, and April came out of her office. In spite of our argument she was all smiles.

“Come along, Jeffie. Let’s take that pillory for a test drive.”

“It’s only half time,” I pointed out, my voice a little deeper. And I realized that I had actually been talking in a higher tone of voice. Not much, but…but I was sounding like a man again. Maybe it was time to wash the goop off my face and start scratching balls again.

My balls were going to shrink. Ha! What a crock!

“How long does it take to find out how well the stocks work?”

“Oh, well, just for a minute.”

She led me out to the backyard and across the patio and the lawn to the wood shed.

“Taking me out to the woodshed,” I laughed. “That has some punitive connotations.”

She chuckled. “Yes, I guess it does. Good thing we’re just playing games, right?”

“Right.”

Nothing serious about this.”

“Nope.”

“You’re the man and I’m the woman.”

“You got that right.”

We arrived and she walked around the device. “You really do good work. I could probably have you make these and we could sell them.”

“What would our friends think? Selling torture devices?”

“We could sell them on the net.” She lifted the top plank and motioned to me.

Grinning, I placed my neck in the center hole, and laid my hands on the outer holes.

She gently lowered the top plank, the hasp came together with a click, and she put the padlock in. “Can you get out?”

“Ha! Not a chance! I built this puppy right!”

“Struggle a little. Try.”

“Okay,” I moved around, rattled the thing, but it was obvious that I was a good carpenter. The struts were firm, the screws held, and I was locked in. “There! See?”

April walked in front of me. I was bent over a bit, so she leaned down so we were face to face. She said, “It’s time we had a talk.”

I blinked. She wasn’t smiling, but she wasn’t mad. But she was intense.

“About…I have to get back in for the second half.

“Jeffie, I am working hard to help you make your transition easier. I need you to pay attention. No more lallygagging. When I tell you to cross your legs the right way, you do it. Without complaint. Even if you keep your dick, you have to learn to present yourself to the world as you are. A sissy.”

“You need to let me out of this.” I was getting worried.

“You need to learn your place in the world.” She straightened up and turned around. She walked across the lawn.

“Hey! You have to let me out!”

She entered the house.

Oh, fuck. I was caught. I began to struggle in earnest, to throw my weight around. But, as I have stated, I made this puppy well. It didn’t wiggle, and the only thing I managed to do was give myself some bruises on the neck and wrists.

Man! Just wait until I got out of this! I was tired of this sissy bullshit, and I was going to—

April walked out of the house.

“Hey!”

She was holding a ping pong paddle and my electric drill.

“You have to let me out!”

She ran the cord to an outside socket and plugged it in. She braced the paddle on the edge of the patio table and began drilling holes.

“What are you doing?”

But I had a sinking sensation.

The whine of the drill stopped, and she lifted the paddle and inspected it. She swung it a couple of times, and I could hear the air whistle through the holes all the way back where I was.

She looked at me, and began walking towards me.

She was fully dressed, and I was near naked.

Her make up looked severe, as did the expression on her face.

My make up made me look softer, and I felt softer.

I began to worry.

“Hey, what are..we don’t need to do this…look, I’m sorry if I said something that upset you.”

She arrived. She smacked the paddle lightly against her palm. It made a sound like flesh being struck. Hello. that’s what it was, flesh being struck, and suddenly my ass, sticking out so high and proud, felt extremely vulnerable.

“Now, April, let’s talk this out.”

She put a hand across my mouth and stoppered me effectively. She said, “I’ve been too lenient. I’ve tried to be understanding, when what you needed was a firm hand. So now you get the firm hand.” She swung the paddle and the swish of it through the air was frightening.

“What are you planning…you aren’t going to spank me with that?”

Men have lots of muscles. They are good for going to work, supporting women in the manner in which they deserve. Women don’t have as much muscle, so we use our brains. We figure things out. For instance, drilling holes in this paddle enables me to swing it faster. The speed of the swing makes up for the lack of muscle, so you will have a proper spanking. Not a weak one.

“Honey…you’re carrying this too far! It’s not right for a woman to spank her husband!”

“I’m not going to spank my husband. I’m going to spank my sissy. My sissy has to learn her place in the world. If a woman has less muscle than a man, then a sissy has that much less muscle than a woman. It’s time you learned.”

She walked behind me.

“April! You can’t do this! I’m a grown man!”

“No. you’re not.”

WISS…CRACK!

“AH!” My body jerked and it felt like my asscheek had exploded. My neck hurt where it bounced against the sides of the hole in which it was trapped.

WISS…CRACK!

“You will not speak back to me.”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will be grateful for all the things I am doing for you.”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will sit the right way, like you have no balls!”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

The litany of her ‘instructions’ was long. She went from ass cheek to ass cheek, and the pain became more than I could bear. The ground under my face puddled with my tears.

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

I began to break down. She was too strong. Too much in control.

Finally, she stopped. I was hanging in the stocks, sobbing uncontrollably, and I was now more amenable to her wishes.

She walked back o the house, left me sobbing, but only for a moment. She came back carrying a small jar and a tube. She circled behind me. I heard the twist of the top of the jar and she began rubbing ointment on my ass.

Oh, my ass hurt, but the feel of her gentle fingers soothing the ointment onto my red cheeks, I loved her for that.

“Honey, the carrot is as important as the stick, and I wish I could let you cum right now, but I can’t. Aside from being a reward for  being a bad boy, you haven’t made enough progress for me to reward you.”

The screwed the top back on, then I felt her finger between my ass cheeks. I jumped. “What are you doing?”

“I can’t reward you with a cum, but I can give you a little pleasure of another sort.”

“What do you mean? Don’t put your finger there! Don’t…”

I stopped talking and groaned. She rimmed me gently with a lubed digit.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“I…no!”

She laughed. My hips were pushing around a little, and I was having a hard time not pushing them back over her finger.

“April,” I spoke in a reasonable tone of voice. “You really need to stop this.”

“How about if I stop it here?” She inserted two fingers and stopped moving.

“Oh, crap!” I blurted. It felt good.

“I wouldn’t, if I were you.” She wiggled the tip of her finger.

“Oh, God!” Warm feelings exploded from my asshole, surged through my body.

“I’m going to give you a prostate massage. To a point.”

I was lost in the sensations swirling through me.

“The point is that you don’t deserve a cum, so I’m going to make you produce one drop of semen. You‘ll feel good, but you’ll still have a full load, and this will make you even hornier. Would you like to be hornier?”

She rimmed me and it felt like every time she went around she tapped on something deep inside. I couldn’t speak.

“Tell me, honey. Wouldn’t you like to be horny?”

As if from far away I heard myself say, “Yeah.”

And I forgot about being mad, about the spanking. My whole world was concentrated on her finger in my butt. That tap, tap, tapping deep inside made me shiver.

“Tell me you love wearing make up.”

“I…I do.”

Tap, tap. My groin felt hot. I could feel surges down there.

“And you love your new room. Tell me.”

“I do…I do…” I was grunting and groaning, just like I was going to cum, but, of course, the finger in my asshole wasn’t going to let me have an orgasm.

“And you love what I’m doing to you right now.”

“I do…yes…” Words were coming easier now. I just wanted that finger to keep going. I wanted those sensations to overcome me. I wanted to squirt and squirt and squirt.

“I’m going to pee!”

“It’s okay.”

I started to pee, and suddenly she pulled her hand out of my ass and gripped my cock. She strangled it, and it felt like everything inside, on the way to being happy and fun, was reversed. I felt myself grunting and surging, bucking my hips, but she held me firm.

“Fuck!” I wheezed. “What’s happening?”

“A prostate massage makes the semen come out. But I gave you what would be called a ‘ruined massage.’”

“A ruined massage?”

“That’s right, only one drop. So close to heaven, almost there, but you don’t deserve, so…?”

I could feel her shrug her shoulders. I heard a small splatter sound, and realized that a bit of gruel had slipped out of my cock and hit the ground.

“Oh, no…no.”

I wanted to move my hips. I wanted to fuck. I wanted relief.

Slowly, the urges to cum went away, and she finally let go of me.

“Wasn’t that fun?” she wiped her fingers off on my backside. “And just think, next time you get put in the stocks…next time you might get to produce more than a drop.”

“Oh, God.” I sagged. I was exhausted. My ass had a deep ache in it. My back hole…Oh, my God! My back hole felt like nirvana.

April unlocked the padlock, lifted the hasp, then the top plank.

She helped me stand up, and I clung to her. I was weak. I had stopped crying, but my cheeks were stiff with dried tears.

She walked me across the lawn and into the house. She gave me a choice. “Would you rather watch football? Or let me massage your poor fanny while you read magazines.”

I sniffed, but said I’d take the massage. I knew i couldn’t sit down for the game, anyway.

She took me into my room and helped me lay down on the bed. She brought me a dozen magazines and I propped my head on a pillow and began reading them.

She sat next to me on the bed and gently rubbed more cream into my ass. Sometimes I just laid my head down and closed my eyes, and she let me. Sometimes I flipped the pages and read.

Skirts and blouses, different types of make up. And worse, how to please a man. Gah! I tried to skip over those articles.

For an hour I lay there, then I drifted off. The pain of the spanking was gone, I was tired from resisting, and I slept. When I woke up she was gone.

Our relationship had definitely changed. She said two weeks, but then hinted at more. She said I would eventually have an orgasm, but the ruined prostate massage had chipped away at that idea. And I was either naked or nearly so, and always made up.

The days passed, and I learned how to clean the house, how to do the laundry, how to wash her dainty underthings by hand.

And, she was right. My ruined prostate massage had made me hornier.

I thought often of revolting, but a lot of the fire had gone out of me, and what was left was tamped down by her stroking my cock at odd times. At her kissing me, softly and tenderly, and rubbing my nipples.

And, of course, she began playing with my asshole constantly.

I didn’t want her to, I wanted to protest, but she would start out massaging me, speaking softly to me, and before I knew it I would be bent over the couch with her fingering my rectum, or humped over the kitchen sink with her thumb hoisting me firmly up.

Rubbing, stroking, inserting, there was no way I could resist.

But I could resist the idea of her putting a penis up my rear. That I could resist.

No, I didn’t feel too manly these days, but I wasn’t about to take that final step.

“You’ll love it,” she would whisper in my ear, as she circled my backdoor with a couple of fingers.

“It will soon be all you dream about,” as she pushed her fingers into me up to the knuckles, causing little lightenings of pleasure to explode from my sensitive rear end.

Yet she didn’t ask me to. She just kept stroking and stroking, inserting and wiggling, massaging my prostate but not letting me loose any of my seed.

And though I loved it, and though her voice was insistent in my ear, there was no way I was going to ask for that final step that would mark me as a woman complete.

No way.

On Friday afternoon she came out of her office—I had ceased to think of it as ‘our’ office, or even the computer room, and now thought of it as her office—and called me to her.

She sat down in the living room and motioned for me to sit opposite her.

I had been dusting, and I put the duster aside and sat down. I felt very vulnerable, yet comfortable in her presence, in my female lingerie. I tried to remember my female mannerisms as I sat. No dress to smooth, but I smoothed my peignoir.

She smiled.

“Jeffie. I am going to have visitors tonight. Some lady friends of mine. I would like it if you could meet them.”

Panic. Shock. My mind started to shut down.

“No…no…I don’t want to.”

She watched me with pursed lips, judged me, and nodded. “Very well. But you must remain in your room tonight then. I’ve set out instructions for you, and I will help you if you need it, but they are due to arrive at seven o’clock. When the first car arrives you may go to your room. I suggest you take some magazines, or if you would like to read some romance novels, that is okay with me.

She had a complete library of romance novels.

“Okay,” I said, still nervous over the mere idea of having to meet somebody while en femme.

“I tell you, Jeffie, that the day is coming. And sooner than you might expect.”

I said nothing.

She sighed. “Very well.” She seemed about to dismiss me, but changed her mind. “Oh, and one other thing…”

“Yes, ma’am?” She had told me to address her as ma’am. I didn’t always, but she didn’t seem to mind as long as I made some progress.

“You will be spending some time in the stocks tomorrow.”

My breath caught.

“She waved her hand dismissively. “Not to worry. I am not going to spank you,” she smiled, “unless, of course, you would like me to.”

I shook my head, I was instantly perspiring from the very idea of the pillory.

“As a matter of fact, I think you will enjoy the experience greatly.”

I didn’t think so, but I said nothing.

So I cleaned the house that day, and my mind considered various things.

As I polished the silverware I thought about being in the stocks. In an odd way, I was excited by it. Not at the idea of a spanking, but the way she had first pleasured my heinie. I liked that.

And the way she had massaged ointment into my bruised flesh, that was incredible. It was like she loved me, and in a way that I had never experienced as a man.

As a man she had never been so tender with me. But, then, as a man I had fucked her with my dick. And I wasn’t always gentle. In fact, looking back on it I realized that I had been less than perfect as a lover. I had used her, deposited my sperm, and now that I saw the other side of her, as a gentle lover and not a receptacle for my passion, I felt that I had missed out on something.

And there was something in me that wanted that something.

But I wasn’t going to get it. At least not as a man. If I had miraculously dropped the facade of being a woman I felt that she would not be tender and caring. We would simply go back to the mindless fuck that men seem obsessed with.

And, while vacuuming, I thought about her idea that I was actually changing into something. She kept telling me that it looked like my penis was shrinking. And it wasn’t! It couldn’t! Penises don’t shrink!

But why was I thinking about it so much. In a way, worrying, as it was a possibility.

But I did notice other things. I noticed that now that I wasn’t doing manly things, exercising like a man, doing a bit of carpentry in my garage, I was getting…flabby.

Well, not exactly flabby, but…I felt like my chest was shrinking and losing muscle tone.

Of course, that could happen from lack of exercise.

I made up my mind to do more exercise.

Even though I knew I wouldn’t.

At five o’clock I began fixing dinner. Mostly, I peeled potatoes and washed vegetables and made salads. The entrée would be thin steaks, and I did pound them and marinate them, but April would come in about 6:45 and do the real cooking.

Still, there was a lot to do, and I wondered at how many people were coming.

And would they ask where her husband was?

I mean, they couldn’t know about me, right?

April showed up in the kitchen about 6:30 with a smile. “Looks wonderful, dear, I brought you a present.”

“You did?” That was unexpected, and I was surprised.

“What? You don’t realize how precious you are to me?”

“Well, I just…this past week…”

She chuckled, a throaty sound that was very sexy. “Honey, I married you. And when I married you I married whatever you might become. And, as I have told you, every man has the potential to become a sissy. Many do not. They hang on to the notions of themselves as proud possessors of the cock. You have not, you have decided to change, and while that changes the dynamics between us, it doesn’t change the fact that I am married to you. To have and to hold ‘till death do us part.”

I stared at her. She was almost businesslike in this pronunciation.

“I am quite willing to be in charge of this phase of our marriage, and am even enjoying it. And part of that joy is in giving you worthwhile presents. Presents that will open you up, expand you, make you a better…sissy.”

For a second I thought she was going to say ‘better man,’ but she didn’t.

“Now, turn around and bend over.”

I had become accustomed to this, and I did, and she placed something at my rear door. She pushed, I gasped, and then something popped into me. I stood up, felt my butt. I felt…full. I felt stretched. I felt good. A little knob stuck out of my butt. It felt like it had diamond surfaces.

“What is that?”

“That, my dear is a butt plug. It will help you get used to things inserted into you. It will prepare you, even as it delights you. Now, go put the extra leaves in the table. I want you to set it for twelve places. All right?”

I nodded, gulped, and walked into the living room. I walked a bit funny, as every step I took sent a charge of pleasure through me. It didn’t hurt, but whatever I did, I noticed it. Inside me. Rubbing my prostate without pressing unduly upon it. Exciting me sexually, and my penis had never been harder.

But as I set the places, arranged the plates and the silverware, put out glasses, I looked down at my penis.

Was it getting smaller?

And, I swear, I thought maybe it was.


PART FOUR

Seven o’clock and I was laying on my bed, my knees up and one foot bobbing. And it felt like my dick wasn’t….‘in the way.’ I don’t know how else to put it.

I held a romance novel against my knee and read.

She had had me read a couple of romance novels earlier in the week, almost like it was an assignment, or somehow required for my ‘change.’ The odd thing was that i actually found them interesting.

They were like Louis L’amour novels, but for women. The gunfighter had been confused by the confused or conflicted woman. The wide shoulders and slim hips had been replaced by round breasts and lush hips.

Instead of carrying on about how every man wanted freedom and a piece of land they could call their own, the focus was on a woman wanting a man they cold call their own.

And it was sort of fun. Sort of made me sigh in side.

I heard the first of the visitors arrive. I heard greetings in the foyer, and the click click of more heels. Soon there was a herd of click, clicks, and it became difficult to distinguish voices. I focused on the paperback at that point.

Then the clicking heels and the high voices all went away. I put down my novel and went to the door and listened.

They had all sat down at the big table and were eating. I could hear the clink of silverware, and requests for more wine.

Curious, I opened my door a couple of inches and listened.

“…physical changes are obvious. At least to me. He doesn’t seem to notice that his dick is smaller.” That was April’s voice. She was at the head of the table, closest to me.

“Men usually are the last to admit that something is happening to their bodies. It isn’t that they’re stupid, although many are, it’s just that they have a difficult time accepting what is happening to them.” That voice was mature, a slightly older woman, and she must be sitting right next to April. There wasn’t much other conversation. I heard the sounds of eating, but only a murmur of conversation. I had the feeling that the whole table was listening to this conversation.

“How is his rectal training coming along?”

“Steady, but a bit slow. And he seems on the edge of rebelling quite often.”

“Well, tomorrow will cure that.”

“What are the chances of him being a super sissy?”

A light chuckle. “One can hope, but, really, dear, that is so extremely rare.”

“I know I shouldn’t hold out such hope, but it’s so difficult.”

“We all have that hope. You are certainly not diminished for having lofty dreams.

The rest of the table seemed to be waking up, at least a couple of conversations rose up and it became difficult to hear what April and this mystery woman were saying. I closed the door and went back to my bed.

I had physical changes? Nonsense. That was sheer silliness. What changes?

I got up and looked in my mirror.

I could see my penis outlined in my panties. I puled my panties down and, yep, it was there.

But was it as big as it had been? In way, I don’t think it was. But I hadn’t been using it, so it was only natural that it appear smaller. And I had been in such a state of horniness all week…of course it looked smaller when it was flaccid.

I moved closer to the mirror and inspected my lips. It was hard to tell, they were so red, but they did look puffy. But that was just a reaction to wearing lipstick, and the lipstick made them look bigger anyway.

No. It was nonsense. No way I was physically changing.

But I did need to work out more. My chest was thinner, and a bit flabbier. Funny, it was like my pectorals, especially, were a bit flabby. Yes, i was going to have to get into a work out regimen. Get rid of a little extra fat around my ass, too.

I went back to my bed, laid on my back and drew my legs up and crossed them. At the thigh, with my package on top. It did feel good to close my legs like that, and so what if my cock and balls weren’t underneath, out of sight.

Then I opened my legs, pushed my manhood down, and recrossed them.

They were hidden, but they were being pulled, and it made me a little horny.

I smiled. Horny was good. Then I frowned. I needed to masturbate. I hadn’t had a good cum in a while. Sure, I had promised not to cum for a couple of weeks, but if I didn’t get some relief, and not just a ruined prostate massage, then…then I was going to…stamp my foot!

A girl could only take so much, right?

At eleven o’clock April tapped on my door and opened it. I had been dozing and I woke up. I felt a little guilty, dozing.

“They’re all gone, dear. Time to clean up.”

I came out of my room and stared at the mess. A dozen dirty plate settings. Glasses and goblets.

“And you’ll have to do everything by hand. I don’t want the sound of the dish washer keeping me awake. Try to be silent, dear.”

She went to bed, and I was left with the mess, and instructions to keep it quiet.

I sighed and got to work.

I cleared the sink area, washed pots and pans, and emptied the area for more cleaning. I went to the table and cleared one side, brought the dirty dishes and silverware into the kitchen and began cleaning everything.

Oddly, I found the work…pleasant.

I had dozed and was awake, and I found a certain pleasure in making sure everything was properly washed, rinsed, dried and put away. It seemed like only a few minutes, but it was really a half hour, and I was clearing the other side of the table.

Soap, rinse, dry, put away.

It was…okay. It was odd how I remembered not liking doing the dishes before, but I seemed to have become more accepting.

I finished the second half of the table. I had been working for an hour and a half now, between the pots and the two sides of the table, but the worse was yet to come. After dinner the ladies had adjourned to the living room, and even the patio. There were glasses everywhere. I didn’t even know we had that much glasses, and then I realized some of the glasses were those plastic goblets you get at party supply stores.

Sighing, I decided I should clean those, too. After all, we might have another party again, and it would be silly to buy more glasses.

So I cleaned those, soap, rinse, dry, stack in a cabinet, and was almost done.

Almost, just a few tables and chairs to be straightened, and I should do a little dusting. And the patio table needed to be polished.

I worked, tip toe-ing so I wouldn’t wake April up. And an hour later I was done.

Now actually feeling a bit tired—I wasn’t used to staying up this late—I headed for bed.

I stopped at my door and listened. I could hear April down the hall, snoring lightly. I giggled. I had heard my wife snoring.

Then I entered my room and closed the door gently. And wasn’t  tired. Well, I was sort of tired, but I was also awake. It had been so much fun to do all that cleaning, and I sort of wished I could do more.

But I couldn’t, and it was late, so I lay down and…

“Rise and shine!” April drew back the curtains and I blinked. “Don’t want to be a sluggard on such a wonderful day!” She pulled the blanket off me.

I wanted to turn over. “I have to get up now?”

“Of course you do. She sat down next to me and pinched my cheek. “You did a wonderful clean up job, and you didn’t wake me up, so i have a surprise for you.”

I opened my eyes, “What?”

“Coffee. You get to have a cup of coffee.”

Oh, God! Coffee! She hadn’t let me drink any coffee for days! I started to sit up.

She stared at me. Well, actually, she stared at my chest. And nodded.

I looked down.

I didn’t see what she was looking at. It was just my chest. A little flabby and out of shape, but it was just a chest.

“What?” I looked up at her.

“Not a thing, dear,” she smiled. She patted my knee. “Now, up and at ‘em. We have a lot to do today.”

A minute later I was dressed, which meant I had my bra and panties and high heels on, and had at least applied some lipstick. I thought I might need another application of stain, my lips were staying plump, but they weren’t quite as bright as they could be.

I entered the kitchen and could smell the coffee bubbling. Mmm. I sniffed the air.

April poured me a cup and indicated I should sit down. As I sipped i wondered what the occasion was, that she should make the coffee. That was supposed to be my job. Of course, I had stayed up late….

She sat down opposite me, and she looked very cosmopolitan. She was wearing a pencil skirt, blouse and heels. Her hair was pulled back and she wore pink lipstick. She was quite beautiful, and I sure wished I could get a peek at her breasts. It seemed that the more she had me naked, the more I wanted to see her not naked.

But she wasn’t about to show me her naked skin. It was almost like before we were married, her shy and needing to be undressed. But…I no longer had the right to undress her. At least, that’s how I felt.

“Now then,” she began the conversation. “We’re going to have a party today.”

That surprised me. I thought we had had a party the night before.

“I have tables on order, and they should be here by nine. I need you to eat—and have a good breakfast, it’s going to be a long day—and then set everything up.”

Good thing I didn’t throw out the plastic wine glasses.

“And, since this might be a long day for you, I’d like you to take this.” She held up a pill.

“What is it?” Was that shades of rebellion in me?

She took no notice of my rudeness, “It’s a pill that will help you relax, and…and it will do a lot of other things. I’ve decided we need to up your intake of vitamins. You are getting a bit flabby, and proper nutrition is very important, especially for somebody who is changing like you are.”

I opened my mouth to object, to complain that I wasn’t changing, but when I opened my mouth she popped the little pellet into my throat. Right down the gullet, like she was a mama bird feeding a baby bird.

I blinked and gulped. “Hey!”

She smiled. “Now, fix yourself a breakfast. A man-sized breakfast, like you used to eat—she had been having me eat mush every day, and once she had even had me eat a salad—and get ready for a wonderful day!”

She started to get up to leave and I blurted, “What is the celebration?”

She stopped rising, but she kept smiling. She touched my cheek softly with one hand. “Why, honey, I thought you understood. It’s for you!”

Then she left the kitchen.

I sat for a second and wondered. For me? But it wasn’t my birthday, or Christmas, or anything. It didn’t make any sense, then I realized that she must have been joking. My wife always did have a good sense of humor. So, giggling at the joke that had been played on me, or maybe because the pill was already starting to work its way into my system, I got up and began breakfast.

Sure enough, tables and chairs were delivered at noon, and there were a lot of them. I spent an hour just setting up the tables and chairs—and I had to be very careful not to break or chip my fingernails.

I arranged everything in rows, put table clothes over the tables, opened the chairs, then started setting the tables. Small plates, probably for cheese and crackers. Plastic utensils. And a big barrel with wine being chilled in ice.

I stared at the cool looking bottles and was struck by a thought. I liked beer. Or, at least I used to like beer. Now those wine bottles looked awfully inviting.

Finally, I was done. April came out and inspected.

“Oh, Jeffie, wonderful. You did a wonderful job. Now, I want you to hang a curtain over the front of the wood shed. You’re going to be in there. Isn’t that going to be fun?

I was feeling quite happy. That little pill was doing its magic, and I felt no apprehension at being put in stocks with the party going on just feet away. Nobody would look behind the curtain, and I could listen and partake without even being there. Maybe I could even talk April into letting me have a glass of wine.

I got out the ladder and hung a big, black drop cloth over the front of the shed. It was cool inside the shed, and I ran a hand over the pillory. I had certainly done a good job.

“Okay, Jeff, are you ready to be locked in?”

I was.

“Then go clean yourself off. I left some perfume out for you, and I’ll be inside in five minutes to help you dry your hair and do your make up.”

Man, I was gone in a flash. I was feeling so good, and it was going to be a party, and i was going to get to be there. Sort of.

I grinned while I showered, thinking about how nobody would know I was listening, all secure in my stocks.

April came in and dried me off, then sat me down at the table and did my make up. She took her time and I felt so special. Then I realized something.

“April?”

“Yes?” she was focused on my eye shadow.

“I’m not erect.”

She looked down and smiled. “Well, it’s been a long week.”

“But I’m always erect, especially when you put make up on me. Why aren’t I erect?”

“Shush now, dear. You won’t be needing your dick today.”

“But…but…”

“But what?” Her attitude left it obvious that she didn’t want to talk about my peeny.

Finally, done, she said, “Just in time. Come on, let’s get you all set up.”

We walked out to the shed and she lifted the top bar. I placed my neck and hands in the stocks, and she lowered the bar. Click, i was locked in.

Fully made up. My lips bright red and my eyes so mysterious. No clothes. Just high heels.

Funny, it felt like my chest was…hanging. All that flab was just hanging down. I felt a moment of embarrassment, and realized that I needed a bra.

“April?”

“Yes, dear?

“I need some support…for my chest.”

“Yes, you aren’t going to be wearing a bra for show anymore. You actually have matured wonderfully.” She patted my cheek and left the shed.

I stood there in the stocks, and my mind was sort of blasted. What did she mean that I had matured? Just because I needed to work out didn’t mean that I needed a bra. But, wait a minute, I had said I needed support. But that was because I needed to work out! What was this maturity thing that she—

Suddenly the curtain began to shake. A fright hit me, and I stared up, a crack of light, the curtain being put aside, a…it was being taken down!

“Hey!” I yelled.

“You didn’t tell him?” It was a voice I didn’t know.

“He isn’t able to think right now, refuses everything.” That was April’s voice!

“Hey! Don’t take that down!”

The curtain fell. April was on the ladder and a woman I had never seen was pulling the curtain.

“What are you doing?” My voice lost its loudness. I was scared. I was in the stocks, naked but for heels, for the whole world to see.

“No, the whole world wasn’t in my backyard, but even the one woman was too much.”

April climbed off the ladder, then she and the woman dragged the curtain behind the shed. They came back and April was brushing her hands off. The woman came to me. She squatted in front of me. “Hello, Jeffie. I’m Mandy.” She reached up and gripped one of my hands as if to shake.

“But…but…”

She was a good looking woman, brunette, really clear, blue eyes. She was dressed up, like April, pencil skirt, hair coiffed back, a very buxom figure.

“Oh, how cute. He’s crying.”

And I was. I was crying, and my face was bright red, and my heart was pounding like it wanted to leap right out of my chest. My flabby chest.

April came over. “Try not to cry, Jeffie. I put water proof mascara on you, but even that only goes so far.”

“But…but…”

“I told you, this is your party. Did you think I would let you hide away when so many women have come over to celebrate your change?”

I was whimpering.

Mandy touched my face, “I know you’re having a rough time, my husband went through hell before he finally accepted the change. But don’t worry, we’re all behind you.”

They stood up then, and headed for the house. I thought I heard somebody coming into the house, calling a greeting.

“Out back,” Mandy called.

A moment later another woman stepped into the backyard. Tall, slender, but very regal. She hugged and air kissed Mandy and April and looked back at me and waved.

“That must be Jeffie. Hi Jeffie! I’ll come see you in a minute!”

Oh, my God. How can pure red can redder? It could be me at that moment.

Who were these women? Why did they know me? And, was Mandy…what was it she had said about her husband?

I knew it was something about this so-called ‘change’ April kept talking about, but…but my mind felt like a bag of broken glass being shaken.

I stood in the stocks, never so aware of my nakedness. My breasts hung down. And even they were warm, in fact it felt like they were glowing.

And I was limp. I think, even over my embarrassment, that was the most alarming of all that was happening to me. As a man I could always rely on my dick. No matter how bad life got, tomorrow was another hard on.

But now I didn’t have that! I could still feel my penis, but it had no urge in it. No fire. It was just…limp.

Another woman came through the back doors, and while she air kissed and hugged the others the woman who had waved came back to me.

She squatted next to me and shook my hand, as Mandy had done, then she placed her cheek against mine and made a kiss.

“Hi, Jeffie, I am so glad to meet you. My name is Jennifer, and I so love it when a man makes the decision to change.”

I didn’t…make a…decision…” I was almost incapable of speech.

Jennifer didn’t seem to mind my stuttering. She said, “Of course you did, and you will come to see that in the future. Would you like a drink?”

I noticed that she was holding a glass. It looked dark amber, like Coke and bourbon.

She held it up. “I stopped off in the kitchen. April said you liked bourbon and Coke. Would you like a sip?”

“I…I…” I must have nodded, because she held the straw to my lips. I took a big sip, and that helped. I felt the bourbon go down my throat, cool, and explode in my belly, fire. I coughed.

Jennifer chuckled. “There, there. Don’t worry. Lots of the ladies will be welcoming you, and it’s sort of a tradition to have a drink of the ‘changed,’ so you’ll be getting lots of sips. You should probably think about sipping easy. You don’t want to be a sloppy drunk on your coming out day.”

“I don’t…” I took a breath. “I don’t understand.”

“I know, it’s all so confusing. But don’t worry, your thought processes will come back. And when they do you’ll be smarter than ever. You’ll be thinking like a female. Won’t that be grand?”

“Uh…”

“Oh, I’ve got to go now. Talk to you later.” She pinched my cheek and hurried off, and another woman squatted before me.

Behind her I could see the yard was filling up with women. Very sexy women, all wearing sexy clothes, smiling and laughing and sipping. Either wine or a glass of what looked like bourbon and Coke.

“Hi, Jeffie. I’m Ava. Have a sip and let me welcome you to…”

They came to me. They talked in their groups, and they chatted, but they always had an eye on me, and when one woman left another took her place.

As Jennifer had said, a lot of them offered me a sip of my favorite drink.

Most of the time I could barely speak, but they didn’t seem to mind. My cheeks turned red with lipsticked kisses, and quite a few of them asked if they could feel me. I refused, at first, but then I gave up. I felt hands on my flaccid penis, and remarks like, ‘Oh, that’s cute,’ and ‘Doesn’t look so fierce now, eh?’

And many of the women touched my star, noted how I shivered, and chuckled.

“Oh, she’s going to be a lot of fun,” one of the ladies remarked.

I became drunk. Not riotously, but gently, and I wondered if the ladies had been cutting their drinks so as not make sure I didn’t lose consciousness.

And I would have lost awareness. I sucked on straws with my red lips, and I wanted to die.

But, underneath all the shame and humiliation and embarrassment and mortification…I wanted to live.

I felt like something was happening.

All these women. Talking to me so personally. Discussing my condition, feeling my manhood, or, rather, my lack of manhood. They were so happy for me.

I didn’t understand, and at one point I asked one woman if I was thinking straight.

She had smiled and explained, “Straight enough, for a guy on a roller coaster. Or girl. Don’t worry, Jeffie, you’ll come to your senses, and it will be better than anything you ever imagined.

Finally, the group was called to order. An older woman, I recognized her voice form the night previous, stood in front of the tables and clinked a glass with a spoon. the ladies all sat down and gave her their attention.

“Welcome, ladies of the Sissy Society!”

A spatter of handclaps. And I noticed several women walking between the tables. They were submissive and carried plates and trays. The servants, and they were all dressed like maids; they wore puffy blouses under suspendered skirts, and the skirts were pushed out by chiffon underskirts.

And they fascinated me.

The matronly lady, whose name turned out to be Matthilda, continued speaking.

“We are gathered to welcome Jeffie to Sissyhood. It is his coming of age party.”

More claps, this time louder, and directed towards me.

“Now, a brief history. Our leader, Silithia, first realized the true superiority of womankind, and it is to her we owe great thanks. She is responsible for the great changes that have occurred, and are occurring. In the future only the true alpha males will remain male, and the other men will ascend to Sissyhood, one step on the way to womanhood.”

I was drunk, but I was listening. Silithia? She did something…but I didn’t understand. I didn’t understand.

“Those men who insist on remaining men, who are alphas and can’t give up being the inferior species, will be rounded up and contained. They will have limited use for breeding purposes. Especially once they are fixed.

“But it is sissies like Jeffie who are the future. Soon we will be having so many coming out parties we won’t be able to attend them all. In fact, we will probably hold large ceremonies for entire …let us call it graduating classes…of sissies.

“Which brings us to now, and to Jeffie.” She turned to me and smiled. “Jeffie, we welcome you to your true status. Jeffie, be a sissy, and be proud. You are the future of mankind.”

The women all stood up and clapped.

I was red all over again, in spite of being drunk. I didn’t understand.

Matthilda raised her voice and called out, “Let the ceremonies begin!”

Cheers. Lots of cheers. And the wine really started flowing.

That afternoon was a daze for me. Everything that happened became crystal clear in my awareness, yet didn’t make sense.

Women coming forth and kissing me, brazenly, sampling my red lips, until my whole mouth was a fire engine.

Women feeling my tits, making remarks about how big they were going to be.

Women feeling my asshole, and, finally, inserting their fingers. It seemed like everybody wanted to put a finger inside me. Or fingers. Hell, some of those women felt like they wouldn’t be happy until they got their whole fist inside of me!

I couldn’t do anything, and after a while I didn’t want to. The feel of so many loving hands.

Then a woman stepped in front of me, and she wearing a strap on. Other women cheered her on, and she touched the penis to my lips.

I clamped my lips down, and their were light hearted boos, and more cheers, and the woman went away laughing.

At one point Matthilda came and sat next to me. Pulled up a chair and sat next to me.

“How are you doing, Jeffie?”

“I…I…”

“I know, it is a bit much. All this attention, especially with all the changes you are going through. The hormones are starting up, and, of course, naughty Jeffie, you’ve been drinking.” She laughed merrily.

“Well, enjoy it, and…oh, Tammy! Come here!”

One of the serving girls came up to to her.

“Kneel down so Jeffie can get a good look at you. “Jeffie, this is my husband. He was one fo the first to undergo sissification. Tammy, say hello.”

“Hi Jeffie.”

Tammie was a girl, or so I could swear, but…she wasn’t. I could see it in her eyes. She had the boobs, she had the waist and the round butt, and she had the make up and the hair and everything, but…she was different.

“You’re different,” I blurted.

She smiled ruefully. “A sissy isn’t a woman, but I’ve made a start.”

“A good start,” added Matthilda.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Tell Jeffie how confused you were when the change started.”

“Oh, I didn’t understand at all. I thought I was going insane. I thought the world was changing, and it was really me. I thought everybody was insane, and I was the last sane person on earth. But, finally…finally it ended, and I saw what I had become. Then it was glorious. But I was so scared until then.”

“”Oh, he was a mess,” Matthilda offered. “But he made it, and so will you. Won’t he, Tammy?”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

Ma’am. He…she…called Matthilda ‘ma’am.’ Like I was supposed to call April.

Ma’am. And there was something so final in that word. And it finally struck me.

Ma’am. Madam. A word used when addressing royalty. Or…an adult female.

I suddenly realized, and this was a shocker, that I would never be an adult female. I would only be a sissy, half a woman, not a whole, and this realization made me start to cry, really cry.

Matthilda said, “Oh, now we’ve done it. Help her out, Tammy.”

Tammy put her head next to mine, her sissy head, and whispered words of love and encouragement.

Slowly, the tears dwindled, but they hadn’t stopped completely when Matthilda again clinked a glass.

“Ladies! Gather around! It is time for the belling!”

Belling? What the fuck was a ‘belling?’

The ladies gathered around. There was about a ten foot space around me, then they were packed, shoulder to shoulder, peeking over shoulders, and they all watched me.

“First, the draining.” She turned to me. “Jeffie, let this draining symbolize that you will always be a hollow vessel, ready to be filled with duty to any woman you meet.”

She nodded over me, to somebody behind me, and I felt hands pulling apart my ass cheeks.

“Hey!”

Then something was inserted into me. It wasn’t a butt plug, and it wasn’t fingers, it was a curved sort of plug, and I would later learn that it was a prostate massager.

Whoever was behind me began circling the thing inside me, and touching that bump that April had tapped on days previous.

Everybody was silent, waiting, and I looked around frantically.

“Relax, Jeffie,” Matthilda whispered. “It’ll happen soon.”

“What happened was that I wanted to pee I suddenly felt the pressure inside, and I felt like I was going to piss!

“That’s it, a woman behind me murmured. Here it comes.”

And I peed. I was so mortified. I thought I would simply curl up and die. But I didn’t. I just kept pissing and pissing.

And a warm feeling began to come over me. I feeling of bliss. Somewhat similar to the feeling of a cum, but not exactly.

Then I was done. All pissed out, and the thing was taken out of my butt.

“Let the Goddess come forth!” intoned Matthilda.

The ladies separated and April stepped forth. She was holding a platter, and she lowered it so I could see it. On the platter was a chastity tube, and a bell.

“Let the belling commence!”

April stepped behind me and I felt her handling my manhood. I was limp, so I went into the tube easily. She tried a sampling of rings, and snapped one on and attached the tube to it. Then I heard the click of the lock.

The ladies immediately burst into wild applause.

Matthilda whispered to me,  “You were given a pull earlier. It was a sedative, but it also contained an agent to rendered you incapable of erections. This will last a week, and by then you will be completely accustomed to the chastity tube. We have found this method of applying chastity much superior to any other.”

I still felt April’s hands on my penis, my caged penis, and I didn’t understand, until I heard:

Ding!

Oh, my God! I was wearing a bell on my cage! No matter where I went people would hear me!

Couldn’t there be anything more embarrassing?


PART FIVE

Everybody had left and I was calming down. Somewhat.

I had my butt plug back in, but my ass, so stimulated by hundreds of hands groping and reaming, seemed to explode in pleasure with every step I took.

“You were wonderful,” April complimented me, patting my cheek. “But now you need to wash your face, fix your make up, and clean the back yard. Oh, and I left you some clothes on your bed. I would love it if you would wear them while you’re cleaning up.”

I had nothing left in me to resist. I was rebelled out. And I hadn’t even rebelled, I had just been…loved. A hundred women telling me nice things, encouraging me, saying how beautiful I was becoming.

What was there to rebel against?

I entered the house, and was stunned when I saw my face. It was red with lipstick. Every woman had wanted to kiss me. My mouth was a red slash, my cheeks were in a constant and brilliant blush.

I used cold cream and took off all my make up, then re-applied it. And I felt different.

Before the party I had been so self aware, even nervous, about putting on make up. Now I accepted it. Now I simply put it on as a natural act. I even took a little extra time and simply enjoyed it.

I went into my room and found one of the maid outfits the sissies had been dressed in during the party. Puffy blouse, yellow short skirt with built in suspenders, a chiffon underskirt to poof it out.

I stood for a long time and stared at it.

My uniform.

I was a maid.

I had been a husband, the king of the castle, and now…now I was…reduced.

Sighing, feeling a simultaneous sense of loss and worth, I slipped on a garter belt and nylons. This was my first real clothes since this whole thing had started, and I wanted to feel them.

I put the uniform on, and my best heels, and inspected myself in the mirror.

My round ass gave the skirt extra flair. I could see my bra underneath, and…it actually looked like the fat on my chest was a set of breasts.

Not by a lot, but they did. I put a hand underneath each globe of fat and squeezed. It made my knees weak, and I felt a shiver of pleasure run from my nipples to my groin.

I lifted my dress and looked at my now caged manhood. I was in prison, and I had an alarm system attached to my weenie. With every step I took there was a little ‘ding.’ It was quite musical.

And I was so bereft of rebellion I didn’t even think about tearing it off. I walked, and listened, and it was a music to my ears. A music that I had never heard. A music that I didn’t know if I liked, but, there it was.

I came out of the hallway, click, ding, click, ding, click, ding, and there was an actual prideful strut to my steps.

April was watching a show on the television and she smiled when she saw me. “Aren’t you beautiful.”

“Thank, you,” I said. I felt like I was far away, listening from across a football field, yet I perceived with a clarity that was crystal.

“How does it feel to wear clothes?”

“Wonderful,” I answered honestly.

“Well, enjoy. Even though you have been honored, you still have a ways to go. But I thought you would like to see what the end feels like.”

“The end is I am a maid?”

“The end is that you serve.”

“Women.”

She cocked her head, not deigning to answer.

“I’ll go clean the backyard now.”

I moved off.

That was an evening I will never forget. I had trouble moving the tables, I was just not strong anymore. But by figuring out leverage, and when to roll or drag, I managed to stack them in the side yard, ready for pick up on the following day.

The chairs were easy, but walking through the grass in high heels gave the task a difficulty I didn’t expect.

And, of course, there were the plates and glasses, the table clothes and napkins. It was quite dark when I had the back yard cleaned, but I still had to wash all the dishes.

April came into the kitchen and patted my ass, which act of familiarity was so unexpected I jerked and my bell rang. She giggled and sauntered off to bed.

It took me hours to clean all the dishes by hand, to soap and rinse and dry and stack, but I did it. It was midnight when I was done. The witching hour, as my mother used to call it, the ‘wishing’ hour.

My mother. I had been so immersed in my change that I hadn’t thought of her.

What would she think, seeing her only son transforming into a sissy? She was a strong woman, very willful, would she condone my behavior? Would she…? I thought she would.

I understood something about women then. I had had some sort of epiphany, without realizing it, if that makes sense.

I saw women as a race apart. Not a rib taken from a lout, but an evolution from the hairy beasts that had sashayed out of the jungle, up from the swamps, out of the wilderness.

So funny. Man had built cities…for women.

For if what I was going through was—or would be—universal for all men, or least most of them, then women had inherited the earth.

Women were in charge.

The day of the dick was over.

Pussy was in ascension.

Pussy ruled, and not in the crude sense that men would think.

Simply, those who had vagina were now the rulers.

And then there were the second class citizens, the men who aped women. The sissies. Like me.

And then there were the men. A few saved for breeding or fun. But from some of the conversations I had overheard this afternoon breeding was going to be a thing of the past. There were other ways of producing offspring, ways that didn’t involve the willy nilly chance of men. Ways that were impervious to the crapshoot of uncontrolled rutting.

So a few men would be saved for fun, sissies would serve, and women…women would rule the planet.

No more wars. No more plagues. No more poverty. No more homelessness or crime or even cross words.

Women evolved wouldn’t allow such things. Sissies wouldn’t rebel, and men…they would be contained.

Heck, the men would probably be kept in cages, chained to the walls, their manhood confined by chastity, such as mine. Let loose only for the value of a pleasant dicking.

And would they even be allowed to cum?

Probably not.

Men would probably hang from the walls, eternally erect, and women would march down through the dungeons and select the dick they wished, and the men would be writhing, twisting, begging for release.

But the women wouldn’t allow that, for a horny man was a man controlled.

It was a new world.

And, so thinking, I held my bell so it wouldn’t ring and tip toed down the hall to my bedroom.

I awoke before mistress. I was tired, but I had duties.

I put on my bra and garter, no nylons nor dress because it had been hinted that I wouldn’t be wearing clothes past last night. At least, not for a while.

I put on my make up, picked up my heels and held my bell, and tip toed to the kitchen.

There, far enough from the bedroom that mistress wouldn’t hear my bell and be disturbed in her sleep, I slipped my high heels on and began preparing breakfast.

As I squeezed fresh OJ, and buttered bread, I caught sight of myself in the window.

Was it my imagination? Or was my waist smaller?

At any rate, it seemed that my chest was fuller. More pronounced. The fat was really getting out of control.

But why did I get fat in the pectorals and not in the waist? Something was weird here.

Anomalies notwithstanding, I fixed breakfast, put it on a tray and walked down the hallway to April’s bedroom. The clock indicated the time she liked to be woken, and I let the glory of my high heels be heard.

And, of course, the musical chime of my cock bell.

“Good morning,” I said, placing the tray on a chair.

April stirred, “Mmmm.” She stretched, and I was struck by how she was naked. With a little movement she could bring the covers down and I would see her body. Actually see it.

I pulled the drapes and kept glancing at her, hoping to see her beautiful form. Inside my cage my cock hung useless, and I wished it would get hard. At least, as hard as it could.

“Face away,” April murmured.

Dutifully, I faced the bathroom, wishing I could at least see her reflection, see her body, so lush and bountiful. The body I used to…used to…

“Okay.”

I turned around and she was in a robe. A floor length robe. Completely concealed. She walked out of the room without a word.

I picked up the tray and followed her. Sometimes she liked to eat in bed, sometimes she liked to sit on the patio and enjoy the morning. This was a patio morning.

I placed the tray in front of her and stood to one side. I caught a glimpse of her leg as the robe slipped. She noticed me noticing, smiled, and pulled her robe over her leg. “Don’t you wish you could have some of this?”

Yet she wasn’t asking, she was assessing, judging me by my response. I might be a servant, but that didn’t mean I didn’t understand things.

“Are the eggs done right?” I sidestepped.

She laughed. “Oh, you’re good.” And she ate.

It was a pleasant morning, sort of a balmy cool, very fresh, and I stood by, waiting for her to be done so I could do the dishes.

I was starting to enjoy doing the dishes. Doing dishes, and housework, and various other tasks, took my mind off of indecision. I didn’t wonder about the world, about myself, about my wife. I had prescribed duties and nothing to worry about.

“You’re going to be taking a trip today, Jeffie.”

Oh, Lord. Just when I had been noting the pleasant sameness of my life. “Oh?”

“Yes. You’re going to be spending a few days with Matthilda.’

“Why is that?” And I wanted to ask if my behavior had been okay, if I had done something to displease.

“You’re coming along well, but she wishes to accelerate your change. She also wishes to polish you.”

“Polish me?”

“That’s what she said. I’m not sure exactly what it entails, but I get the impression that it is going to be difficult for you.”

“Oh.” I was disturbed, disappointed. I didn’t know what was happening. the party had seemed to give me a sense of myself, a sense of worth, even, and now…had I failed somehow? This sense of self was being taken away from me.

“Sit down, Jeffie.”

I sat down in the chair next to hers. She placed a hand on mine.

“I know this is difficult for you. Your whole world is changing, and you are physically changing…”

I was? No, I just needed to do some exercise, take some weight reduction pills.

“Matthilda has been tasked to create a sort of an academy. In the near future men are going to be changing at a more frantic pace, they will need to be disciplined, and quickly. So Matthilda has asked if she could use you. You may feel this is unfair, even that you don’t deserve some of the things she is going to do, but you will be serving the greater good. You will be helping her decide on methods and procedures for assisting men like yourself to transform. Do you understand now?”

“I do…but it scares me.”

April sighed. “I know. It’s odd,” she was now musing, “You used to be so take charge, first one in the water, devil may care…but…” she leveled her gaze at me, “now things are different. You have evolved, and you have come into a new you, and it is your duty to make the change easier for those who come after you.”

“Okay,” I murmured. I was so confused. Yesterday I had left the confusion behind, but now I was back into it.

Yesterday I was an acknowledged sissy. Now…it was as if I was being demoted. Even though, April’s words to be true, I was simply being used to establish methods of helping men through the change to sissyhood.

April leaned forward and gripped my chin with one hand. She held me firm, making me look her in the eyes. “I want you to make me proud, Jeffie. I want you to do everything Matthilda says. Do you understand.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Then after you do the dishes I want you to take off all your clothes and go get in the trunk of the car.”

I blinked. “The trunk?”

“Matthilda wanted you to be delivered to her in the trunk. She wants you in the proper frame of mind before you even arrive at her house.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stood up to wait for her to finish, then I had a thought. “Ma’am?”

“Yes?”

“Is this…is this happening to me because…”

“Go ahead.”

“Well, if I had asked for you to…to use a dildo on me…would this be happening.”

April sat back and considered me. “You’re astute, Jeffie. In answer, No. As far as I know. But I would certainly suspect that it was a contributing factor.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She went back to her breakfast, and I returned to my solitary musings.

April wanted me to ask to be…completed. That was how she referred to the act of her pegging me. And now I was going to be facing Matthilda, and I had a feeling she was going to be after me to ask her for  my deflowerment.

But I didn’t want to. Call me old fashioned, call me willful, I just couldn’t deal with the idea of a woman fucking me.

The trunk was small, but at least it was well padded. April had placed a couple of blankets in there. I wondered if maybe she was worried about my time with Matthilda.

I climbed in, scrunched up, used a pair of golf shoes for a pillow.

I would probably never play golf again. In fact, virtually all of my manly pastimes now held no real interest for me.

What was of interest was my change, and wearing clothes, and the right way to do make up.

After a half hour I heard the kitchen door close and the sound of her high heels on the garage floor.

Suddenly the trunk opened and April peered in at me. She had a smile, but it seemed a little forced.

“April?”

She had started to close the trunk, but stopped.

“Yes?”

“What if Matthilda tells me to…to let myself get fucked by her?”

She knew what I meant. Fucked by a dildo, like a woman. the final step, according to April and what I had gleaned in listening to conversations the day previous.

She thought for a moment, a very serious expression on her face. “Jeffie, if she wants to fuck you, then that’s up to her. She’s in charge of your training, and probably your final days in change. I don’t think she’ll ask you to fuck, or make you fuck, because it’s well known that a man has to make a choice if he is going to be a real sissy. That said, if you choose to let her deflower you, that is fine with me. I’ll have plenty of time to ride you, and the most important thing now is you making the decision. So, make it or not, you’ll always be mine. Okay?”

“Yes, dear.”

She smiled at my ‘dear,’ be it a bit ruefully, then closed the trunk.

I lay in the darkness. I hadn’t realized how well sealed trunks were. I had thought, if I had thought, I would have imagined them to be merely gloomy. But this was dark and I could see nothing.

Vrooom! April started the car. She called back to me. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes!”

“Let me know if you smell any fumes, or feel sick.”

“I will.”

With that we were off.

It is strange riding in a trunk. If you’re in the passenger seat, let alone the driver’s seat, you can see things coming. You unconsciously shift your position, do things to hold your place. But in the trunk there was no foretelling which way the road curved, or when a bump was coming up, or a stop sign or another car’s brakes, or anything.

Thus, I was slid around a bit at the beginning. I braced, and protected myself, but, really, I was a victim.

We hit a bump and I bounced. I thought I heard April chuckling, and wondered if she was going to hit all the bumps in the road. just for a joke. And for a while it looked like she was, then everything smoothed out and I started to relax. Sinking into the blankets helped stop me from sliding around, and it was actually sort of soothing. Like an out of body experience.

But, the oddest thing, the only real noise I heard, over the sound of the road and the whirring tires, was my bell. The bell around my cock kept dinging and dinging, and it became the focus of my world.

I began to understand why April and the ladies of ‘The Sissy Society,’ wanted me to have no hard ons the first few days. I was able to relax and accept the extra weight on my package.

And I had a feeling, from what I had read, that the feeling of my cock trying to get hard, in the beginning, was very distracting.

So they wanted me to do this ‘change’ thing easily, without the distraction of a hard pecker.

But that made me wonder if my penis really was getting smaller. The women had spoken of a ‘super sissy,’ who retains his…her…cock. But that was supposed to be extremely rare.

Suddenly I wondered where a ‘super sissy’ would be in the hierarchy of the new civilization.

Women at the top, sissies second, men third…would a super sissy be at the top of the sissies? Or the bottom? I had a feeling she would still be considered a sissy, but would having a manly aspect lower her or elevate her in the eyes of women?

The road suddenly changed. It became smooth, no bumps whatsoever, and the sound of tires stopped being a whir and became a hiss. A whisper. We weren’t on city roads, we were on a driveway, and I perked up, listened, but I couldn’t hear anything.

Then the car stopped. I could hear the motor popping as it started the cooling process. The driver’s door opened and closed, and I heard the sound of April’s footsteps. Then I heard another set of heels, this one approaching the car from the passenger side. I followed the clicking, and figured the car must be twenty yards from the front of the house, or garage, or whatever. Then I wondered if there was even a structure there. For all I knew the car cold be parked next to a teepee.

“April!” It was Matthilda’s voice.

“Matthilda.”

A moment when nothing happened, and I could imagine them air kissing.

“How was the drive out?”

“It was wonderful. You really are out in the boonies.”

“No nosy neighbors to interfere with our work. How’s Jeffie?”

“He’s fine. He’s in the trunk.”

A tapping on the lid of the trunk. “Hi, Jeffie!”

“Hello,” I answered.

I could hear Matthilda chuckling. Then, “You know, I really wanted to congratulate you on your progress. She was wonderful yesterday.”

“Thank you.”

“However, unofficially, you did make a few mistakes.”

“I know. It’s just so difficult.”

“He’s your husband, was your husband, now he’s your sissy, I understand. As he changes so do you, and you have to adjust. This is why we are setting up centers like this. We can take men in, help them through their metamorphosis, and give them back to you fully changed and in control of themselves.”

“I know. But, could you tell me exactly where I made my mistakes?”

“Well, the first was being too easy on him. Speaking truthfully, if you had spanked him every day, even multiple times a day, he would probably be through the change by now.”

“Oh,” I could hear the discouragement in my wife’s voice.

“Don’t take it personal, dear. We are all new to this. Honestly, you made less mistakes than I did when Tammy started to change. And, again to be honest, some of the mistakes you make will help us train women so there will eventually be no mistakes.”

“When do you think the world is going to change? When are men going to start changing en masse?”

“That’s a tricky one. We have studied this problem intensively, and we can’t be sure. Do you know what ‘herd immunity’ is?

“It’s when enough people have had a sickness that the herd, as a whole, develops immunity.”

“Exactly. Well, think of that in reverse. Right now a man here, a man there, it’s all spread out. Although cross dressers, transvestites, and that sort seem prone to changing first. A predisposition of their personality, I suppose. Anyway, when enough men have changed, then the herd will pick up on that, and just like the herd achieves an immunity, then the herd will begin to change. And that is going to be something.

“Can you imagine millions and millions of men all changing at the same time? There are going to be riots in the streets, straight men who have never had a desire to wear mommy’s shoes will suddenly be scampering for bras. Everybody will be assuming it is a new disease, and searching for cures. There will be vigilante groups marching in the streets. Even some women will pick up hatchets and do the John Wayne Bobbit, or worse.”

“It all sounds so awful, yet…is there nothing that we can do?”

“The wheels of change have been set in motion, and we are doing all we can to prepare for The Great Sissy Awakening. And you are a part of it. You have contributed. And even Jeffie has offered us invaluable information. And he’s going to be crucial in the setting up of future ‘Changing Farms.’”

“Wow. Even though I had an idea…this is so big!”

“Yes, it is. Shall we open the trunk now?”

The trunk lifted slightly, then popped all the way open. I blinked, and crawled out. April and Matthilda watched me. April with a worried expression, Matthilda with a smirky look.

“Good morning, Jeffie.”

“Good morning, ma’am.”

“Are you ready for your sissy boot camp?”

Boot camp? I had been through one of those, the mere reference made me blink. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Go into the house, explore the top levels, then find the basement. Choose a room. Then come find me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I looked at April. I wanted her to hug me, I wanted some reassurance from her, but she merely watched me with level eyes and waited for me to leave. Slump shouldered, I did.

The house was huge. It was three stories, modern, with patios on the second and third levels, lots of glass, stone pillars. It was like a modern office building, but more imposing.

Inside the house the foyer was as big as my living room. Correction, April’s living room.

The floor was rough tile, the grain alternated and the lines set catty corner. The ceiling was wood planks. I figure they had to be glulams because they were so long, and because there were no knotholes in them.

The foyer opened up on a monster main room. Thick, green carpet, like a lawn, two fireplaces, one at each side, and across the fifty yard line sliding doors that were ten feet tall and eight feet wide. Sixteen feet wide in total. You could easily drive a tractor into the room.

I wandered a bit in awe, staring at the high ceilings, playing with the light switches. This place had to have been built by a person twice the size of a normal human. Even the hallways were tall, twelve feet, and wide, eight feet.

Matthilda had said to explore, so I did. I found a stairway and climbed upwards. The steps were two feet wide and a foot up. I had a choice. Lift my feet laboriously, or do it like a soldier, sprint up the steps with big strides.

Again, I wondered if the house had been designed by a giant. Normal steps follow a 7/11 rule. 7 3/4s up and a minimum of 10 inches for the tread.

The second level was no big deal. Lots of rooms, normal size rooms, down the length of the hallway. The hallway was big, but the doors and rooms were regular. All the rooms looked like bedrooms.

Up to the third level, and this one was different.

The rooms were all large-sized, big doorways, and in some of them the furniture was over-sized. Super big couch. Super large bed. The largest big screen TV I had ever seen. Not a projector, a screen, and it took up one whole giant sized wall.

Midway down the hallway I heard noises, and they resolved to voices. The  doorways and rooms were still large, everything on this level was large, but the women in the rooms were normal sized. And they worked on normal computers. Except for one room which seemed to have a monster monitor.

“Hey! Who are you?”

I froze. I had tried to creep by, but I had been seen.

“Come in here.” The woman was tall, maybe six and a half feet tall, and she was naked. I was to discover that even among women there were differences. There were women, and then there were vary large women. And where the normal women didn’t like sissies to see their flesh, the large women reveled in being seen.

I entered the room like a shrinking flower. I shivered. I wasn’t used to attention, and these women all seemed so sure of themselves. And most of them were of the tall variety, and even more sure of themselves than the normal sized women.

“I’m Jeff.”

“Jeff, eh? What are you doing up here?”

The woman was dressed. I was not. And I became very aware of the way the bell on my cock cage tinkled.

“Matthilda told me to explore.”

“She did, eh? Turn around.”

I turned, and she inspected my ass, my waist, my growing hair.

“Well, you’re certainly developing. From here on out you won’t come up here. Not unless you are expressly instructed, and even then you’d better be careful.”

I nodded, frightened by her attitude.

“Okay, finish exploring and get gone.”

I blurted, “What do you do up here?”

She stared at me, and for a second I thought she was going to yell, but the woman next to her chuckled, then she chuckled.

“Okay, I guess you’re going to get the works, so why not. This is the computer room. We stay in touch with Stepforth Valley. We are one of the communication centers for the new world. We oversee House of Chimera operations, we’re going to be linking the various Sissy Centers, what you probably know as the Changing Farms, like this one. We are in direct contact with Womanland. Silithia herself stays here frequently. Does that answer a few questions for you?”

It answered questions, but it gave me more questions. I didn’t know who this Silithia was. i had heard her referred to at my ‘coming out’ party, but…I didn’t understand.

I nodded.

“Excellent. I’m sure Matthilda is impatiently awaiting you somewhere, so off you go.”

I took the hint and crept out of the room. I heard giggles behind me, and knew they were laughing at me. but that was okay. As a second class citizen maybe I needed to be laughed at.

I headed off in search of the basement.

The basement was a dungeon. A huge room that reached the whole length and width of the house. Around the sides of the room were small rooms, more like cells, all normal sized..

Inside the rooms were normal beds. Writing tables. Dressers, and even stand up closets.

At the end of the room the small rooms became actual cells. With locking bars and little sliding doors face high in the regular doors. Inside these rooms the furniture was a metal bed, bolted to the floor, and a toilet. No sink. At the back of the cells were little windows that looked out on the grounds. But it looked like these windows could be closed, and the flaps were hard, metal.

The big room was built somewhat like a gymnasium, with two rows of odd furniture.

One row was stocks. Pillories, like the one I had built. The next row was of weird horses. They were padded and had little platforms on the legs. I could tell that people were supposed to kneel and rest their elbows on the platforms, and straps would keep them secured.

At this, of course, my heart started to pound.

I circled the room, came to the end, and entered a wide hallway. At the end of the hallway, which was only as long as a cell, was another room. Again, super sized, but with rows of normal chairs. Well, almost normal. The chairs had straps on them, and poles with round bands at the top. At the front of the room was a poster.

The poster was of one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. The dimensions of the woman were sized to meet the dimensions of the room, and of the house. Eight feet tall, yet stacked, round hips, and high heels. Her breasts were monstrous.

If a perfect woman was 36 by 24 by 36, this one was 48 by 36 by 48. Or larger.

Man, what a blow up. What a—

“I told you to explore, not to dillydally.

I spun around. Matthilda was standing at the far end of the basement, and she didn’t look happy.


PART SIX

“I’m sorry. This place is so big.”

She was striding towards me, she looked so large, and I found myself backing up. I backed into the room with the big picture on the far wall.

She entered the room. “Sit down.  The chair in the front.”

I sat down in one of the weird chairs with the poles rising up from the back and a band on it.

Matthilda pushed my head back and slipped the band over the top of it. She then began tightening straps over my forearms, fastening them to the arms of the chairs. Finally, my feet to the front legs, and a strap around my chest. I was secured. I couldn’t wiggle enough to escape the band around my forehead.

Finished, Matthilda stood in front of me, hands on her hips, her breasts thrusting out. I had noticed that she was stacked, but with her standing over me, and me secured, it seemed like she was even larger.

“Jeffie, you’ve been a bad boy.”

“I have? But…what did I do?”

“You were a man.”

That, for some reason confused me.

“But…”

“And now, making the most important change in your life, you are lallygagging. You are taking your time. We have a world to run, and not a lot of time to be wasted on recalcitrant sissies.”

There wasn’t much I could say to that.

“Have you ever heard the saying, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child?”

“Yes.”

“Here it is ‘spare the rod and spoil the sissy.’ You see, when a man starts changing into a sissy there must be ab accompanying mental adjustment. This is a decision you must make, As long as you don’t make the decision, the change is slow. There is no incentive, you take your own sweet time, and others will pay the price for you being slow.”

“I don’t understand what—“

She leaned down and placed a finger on my lips. “Don’t speak, don’t ask questions, just accept your lot in life. Do you understand?”

She took her finger away and I nodded.

“The sooner you accept that you are a sissy, and not just a sissy, but a new sissy in a new world, the easier your life will be.

“The sooner you ask to be fucked, like a real woman, the sooner you will accept your situation and come to embrace it.

“To help you reach the right frame of mind I will be spanking you, and doing various other things to you. I don’t do these things out of meanness, but because you honestly need to be encouraged to reach a decision. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Very well. You will be sleeping down here. Since you were slow and didn’t pick a room out, I will pick for you. You will take room 50. It is directly to the left when you exit this room. Furthermore, I will be measuring you daily. You will learn how to do your own make up, I know April started teaching you, but you are going to have to be responsible for yourself. This includes fingernails and toenails.

“Your penis will begin getting harder tomorrow, at about the same time of day as when April gave you the pill. I will be giving you more pills, and these are, like the spankings, designed to encourage your body to complete the change.

“You will receive lessons on comporting yourself, manners, and all the other things you will need to serve in the new world. Do you understand?”

She was so no nonsense that I was actually a little frightened. I mean, she just kept boring in with her speech, not allowing me any time to object or think or anything!

“Yes.” My voice quivered a bit and she gave a hard smile.

“Excellent. I don’t suppose you would like to be deflowered right now? Help get this show on the road?”

I shook my head. It was odd. I had had things up my butt. I had a butt plug inside me as we spoke, but the idea of…of bending over…of being taken, there was something about that that just frightened me.

“Excellent. Now, remember, the sooner you get with the program, the sooner you will return home.”

My voice sounded small and frightened when I said, “Okay.”

Matthilda moved behind me, the lights went out, and my first training session began.

“Hello, my wonderful sissies.”

It was the big picture on the back wall! It was actually a TV screen. No! It was a hologram! The giant woman on the back wall actually stepped out of the flatness of the wall and stood before me. Really towered over me.

“My name is Silithia, and you will be surprised to learn that I am actually this tall.” She smiled, and it was a gorgeous smile. Even though she was comprised of tricks of light, she exuded a feeling.

“I wasn’t always this tall. Once, a couple of hundred years ago, I was small, a midget. Or, as some people like to say…a small person.

“Through some mysterious process that, truth, even I don’t understand, I began to evolve. It was…is…an evolution much like you are going through. But I was evolving into a perfect woman. You, on the other hand, will be evolving into a perfect sissy.

“This is a natural progression of mankind. As a moth becomes a butterfly, a man becomes a sissy. And a sissy has the potential to become a woman.

The hologram known as Silithia moved back and forth as she spoke, yet her eyes always seemed to be on me. At least her words were delivered in such personal fashion that I thought she was always speaking directly to me.

“Having made the wonderful decision to change yourself, you will learn that…”

Silithia kept talking, and I was mesmerized.

Yet I was aware that I was unable to move my head, to look away. I moved my head a little, but it did no good. And Matthilda slapped the back of my head for my unauthorized attempt at motion.

“Pay attention!”

I didn’t struggle again. At least, not that day. On later days, with lecturers other than Silithia, and not so pleasant as Silithia, I would struggle, and would receive the same slap to the back of my head.

The lecture went on for some time, and when it was ended I was actually a bit sad. I wanted to know more about this wondrous creature who claimed to evolve. If she was truly the evolution of womankind, then there was light at the end of the tunnel. On a planet filled with war and disease and disasters of all types…there was hope.

“Okay,” Matthilda said, taking the band off my head and loosening my straps. “It’s time for lunch.” She lifted one of my arms and helped me to stand. I had been sitting for a couple of hours, and my butt was a little sore, especially with the butt plug in it.

“Can I take my butt plug out?” I asked, in what was to turn out to be a moment of insanity.

“Oh, let me.” She grabbed my plug and lifted me. My asshole was pointing downward, she kept the plug pointing upward, and there was no way I could slip off it. I yelped and went up on my tip toes.

“Ow…ow…ow!”

Every step was a torment and I pranced along beside her.

“Ow…please…stop…ow!”

“A sissy must ALWAYS be plugged. You should know that by now.
“Ow…ow!” Tears streamed down my face, but she kept going, lecturing me on how to be a good sissy. Finally, she let go and I collapsed all the way to the floor. Tears streaming from my face like endless rain, I looked up at Matthilda.

I wasn’t mad, the manly act of getting all angry had apparently gone with the wind. I was a bit reproachful, but more worried that she would do something else if I complained.

She towered over me, a half smile on her face, her hands on her hips. “You simply must try harder.”

“I will,” I sobbed. “I will!”

“Will or won’t, your lunch is in that chute at exactly 12 noon.” She pointed at a panel in the wall. I was a little turned around, but I figured the chute led down from the large kitchen I had observed upstairs.

There was no clock.

I was afraid to ask, but risked it, “I don’t know what time it is.”

“It is near twelve o’clock. You may sit down and wait, if you wish, or you may stand. I’ll be back at one.”

She turned and walked away. Her heels tapping fiercely, her shoulders back proudly.

I sniffed and wiped my cheeks and was afraid of what crying might have done to my make up.

I waited, standing, there was no way I was going to sit down on my poor ass, and watched the chute.

Minutes ticked by. I wish I knew what time it was. I started crying a little bit again, but managed to stifle myself. It wasn’t doing me any good to keep crying. Though, to be honest, when there was no immediate pain involved, it felt good to cry, like that was the right way for a sissy to express herself.

More minutes passed. I tried counting seconds, and grew bored. Sissies apparently didn’t have a lot of patience, unless they were serving, which meant cleaning a house or something.

More minutes, and I sighed. I wondered if Matthilda had just told me it was near twelve o’clock to test me. Or maybe to punish me.

DUNK! And the panel slid upwards. I rushed to the chute and took out…a sack.

A paper bag.

A lunch bag.

And it didn’t feel too heavy.

I opened it up and looked inside. A single sandwich. Peanut butter and jelly. And there wasn’t a lot of jelly. just enough to make me to taste and wish for more.

And a bottle of water.

I leaned against a wall, I didn’t think my ass was ever going to be good for sitting on again, and ate my PBJ. The bread was a bit stale and the peanut butter stuck to my mouth. The water was warm.

Still, it was food.

Then I realized something interesting? Why was I eating? I wasn’t really hungry. I think that is the point where I started to realize that a sissy dos not go by normal schedules. She doesn’t eat at a regular time. She works while others are eating, and gets food when she can.

But…even with that realization, I realized I just wasn’t that hungry.

What was wrong with me? My waist was getting smaller, I needed to eat to keep myself filled, to keep my belly full!

Finished with the sandwich, I took a last look into the bag, hoping that I had missed a cookie or something. It wasn’t that I was hungry, it was that I wanted something better than a day old PBJ.

Inside the sack was a little vial. A vial for medicine. I opened it and out rolled a pill.

I didn’t know what the pill was for, but…I knew I was supposed to eat it.

It made me nervous, but sissies do what they are told, and wasn’t the presence of the pills in the sack telling me that I should take them?

I tossed the pill down my gullet and took a sip of the water. Gah. But it was done. I was a good, little sissy.

And twelve o’clock was past by only five minutes. I had to wait until one for my next chore. What was I supposed to do for 55 minutes?

I examined each and every bedroom in the basement. There were 100 bedrooms, fifty on each side. I went through the bedrooms on one side. As I described previously, bare living quarters, though I did notice two chains hanging from the outer walls, straps on the bed, and other oddities.

I went past the lecture room with the big picture of Silithia to the other side, and imagine my surprise when I found that the bedrooms on the other side of the basement weren’t bedrooms at all. They were the same size as the regular bedrooms, but they each had machines in them.

There were rooms with machines with several paddles attached to a round flywheel on the side.

There were rooms with pumps in them. The pumps had nozzles over benches, and the benches had straps.

There were rooms with cages, rooms with Sybians, rooms with machines with long rods on the end of which were penises.

There a couple of rooms with tools in them, and these tools set me to worrying all over.

Dildos, whips, paddles, odd configurations of bars in which to entangle the hopeless sissy, butt plugs, gags of various sorts, poles standing on square platforms, and atop the poles were dildos. There was endless variety, endless shapes. It took my breath away just to see all these things.

“Jeffie!”

I ran out of the room, Mathilda was waiting for me, and she didn’t look happy.

“When lunch is over and I come down those stairs I expect you to be waiting for me. Head down. On that line. And when I clear my throat you will curtsy.”

“Curtsy?”

“Argh! Did April teach you nothing?”

She walked towards me, and I shrank back. She passed me and I figured out I was supposed to follow her. She walked to the lecture room. She sat me down, on my poor, bruised, plugged ass, put my head in the metal band, and turned off the lights.

It wasn’t Silithia this time. But it was one of the larger women. I would find out that Silithia spoke sometimes, but the major training, and that included videos, was left to the over-sized women. I think of them, in my secret mind, ‘wanna be Silithia’s.’ But I don’t think too loudly.

And while the woman giving me instruction aped Silithia’s loving manner, she didn’t exude the same love. I found myself wandering in my thoughts, and a shock ran through my fanny.

I tell ya, you have never been shocked until you have been shocked with a butt plug in you. The electricity, a low charge but quite adequate considering the amount of nerve endings in the rectum, runs through the plug and it feels like you are having a bolt of lightening thrust up your heinie.

I jumped, but the band on my head held me down. Tears streamed, and I woke up and listened to the lecture. And I tried never to wander in my thoughts again.

But, of course, I would, and would receive the same brutal reminder to pay attention.

The instruction was on how to curtsy. A long, lo-o-ong hour, at least I think it was an hour, there was no real way to tell, on the precise way to put the leg back, to bend the knee. The angle of the tilt of the neck, the direction the eyes should take during the dip. Everything.

Finally, the movie ended. Matthilda released me from the lecture chair and led me out to the big room. She faced me. “You won’t get to have another film until this evening, so we might just as well begin you on your official training regimen.

I raised my hand.

Matthilda frowned, but she nodded. “Yes?”

“If I could ask, there was a pill I took, and—“

“And you want to know what is in it. A cocktail of hormones. You have been much too slow in your development, this, along with spankings and other methods, will help quicken the process. Really, Jeffie, I would think that you would be eager to complete this phase of your metamorphosis.”

“Just…yes, ma’am.” Safer to acquiesce.

“Now then, as I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted…” she glared at me, “there will be more students. They will arrive this afternoon. You will shortly have some girlfriends.”

“Pardon me?” I raised my hand.

Matthilda sighed, “Yes?”

“Will these other students be…like me?”

“Yes. They will be men who have given up their manhood, but haven’t quite figured out how to complete their transition. Wannabe sissies, is what they are. Is there anything else?” her last words were a warning for me to stop interrupting.

“No, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Then let’s measure you, and put you on a machine.”

She took out a tape measure and began recording the statistics of my body. How long my limbs were. How big my balls. How wide my smile. How thick my neck. She measured my feet, my hands, the distance between my asshole and the base of my penis…she measured everything.  Well, everything but my cock. It was caged and those measurements weren’t about to change. And she stated that measurement loudly, as if for my benefit as well as hers, and recorded everything in a chart on a clipboard.

It actually felt good, and in the coming days I would look forward to these moments of being physically assessed. It was, if nothing else, a moment when I wasn’t in a lecture chair or strapped to a machine.

Finally, however, all good things must come to an end, Matthilda stopped measuring and led me to a room on the other side of the big room. It was one of the rooms with a water machine in it.

“What is this?”

She didn’t answer me. I guess I had used up my questions.

“Lay down here,” I did so, “Put your hands here,” I did and straps were attached, and she buckled my body into place tightly. When she was done I couldn’t move. Not at all.

“Very good,” she murmured, then she moved nozzles into place above my nipples.

“You really have been slow in developing.”

“But people tell me I’m going to big,” I protested.

“Of course, and you will be, but you are taking your time getting there. This machine will stimulate you in the proper manner, and encourage breast growth.” She turned the machine on.

Small jets of water struck my nipples. In spite of watching her set up the machine, I didn’t expect this, and I was confused. It must have showed on my face because Matthilda started laughing.

Every three seconds a half second of water squirted directly onto my nipples. My nipples had started to become sensitive over the last few days, and at first it hurt.

Then it felt good.

Then it hurt.

Sometimes it would feel really good, almost like I was on the edge of an orgasm. I would twitch and writhe with the pleasure.

Then the overload would start and I would feel like my nipples were exploding. Pain. And again I would twitch and writhe.

Matthilda watched for a couple of minutes, then made sure a camera, it was up in the corner of the room, was focused on me. Somebody was going to be watching my alterations between pain and pleasure. Then she left the room. No word, no ‘see you in an hour,’ nothing.

I was left all alone in this bizarre Chinese water torture.

I’m sure you know what the Chinese water torture is. You are tied down and a drop of water strikes the center of your forehead, once every three seconds. At first it is laughable, then it is irritating, then the mind starts to blow up, the drop becomes excruciating pain. Not a mark on you, yet…you are driven insane.

This was like that. But jets instead drops. My nipples instead of my forehead.

After a few minutes I started saying, ‘Oh, fuck,’ in time to the jets. A little while after that I was whimpering. Still, the water squirted right on my nipple, made it erect, and it became super sensitive.

“Oh, please…” I called to nobody, my body trying to twist out of the grips of this bizarre torture, but unable to. “Please!”

Nobody was out there. Nobody could hear me. And even if there was…nobody would help me. All the women in this place were behind this torment.

I arched my back, pressing against the restraints. SST…SST…SST, went the jets. I sagged, trying to get away. SST…SST…SST.

I pulled with my arms, all my might, but even if I had my old male strength there was no way I was going to pull free. SST…SST…SST.

I began to yell, you plead, but the only thing I heard back was the echo of my voice. SST…SST…SST.

SST…SST…SST.

SST…SST…SST.

I probably went insane several times over during that afternoon. But even insanity did me no good. Insanity would not stop the SST…SST…SST. So I returned to sanity. There had to be a way out!

But there wasn’t.

I don’t know how long I was there, several hours, at least, but finally Matthilda came for me.

She was humming as she turned off the water machine. She marked on a clipboard and sang a snatch of a tune. Sounded like Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer.

I don’t know. I was unable to think. I was barely able to perceive. I just lay there while my restraints were unfastened.

“You may go wait for your dinner.”

I didn’t move. She ‘humphed,’ and left the room.

I didn’t move. My chest felt…expanded. All the pain had ballooned up inside of me. All the pleasure swelling in my pecs.

If I had pecs. I felt my chest and expected it to be worn away, like a rock under a stream. But, if anything, my pecs felt bigger. And softer. They felt like, I dare say it, they felt like real boobs.

I raised my head and looked at my chest.

Tits. No denying. Not big, but no longer just swellings. I wondered how big they would get.

I struggled and managed to get off the bench. I stood up, and I almost fell. I was dazed, staggering, as I walked to the door and into the big room.

My body, with me barely aboard, staggered towards the lunch chute. I walked like a drunken sailor, weaving this way and that. I felt like a sail that was filling and spilling, one way then the other.

I became aware that there were other people in the room. Later I would count six. And I made seven.

Seven men halfway to sissy.

Though, to be honest, I felt like I was all the way.

The size of my boobs, however, indicated otherwise. They weren’t big yet. I had a ways to go.

And a decision to make.

Yet, in spite of the torture of the afternoon I didn’t want to make that decision.

I think, this may be afterthought, that I knew inside that I needed to be tormented to the breaking point. I had to experience the complete range of emotions that a sissy to be has to feel.

Well, no matter. At that point I merely tottered and floundered and walked to the chute and stared at it. I still couldn’t sit, my butt plug was large in me, and I was weaving, but I had been given an order. Go wait for your dinner. That simple suggestion, given so softly, guided my world. It was the hope at the end of the tunnel. It was the string I had to hang on to, lest I fall a thousand feet to the bottom of the cliff.

The other sissies watched me. Their mouths hung open as they tracked my weaving path. They were all naked and in high heels, like me. They had on make up, and their bodies…their bodies were sort of…half and half. Thin waists, but they looked like they should have been larger. Swelling pectorals on their chests. Rounding hips.

And their lips were large and plump. Like mine. And coated with lipstick. Most of them red lipstick, but there were a couple of pink, and one with just gloss.

One of them came up to where I was standing and watching the chute.

“My God, man. What did they do to you? We’ve been listening to you for hours! They forbid us to look into the room, but…what did they do to you?”

I simply turned and put my head against him and started to sob.

He was confused, this wasn’t manly, and he, and the others, still thought of themselves as men, but he managed to put an arm around my shoulder.

I cried harder.

“It’s okay,” he muttered. Being put in the roll of nurturer was alien to him. “It’s okay.”

I cried harder. And I cried for him. He thought he was a man. He didn’t understand, just as I hadn’t understood. So I cried for me and him and all the men in the room and even in the whole world. I cried because nobody understood. It was going to happen, it was happening, and there was no way out. All a girl could do was accept it.

And I wished I could accept it, but there was still a piece of me that wouldn’t, that refused. A part that held on to the idea of me as a man.

Dunk!

I let go of him, turned like an automaton, and walked to the dinner panel. He and the other men, sissies, watched me. I lifted the panel and took out my lunch. I walked past everybody, sobbing, tears obliterating my vision, and headed for a horse at the other end of the room. I was sore, my butt hurt, but I had had enough. I had to accept the pain, so I sat on the horse and opened the little sack. My butt pain flared, then receded. i had to try harder.

Behind me, the men went to the chute and began taking out their sacks.

Inside each of the sacks was a single sandwich, this time thick white bread, stale, and seven Vienna sausages. And a bottle of warm water. And a pill.

I took the pill first.

After dinner I was calm enough to introduce myself to the others. Skip, Johnny (though he was called Jammie), Eric, Linda, Bob and Roman.

As we were all naked, and a couple of them, and myself, showed evidence of breast growth, our conversation went rather quickly into why we were here. All but one of us were crossdressers. Oddly, only three of us had entertained the desire to be a woman. Five of us were married, two not. We were all well to do, made good money, and were respected.

All of us were obviously in chastity, though we did have a variety of tubes on, and one girl had a full metal belt on.

And there it stopped.

Except for a love of various sports, a few college stories, and deep confusion.

I told them what I knew about this place, this ‘Changing Farm,’ as little as it was. I outlined what I had been told, that women were evolving, becoming larger, and that men were evolving and becoming…almost women.

And that there would be a few men left over for breeding or…or fun.

That was about all the time I had, then I saw Matthilda coming down the stairs. Three of the large women were behind her. The women were all about six foot six, taller than Matthilda, but Matthilda was the boss.

“Come on,” I blurted, and I stood up and ran for the line where we were supposed to be waiting for the large ladies.

They followed me, slowly, but Matthilda didn’t seem to mind that they were tardy. She doubtless understood that they were still figuring things out, and that they needed more instruction.

We stood in a line and waited, and I noticed that the guys were trembling as much as I was.

“Okay, time for measuring. Sit down where you are and wait.”

The large women took out tapes and began measuring all our body parts. Length of nose, width of mouth. A few strokes and length of the hard. Two of the other men were wearing chastity, so they didn’t get their dicks measured.

Length of legs, which was odd, because the length of someone’s leg was going to be the same. People didn’t lose length in their legs like they would lose weight in the guts. But they measured them anyway. And they measured elbow to fingertips, the distance around chests and waists.

The woman measuring me patted my tit and said, “Nice.” Made me feel weird, but not necessarily in a bad way.

And, finally, the measuring was done. Matthilda turned to her helpers and said, “Thank you ladies.” The other women left, and Matthilda turned to us.

“That is the lecture room down there. Go have a seat.”

We turned and scampered, little bunnies, and she followed us. Her heels clicking sounded like the stomp of a woodsman coming for the bunnies.

Matthilda secured us all in the front row, then stepped back, turned off the lights and turned on the hologram. It was Silithia. the same lecture I had received earlier. We would listen to our introduction often, and we all enjoyed it, we loved the ambience Silithia brought to us Even in hologram she exuded a love beyond what we had ever experienced.

In fact, I found that this one lecture, in spite of having wandered in my thoughts earlier, I didn’t need to worry about drifting off and having errant thoughts.

A few of the others did experience a shock, but over the coming days, during this one lecture, we almost never received correction. But the other lectures we were receiving butt zaps constantly.

But, then there was so much to learn it was hard to keep up.

On the screen: “My name is Silithia, and you will be surprised to learn that I am actually this tall.”


PART SEVEN

After the lecture there was, surprisingly, a question and answer period. Though, to be honest, this often turned into Matthilda, or whoever was in charge, asking us why we were so slow in making our decisions.

Still, it was better than being hooked to a machine. After the Q & A period we were allowed free time. By then it was probably about seven o’clock in the evening. Lights out at nine.

So what were we supposed to do with our free time? Read, chat, wander around the limited space of the basement.

We were surprised, when we went into our individual rooms, to find somebody had placed fashion magazines and even paperbacks on our little writing tables. There were also pens and spiral ring notebooks. These, we would find out the very next day, were for writing down our sissy thoughts. Though, that first night, we got into a paper airplane contest. Oh, we had fun, romping through the basement and seeing how far we could fly ur planes, or what of loop the loops we could do.

The real glory, though was in the paperbacks. These were mostly written by Grace Mansfield or Alyce Thorndyke, though there were a few other authors.

In my room I found a copy of ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman.’ You can imagine my fascination to discover that somebody had already written about the things that I was going through.

The fellow in the room next to me, Jammie, had a book called ‘The Sissy Ride, which turned out to be an amazingly hilarious saga of a fellow caught in a sissy trap. Day by day he is manipulated, tricked, and transformed further and further. He really ends up taking a real ‘sissy ride.’

Oddly, and fortunately, there were a couple of histories in the mix of books we had. I read of how Silithia came to be in the book of her own name, ‘Silithia.’ And whenever one of us read ‘Womanland’ everybody would get into a big coffee klatch, without the coffee, of course, about whether such a place could exist, and whether the things in the book had really happened.

I said they could because of what the one big girl upstairs had told me on that first day, that they were in direct contact with Womanland. Still, the story was so incredible some of the girls doubted.

Finally, Roman was getting in a hissy fit, insisting that Womanland was a figment, and we brought it up with Matthilda at a Q & A.

Matthilda sat for a long moment and just considered us. Her lips were pursed, her eyes narrowed, and she was obviously considering how much she could tel us. Finally, she dropped a big hint.

She said, “You have absolutely no idea of what Silithia has suffered, and it is all for you. If this world has a chance of surviving, it is because of Silithia, what was done to her, and her discoveries of…” She stopped talking.

“Wait a minute!” I yelped, and several of the other girls protested right behind me. “What did Silithia discover?”

“It’s in the book.”

We were all silent. Matthilda started to rise, and we knew the session was over. And we all realized that something was slipping through our fingers.

Roman blurted, “You’re talking about her Sexual Yoga!”

Matthilda stopped moving, again the long thought, and finally she blessed us.

“Watch this.” She began to bend forward, slowly, and she kept bending until her palms were flat on the floor. “Do three Kegels.” We could see her hips make small motions, and it was obvious she was tightening up her pussy muscles. Then she started to rise, slowly, like liquid, her eyes in a far away gaze. She straightened up, then bent backwards, all the way, until her palms were again flat on the floor.

“This is a half circle,” and her body did look like a half circle, bent back the way it was, and she again began doing what looked like kegels. Tightening her pussy, her innards, her womanhood.

Then she straightened up. She stood, smiling, obviously relaxed by her exercise. “The trick is to have sex while you’re in this position. That is why we are saving certain alphas for sexual services. They will be trained to help us orgasm in contortion, the result will be a sexual washing of the soul, and the mind and body and spirit start to expand. To truly expand.”

“Can we do that?”

She sighed. It was obvious she was having all sorts of second thoughts. “I’ll have to check on whether that could be included in your program. It is a little advanced and, after all, none of you has made a decision.”

That sobered us. I even wondered if what Matthilda had told us was some sort of set up, a teaser, a way to encourage us to accept anal sex.

“Okay, girls. I’m done. Lights out at ten tonight.”

We cheered at the extra hour of being able to read and relax. Even though we had read our small collection of books over and over, they were worth reading again.

And, by that time we had learned to do our nails and make up, and most of us wanted the extra time to practice.

But, I get ahead of myself. Our conversation with Matthilda over Sexual Yoga came a week into our training. On that first night we didn’t know each other well, we talked uneasily, we were unsure of ourselves, and I went to sleep when the lights went out. No after hours sneaking into each others rooms and talking, or (blush, blush) cuddling.

And I awoke on the next day to a tremendous pain in my groin.

I sat up and grabbed my package and realized what had happened. I jumped to the toilet and sat down and peed. My dick was working again, and I had morning wood.

“How’s it going, Jeffie?”

“All right.”

Matthilda was smirking. “And how’s your peewee?” She never referred to my, or any of the girls’ cocks, as cocks. Or pricks, or dicks or even penises. She always called them peewees, or sissy clits. the closest she ever came to calling our little members cocks was ‘peenys.’

“It’s okay.” My face looked unhappy.

“Woke up, didn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, we’ll put you on the water today. That should help.”

The water. The water machine that had grown my tits. But what was it going to do? It couldn’t grow my dick! the chastity tube would stop that.

Well, all I could do was wonder.

Matthilda lined us up and had us do some simple exercises, yoga, downward dog, upward dog, that sort of thing, but never with any sexual connotation. Apparently the request was going up lines to Silithia herself.

We ate breakfast, a hard boiled egg, without salt. A banana. Water.

Meals tended to always be the same, and we quickly tired of the sparse fare. Still, we were hungry, so we gobbled.

Then it was instruction, a video, or a hologram, and we would learn about how a sissy should conduct herself. We learned about make up. We learned about the work we would be expected to do when we graduated, which was mostly housework, maybe some kind of light factory position, or perhaps a sales position in a department store.

After lessons, on the day my dick woke up, I was taken to the water room.

I was faint, just walking into that infernal chamber, but the large woman in charge of me brooked no nonsense. I was strapped to the bench and fastened down. The odd thing, though, was that I was laying with my body pointed in a different direction than what it had been the previous day. The water nozzles didn’t point at my nipples, they pointed at my groin.

Oh, I was scared, and I had reason to be. The woman pointed the nozzles at my balls, turned them on, made sure the camera was working, and walked out.

Jets of water on my nipples had caused a mix of pain and pleasure, but the jets of water on my balls were nothing but pain.

SST…SST…SST. I tried to curl up, to move my thighs and remove my testicles form the jets of water, but I was fastened too securely.

SST…SST…SST. I began yelling for help. At first my voice was strong, and panic was setting in. But when nobody came I was reduced to whimpers.

SST…SST…SST. And crying. I cried and cried, and the ultimate Chinese torture applied to my balls, I began to scream.

SST…SST…SST. I screamed and I screamed, but nobody came, nobody cared.

Midway through the morning I was exhausted, my throat was hoarse, my screams dwindled to crackly yelps, and I heard other girls screaming.

Other girls were on machines like mine, or on the spanking machines, or otherwise impacted.

When I was finally released and told to go wait for breakfast I was a mind blasted mess. I couldn’t walk, I actually crawled, and held my testicles. And when I left the water room and entered the big room I saw the other girls in similar straits. They crawled, or staggered. I managed to teeter to my feet, by holding onto one of the horses in the big room and pulling and pushing, and then I managed to walk, if you could call it that, to the lunch panel. I stood with the other girls, silent, subdued, all of us sniffling or crying outright, and waited for lunch.

Lunch. A PBJ and warm water. Gah. Yet we ate. In truth, though our appetites were subdued, and the fare lacking, I think we needed the sustenance. And our poor, abused, starving bodies agreed. So we stuffed the stale fare down our throats, tried to swallow the peanut butter, and were grateful for the smattering of jelly.

In the afternoon, after lectures, I was put on a spanking machine. Actually, the spanking machines weren’t as bad as the water torture. Later I would find out the reason: the  water was designed to change our bodies, the spankings weren’t, the spankings, I would eventually surmise, were strictly for the purpose of encouraging us to make the decision.

So I laid on a bench and the flywheel spun and the paddles smacked my ass. And it hurt, but the paddles weren’t set up to do any real damage, so when I received a spanking on one of the machines I was able to walk afterwards. I was sore, and I needed cream on my butt, but I wasn’t…impaired.

Impaired like the water machine impaired.

So the days went by, and we learned things that all sissies should know, how to eat pussy, how to arrange place settings at a dinner function, how to knit.

And we were tormented by water and paddle.

And our only source of relief were the Grace Mansfield books we were allowed to read.

And we ate our miserable meals and put on our make up and did limited yoga—the sexual aspect was still being considered—and put on our nails and painted them, and dreamed of getting out.

But none of us were willing to bend over for the ladies of the house.

And, there was no real pressure that we should. The large women were totally content that we take our time. It seemed odd, considering the occasional remark about our making a ‘decision,’ but there it was.

One thing, in this daily method of madness, however, was stunning.

We were changing shapes. Our waists were getting thinner, which, considering our diet, was understandable. But our chests were growing bigger. And though we often talked about it, none of us were concerned. It was like we accepted larger pectoral muscles as normal. We were taking pills, the water machines were causing reactions, and we accepted that.

But when the measurements were taken one day and my legs were shorter by two centimeters, we were all sobered.

Romie—who was once Roman but had started to be called by the more feminine ‘Romie’—lost a foot size. She had gone from a size twelve to a size eleven. And it wold shrink more.

Skippy’s whole body shrunk an inch.

And so on.

All of us were changing in ways that shouldn’t have changed.

Oh, yes, young men grow tall, and old men shrink a bit, but not like what was happening to us. Over the course of one week I lost three inches and 40 pounds. Some of the girls shrunk more than that.

And our hair started growing at a frantic rate. We stopped combing and began stroking our manes a hundred times a sitting.

And that just seemed to make our hair longer.

And we lost chest hair.

And what body hair we had became thin and wispy.

We were changing.

And the fat on our faces was redistributing.

I had gone through small changes at home, so small it had been easy to claim they hadn’t really happened. But with the daily measurements, recorded black on white, there was no denying. We were metamorphosing, transitioning, changing.

One day Jammie no longer wore her chastity tube. It had been removed and taken away, it was obvious why. Jammie’s penis had shrunk to a mere two inches. It was hard all the time, but that little stub was just cute, not dangerous at all.

At first Jammie was sad, but we were kept so busy, and so much was happening, that she accepted the loss of her penis and moved on.

My chest was getting large. I was measuring at a C cup now, and my chest had shrunk to 38 inches. I was more like a large boned woman with small tits, than a man.

The next week I was down to 36 inch chest and D cups. And I kept growing.

Obviously, I was issued a bra. That much weight introduced to my chest, there were concerns about my back hurting, and they gave me special exercises to strengthen my back, and any muscles necessary to hold up my bazookas.

Time passed, and I grew even bigger, but at a slower pace.

I was on the water machine every day, usually in the morning, and it was obvious that whatever the science involved, it was working.

What wasn’t working was the water machine on my penis.

The water machine made the boobs big, but it made the balls, and the dick, small. But I wasn’t getting smaller. If anything, I was getting larger. This in spite of the super hormones they were giving me and the daily water machine.

Finally, it appeared that I had reached a limit. I had started out as a six incher, but now I was up to nine inches. I had had my chastity tube changed up several times, but the pain of being restricted was…a lot.

So, at last, I was taken off the water machines. My chest was massive, and so was my dick, and my body was wasp waisted and my hair was half way down my back.

In a way, I looked like a bimbo. But when I wasn’t screaming from the pain of torture I was actually getting smarter. My thoughts were coming faster, I could figure things out quicker.

And here’s the odd thing, I still possessed male logic. while the other girls were turning a little hair-brained, I was having thoughts. Sometimes deep thoughts, about who I was and why I was and that sort of thing.

While they worried about chipping a nail, I rarely chipped one, and I was becoming quite coordinated in the finer things, like painting my nails, or trimming my hair, or just applying lipstick.

I seemed to be growing in an inner confidence.

Odd, I was still frightened whenever one of the large women spoke, but left to myself I felt a certain inner pride and confidence. I began helping the other girls, and this came to the attention of Matthilda.

One day she took me into the lecture room, sat me down, and had a heart to heart.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Jeffie?”

“Not really.”

But she took note of some small bit of reticence. She nodded. “You don’t like it, but there is a part of you that relishes it.”

“I guess,” I tried to agree, to be reasonable. I was a little worried, being taken aside like this.

“And that part is keeping you here. A method designed to help you make a decision is actually working in reverse.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I don’t mean to be difficult…I’m trying to get through the program and…”

I blathered on and she listened, and she listened closely. Later I would realize that I was the first, and the program had been set up for me in certain ways, yet I was also proving to be an anomaly. I was not making the decision, even though everything was geared to make me want to make the decision.

Finally, I ran down. I felt like crap because I had obviously disappointed her, but she smiled.

Smiled?

“It’s okay, Jeffie. You just keep going, and I’ll get back to you.”

“But I’m sorry…”

She held up a hand. “Not for lack of trying. You just seem to be a special case.”

My daily tortures were lessened. No more water tortures. My dick wasn’t shrinking, and my chest was very large. They actually stopped talking about how large I had grown, I think because they didn’t want to give the other girl’s complexes.

But the daily grind, nevertheless, was constant. I was introduced to other methods. Other torments. These were softer, but, in a way, more aggravating.

Yet they were an advance, if I could just figure them out.

I was put in a triangular set of poles, forced to sit for hours. My only company the efforts of my cock to grow hard in my chastity tube.

Another one was the standing butt plug. I stood on a square platform with a pole reaching up to my butt. On the top of the pole was a small prostate massager, and I would stand there for hours, groaning and dripping.

Erica graduated. One day we were told to gather around one of the horses outside the lecture room. Erica was brought out by two large women and placed on the horse. She was belly down on a soft cushion and her forearms and knees rested on the little platforms attached to the legs.

Suddenly we heard the click, click, clicking of heels, and we looked down the basement. Matthilda was striding towards us, and, for a change, she was naked.

Outside of ourselves, we had seen no naked women. They were all clothed, and we stared at her figure in wonder.

She was older, but she was built.  Baby, she was built. She wore a half bra, she had to have a bra because she was so big, and her hips were a bit chunky, but sexy for all of that. Just because a woman gets old doesn’t make her not sexy.

The most surprising thing, however, was the strap on she was wearing. It was eight inches, and it thrust forward like a real dick. It had veins, and the balls were big, and it looked large even being on her large frame.

“Hello, Erica.”

“Ma’am.”

Matthilda stood in front of us. She rubbed lubricant all over her cock and spoke to us. “Erica has made the decision. We have decided that you should all watch, see how painless it is, how much fun it is.”

She looked at one of the large women, who was rubbing lube into Erica’s ass. Erica was giving small moans, and her ass was lurching backwards a bit. the large woman nodded.

“Very well, release Erica.”

We thought that meant they were going to release Erica from the horse, but they simply took off her cock cage.

Her cock pointed down. It was only a couple of inches long.

Matthilda moved behind Erica and positioned herself. She turned her face to us. “Let all of you learn from this. Change is good.” And, with that, she pushed her cock into Erica.

Erica arched her back, her head craned up, and her face took on an expression of surprise. “Oh!”

Matthilda pulled out, slowly, excruciatingly. Erica moaned.

One of the large women sat down next to Erica’s face. She brushed out her hair, massaged her shoulders, even kissed her. she whispered in a soothing voice, and Erica nodded, and her hips began to push back.

For long minutes Matthilda screwed Erica. Gently. Rubbing her ass and corkscrewing her cock in and out.

One of the large women scooted under the table and began massaging the little marbles that were all that were left of Erica’s testicles.

Erica began breathing deeper and deeper. Her eyes were glazed and she was really enjoying herself.

At one point Matthilda smiled at us and said, “Erica is about to have a sissygasm. It is like an orgasm, but female in nature, and comes from the prostate.”

The screwing went on, and the room was silent except for the grunt and the groan, the moaning and writhing of Erica.

And, finally, she began to push her ass back in earnest, and we knew she was close. Her breathing came faster, her hips twisted and grasped, and suddenly she arched, all her muscles locked up, and she gave a weird sort of shriek.

“AHHHH…ahhhh….yes.”

Dribbles of cum issued from her little dick. Not a lot, having small balls it was definitely not a lot, but it was definite. She had cum.

Matthilda smiled and pulled out of her. The other women undid the straps and Erica just lay on the bench, gasping and exhausted.

And yet happier than I had ever seen her.

The two women helped her sit on the horse, and she wiggled on her ass, obviously enjoying the sensation of rubbing her freshly fucked hole. then, shock of shock, a large woman crossed the floor towards us, and she was holding an actual cake!

Pink. With a single candle burning. And written across the top was, ‘World’s Best Sissy!’

The large women began to cheer, and I realized that while we had been watching the show every woman in the house must have come down to watch. There was a lot of them, and they raised a royal ruckus. Us sissies, of course, joined in with the cheer.

And the only fly in the ointment was the fact that I had seen my friend transcend, and I was yet unable. A part of me wanted to make the decision, but a larger part was…not worried, not scared, but…just couldn’t commit.

How weird.

It had been months now. Skippy had graduated, then Jammie. Our group of sissies was getting smaller, and I was no closer to a decision. In spite of the fact that others were deciding, and were so incredibly happy for their decisions, I couldn’t do it. Something in me just stuck. I wanted to. I even walked up to Matthilda with the words in my throat, but they just wouldn’t come out.

Tell the truth, I was becoming discouraged. I was actually feeling depressed, even over the torments I was experiencing, even in spite of the fact that Matthilda had actually shared some pointers on Sexual Yoga with me.

Then, one day, everything changed.

“Jeffie,” Matthilda was standing at the door to my room. I was barely awake, hadn’t had breakfast or even done my morning exercises. I had just finished my make up and I spun around in surprise.

“Ma’am?” I was worried that I might have done something.

She saw my mental worry and smiled. “Upstairs. Third floor. The big bedroom. at the end of the hall.”

She turned and walked away, and I stood up, slipped my high heels on, and followed her.

I don’t know why she bothered giving me directions, she led the way.

I trotted to keep up with her, and she even turned around at one point and gave me a reassuring smile.

Up the stairs, and we passed a large woman coming down. She grinned at me and patted my shoulder.

What the hell was happening? What was going on?

We reached top floor and came to the large bedroom. The one with gigantic furniture. Matthilda stopped and turned to me. “Go on in, dear. She’s expecting you.”

Still, it hadn’t seeped in what was going to happen, though, tell the truth, I should have figured it out.

I entered through the super large double doors, and Matthilda pulled the doors shut behind me. They closed softly, and I looked around.

Big furniture. Chairs for a person eight feet tall, or bigger. A table that came to my shoulders, with super-sized chairs around it. And, against one wall, a few normal sized chairs.

“Back here!” came a voice, and it was a soft, slightly baritone voice. And it calmed and soothed and made me feel good all at the same time.

I walked deeper into the bedroom, passed a bathroom with a gigantic toilet in it. Out of the ‘living room’ and through a dinette. The dinette would have been small, if it wasn’t built for a large person.

And I started to figure it out. I knew…I knew…

I passed down a wide hall and came to the bedroom. A giant bed. Ten feet long, four feet up to the mattress, a super-sized canopy. Giant pillows.

I knew I was going to meet…

Through large double doors onto a patio…

“Good morning, dear.”

And I turned and faced…Silithia.


PART EIGHT

She was sitting at the end of a patio in a giant chair. Her feet were up on another chair and she sipped coffee from an over-sized mug. She was naked, and I would learn that she preferred to be naked as much as possible. The most glorious thing about her, however, made one accept even her over-sized proportions without objection, was her smile.

I have seen smiles. Everybody has seen smiles. Wide showings of teeth, usually an indication that somebody was pleased, though not always. But this smile was more than that.

This smile came from the innermost soul. It brightened the room and the whole world. It told whoever was blessed by seeing it that they were worthy and wonderful and there was a point to life.

All that in a smile. I was near knocked down by the goodness exuding from the woman.

I stumbled across the patio towards her. I wasn’t aware of my body, I was just trying to absorb her gigantic frame, her enormous tits.

I never thought of giantism, but now i was being smacked on the head and rendered silly.

So beautiful.

Closer, stepping down a tall step, and I could see how clear her skin was, how golden. And her eyes, they were twice the size of mine and filled with electric, magnetic light.

This woman glowed.

This woman…I had seen her in holograms, but I had never…never imagined how truly  stupendous she was.

“Have a seat, dear.”

Catty corner to her, so I could see both her and the awesome view from the patio, was a chair. It was like a stool in that I could up and be on her level, but large and comfy with cushion.

I sat and stared at here. The hell with the beautiful view…this woman was all I wanted to look at.

She continued smiling and said into the air. Bourbon and Coke.

I just sat and stared, awestruck, and she was content to just watch me.

A large woman, halfway between myself and Silithia in size, appeared. She placed a sweaty drink on the flat arm of my chair. She placed a bottle of Willet on the table next to Silithia. Willet, I happened to know, was a thousand dollars a bottle. It had been uncapped and was down one shot. I had a feeling that that one shot was spoiled by my Coke.

Silithia lifted the bottle and toasted me. Then she glugged a quarter of it down. I stared, fascinated.

She lowered the bottle. “Drink up, dear.”

I took a sip, and blinked, looked at my glass, and sipped again, and again. It was ambrosia, my pallet exploded like it had been injected with golden honey.

Silithia continued to smile at me. I always have to have the girls open the bottle for me. Being large has certain disadvantages. I need telephones with big numbers, I can’t hold normal cups by their little handles. I can’t drive a car,” she shrugged, “but there are other compensations.”

I managed to whisper, “I didn’t…I didn’t know you were real. I thought…I thought…” I shut up. I was blathering.

“I know. But I am real, and I have come to talk to you.”

“To me?” my voice actually cracked.

“Of course. Oh, I have some other matters to attend to, but you have been giving Matthilda such a rough time. Worried that poor woman half to death.” She chuckled, and the world did somersaults of happiness.

“I have? I mean, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to…I’ve been trying to make the decision, but I just…something stops me…”

I went on talking, couldn’t stop, and I knew I was just trying to come to grips with the reality of Silithia.

She let me. Gracious, magnanimous woman, she let me blather, and from the ever present smile on her face it looked like she even enjoyed my blitherings.

Finally, I would down, and experienced a moment of embarrassment. “I’m sorry to go on so. It’s just—“

“Don’t apologize, not to worry.” She leaned forward, and the mere motion of her body was like an earthquake. “I’m glad you spoke so, for it has given me a chance to absorb you, and I think I can help you. If you would like my help, of course.”

“Oh, of course. Please. Help me!”

“Jeffie, do you understand what is happening?”

“Women are evolving, and men…we’re changing, too.”

“Exactly. And you are a very advanced man. You have managed to evolve on your own, as far as you were able. What we do…we are just going in the direction that you have wanted to go your whole life. Whether you knew it or not, you have always strived to evolve to your next step on the human scale of evolution…you have wanted to be a woman.”

I listened, and her words, so soft and subtle, were like a wind blowing through my soul.

“And you have taken certain steps, and been stymied in others, and would you like to know why?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Because that which pushes you, that very large spirit of yours, is strong enough to hold to your masculinity. You want, but you are stuck, one foot in the past of your masculinity.”

“But what do I do about that?”

“Let me kiss you.”

I was frozen. That this woman, this force of nature, this divinity, would actually say such a thing. Thoughts whirled through my like a tornado’s wind. My mind was splintering under the very idea.

“The key to her chastity.”

I was perched on the edge of my chair, enraptured, and I was barely conscious of the large woman that came in and unlocked my cock.

Yet it sprang out. A full, thick, nine inches. Blood surged through me.

This was what I had been hanging on to.

Silithia explained, “I can’t handle keys too well. in this matter I require assistance.”

I nodded.

“Now then, before I kiss you, there are certain things I must tell you.”

“Oh,” I managed to say.

“You are a sissy, it is true, but you are also a super sissy A supper sissy is known by the fact that her penis doesn’t shrink. Yet you are endowed, well endowed, just like a real woman. I can’t do much about the size of your cock, and there is nothing wrong with you enjoying it. Indeed, you will undoubtedly become a commodity among women. Your wife will probably rent you out.” She smiled. “So never berate yourself for having a large penis.

“The other thing is this…you must take your lessons in Sexual Yoga—i have told Matthilda to teach you and hold nothing back—take your lessons seriously.

“You have turned into not just a sissy, but a super sissy, and you are one of the few who might actually transcend to total womanhood in this lifetime.

“Most sissies—and please don’t speak of this, it is discouraging to others to know this fact—will not ascend to pure womanhood this lifetime, and maybe not even a few lifetimes.

“But you have a strong spirit, and the will, you might actually make it. At any rate, you will go far on the path, and I encourage you to do so.”

She paused, and I waited, but she was done.

“May I kiss you now?”

Oh, God! Could she kiss me? Does the pop shit all over catholic bears? I started to say yes, then stopped. I don’t know why I had this thought, but I did, and I blurted. “Is everything that happened at Womanland…did it really happen?”

Silithia stopped smiling, and it was like the sun went out. I was actually sorry for my big mouth then.

“Womanland. Yes. And that Grace woman actually told the world…yes. It happened.”

“And the man…the warlock?”

She nodded, “that poor, poor man…we made mistakes. I made mistakes, but…” she shook herself, a gentle shiver that went from head to toe, then smiled, and the sun came out again. “Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes.” And now I asked no more foolish questions.

She reached out, her hand was as big as my head, and she wrapped those thick fingers in my tresses and gently moved my face towaards hers.

Her face was large, and it occupied my vision, my whole world, her lips grew larger, they were twice as big as mine, and she touched them to me.

I felt the charge go through me. I felt divine winds scour my blood vessels and change me. I felt lust and love, I felt an explosion of goodness. I felt the core of elemental heat that was Silithia seep into my soul. I felt things being adjusted. I felt my dick spurt, and the white heat of that orgasm traveled upwards, paralyzing me, and blowing my brain straight through the top of my skull and upwards. To the stars.

I was me…and I was the duty of a sissy…and I was elevated…and I was floating through the cosmos. And all the while my penis pumped out oceans of cum.

But it the orgasm, though traveling through my male organ, was more female than male.

And, deep in my soul, my psyche, my essence, I finally saw that part of me that resisted, that held on to being a male. I saw it, and I saw it dwindle, and I finally made the decision.

I collapsed from that orgasm, and lost consciousness. I didn’t see Silithia leave, and I didn’t even see myself, but the large ladies of the Changing Farm came and took me from the high chair. They carried me back through the building and downstairs.

I woke up in my own bed.

I was alive as I had never been. I was glowing with the essence of Silithia, and I understood life as I never had.

And I was sorry I had been slow in making my decision.

I sat up, and Matthilda spoke: “Good morning.”

It wasn’t morning, and she spoke drily.

I leaped out of bed and ran to her. She was staning just inside my room and I hugged her.

She hugged me back, brushed my hair and soothed me. “There, there. Don’t cry. You’ve made it now.”

Finally, I snuffled a few tears back, and looked up at her. “I’m so sorry.”

“Nonsense. Are you ready now?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She stepped to the side and indicated that I should exit.

I walked into the big room and everybody was there. The remaining sissy wannabes. The large women of the house.

And my heart leaped when I saw April! My wife had come to see me take this big step!

Everybody was cheering, April was giving me a delighted thumbs up, and the path was clear to a horse.

I walked across the floor and laid down on the horse. The thick cushion was comfortable, and I placed my hands and knees on the little platforms attached to the legs. Shortly I was strapped down and ready.

Matthilda: “Would you like to be the first? April?”

“I would.”

Hands touched me then. They lubricated my heinie and stroked me. My balls were properly fondled and I was stroked. I was not in a tube any longer. I was released and ready to go.

I heard ladies and sissies talking encouragement to me. I lay and listened, and luxuriated in the moment.

I felt April step up behind me, spread my cheeks, and put the dildo to my brown button.

I gasped as she gently moved forward, and my world changed. I was submitting. Not just to the world, but to the ladies of the Changing Farm, and to Womanland, and to the House of Chimera, and to women everywhere. Most importantly, I was submitting to myself. I was submitting to my inner desires, to my upward evolution, and I finally understood the importance of making the decision.

Man has to give to get, and that is even more true for a sissy. I had to give…give my sissy pussy…that I might give up resisting. That I might submit to the woman inside me.

I had to become like a woman to be a woman, which would be the next step, if I could but take it.

And I knew that I would spend my life exploring Sexual Yoga and serving April and Matthilda and all the women I would ever meet.

And especially serving Silithia.

Silithia. A miracle of evolution, and the hope of all mankind. The person who made all this possible.

In a world of war and confusion and cruelty, she has opened the door, offered the hope, illuminated the way.

And, as I realized these truths, I began to climb the mountain. I felt my ass responding, pushing back, fucking my wife’s dildo.

April redoubled her efforts, and women even gathered around to touch me, to rub their hands on me, to push and lead me ever further into what I truly was.

Then the storm burst, and I mean that literally. All the dark confusions and conflicts of my life dissipated and I was exploding in a glorious display of fireworks.

I arched and groaned, my muscles contracted, and it felt like an ocean was lifting me up. Dimly, as all sense left and I became pure essence, I realized that I had made it. I was not just a sissy…but a super sissy. And it was the fruition of all my dreams.


AFTERWORD

Jeffie returned home, and when he is no cleaning house he acts as special envoy to other men…men wishing, and compelled, to transform, to achieve the elevation of evolution and enlightenment that is possible through Silithia’s methods.

And for you, dear reader, I can only offer this advice. Seek out Silithia. Learn Sexual Yoga, even regular yoga if you have not access to the methods Silithia has blessed us with.

For the world is changing, and whether you are a woman, blessed with the task of bringing men out of their caves and into a divine light, or a man trying to achieve sissyhood, the methods of Silithia are your only hope.

Grace


ANOTHER AFTERWORD

Silithia is introduced, and her story told, in the book entitled, ‘Silithia.’

The adventures of ‘Womanland’ are recorded faithfully in the the book of the same title.

Silithia makes significant appearance in the book, ‘Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands.’

Silithia makes brief appearances in several Gropper Press stories: ‘He Became my Sissy Maid,’ ‘The Big Spank,’ ‘A Sorority Feminized Me.’

You are advised to take advantage of her presence on earth.

again,

Grace


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked my little tale of Jeffie and April…

and, of course, Silithia.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

Thank you

Grace
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.

The Big Tease!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:
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BUT…

if you want save money
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Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories

[image: ifem cov use.jpg]

Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


Big Stories

[image: ]

Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘The Sissy Transition!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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