

Slaughterhouse Feminization!

Stories of Men becoming Women!

Autogynephilia!

She Made Me Her Dress Up Doll!

What Men Can’t Understand!

Forced Gender Transition!

Feminization 101!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2023

ISBN: 9798378848126

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

Klaus D. Peter, Wiehl, Germany, via Wikimedia Commons

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Do you remember reading Slaughterhouse Five? Man, what a nightmare! People in wartime, killing, concentration camps…WTF?

Fortunately, this little tome presents the other side of life.

Instead of war we have love.

Instead of guns, we have men having their peenies locked up.

Instead of evil Nazies, we have housewives!

And instead of World War II, we have World War Fem!

Remember that when the little lady holds out the chastity tube and smiles…feminization is much more preferable than war!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Autogynephilia!

She wanted him to be a woman!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note!

Autogynephilia is a man’s desire to love himself himself as a woman.

I saw that and I went ‘yahoo!’

A single word that describes 50% of the population’s problem.

What? You don’t think 50% of the men don’t want to be women?

You’d be wrong. It is almost exactly 50%.

Somebody comes to this planet and picks up a body. He or she doesn’t know what sex the body is, so he or she has an even steven chance of being wrong.

50% of the people on this planet are in the wrong body.

Oh, a lot of them adapt, and a lot of them live frustrated lives, but…50%

Do you, Mr. Man, want to be a female?

You’re not alone.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


PART ONE

“Honey, I got a job!”

Jeff looked at his wife and smiled. “Honey! That’s great! Who with? What are you going to do? Tell me all about it!”

Cyndi was a rare beauty. Her long, brunette hair hung down her back, her blue eyes were like diamonds made out of sky. Her body…perfect 36 by 24 by 36…would put an hourglass to shame.

Well, she wasn’t a perfect hourglass, her boobs were a bit large.

But…she was everything Jeff had ever wanted in a woman.

“Well…” she hesitated.

“Come on, give!”

Jeff was a slender fellow. He wore his hair long, too, but not as long as Cyndi.

“The company is called ‘Red Rocket Enterprises.’ It’s a new one, and they are still figuring things out.”

“Red Rocket Enterprises, eh? That sounds great! What do you do?”

“Well,” she hesitated a bit. Jeff thought she was thinking how to best describe her duties. “I have to help some of the people get ready. It’s some sort of video company, and the actors…they need some help.”

“You mean like make up and stuff? Costumes?”

She seemed relieved by his conclusion. “Yes. That’s it exactly. The hours will vary a bit, they shoot at odd times, but the money is good.”

“Honey! That’s fantastic! Let’s celebrate!”

Cyndi smiled. “Yes! Let’s! If you start the barbecue I’ll prepare the steaks.

Jeff headed out to the patio and turned on the barbecue. Cyndi brought him a drink, a little bourbon and Coke, with the good bourbon that he loved. Whistle Pig Piggyback.

She handed him the steaks and he put them on the grill and they stood on the patio and sipped.

Jeff ran his own internet company. He had a staff of three. He, himself and him. He made good money, and they lived well, but Cyndi wanted to work. She wasn’t the kind to stay at home and paint walls and vacuum floors.

“I’m proud of you, honey,” Jeff kissed her hair and snaked a hand over her shoulder.

She grinned. “I’m just happy that I can carry my share. I don’t want to be a freeloader.”

“Never,” he reassured here, and his hand found her erect nipple.

“What is this?” she grabbed his hand.

“It’s a nipple twister,” he joked, and he twisted gently and made her gulp a bit.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Soon,” he said, and he kissed her passionately.

For a moment they made out, then she pushed him back. “I do have a favor to ask of you, however.”

“Favor is my middle name,” he responded.

“I need to practice.”

“Make up?”

“They use different make up, and I need to get used to it.”

“On me?”

“Come on. We’ve done this before, and you actually liked it.”

“It did make me hard,” admitted.

“So I’m going to make you another drink or two, we’ll eat, and then I can figure out this new make up they want me to use.”

He nodded. “I guess so. As long as I don’t have to go out in public.”

“The only place you have to go is bed.”

They kissed again, and she looked into his dark eyes. “You know how it turns me on to make you up.”

“I know. But…are you going to want to go the whole route?”

“Probably.”

The truth was that getting made up as a girl turned Jeff on. Turned him on so much that it made him nervous. Getting a big boner just from make up and lingerie and stuff? What was wrong with him?

“Well, I don’t—“

“Come on, honey. It’s for a good cause.”

He smiled, but still had a nervous look on his face.

“Ple-e-e-ese?”

“Well,” his cock was surging in his pants.

She gripped him and smiled. “There’s my answer.”

“I guess so!”

“Wheee!”

She snaked a hand into his pants and started playing with him. It only took a moment, then he was ready to squirt.

“Oh, no!” she said, taking her hand out. “If I let you squirt now then you won’t let me make you up.”

“Squirt me now and I’ll do it twice!”

“You liar,” she laughed. “Let me go make another drink.”

Jeff watched the steaks cook, sucked down a bit more bourbon, and thought about how good his life was.

After dinner, him feeling comfortably high, they retired to the bedroom and she went to work.

She had him sit at her vanity table and she cleansed his face, primed it, and began to add the color. She took her time, and her fingers danced on his flesh and his cock got harder and harder.

She talked as she worked, mumbled a lot about how this make up was better, or worse, than her regular stuff. When she was working on his eyes she said, “You know, I have a problem.”

“Oh?” he said, as she curled his eyelashes and made them longer.

“Have you heard of something called autogynephilia?”

“No.”

“It’s a Greek word, or derivation, or whatever. Auto means self, gyn means woman, and philia means to love.

Jeff did the brainwork and came up with, “To love oneself as a woman?”

He looked at her as she painted his lips red.

“So you love yourself as a woman. So?”

“You don’t understand…I have it for you.”

“For me?”

“I love the idea of you as a woman.”

Jeff’s mouth opened and she stepped back.

“What do you mean?” he managed after a second.

“You’re perfect. You’re slender with long hair. You don’t have boobs, but that is a small matter. And, speaking of other small matters…”

Jeff blushed, but Cyndi just continued. “You aren’t the most well endowed, and it would be easy to tuck your junk, to use a gaffe.”

“A gaffe?”

“It’s sort of like tight underwear. The package is tucked up tight between your legs.

Jeff was silent.

“I even bought you one. And a bra.”

Jeff was literally speechless. Sure Cyndi was a bit kinky, and so was he, but this was not just a little kinky, this was over the top fetish bizarre.

“You know I love you, right?”

He gulped.

“So I want to go whole hog tonight, which you agreed to, but that includes bra and gaffe.”

“It does?” His voice squeaked a little.

“Please, honey? do this for me? Ple-e-e-ese?”

He sat there, in shock. In the mirror he could see how surprised he was. His throat was suddenly dry and he couldn’t speak.

Cyndi ran into the kitchen and returned with yet another drink.

Jeff drank, not sipped, but guzzled, and left a red lip imprint on the glass.

Cyndi waited.

“You really want this?”

“With all my heart.”

He finished his drink, said, “One more.”

She ran and was back in a moment.

He drank, more sipped this time, the room was starting to spin, and said, “Okay.”

The look of glee on Cyndi’s face was a glow in the night. She clapped her hands and leaned forward and rubbed his cock. “You’ll love it! Just wait!”

He had been wearing just his underwear, and Cyndi told him to take it off.

He stood, naked, and she handed him the bra.

It was a training bra. Almost no cups, just flat material.

He put it on, and immediately loved the way it made his body look.

And he was sorry he didn’t have tits. That would be so cool.

Then she handed him a gaffe. It was like shrunken underpants, but made of stiff material.

He stepped into the things and pulled them up.

They didn’t really fit. But the main reason was that he had a boner.

He wasn’t big, only five inches, but stiff it just didn’t really want to bend.

Cyndi insisted, however, and she gently pushed his cock down and pulled it between his legs, then she pulled the gaffe up tight.

“Oh, fuck,” wheezed Jeff.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” mumbled Cyndi, “it just has to go down a bit.”

“It feels like it’s going to break!”

“It’s not bent that much, just curved.”

She felt his groin, and looked at him in the mirror. She had him turn sideways. “Oh, my God! That is hot!”

He looked. With his long hair and slender body the small ‘panties’ and bra made him look very feminine.

“Just stand there for a minute.”

Cyndi picked up a brush and brushed his hair.

“I’m not going to do a full on, let’s get you dressed, then I’ll style your hair.”

“Style my…”

“Of course, silly. We want whole hog, right?”

“I guess.”

His voice was a bit muted, but he couldn’t deny the excitement he felt.

“Bend forward a bit, pooch your butt out.”

He did, and it made him look like he had a bigger, rounder, more feminine ass.

“Oh, God. I think I’m going to cum!”

Jeff studied himself in the mirror. He was amazed. He wasn’t a big, manly looking guy, but this really brought out his softer side. His eyes sparkled, his lips looked wet. Heck, he felt like he about to cum. Except for that damned gaffe.

Cyndi pulled a dark dress over his head, pulled his hair out and draped it down his back. She began to style it, using water and flips of the brush she gave him curls. She even used a little hair spray so the curls would stay.

She was almost done, and she said, “I want to pierce your ears.”

“What?”

“Come on. It’s the look. I’ll put big, old danglies on you now, but when you return to being a man you can wear little studs.”

Jeff had misgivings, but his heart was pounding so, and he said yes.

Two minutes later he had said ‘Ow’ twice, and sported three inch strands of tiny diamonds from his earlobes.

“I’d give you hoops, but I don’t think you can handle it.”

He was silent. He was handling everything fine, though he pretended it was difficult.

The more female he looked, the more he liked it.

She had him stand in high heels, and he almost fell down, but the look…the look was perfect!

She pulled him by the hand and took him into the living room. She had him stand in the center of the room and she just looked at him.

Looked, and lusted.

Jeff was a mix of emotions. He was embarrassed, and blushing, and…happy.

Autogynephilia. To love oneself as a woman. Yeah. It made sense. He liked it. But…didn’t this make him weird?

“Does this make me a trans person?” he asked.

“I don’t know. I guess you’re a transvestite. But you’ve still got a package. When…if we get you breasts, then I suppose you’d be a shemale.”

“A shemale?” again his voice squeaked. “What do you mean ‘breasts?’”

“Well, honey. Let’s face it. This is the way I want you. And you like it…”

“But not all the time!” he protested in a small voice.

“Of course not. But…some of the time.”

It was at this point that Jeff noticed something interesting.

Always, in their relationship, he was the man. He wasn’t a forceful man, but he fulfilled the image.

Now Cyndi was speaking more assertively. She was acting more…’manlike.’ Her voice was confident and her manner was more assured.

Dimly, far away in his mind, he realized, ‘She likes the power.’”

And, even more surprising, he didn’t mind. So what if she liked to ‘call the shots,’ or act more ‘bullish.’

He didn’t care, and it actually took some of the pressure off him.

“So I’m going to be some sort of ‘trans’ person,” he mused in a serious voice.

“Does that bother you?”

“No. Except…well, I don’t know about this breast business.”

“We’ll talk about that. First just get used to dressing like a woman. Let’s enjoy ourselves, and give ourselves time to think.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

“Except…”

He looked at her, “Except what?”

“We said we were going to go whole hog.”

“I thought we had?” She was confident, and he was suddenly feeling a bit confused.

“Stay here. I want to show you something.”

He stayed. He went into the kitchen and mixed yet another drink. He was a bit dizzy, but he was so damned happy. He looked at his reflection in a window and images of himself as a female passed through his mind. Clothes, make up…he had to learn to walk and talk and cultivate all the mannerisms of a woman.

She returned. Naked. Except for the strap on around her hips. A large dildo jutted out from her crotch.

Jeff’s mouth opened slightly, and he licked his lips nervously.

To her he was licking his lips in anticipation.

“What is this?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“But…”

“We’ve played with your asshole, I’ve stuck a couple of fingers up it, and you loved it. And we’ll always remember the time I pushed ice cubes up your heinie.”

He couldn’t help the smile that flitted across his made up face. Yes, he would remember that forever.

“So I want you to come into the bedroom so I can really take your virginity.”

Again, he wasn’t feeling like he was in charge, and she took his hand, smiled at him, and led him to the bedroom.

In the bedroom she didn’t bother to undress him; she wanted to experience him like she would if she was the male and he was a female.

She didn’t feel much like a female now. Well, maybe a little, after all, she had the tits. But she did want to consecrate their new relationship in a more manly mode.

She had him bend over the bed and she lifted his dress.

The gaffe was tight, but she pulled it down, and his cock straightened out and pointed down.

She touched it with her hand.  “This is now your clitoris.”

“When I’m a woman,” he stated, his voice a little muffled by a pillow.

“When you’re a woman.”

She retrieved a tube of lubricant and began to lube him up. She took her time, telling him how beautiful ‘she’ was. She felt his flat tits and sighed, and he knew she was thinking of him getting tits.

Then, him loose enough, she placed the dildo at his junction and pushed.

She slid in easy. Easier than Jeff had thought. Then he realized that his love, his infatuation with himself as a woman, made everything easier.

She slid back and forth, the ridges on her dildo exploring his anal passage, and he loved it.

He grunted, and he groaned, and he felt every square inch of himself.

And he thought: Autogynephilia. Hunh!

As one might expect, their lives became drastically different.

He took to using Nair on his whole body. He learned how to apply his own make up, and he took to wearing garters and nylons almost all the time.

He was female probably 80% of the time. In fact, it took more work to go back to being male, to resurrecting his original attitudes, than to just staying female.

Cyndi supported him at all times. She gave him tips and bought him lingerie and clothes.

And he took to wearing a chastity tube. Not because he was starved for sex, but because it was more comfortable than the gaffe.

Although, it did make him hornier.

But Cyndi was always willing to take him into the bedroom and screw him.

In fact, she liked screwing him more than she liked getting screwed. And a few times she even insisted he wear the strap on when he did her.

That was one weird fuck. To be inside a woman, to have her scratching your back, while not feeling a thing.

That was always resulted him in being extra horny.

And, sometimes she would fuck him, then make him watch as she used a vibrator on herself. Well, she didn’t have to make him. Watching her turn into a sodden, humping bitch, without him inside her, was an incredible turn on.

But, regardless, they loved their new life style.

Since he worked at home on the internet he could be female all day, and he loved typing with his long, red fingernails.

And he would meet her at the front door whenever she came home from work.

Work.

That was the only pill.

She worked fairly regularly, but at odd times. Sometimes she had to work in the early morning. She would get up at three and tip toe softly out of the house.

Sometimes she would sleep in, and get up and go to work at three in the afternoon, and come home late.

Invariably, no matter the hours, she would come home horny.

Middle of the afternoon? She wanted sex.

Middle of the night? She wanted sex.

She would interrupt his work, wake him up, strap on her dildo and go to town.

Jeff loved it, of course, but he was also mystified.

“Honey?” he would ask, “I’m not complaining, quite the contrary, but is there some reason you come home horny all the time?”

“I’m not horny all the time when I get home.”

She was lying on her back, her dildo sticking up. She had just gotten home and taken advantage of him.

“On Tuesday you were horny, the Sunday before that. And Saturday. And on Thursday you really did me. I thought I wasn’t going to be able to walk after you fucked me.”

Cyndi went quiet. She realized that Jeff was right. And she knew why she was horny, but she wasn’t about to talk about it.

“Well?”

“Uh…well, I just miss you, and I want you when I’m apart from you for more than a few hours.”

It was the right thing to say, and Jeff relaxed. But there was still a niggling suspicion in the back of his mind. What was really going on?

But, situation averted, they continued with their lives.

Jeff dressed as a woman, Cyndi went to work, and she tried to control her impulses. Often she would go to bed horny and not be able to relieve her urges. And often she would sneak a vibrator session in while he was sleeping, or otherwise occupied. She even took to hiding a vibrator in the garage. She would come home late, get herself off, then go to sleep.

This lifestyle went on for six months, and they were settled into a groove, when Cyndi brought up the matter of boobs again.

“Honey, have you thought about getting boobs?”

Jeff frowned. He had. But…it seemed to permanent. Like a line that, if crossed, would fundamentally change him into something he might not be prepared for.

“I have a connection at work…she says she knows a doctor who could outfit you…”

Outfit him. Like he was a car and needed a customer exhaust or something.

“It won’t cost much, in fact, I might be able to get you on my work insurance plan.”

“Work insurance?” He didn’t even know she had insurance.

“Sure.”

“Well, uh…”

“Come on, honey. It’s for your own peace of mind.” And she giggled.

Then came a make a break point. She suddenly blurted, “I want you to do this, and I’ve looked into it, and…” she stopped talking.

It wasn’t what she had said, it was how she said it.

She had spoken forcefully. Like she was in charge and he had to do what she said.

He spent some time thinking about that, thinking about how he had given up a certain degree of his manhood.

And he had no illusions. It was because he was happy taking it up the butt.

If he had only been fucked a couple of times he might have weathered the storm. But he couldn’t do that. He wanted it up the butt. And if that reduced his masculinity…so be it.

He sighed.

And nothing more was said. And she came home two days later and told him that Friday next he would be going to see the doctor.

For the next few days he was obsessing on what was happening.

He liked the training bra. He liked being ‘in harness.’

How different would it be to have a couple of growths on his chest?

It would limit his ability to go out as a man. He would have to bind his breasts, and maybe wear a thick jacket, and…did he want to reduce his limited existence as a man almost completely?

Cyndi knew what he was going through, and she turned on the heat. She refused him sex, and then even stole the key to his chastity tube. Then she began teasing him mercilessly.

As the days passed Jeff grew increasingly desperate. The chastity tube, which had begun merely as a way to keep unwanted boners down so he could wear a dress, became a form of torture, and he started to understand why men were drawn to wearing the things, and yet hated them.

His cock was constantly trying to get hard. He would be sitting, watching TV, working, driving the car, mowing the lawn, whatever, and his little worm began wiggling, and pressing, and searching for a way out of its prison.

Cyndi noticed this, of course, and she smiled. She knew that nothing is as manipulatable as a man with a boner. Ot an ‘almost’ boner in Jeff’s case.

Friday arrived. Jeff had not made up his mind, but he didn’t have enough gumption to resist.

He was too horny, he had lost so much manhood, Cyndi was in control.

She drove him down to a medical clinic and walked him in. He sat in a chair, half out of his head, feeling like he was out of his body, and she talked to the receptionist.

A look was cast his way, he filled out forms, and he was called into the back room.

Cyndi went with him. She smiled as she followed him into a small operating room.

The doctor, a gorgeous blonde with a big bust—was it her own?—entered the room.

Take your clothes off, please.

Cyndi had made sure he went to the doctor as a woman, and she watched as Jeff took off his dress and bra and lay on the table.

The doctor saw his chastity tube in his panties. “How do you like being chastised?”

“Uh, it’s okay.”

“He likes it, but it does make him grumpy sometime.”

The doctor chuckled. “There are other methods for chastising a man.”

“Such as?”

The nurse had scrubbed Jeff’s hairless chest with some sort of disinfectant, and now the doctor was making little marks around his pectorals with a grease pencil.

“Well, we could sew his penis between his legs. Attach it to his perineum. Does he use his penis that much?”

“Not that much. We’re more into anal sex. He really likes that.”

The doctor nodded. “Most men of his ilk do. Of course there is always completely removal. Testicles or penis or both…”

“Uh?” Jeff grunted.

The doctor smiled. “Don’t worry, little one. You’re in the hands of the pros now.”

But Jeff was worrying.

“How big do you want his boobs?”

“As large as possible.”

Jeff would have said something, except he wasn’t really being included in the conversation, and…Cyndi was the dominant one in their relationship.

The doctor began injecting a solution into his chest. She followed the grease marks, and Jeff, by raising his head slightly, was able to see his boobs growing.

Cyndi: “I understand these will last a couple of months?”

“Two months, then they will shrink a bit. You’ll have plenty of time for me to inject him again.”

“What if we want to get him implants?”

“Wait for him to go flat, then we can do that.”

Jeff was listening, but it was like he was far away, too. Boobs? Big boobs? To become permanent?

He was dazed.

But his cock was dancing down in his tube, and it was dancing so hard he was distracted and couldn’t think of anything to say.

“We also have other things we can do.”

“Yes?”

“His lips are okay, but we can make them much bigger. Real Angelina Jolie lips. We can also shape his face, shave his Adam’s apple, that sort of thing. Of course if you are going the hormone route some of these things won’t apply.

“After you’re done here let’s discuss money.”

“You’re on the Red Rocket plan. No need to discuss anything.”

Jeff caught that, and an element of wonder struck him. Who the hell was this company called ‘Red Rocket?’ He knew Cyndi worked for them, and that they were involved in some part of the TV/movie industry, but he didn’t know anything past that.

“Then perhaps we should just go over procedures and insurance forms and such. I’d like to get this done as soon as possible.”

The doctor stuck another needle into Jeff’s chest, now boobs, and said, “Yes, it’s best to strike while the iron is hot.”

Jeff was able to walk out of the doctor’s office right after his procedure. He had on a sturdy bra, and he was a little off balance, but…he was okay.

Except that his dress didn’t fit.

Cyndi got behind the wheel and smiled at him. “Honey, you are lovely! I have never seen you look so radiant.”

“Uh, thanks.”

He watched as she put a thick sheaf of insurance forms into her purse. He had been there when she had talked to the doctor about upcoming procedures, but he hadn’t followed it too closely.

He was dazed. His mind was on his now voluptuous form. He was distracted by the large mounds on his chest.

“And your breasts are incredible. Heck, they’re better than mine!”

Jeff wondered about Red Rocket.

“I think we should consider changing your diet, more estrogen based foods, and what do you think of hormone therapy?”

“Actually, can we talk about it later? I’m a little tired.”

“Of course, dear,” she patted his thigh. “Let’s get you home and put you to bed.”

He blinked. Put him to bed. That was almost code for her bending him over and making love to him.

They arrived home and entered the house, and, sure as he had suspected, she couldn’t wait to fuck him.

She chattered, she told him how much she loved him, he had never seen her so happy and vibrant.

And he couldn’t help but love being loved. Whatever considerations were going on in his mind…he loved it.

Then, him fucked, and her vibrated, she went to the kitchen to fix dinner.

He walked into the computer room.

Red Rocket. It was time to find out about Cyndi’s work.

Red Rocket was the name of a movie about a washed up porn star. The term, ‘red rocket,’ referred to an erect dog’s penis.

This led him to the term, used in the porn industry, of ‘suitcase pimp.’

A suitcase pimp is a guy who lives off his porn star mate.

Then, on the third page of Google, he found it. Red Rocket. A corporation.

It was also related to the porn industry. Red Rocket Films produced porn. Lots of porn. They had departments dealing with straight, lesbian, gay, and LGBTQ.

He blinked. He was okay with Cyndi thinking of him as trans, or at least as something other than straight, but he always thought of himself as straight.

He scrolled through a couple of pages and found it. His wife’s picture. She was in the trans department and listed her work as various. She was in make up, costumes, and…fluffing.

What the fuck was fluffing?

He ignored that for the moment, however, and began scrolling through the website, learning everything he could about it.

So Cyndi did make up and costumes, and this fluffing thing, and that sort of explained a lot.

It explained why she loved to make him up, to dress him up.

It also explained why she might be horny when she got home from work.

She probably had to do full body make up, and that meant she had to put her hands all over, apply make up to, a whole body. A meat body, with a big old, meaty boner.

Jeff had no illusions. He had watched a lot of porn in his day, and he had read stories of people in the porn biz.

He didn’t think Cyndi had been cheating. No, she had lost a lot of interest in having his peeny in her, but she wasn’t swollen down there, or dripping sperm.

She had just been close to a lot of sex, and brought her urges home.

And, whether she had a natural inclination to things trans, or whether she had been moved that way by working for Red Rocket, was beside the point.

The point was that she preferred it at home. She wanted him trans. And, he had to admit, he did seem to have this thing called autogynephilia. He liked being a girl.

Still, there was something working in him.

What did Cyndi do, exactly? In spite of his trust, did she go too far in her job?

Was there something he needed to know?

“Honey! Dinner is ready!”

He sighed and pushed back from the computer.

Red Rocket.

His wife’s predilection for strap on sex, and vibrating herself to a cum.

Her love for him as a female; her insistence, to the point of hormone therapy and possibly surgery…

There were things to be found out, that was sure.

His mind thus occupied, he turned off the computer and headed for dinner.


PART TWO

They had a nice dinner. She was giving him foods high in estrogen, and he didn’t mind that.

But he didn’t ask her about Red Rocket.

He suspected she wouldn’t tell him everything. After all, she had been very close mouthed about her work up to this point, even omitting certain things, so why would he expect her to change?

So they ate their soy bean products, their fruits and veggies, their flaxseeds and lignans and so on. And they talked about his new tits, and how wonderful their life was.

Actually, Cyndi did most of the talking. Jeff listened, and asked an interested question every once in a while.

This was fine with Cyndi. She was feeling powerful, she was heady with her status of being in charge. She liked to talk and have people do nothing but listen.

But Jeff was thinking.

After dinner Cyndi had to go to work, so she got dressed and headed out, leaving Jeff with a kiss and a smile.

Jeff immediately went to the computer room.

To tell the truth, there wasn’t much on the company. One website, with a list of projects, a list of people working in the company, sand a couple of other pages.

Jeff sat back and thought.

Porn, it was still like other companies in the film industry.

They were secretive, they worked on connections, you had to know somebody to get in.

Well, he knew somebody, but he wasn’t about to ask Cyndi for a way to get into her company so he could spy on her.

So the internet wasn’t much of a help.

He found some write ups in the trades magazines, but they were mostly advertisements for upcoming features.

He looked at the list of productions and began researching them in IMDb (Internet Movie DataBase), then in the Internet Adult Film Database (IAFD).

They were all pretty much the same, it appeared. Long on porn, short on plot.

He was about to order a movie so he could watch it, then decided to do one last look around. He went to Findtubes and typed in the movie he was thinking about.

Bingo. ‘She Sucked at Work!’ It was the full movie.

He sat back and watched.

His wife was listed in the credits. Make up, Costume, Fluffing.

There was that ‘fluffing’ thing again. He was going to have to find out about it.

The movie unfolded, and it was acres of flesh, miles of pulchritude, and a ton of in and out.

Entertaining, made his cock wiggle in its cage, but…not academy award worthy.

Or even worthy of note.

But it was listed as one of the top money makers at Red Rocket.

Then he saw it.

A street scene. A man jumping into a taxi after a girl. They talk for a minute, then begin shedding their clothes. It was an instant connection, do you believe in love at first sight, put it in there…and…and…a quick glimpse of the eyes of the taxi driver, in the rear view mirror, watching the shenanigans in the back seat.

It was Cyndi! She was…it was her eyes! He knew it.

Then his suspicions were confirmed. The taxi driver was shown in profile. She didn’t take off her clothes, but she brought a hand to her neck, then lowered that hand to her blouse and started undoing buttons.

Then she started playing with her nipples.

Man and woman in the backseat, squirming and loving and…

Woman in the front seat, but it wasn’t Cyndi’s tits!

Jeff knew what Cyndi’s tits looked like, and this was not Cyndi’s boob.

For a second he was confused, then he got it. Cyndi had been offered a walk on part, they were probably short of actors, or she looked the part, or whatever. She had agreed, and even played with herself…up to a point. Then they had called in for a stand in. They had let Cyndi, who had the look, to start the scene, but then ‘stunt double’ had offered her tits for the close up.

His wife was pure.

Sort of.

She still worked for a porn company and had been less than honest with him.

He sighed, and then came back to the movie, and he blinked.

He rewound, he had missed something.

There it was. The woman had laid back and the man had pulled her clothes off, and the woman’s big dick had popped out!

Jeff watched the scene a few times. He had to be sure. Also, his dick was acting up, and it wanted to be sure, too.

It was true, the scene was turning him on.

Jeff stood up, walked to the kitchen. He poured a stiff drink, glugged it. Poured another one, and returned to the computer room and sipped while he watched the rest of the movie.

She Sucked at Work had male on female, female on male (BDSM?), trans on female, man on trans, and several other arrangements. In short, it had all the combinations that enabled it to appeal to all the variations of humanity.

Jeff finished the movie and just sat there. Stunned. His wife was in a porn movie.

Hard to see, didn’t really do anything. but the thought…it was blowing him out.

“Honey! I’m home!”

The door slammed.

Jeff closed the computer and swiveled to the door.

“Hey, babe,” she entered the room, bent down and kissed him, and his hands floated up and cupped her breasts.

He was so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it. His wife was in porn.

And his cock wanted to get out and howl! He wanted to fuck her in the worst possible way.

She, however, had something different in mind, and that something different was the same old same old.

“Honey? Jeff? Come to bed.”

Jeff stood up and followed her.

She was wearing pants and a flannel shirt. Not sexy. Almost manlike, except for her large boobs.

He was wearing the dress, and the boobs and the nylons and full make up and everything.

She wasn’t wearing the taxi driver’s outfit, which was sort of female.

She was in his mind as a sexy taxi driver.

Skin tight pants and a tight, white blouse in his mind.

A hat perched atop her glorious curls.

Make up. Heavy make up for the camera.

She turned to him and grabbed his caged cock. She kissed him, plastered her lips against him and groaned and ground.

“You don’t mind if we just do you tonight, do you?”

He didn’t. It was what he wanted.

She reached under her pillow and took out the strap on.

He was having a hard time breathing as she pushed him onto the bed.

She fastened the dildo in place, greased it up, greased him up.

He groaned, and everything was different as she plowed into him.

His wife was in a porn movie.

No, she hadn’t shown everything, or taken cock front door and back door, or sucked a big, black weenie, but…she was there! She was rubbing elbows, or other body parts, with all the porn stars in the movie.

In his mind he pictured all of the sex scenes in the movie.

Happily, lovingly, she took him. She squeezed his balls and rammed him.

And Jeff experienced being drained. When she was done he had spewed semen all over the bed. He hadn’t had an orgasm, he had had something called a ‘sissygasm.’ Her hard cock had pressed against his prostate, and that had caused him to release.

She pulled out of him and took off the dildo.

“Oh, God! You came!”

“I didn’t mean to,” he tried.

“My, God! That’s incredible. Oh, Honey, I need an orgasm. You don’t mind if I use the vibrator tonight, do you? Seeing you cum like that…I need it this way.”

He didn’t mind. She was in a porn movie. She could do no wrong. All Jeff could think of was to please her. To let her have his way. To bend over and submit.

She lay on the bed and he got down and ate her, then he manned the vibrator. She played with her tits, pulled on her nipples, and groaned loudly.

Then she came. Hard.

Like a porn star.

Life continued normally.

Normally being that she had a secret, and now he had a secret.

She wouldn’t tell him about her job. And he wouldn’t tell her that he knew.

Still, normal is normal. They laughed and made jokes. They went to cozy, little restaurants, attended the movies, and so on.

He was going out more and more as a woman these days.

He looked like a woman, and he felt better as a woman, and he had mastered many of the mannerisms of a woman.

He went into women’s restrooms and used the toilet, sitting like a woman. He allowed men to open the door for him, even to seat him at a table.

He knew how to repair his make up, he understood fashions, and he had a large wardrobe. With lots of sexy lingerie.

His boobs attracted attention, and men, and women, stared at him. He could feel their greedy, little eyes, and he enjoyed teasing them by doing nothing but walk and talk.

And he thought about how to get into Red Rocket.

He got sneaky.

He occasionally followed Cyndi to work. He noted which Starpuke’s she stopped at, which gas stations she went to, and how there was no real security for the parking lot at Red Rocket.

He made an impression of his wife’s keys to the building she worked at, and had a friendly locksmith make a copy.

The locksmith was easy to persuade, just flash him a bit of tit and flirt a little, and men fell all over themselves.

Jeff giggled—he had cultivated a giggle over his normal mode of laughing—and wondered what the locksmith would do if he lifted Jeff’s skirt, pulled down his panties, and found a chastity tube.

Would he pick the lock and take advantage of Jeff?

It was a boner-sized fantasy. If his boner had been allowed out to play.

Then, one night, Jeff decided to follow Cyndi to work.

She went out to the garage and hopped into her red Miata and tooled down the street.

He went out and hopped onto his Susuki Gixxer and cranked it up.

The gixxer was only 750 cc, and the frame was slightly reduced in size, so Jeff had no trouble guiding it through the streets after his wife.

He stayed far back, he knew where she was going. He was wearing a skin tight motorcycle outfit, and his long hair flowed out from the back of the helmet. His make up stayed neat because he had his face mask up. People did stare at his heavy boobs.

He arrived at the Red Rocket building in time to see Cyndi walk in the back door.

He smiled and parked his bike in a parking lot across the street. He walked over to the building and up to the back door. He used his key, opened the door, and froze!

A huge biker was standing there. He was six foot four, 200 pounds of sculptured muscle.

With relief, Jeff realized he was an actor.

“Hey! You her for the bike scene?”

“Yes,” answered Jeff, searching for a way around this hunk of man meat.

“Excellent, me, too. Hey, lift the face mask. Let me see who I’ll be playing with tonight.”

Jeff didn’t want to, but he wanted to act normal. Besides, this bozo would never recognize him, never even see him again. He lifted the face mask and the faux biker smiled. “Excellent. You’re beautiful. Just what the doctor ordered.

Jeff smiled and started around the biker, then stopped. Down the hall Cyndi was squatting. And she had a dick in her mouth!

Jeff stared, aghast, and his cock smacked against the top of his chastity tube.

Cyndi wasn’t fucking, but she was sucking! And she knew how to suck!

She played with the man’s balls, her mouth went back and forth, and she even reached under him, up his crack, and tickled his brown star.

“Fuck, Cyndi! Be careful!”

“Sorry, Rod. You know how much I love to suck your meat.”

“That’s all right, honey.” He patted her cheek and kissed her  right on her cock sucking lips.

A man at the end of the hall yelled, “Motorcycle scene! Let’s go, folks!”

Jeff almost fell over. He wanted to turn around and run out the door, but the big biker linked his arm in Jeff’s and walked.

Jeff was off balance in his high heels, so he couldn’t fight, had to go along with the man.

“This is going to be fun. I can’t wait,” he whispered in Jeff’s ear.

Ahead of them Rod and Cyndi turned to the right and entered a big room.

Jeff reached the room and was guided into it. There were bright lights, sound booms, a set that consisted of a bed.

“There we go, honey.”

“Okay!” yelled the man who had yelled in the hallway. “Where’s the new girl?”

Jeff tried to back away, to turn and run out the door, but the man saw him. “Hey, Shirley! Get your ass up here.”

The fake biker pushed him forward, and Jeff was caught.

The man with the yell advanced on him. “Hey, you’re not Shirley!”

Cyndi was off to the side, talking to the guy named Rod. Jeff turned so she wouldn’t see his face.

“Shirley couldn’t make it,” said Jeff, looking around for an exit.

“Well, you’re better looking, anyway. Your costume is fine, but…you need more make up. Those lights are hot. CYNDI!”

Jeff almost fainted.

“Yo!” Cyndi hurried across the room. She picked up a make up kit as she came.

“Make up Shirley here. Do it quick, too. Time is money.”

Cyndi smiled, turned to Jeff, and blinked.

For a moment they just stared at each other.

Then Cyndi said, “Off with the helmet.”

Now terrified, Jeff lifted the helmet off his head.

Cyndi stared. What her thoughts were, Jeff didn’t know.

She hesitated, then said, “Come over in the light.”

She led him to the side and they had a little space to themselves.

“Jeff?”

“I’m sorry,” burbled Jeff.

“What are you doing here?”

“You never talk about Red Rocket, and…I got suspicious. It’s a porn company, you know.”

“I know,” she said, brushing powder onto his face. Then, “Do you see that big hairy guy by the door?”

Jeff’s eyes darted, and he nodded. “That’s Roscoe. He’s in charge of security, and he’s crazy. I saw him really mess a guy up. If he finds out that you’re not supposed to be here he could get ugly.”

“Would do I do? How do I get out of here?”

She touched up his eyes. “You don’t. Whatever happens, you’re going to have to go through it.’

“Through it? Through what?”

“Whatever happens. Whatever they shoot.”

“What are they going to shoot?”

“I don’t know. I’m just make up.”

“Cyndi, how’s it going? Almost ready?” yelled the loud man.

“A minute more! You don’t want her to melt under the lights, do you?”

“All right.”

She patted moisture off his forehead. “Stop sweating. It’ll be okay.”

“I saw you giving a blow job,” he blurted.

“Of course I did. that’s my job. I’m a fluffer.”

There was that word again, and now Jeff learned what it meant.

“Your job is giving head?”

My job is making sure the actor is standing proud for his scene. No cumming allowed.”

“But you…I didn’t…what—“

“That’s why I don’t feel like giving you head much. By the time I’m done with work I don’t want to look at another cock.

“So you do without mine.”

“I like your pussy better,” she giggled.

She freshened his lipstick, turned him and slapped his ass. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

That phrase stuck with him. What wouldn’t she do? She was already a cocksucker…what else was she?

Jeff was guided under the lights.

“Okay, Shirley,” said the man who yelled, who it turned out was the director. “You don’t have any dialogue.” He reached up and pulled the zipper on his leather jacket down. “So just go along with Big Tom and everything will be fine.”

Jeff was put in his place, which was sitting on the bed.

“Don’t move from that place. The camera’s got you perfect.”

Jeff nodded.

Cyndi moved in and fluffed his hair lightly, checked his eyes, and whispered, “Just go with it. Pretend it’s me.”

“Okay,” yelled the director. “Action!”

Jeff sat, and a door opened in the fake wall. Big Tom sauntered through.

He was monstrous, shoulders wider than a fat woman’s ass, and he had put on a smirk.

“Where’s Jerry?”

Jeff was confused. He didn’t know what the script called for. He didn’t know what to do. His eyes grew wide and he shook his head.

“Perfect,” murmured the director. To Tom: “Go on.”

Tom crossed the room, and now he was putting on the maniac biker look. He did it well, and Jeff found himself cowering.

“Bitch!” thundered Big Tom. He reached forward and grabbed Jeff’s hair. He lifted, and Jeff figured out he had to go with it. He stood up, his own hands clasped over Big Tom’s.

“Tell me where Jerry is!”

Jeff whimpered, ad libbing for fear of his life, hoping this make believe scene would end and he could get back to reality. “I don’t…know.”

“Okay, good. Rip her clothes off.”

Jeff almost screamed as big Tom ripped the zipper down, pulled Jeff right out of his jacket. He ripped off the blouse and Jeff’s big boobs jounced provocatively.

Then Big Tom lowered his head and sucked Jeff’s nipples. Hard.

“Ow! No!” Jeff tried to push Big Tom back, but might as well try to move a bulldozer.

“The pants,” whispered the director.

The pants didn’t come off as easy, but they came off. Jeff was revealed in his panties. The chastity tube was covered by the panties.

Then Big Tom stopped. He was confused. He had cupped Jeff’s package and felt the tube.

He turned to the director.

The director was out of his folding chair in a shot.

“She’s got a chastity tube on!”

“What?” The director turned to Jeff. “What are you wearing that for?”

Jeff shook his head helplessly.

“It’s okay,” Cyndi came forward. I’ve got a key here.”

Nobody asked why Cyndi would have a key to a man’s chastity tube, they just waited and Cyndi put the key in the lock, turned it, and Jeff’s dingus sprang up. She quickly pulled his panties up. “You can do it,” she whispered.

“Now we’re talking,” quipped somebody in the crew.

“Okay, take it from where you ripped her pants off. Action!”

Big Tom spun Jeff around, he ripped panties off. Jeff’s cock sprang up, and Big Tom said, “So you’re one of those, eh?”

Jeff now felt like fainting, but he didn’t have a chance. Big Tom picked him up and started sucking his cock.

Jeff was totally panicked, but there was nothing he could do. His attempts to push Tom’s head away from his dick looked like he was actually enjoying it.

Tom’s head went up and down, and Jeff learned the difference between male and female blow jobs.

Females are soft and gentle.

Males are a bit more rough.

“No! No!” Jeff protested.

He was scared, and that stopped him from cumming.

He was hard. He was desperate. He wanted to cum. But he couldn’t.

But his cock just bobbed and throbbed and enduring Big Tom’s rough lips.

“That’s it,” whispered the director. Hold on. Don’t squirt…Okay, do it, Tom.”

Tom threw Jeff on the bed. He bent him over and lurched between his legs.

It was nothing more than what Cyndi had been doing to him. And it was nothing compared to how Cyndi had done him.

Big Tom really was a BIG Tom. His cock was inches bigger than Cyndi’s strap on, and it slid into Jeff with ease.

Jeff felt all the differences. He felt the warmth, he felt the big balls slapping on his ass. He felt the weight of a real man holding him down, pinning him.

Tom took his time. It must have just cum, because he took a lo-o-ong time.

In and out, up and down, back and forth. Moving in a circle as if stirring the contents of Jeff’s ass. Angling for the camera, reaching around and grabbing Jeff’s boobs.

Jeff felt like a rag doll in the bigger man’s embrace. He was being tossed around, slammed onto the bed, picked up and plunged into and then slammed down again.

Dully, Jeff went with it. He had no choice. And…it was like when Cyndi fucked him, but…better.

Not plastic, but flesh.

“Can you cum?” asked the director of Jeff.

Jeff didn’t know, didn’t think he could, but savaged as he was, he did.

Squirtem leaked out of his pecker, a classic sissygasm, and he groaned.

The camera caught it all.

Then the sene was over.

Jeff sat in a chair in a small room. He was sitting gingerly, and moving around a little bit. He had never had his ass fucked so well.

He was dazed, and feeling…good.

Cyndi entered the room. She had a wet washcloth and she proceeded to pat his face.

“Are you okay?”

He nodded.

“Well, you did well. You won’t have another scene for two days. You’ll be ready by then.”

“I…what?”

“Your next scene.” She patted the back of his neck, opened the washcloth and soothed him.

“But…I can’t!”

“You have to.”

“No! I disappear! I go home and try to pretend this never happened.

Cyndi snorted.

“You just cost the company ten thousand dollars. That’s what it costs to shoot a scene like this. And you’ll cost them another ten thousand in two days.”

“So what?”

“So the director knows you’re my husband.”

“You told him?”

“Of course I did. They would have found out, anyway. But the point is that he doesn’t care. You were perfect. He said he’s never seen such a natural.”

“But I don’t—“

“You’ll get a hundred thousand for this movie.”

Jeff blinked and his lipsticked mouth slowly closed.

“And what are you doing that’s different from what we do.”

“But he was so big.”

She smiled. “Must have been fun.”

“Fun?”

“Yeah, fun. The word that starts with F.”

“A hundred thousand dollars?”

“And we can ask for more for your second film.”

“Second film?” Now he was truly shocked. A hundred thousand dollars for letting a man sodomize him?

“Listen, honey. We’re doing okay, but this is the big time. Do you know how big the porn business is?”

He shook his head.

“It’s bigger than the main stream movie biz. You’ll be a star. People will want to meet you. People will throw money at you. Exotic women all over the world will want to fuck the woman who is a man. The trans aspect of this business is really rocketing these days, and you’ll be in on it.

After a moment Jeff asked, “And you don’t care if I fuck people?”

Cyndi sighed. “Yes. But I’m willing to sacrifice for our happiness.” She paused. “For your happiness.”

“Really?”

“But remember this, while we love each other, and look out for each other, while you’re out getting your cock done up right, I will be doing my thing. I’ll be finding men and women and using my dildo on them. And it’s only fair, because you’ll be coming home all worn out and fucked out. You won’t be able to service me, especially in the way that I want. So…deal with it.”

She helped Jeff up. He walked a bit funny, but then he had just taken a two by four up the poop chute, or so it felt like.

“Hey! Jeffie! Good shoot tonight!”

“Good night, Jeff.”

“Your ass was never sweeter.” That last was from Big Tom.

Then the director came up to Jeff. “Nice job, Jeff. Good to meet you. You all set for Thursday’s shoot?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good. I’ll have papers for you to sign.”

Cyndi interjected. “Papers for one movie. We’ll negotiate for the second film.”

“Cyndi! How can you bust my balls like that?” But he was happy with the way the deal was shaping up.

Then Jeff was in the parking lot, and the big, huge security guard named Roscoe was there. He was standing next to a diminutive blonde. He saw Jeff and grinned and offered his hand. “Nice job, man. I never seen porn being shot before. It was a thrill.”

The small blonde kissed Jeff on the cheek. “Thanks for the thrill, honey.”

Jeff and Cyndi walked towards her car. “We’ll pick up your motorcycle tomorrow.”

Jeff: “He’s not security. Roscoe isn’t security!”

Cyndi grinned. “Of course not. Whatever gave you that idea?” And she laughed, linked her arm in his, and headed for her sexy Miata.

END
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She Made Me Her Dress Up Doll!

Feminization and chastity were just the start!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

She had a million dollars in her safe.

Unfortunately, her safe was in a secure room.

And the secure room was in a burglar proof house.

And the house was a hundred miles out in the country, no neighbors.

Still, a million dollars is a million dollars.

Kyle began planning.

Her name was Elizabeth Addams, most people knew her as Liz. She had made her millions in porn, and now she loved her solitude.

She loved to sit on the porch when the sun came up, to drink her coffee.

And she loved to sit on her porch when the sit went down, to drink her whiskey.

Her voice was low and husky, the whiskey did that.

She was fifty, but looked 30. Clean living did that.

Not that she had always been clean. Back in the day, when she had been acting, she had partied every night, smoked and drank, and fucked anything with pants. And a few with panties.

Then she retired. She wasn’t feeling good, and she was still young, so she retired and devoted herself to clean living. Real food, vitamins, exercise, and she started feeling in the pink again.

Her breasts were once again high and proud. Her legs were beautiful stems that went all the way to the ground. Her waist was thin, her butt was proportionately round, and her face…her face was oval, with no lines, and her blue eyes regained their sparkle.

Her ranch was in the middle of Montana. A hundred miles of forest on all sides. A hundred yards of grass on all sides. A lake right in front of the big, log cabin house.

Once she had sucked and fucked herself to riches.

Now she preferred to swim in the lake, ride her motorcycles, or horses, and think deep thoughts.

Did she miss the high life?

A little.

But she liked being healthy more.

Still, if she could import a couple of studs for a while she would be quite happy.

Until then she had her vibrator, and she could watch porn whenever she wanted to, and life was sweet.

Kyle watched the ranch through his binoculars.

He was camped out on a low mountain top and had un unfettered view of Elizabeth Addams’ property.

He watched her in the morning and evening, sipping something from a cup.

He watched her with night vision binoculars. He knew when she went to sleep, when she got up to pee, and when she woke up.

He knew when she preferred to ride a motorcycle, or a horse, and how long she rode for.

He could see her working on her computer.

Sometimes she was naked, and that was very exciting. Her body was just as sexy, maybe even more so, than when she had been making porn.

He loved to watch her breasts jounce when she went riding on a horse. He loved to see her do morning exercises, yoga, in the nude in her living room.

Most of all, he loved the idea that she had a million dollars in her house.

Elizabeth had no idea she was being stalked. She knew when people drove through the gate twenty miles down the drive; she had a camera down there.

She also had the full range of security devices on her property.. Alarms on doors and windows. Motion detectors. EVVA magnetic triple locks on the doors.

And, if that wasn’t enough, she had dozens of guns in a central room.

if anybody actually tried to break in she simply ran to the central room and planted her palm on the plate to push it open. The plate read her hand and opened easily.

She had rifles with scopes, shot guns, a collection of Glocks, and one big, fucking elephant gun.

That’s what she called it, the big, fucking, elephant gun. The one time she had fired it it had near broken her shoulder. But it was so awesome that she couldn’t part it.

The big, fucking, elephant gun.

She couldn’t wait for a burglar to come calling.

Kyle wrote down his observations. He timed her rides, her drives. He noted when she was doing chores, what chores, and how long they took.

And he studied up on the types of security she had in the house.

He even took note of when deer came to call, or other wild animals.

Oddly, she had no dog. Living alone in the wilderness she should have had half a dozen mean, snarly dogs to protect her.

But she didn’t and that made it all the easier for Kyle.

On a hot summer night he decided to make his move.

He put on black, all black. A black body unitard. Black gloves and black sneakers. He pulled ski mask over his head, slipped his black shoulder sling fanny pack over his shoulder, and set off down the mountain.

In and out, a quick run to where he had stashed his Yamaha dual sport motorcycle, and he would be in the next state before the cops even got a report.

With a million dollars.

He moved slowly, aware of his surroundings, and crept up to the fence that surrounded the big lawn. He knew where Elizabeth would be right then: in her bedroom, asleep for an hour. She slept nude and he smiled as he imagined cuddling up that delicious body.

Then he canceled the thought. This was business, not pleasure, and he couldn’t afford to be distracted.

He waited. He studied the house with his AN/PVS-15 night goggles. The same goggles the military used. He could see everything, bright as day.

He waited. Watched a deer jump the fence and sip from the lake. Then she startled, looked around, and jumped back over the fence.

A bobcat slunk out of the brush, under the fence, and took the deer’s place.

Finally, an hour having passed, Kyle slid under the fence and trotted across the lawn. He moved briskly, but without making a sound.

The house loomed. It was a big patch of black in the lesser black of the night.

But easy for Kyle to see.

He crept up to the porch and checked the windows.

They were armed, but they depended on being opened to set off an alarm.

Kyle reached into his fanny pack and took out a suction cup and a glass cutter.

He cut the edge of the glass quickly, pulled the whole square out with the suction cup, and placed it gently on the porch.

He looked through the window.

Not a sight, not a sound. He lifted a leg and stepped through the window. Then the other foot. He was in.

Liz had a funny feeling. It was her women’s intuition, and it had saved her bacon a few times.

Once she had sensed the rabid fan who had broken into her apartment and was waiting for her. Instead, he got the cops.

Another time she had felt her hair crawling on the back of her neck, and she had turned just in time to catch a big fellow running towards her, his hand reaching out for her purse. She had tripped him, pepper sprayed him, and smiled at him when the police toted him away.

So she had the sixth sense that protected her, and she trusted it. Always.

When she felt that little niggle of nervousness before she went to bed, she made sure all alarms were set. Then she went downstairs and took out the big, fucking, elephant gun.

Why that big rifle she didn’t know, but it was her intuition guiding her.

She brought the gun back upstairs, made sure it was loaded, and set it next to the bed. She even made a couple of practice rolls, reaching for the gun, making sure she could get her finger on the trigger, and the stock up to her shoulder.

She dreaded having to shoot it, but something told her that this was the gun she should have on this nervous night.

Then she washed her face, took off her clothes, and slept nude.

If Kyle hadn’t been walking down the hillside he would have seen the big, fucking elephant gun with his binoculars and called it off, come back on another night.

But, he was walking, and he didn’t see, and had no idea what he was walking into.

Ding.

It was a soft bell, right from her computer, and Liz rolled out of bed, finger on the trigger and stock to the shoulder. A huge bullet was in the firing chamber, and she was ready to pull the hair trigger.

Nothing.

No sound.

Her room was dark.

She reached up to her side table and took down her cell phone.

She could have looked on the computer, but that would have created too much light. The cell phone was automatically set for a dark screen, so there were only a few lines showing on the face.

The line she studied was a straight line heading for her porch. It was created by motion sensors. Then whoever it was was on the porch.

Liz held the phone, the big, fucking elephant gun, and ran out of her room. She padded down the hall and stepped into the closet at the end. It was a deep closet, and she could kick the door open and shoot whoever it was in less than a second.

She switched screens and saw a shadow on the porch. Fucker looked to be wearing all black, so it was hard to see him. She adjusted the light on the cell phone and she could suddenly see him.

All black. A unitard. Black make up on his face. She couldn’t even see the whites of his eyes.

She watched, switched screens as necessary, and followed the figure through the downstairs window.

No alarm, he was soft footed and knew his way around.

He crept up the stairs. No squeaks. Man, he was light-footed.

On the landing right in front of her. He was four feet away, just on the other side of the door.

She could pull the trigger and blast the door and him away. Nothing but red blood cells like dust in the air.

But she waited.

She watched her cell phone and followed him down the hallway.

He was going to her bedroom. For what? Rape? Torture? Sick kinds of fun?

She made up her mind. He had broken in, he had stalked her. He was going to go into her room and…and she kicked the door open and pulled the trigger.

BOOM!

She was slammed back agains the back of the closet. The little room was filled with smoke, she had dropped the gun, her shoulder felt like two kinds of shit, and…down the hallway the figure was on the floor. Not moving.

Kyle crept down the hallway to her room. He wanted to secure her first, then scare her into opening her safe. Then he would tie her up, and call the cops to untie her from the next state over.

Then a big banging made him jump and twist backwards, and that moment of fear was the only thing that saved his life.

The Nitro .577 slug blasted through the air. It missed him, but it hit his night goggles. That was enough. A bullet designed to bring down a 10,000 pound animal went through the night goggles. It twisted the back of the goggles, the part that was against Kyle’s face, and the impact, if not just the sizzle of a mighty slug traveling centimeters past his nose, was enough to knock him out.

Dazed, Liz moved away from the wall. She didn’t try to pick up the rifle. She just massaged her shoulder and walked down the hall.

The burglar was down, and that meant the big, fucking elephant gun had done its job. Even a near miss was enough to mess a guy up.

She stood over the intruder and looked down. She used the flashlight on her cell phone to examine him.

Hunh. She didn’t know him. He was just some idiot who didn’t want to work for his money.

His chest rose and fell. What the hell was she supposed to do with him?

In all her self defense scenarios she had imagined people coming for the body. But this dude was still alive?

She straightened up, frowned, and an idea percolated through her pretty skull.

She ran down the hall and into a room. It was packed with mementos. She opened a drawer and took out the two pairs of handcuffs she had used when she had starred in ‘The Burglar Bites Back.’ In that one she had been the burglar, and she had been trapped by a sick, perverted maniac, handcuffed, and sexually tortured. It was one of her favorite movies, and she had really enjoyed all the things her inventive writers could think of doing to her.

She got wet just remembering.

She headed back down the hallway and secured the burglar’s hands behind him. Then she secured his ankles.

Excellent. What else did she need?

She ran back to the room and found a length of rope. She tied the burglars hand cuffs so that he was bent backward.

This was getting to be fun!

Heck, all those BDSM movies had been a hoot, and she had actually learned things!

She ran back to the room, found a sharp knife, and returned to the burglar.

He still wasn’t stirring. Not that she expected him to. If the bullet had ripped that goggle thing off his face with a tenth of the force that had slammed into her shoulder he would be out for hours.

She removed his shoes and gloves. She pulled the unitard out and used the knife. In a moment he was naked.

Suddenly, she realized she had been working in the dark. She turned on lights and inspected the man.

He was handsome. Not a bad looker. What was he a burglar for?

And his pecker wasn’t too bad. Having starred in hundreds of films and having experienced hundreds of cocks, she knew what a good cock was. And this looked like a good peeny.

The balls were big and squooshy. The penis lay on the floor like a big, old snake. He even had large nipples!

But what was she going to do with him?

The basement. It was modern, it was built of concrete, and it had beams she could screw eyebolts into, or just wrap chains or ropes around.

Liz grabbed the ankle cuffs by the chain and started pulling.

Too awkward.

She looped some rope around the cuff chain and tried that.

Yep. Good. Thank goodness she was working out regularly.

Then she had a thought.

She looped the rope around the newel at the base of the bannister. Ran back to the unconscious man, and pulled.

There it was. A pulley, and she slid the man along the floor like he was greased.

He slid down the hallway to the top of the stairs, and she pushed him over the edge.

She had thought she could control his fall with the pulley rope, but she couldn’t. Too fast, too much weight, and he rolled down the stairs like an avalanche. He hit the floor at the bottom and lay still. Probably knocked unconscious all over again.

Using this method of pulleys and pushing him down stairs, Liz pushed the man into the basement. he was still unconscious. Maybe double unconscious, because she had no idea how much his head had hit the stairs or the floor.

The light was good in the basement, and she went to her tool chest and looked for eyebolts. She had several, and they were big.

She had to drill them into the cement, which took a couple of hours, but when she was done he was chained, hand and foot, to both sides of the basement. He could stand up, or sit down, but he couldn't go any place.

Now tired, yawning, Liz walked up the steps. Before she got to her room, however, she realized he might get hungry. And he would yell. She didn’t want that, so she got a couple of plastic tubs and put some lunch meat in them. Then, she didn’t have any water bottles, she picked up a can of Coke.

Smiling, thinking about how she was such a nice person, she walked the stuff down to where the man lay on the ground. She placed everything in front of him, and this time, done for good, she headed up stairs. A minute later she was snoring and quite happy.

Not bad for a night’s work.

Kyle came to with the dawn. He grunted and jerked, still semi-conscious, then opened his eyes and wondered what the fuck was going on.

He was laying on a basement floor. On his back. Staring up at wooden beams. And he was naked. Completely. WTF?

He felt weight on his hands when he tried to move, and he aimed his eyes at his hands.

He was shackled. And his ankles were shackled. And the chains led to the sides.

He made a groaning sound and looked to where the chains were fastened to the walls. Eyebolts. Big ones screwed deeply into the woods. The chains kept him from reaching them, and there was no way he could loosen the eyebolts even if he could.

He looked in front of him.

Food. Including a can of Coke.

For the moment he wasn’t hungry, but he couldn’t reach the food, anyway. The chains kept him an inch away from the food.

Hunh,” he sighed, and squinted.

His head hurt. He felt his face with one hand and felt blood. It was dried on his face, around his nose, but…he knew it was blood.

He was suffering from a concussion. He didn’t know who had hit him, or how, but the pain in his skull, the disoriented feeling, a wave of nausea…his head was concussed.

He didn’t try to pull on the chains. He didn’t try to do anything, for any motion made his head throb.

He just lay on the cold cement and lamented the fact that somebody had caught him. Really caught him.

He slept, and awoke.

His head felt better. He wanted to eat. He was truly and totally fucked.

He managed to move. He sat, and looked around.

Yep. A basement. There was a workbench off to one side with some tools hung on the pegboard behind it.

Not much else.

He gave a yell, “Hey!” Then groaned. That made his head hurt.

So he sat and waited. And thought about how his attempt at burglary had gone so dreadfully wrong.

Liz woke up at noon. She stretched, remembered the night’s activities, and smiled.

Then she sat upright. She had a prisoner in the basement!

Giggling, she slipped out of bed. She didn’t bother getting dressed. Her boobs, enhanced, would never sag. They were hooked right to her ribs. That one feature alone, monster implants, had assured her success, and many millions of dollars, in the porn business.

And she had grown to love them.

Many women didn’t like big artificial boobs. When their careers were over they had the big sacs removed.

Liz didn’t. She enjoyed the big bounce and jounce of her love pillows.

She slipped on a pair of tennis shoes, that was all, and ran excitedly for the basement.

My God! she thought. I actually caught somebody!

Not that she intended to. She had intended to blow his head off. She had seen so many perverts, been stalked so often, that she was okay with ridding the world of a pervert.

She descended the basement, her boobs really bouncing as she trod the steps, and stared at Kyle.

Kyle stared at her, and in his eyes was fright.

And lust.

What a weird combination, she thought. Lust and fright. He’s horny for me, like a good, little pervert, yet he’s terrified that I’m going to finish the job, chop him into little pieces and put him down the garbage disposal.

She walked towards him, inspected his body, which now that she wasn’t tired, looked pretty good. A little slender, but that was okay. With all the exercise she did, heck, maybe she could even beat him in a fight.

She noted the food on the floor. “Not hungry?” she asked.

He lifted his arms and reached for the food, and couldn’t stretch his arms far enough.

She giggled. “Oh, my gosh. I’m sorry.”

She knelt and started to push the plastic tub towards him, and stopped.

Kyle stared at her. His stomach was growling. Up close she was beautiful. Heck, through binoculars she was beautiful, but now, up close, close enough to see her pores, she was stunning. He had never seen such a beautiful woman in the world.

“You realize,” she said, “if you grab me and try to make me let you go, that you’ll have to let me go so I can let you go, and then I won’t, and I won’t even give you food, or let you go pee pee.”

Her words were delivered softly, but there was a determination behind them, and though her sentences were awkward, he knew exactly what she meant.

“Okay.” His voice was a little hoarse. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Okay.”

She pushed the tub and the Coke to him. She was close enough that he could have grabbed her, but…he couldn’t risk it.

Besides, he was so close to her he could feel the delicate heat from her body. Her breasts were so large. He was fascinated by this woman. To watch her with the binoculars for so long, and now to be this close.

He ate.

She watched him.

“So what did you plan to do? Rape me? Hurt me? Do really terrible things to me? Force me to be your sex slave?”

He blinked. He had had no such thoughts, and said so. “I know that you have money. I want…wanted…your money.

That made her blink.

“You didn’t want to fuck me?”

“No. Well, if I’d thought about it, and if I was that kind of guy…maybe then. But, no. I’m in it for the money.”

She giggled.

“Honey, I hate to tell you this, but all my money is in the bank. I’ve got stocks and bonds and things, Jewelry, cash, everything, but it’s all in a box at the bank.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Why would I lie?”

“So I won’t…so nobody will try to steal from you again.”

“Again?” she frowned. “Is there somebody else? Are you part of a gang that steals money and then sticks around to molest their victims? To feel their titties and put their dicks in their pussies?

He was truly confused now. She was obsessing on being raped or something.

“Lady—“

“Call me Liz.”

“Liz, I’m a burglar. I’ve done time for burglary. You can find my record on line. I’ve never been arrested for, and don’t have any interest in, sex.”

That was a lie, of course. He had a great interest in sex, just not when he was working.

And he had a super interest since he was literally a foot away from this amazingly gorgeous creature.

She frowned. She had worked in the porn industry for years. She knew how men could be. She knew about perversions and fetishes, and how horny men could be.

She looked down at his groin.

His cock was hard, thrusting straight out. It was pointing at her.

She giggled. She pointed at his dick. “Liar.”

He stared down. He knew he had a boner. Heck, he was undressed and in the presence of beauty. He said as much. And finished with, “Wouldn’t you get a boner if you were next to the most beautiful girl in the world?”

She smiled. “Aw, that’s sweet. Do you really think I’m beautiful?”

He gulped, this thing was off the rails, but, what could he do? He told the truth. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Call me Liz.” She stood up.

He looked up at her, she was an Amazon, standing over him, her large breasts pointed at his eyes.

“When are the cops going to get here?”

She soughed. “Cops?”

“Yeah. When are the police going to get here and…and take me away?”

She squatted again, and tilted her head slightly as she looked at him. “Honey—“

“Call me Kyle,” he gave her a bit of her own medicine. It didn’t bother her, however.

“Kyle, what a nice name. Well, Kyle, why would I call the cops?”

“To have me taken away? To have me put in jail?”

“Why would I do that?” she seemed honestly confused by his statements.

“Because I’m a burglar, and you caught me, and that’s what happens to burglars.

She smiled and shook her head slowly. “Oh, Kyle, you’re in Montana now. And we handle criminals in our own way.”

“What? What are you planning…what are you going to do to me?”

“I don’t know. Not yet. But I’m going to go check on you and see if you really are a burglar and not a pervert.”

“Then what? If you let me go I’m going to be gone so far away you won’t even remember me.”

She frowned, “Where’s the fun in that?” Then she brightened up. If you’re a pervert I’ll treat you like a pervert. You don’t really need your weenie, after all. But if you’re a burglar, that’s a whole new thing. Then I can punish you like a real criminal. We can have so much fun!”

Now Kyle was feeling a bit of fear. This woman wasn’t totally put together. The things that she was saying. Now he really wanted the police to come and take him away.

She stood up and walked away.

In spite of his situation, and the fact that was saying bizarre things like she would cut off his weenie, he couldn’t take his eyes off her ass. It was so perfect, and round, and it moved like a symphony of waves in the ocean.

His cock throbbed harder.

And he had the spare thought, out of the blue, that: was it her talk of doing things to him that excited him?

She walked up the stairs, him staring at her breasts now that she was sideways to him. They were incredible. He knew they were fake, but that was fine with him.

She turned her face to him right before she reached the top and went out of sight, and smiled at him.

Kyle sat. He popped the Coke and drank it slowly.

Fuck, who would ever think that lunch meat and a Coke could be so satisfying?

He put the empty can in the tub, then the top back on the plastic tub, and pushed it aside.

The door to the upstairs opened again, and Liz came down the stairs.

Kyle stepped back, pulled the chains tight.

She was carrying the biggest gun he had ever seen.

She crossed the floor to him, and the gun was so heavy she had to hold it with both hands.

“I just thought you’d like to see what I shot you with.”

“You shot me?” His voice sounded a little strangled.

“Well, I actually shot those goggle things you were wearing.”

“Is that an elephant gun?”

“It is! Isn’t it beautiful? And it’s a miracle that all I hit was your goggles. I mean, I was aiming for you.”

Kyle had images of his body being literally blown apart. “Oh, jeez,” he whispered.

She had a bullet in one hand and she held it up. It was a giant of a thing, and Kyle stared in horror.

A bullet like that had passed right in front of his nose, slammed the night vision goggles into his face, and…it was no wonder that he had a concussion.

“Anyway, I just thought,” and she turned and walked away.

Now Kyle was torn between staring at her body with lust, or at the gun with horror.

If that thing could take down an elephant, what had it almost done to him?

Then Liz was gone.


PART TWO

“You’re really a criminal.”

“I told you.”

He was sitting in a chair and eating spaghetti out of a plastic tub. He was still naked and she watched him with eyes that didn’t seem to blink.

“That’s good.”

“It is?”

“It means I won’t chop your weenie off.”

He couldn’t help the sigh of relief.

She giggled. “I might, however, do bad things to you.”

“How bad?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t given it much thought. But I do know we’re going to have a lot of fun.”

“But if you keep me prisoner, then that’s a crime.”

Her eyebrows dipped in thought. “My gosh, that’s right, isn’t it?”

“Best thing would be to call the cops. Don’t be a criminal yourself. Don’t be like me.”

She tittered. A strange kind of laugh that made Kyle think of cuckoo birds.

“But I’ve been a porn star, and that was sort of perverted. I mean I took cock in every orifice. I took drugs. I made a living from doing all that. So why can’t I be a little criminal?”

“Uh,” he was having a hard time keeping with her logic.

“The first thing we have to do is figure out what to do with your penis.”

“It’s fine, thank you.” He didn’t want her talking about slicing it off again.

“Oh, it is. And I have a real hunger for nice penises. I’d like to fuck you, if you weren’t such a bad person.”

“I’m not so bad,” he tried.

She started to wind up again. “But you broke in and you wanted to steal everything and you would have taken advantage of me and stuck your bad penis into my vagina.”

He blinked. She went back and forth like pendulum.

Then she changed course again.

“Of course if I fucked you then I would be a pervert again…”

“Sex isn’t perverted. Only perverted sex is perverted.”

She blinked at that, tilted her head, and said, “Oh, my gosh. You’re so smart. You want to get dressed?

“Uh…yeah.”

“Oh, goody. You can be my little dress up doll. Do you want to be a boy or a girl?”

“I’m a boy,” he stated.

“Aw, where’s the fun in that?”

He had no answer. All he really knew was that he wasn’t in Kansas any longer.

“Okay. I’ll get you some clothes, and then I have to do some work.”

She left, and was back in a few minutes. She was carrying a squaw outfit. Low cut, high hemmed, built for a porn star with boobs.

“I wore this for ‘Chief of the Squaw Suckers.’ It was a big hit.”

“Don’t you have jeans and a shirt? Or something?”

She giggled. “Aw, where’s the fun in that? Now put on your costume. I’m going to town and I’ll be back in a few hours.”

“Wait—“

But she ran up the stairs, and a minute later he heard the roar of her big truck.

Kyle looked at the squaw outfit. He didn’t want to put it on. But it wasn’t warm in the basement. In fact, it was a bit brisk.

Sighing, he pulled the outfit on. He had no boobs, and the cut of the cloth on his chest was saggy. He was the same height as Liz, so the dress reached his thighs. Barely. He sat down on the chair and cuddled up. He was cold, but not so cold now, and he was wearing a dress.

Talk about perverts!

The trip to town, being a hundred miles, took a couple of hours. Then it took two hours for Liz to get what she needed. Then another two hours back.

Kyle was standing up now, stretching as best he could, confined as he was. His dick had finally gone down, and of that he was glad. He didn’t like being priapic. The odd thing was that he sort of liked wearing the dress. It was goofy, a squaw look, but when he brushed his hair out a bit he could imagine himself as a squaw.

But he tried not to as that made his dick hard.

Then he heard the sound of the truck in the yard. It was a big 350 diesel, and it had a roar to it. It moved around, then backed up to the side of the house.

Kyle waited, listened to the slam of the door, the opening of the door into the house, the tap of heels across the floor, then Liz came down the steps in the basement.

“Hi!” she spoke cheerfully. “Wait until you see what I got!”

She walked past him, ducked through the chains securing him, and went to a big storm door at the far end of the basement.

The truck was backed up tot he door, and she started unloading lumber and metal fixtures and chains.

Kyle was amazed at how strong she was. She toted the wood beams like a lumberjack, just tossing things over her shoulder and trotting down the ramp into the basement.

A half hour later the truck was unloaded, and she closed the door and drove the truck to the garage, then she was back in the basement.

“Are you hungry, Kyle? And how do you like the squaw dress?”

“Yeah. And, it’s okay.”

“Just okay? You should see how cute you look in it.”

“Cute isn’t what a man likes to think of himself as.”

She giggled. “But you’re not a man anymore. You’re my dress up doll. Let me go get you some food, and another outfit. I really like seeing you all dressed up.

She went upstairs and returned five minutes later. She was holding a Nazi outfit.

“I wore this for ‘The Sex Kommandos: Nuts for Nazi Nuts.’”

Amazingly, Kyle had seen that one. He hadn’t known who was the bitch kommander of the sex camp, but he remembered coming out of the movie with a hand full of goo.

“That was you in that movie?”

“What? you didn’t recognize me?” She seemed a bit miffed.

“Hell, lady, Liz, I was so busy beating my meat I wouldn’t have recognized King Kong!”

That made Liz smile, and she handed Kyle the sex Kommando outfit. Their fingers brushed, and Kyle felt a little charge of electricity run through his fingers. Damn, this woman was sexy!

“I’m going to get to work. Go ahead and put this on.”

Kyle felt a bit weird. He had put the squaw outfit on because he was cold. It was now late in the afternoon and he wasn’t cold.

Still, clothes were clothes.

He took off the squaw outfit, smelled the sweet smell of Liz’s sweat as he pulled the dress over his head. He pulled up the Nazi Sex Kommandos skirt. It was black, tight, and it made his rear end pooch out a bit. He put on the blouse, left it unbuttoned at the top, as he remembered Liz doing in the movie, then pulled on the short, black jacket with all the war ribbons and Iron Cross and things on it.

“I need a mirror,” he mumbled.

Liz was sawing some wood, and she looked up. “What was that?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Yes, it was. What’d you say?”

“I said I needed a mirror.”

“Oh,my gosh! You do! And we need some heels for you, and maybe a bit of make up.”

“What? No! I don’t need all that stuff!”

“You do if you’re going to star in my movie.”

“What movie?”

“What do you think we’re doing here? Now, wait. Let me go get some stuff.”

She ran up the stairs, leaving him speechless. She was back a couple of minutes later. She handed him some high heels. “These should fit you. They were over-sized for me, but…try them on.”

Kyle didn’t want to…and he wanted to.

He hadn’t worn high heels since he was a horny teen exploring his mother’s closet.

And he was wearing a sexy nazi outfit, and…he sat down in the chair and slipped his feet into the high heels.

He stood up, and his calves were bunched and he had to push his hips forward.

Which gave him a big boner bump.

“Oh, this is wonderful. But…your dick is showing.”

“Can’t help it.”

“Does putting on women’s clothes excite you that much?”

“Uh, no.”

“Liar.” She was grinning. Then she frowned. You need boobs. And your hair needs to be brushed. And…let me do this make up.”

“No!”

“What do you mean, ‘no’”

“I mean I don’t want to be a girl!”

“Honey, you’re not just a girl, you’re me! At my prime! Men waiting outside the stage doors for an autograph, their dicks big, wanting a fuck but…how does a schmuck approach a Goddess? That’s what I was, you know. I was a sex Goddess, worshiped by anyone with a cock.”

“Well, that may be, but I’m a guy!”

“No…no. I don’t see you as a guy.” She was now walking around him, framing him with her hands like she was looking through a camera.

“Well, I don’t want to.”

She stepped up to him. She was close, she wasn't afraid. If he bonked her one that wouldn’t get him out of the chains, and he could well die while she huffed off in a tiff.

“Now you listen here. You’re an actor. You do what the director says.”

“And what if I won’t?”

“Then I will fire you, and you won’t get anything to eat.”

There it was. The ultimate blackmail, sitting on the edge of his mind. He was dependent on her for food, for warmth, for water, for…to be able to pee!

“So knock off this nonsense and behave yourself.”

He was silent. Caught. Nothing he could do.

She put make up on him. As an actress she understood make up, and she had his face feminized within a few minutes. His eyes were colorful, his mascara emphasized his eyes. His lips were bright red.

He had wanted the cops to come and take him away. But he sure didn’t now. If he got thrown into jail like this he would end up being the bitch pulling the train.

“There you go,” Liz said, patting his cheek. “You are quite beautiful, dear. You’ll really make your mark in this town.”

He felt like crying, but he didn’t let himself.

“Now, we have to do something about your flat chest, boobs sell in Hollywood, and you need some nice lingerie. I think I’m going to have to go to town again.”

But right then she needed to go to work.

She brought down outfit after outfit, and while he wore the different outfits she worked on the set. She was good with a hammer and saw, and she built walls and set the doors. She painted, and she screwed hardware into the cement floors.

Fortunately for her, she was building a dungeon, and much of the basement could be used. The cement walls could be painted black, the shiny screws and eyebolts and chains and such looked perfect against the black.

She brought Kyle a cowgirl gunfighter outfit from ‘The Girl with the Big Gun.’ And a gorilla outfit from ‘Tarzan’s Long Vine.’ And a sailor outfit from ‘Liz does the Navy.’

And a dozen other outfits from a dozen other movies.

Kyle tried them all on, and he was aware that Liz was not entirely happy.

She loved the outfits on him, but she kept saying he needed boobs.

And she urged him to learn more about make up so he could do his own.

Still, the set was almost complete, when she said she had to go to town again.

She made sure his potty bucket—a five gallon pail with a kitchen bag in it—was clean. She brought him a cooler with Cokes and sandwiches in it. Then she went to town.

Kyle found the time lonely. He was used to her buzzing around the basement, chatting with him, talking about the outfits she had him wear, the movies she had been in, even the big cocks she had had to suck and fuck.

Of her role in ‘Slave Mistress,’ where she had to beat a slave, and then he beat her, and then she sucked his cock, and then he fucked her, she said, “That bastard tried to be gentle, but when he was done I was bowlegged for two weeks. God, was that fun!”

Now he sat in the chair, wearing a Shirley Temple outfit, his face made up, and waited.

The time passed slowly, but it passed.

The things was…he missed her.

She was goofy, but she was bright and chipper. In spite of the fact that he was her prisoner, she made him laugh.

Even the nuttier things she said and did…that was okay.

He wondered if he was suffering from the Stockholm Syndrome, falling in love with his captor.

Nah.

But…

She didn’t return until late that night, and when she did return she had somebody with her.

Kyle heard her coming through the house, talking with another woman.

The two women descended the stairs and faced Kyle.

“So this is him.”

“Yup. What do you think?”

“I think he’s perfect.”

Kyle said nothing. He was hoping Liz wold leave him and the strange woman alone so he could beg to be let loose, or even for the cops to be called.

His dreams were answered when Liz headed for the stairs and called back, “I’ll get us some drinks.”

“Lady, you got to help me.”

The lady moved closer to him, she wasn’t scared of him, but she was careful. She looked at his chest, eyed his penis, and nodded. Then: “Help you what?” she asked.

“Help me get out of here. I’m being held prisoner.”

“I know.”

“You…you know?”

“Of course. Now close your mouth and let me think. There’s a bit of work to be done.”

“Work?”

But the woman said nothing more, just kept eyeing him like a slab of meat.

Liz returned with three glasses. She handed one to the other woman, and one to Kyle. “Well, here’s how,” chirped Liz.

The two women drank, and after a moment, so did Kyle. He hadn’t tasted alcohol for days, maybe weeks. He wasn’t sure how much time had passed.

It was delicious. Slight after taste, but…good.

Then the two girls discussed Kyle.

“How big do you want me to make them?”

“As big as you can.”

“What are you talking about?” asked Kyle.

“I’ve always wanted to put a pair of Chyna 2000s on a man. This is going to be good.”

“What?” Kyle felt a little dizzy. It had been so long since he had drunk anything that the liquor had hit him quickly.

“Of course the liposuction will be more difficult. Boobs you just insert and hang. Liposuction is an art. You have to be careful you don’t suck out his pancreas or something.”

The girls giggled.

Kyle was having trouble thinking, but he figured out what was going on. They were planning on changing his body. “You can’t…do…do…this.”

What about his lips? Can you make them bigger?”

“Not a problem. When I get done his cheekbones will be higher, his butt will be bigger, he’ll be perfect!”

“What are you girls doing? You can’t…you…”

The last thing Kyle remembered was the girls giggling.

Where do people go when they sleep? This is an interesting question that has intrigued mankind for ages.

Are you unconscious? Are you dream walking? Something else?

All Kyle knew, upon awaking, was that something was different.

In fact, everything was different. His whole body was different.

It was dark, night time, and he couldn’t see a thing. He could feel…sensations. Lumps where there weren’t supposed to be lumps, bruises, and he realized that they must have dragged him upstairs, then back down.

But what had they wanted him upstairs for?”

Then he sat up in the chair and figured it out.

He had tits.

Big tits.

Chyna 2000s, if he remembered what the other woman had said.

And…the other woman…she must have been a doctor! She had implanted him, and his ass was swollen, was different to sit on, and…what the fuck had Liz done to him?

Then he noticed his groin. His dick was pulled back between his legs. He reached down and felt threads in the skin. They had…what had they…he felt all around and knew: they had sewn the head of his cock to his perineum. Just a little slit in the underside, a little slit over the perineum, and…his cock was disappeared. The head actually poked between his ass right below his anus.

He would have to sit to pee.

He would have to be careful when wiping.

“Hey!” he yelled. But his throat hurt and his voice was soft and higher pitched.

“Hey!” But he knew he wouldn’t be heard.

He sat in the chair and waited for morning.

Liz skipped down the stairs like a little school girl. She was humming and happy and she came right to Kyle and asked, “How do you feel?”

The lights were on now, and there was a mirror up against the wall. He looked at the mirror, for the umpteenth time. “What did you do to me?”

“Oh! Your voice! That’s perfect!”

“What did you do to it?”

“Well, you met my friend, the doctor. I paid her a ton of money, and she doesn’t know where we are, I blindfolded her when I brought her out, and when I took her back, but…” Liz blathered on, happy as a clam on a sedative, and Kyle’s mouth opened in stunned shock.

He had boobs. He had fat taken from his belly and put into his ass. His face had been lipo-sculptured. He had been…feminized!

And looking in the mirror, in the light of day, he could see it.

“Now you can try on some costumes!” Liz crowed. “And we bought you lingerie! And…oh, yeah, you have to wear a bra, especially now. We don’t want you to get stretch marks from saggy boobs.

She handed him a bra.

Kyle ran the bra around his waist. He fastened it, flipped it up and caught his boobs.

It was a big bra, FF cups, and it fit him perfectly.

“What about my cock?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. We did a little surgery, and she gave you a shot, you won’t be getting a boner for a month, by then everything will be nice and strong and you won’t rip anything loose. Don’t you just love it?”

“But I’m a guy!” he cried. “How can you do this to me?”

“Honey, I’m doing this for you. You’re going to be a star!”

“I don’t want to be a star! I want to…I want to…I want to go home!”

“Nonsense,” she dried his tears. “Now then. The set is finished, we have to start rehearsing.”

“But…”

“Shush now. I’ll go get you your outfit, and we need to fix your make up, and…we’ve got so much to do.”

His outfit was a bikini. A small bikini. More like two band aids and a cork bikini.

She watched as he put it on.

It covered his nipples, but just barely.

His groin looked like a female groin.

“Oh, this is wonderful. We’ll fuck you, and then you can turn and your dick will pop out, and—“

“My dick isn’t going to be popping anywhere. You gave me something to make it limp, remember?”

“That’s not a problem. We’’ll give you a prosthetic. A fake dick, it will look just like your real dick, but it will be bigger.”

“You mean I’ll be fucking somebody, but…but…”

“But not with your dick,” she stood back and smiled proudly.

“But what about my dick?”

“Oh, you’ll eventually get to use it, but not for a while. And even then…we’ll probably do things to drain you, milk you, that sort of thing.”

“But…this is wrong!”

“Honey, this is right. When I left the business I could see the future. I saw trans women coming in. I saw LGTBQ people taking over. I made my money, but it was time to get out. Time to make room for the next wave, so to speak.”

“So you’re going to shoot me in a porn film, but it’s porn about…about…”

She smiled.

“About trans people? I’m going to be a trans porn star?”

“Isn’t it wonderful?”

Kyle fainted.

People began arriving a few days later. Porn stars. Camera men, make up and costumes and lighting and sound and…and they toured the basement.

“Wow! What a place? This is state of the art!”

Kyle begged the people coming. “Release me! I’m being held captive!”

Everybody grinned.

“What?”

A tall actor, with a quite sizable peeny, said, “Liz told us you were a method actor, that you’re trying to throw yourself into the part. Man, she was right. I almost believed you.”

“What? No! You’ve got to believe me! I’m being held prisoner against my will! Save me!”

“Wow! You’re incredible. It’s going to be an honor to work with you, ma’am.”

“I’m not a woman!”

“That’s okay. You’ll fool everybody until they see the goods.”

The people came, they went. They ate dinner upstairs. They drank and partied raucously.

Kyle’s voice was healing nicely. It was still soft and high, but he cold yelled and even scream a bit.

But the people upstairs would hear him, pause for a second in admiration, then continue with their partying.

Liz came down, gave him a half pint of bourbon and a six pack. “No reason you shouldn’t party, too. Right?”

He quickly drank the bourbon, straight, then sipped on a Coke.

He was desperate. He had to escape!

But there seemed to be no way.

“Action!” Liz called out.

Kyle was tied to a bench, belly down, ass in the air. His cock wasn’t visible, but his asshole sure was. His boobs hung over the sides of the bench and his face, fully made up, was quite visible.

There were a crowd of people in the basement, but they were out of sight of the camera, behind a false wall, holding sound booms and controlling the lighting and working the cameras.

A sexy actress entered through a false door. She stopped. She faced Kyle. “Who are you?”

Kyle knew it was being filmed, and he knew his lines, but he tried to tell the truth.

“My name is Kyle! I tried to burglarize this house, but got caught. You’ve got to release me! I’m being held against my will!”

“Oh, honey, are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure!”

“Oh, honey,” The girl pulled up a chair and sat in it. She reached down and cupped his breasts. “It really looks like you’re having fun.”

“No! Please! Release me!”

The woman reached her hand back and felt his round rump. “God, you’re so sexy,” she said. She leaned forward, his face was turned towards her, and she kissed him.

Kyle tried to speak, but his sounds were garbled by her mouth, and it sounded more like he was grunting in enjoyment.

Then she placed a finger in his crack. She began rimming him, spreading out a big glob of lube that had been placed there before the scene.

“Oh, honey, you feel wet!”

“Oh, God!” Kyle cried.

The woman stood up took down her pants, and a big dildo sprang up.

“Fortunately, I have the cure for wet pussies.”

“No! I’m a prisoner! I’m being held against my—ACK!”

The women pushed her strap on peeny into him.

Kyle wanted to cry out, but now he was breathless, unable to suck in more air.

“I knew it. You really want it!”

“No!” Kyle yelped. “Nu—ACK!”

Then: “Ah…ah…ah…!”

The woman fed her cock in, pulled it back, pushed it in.

Kyle’s eyes were bugging. He started moaning.

And the cameras rolled.

Several hours later, after several takes, the scene was over.

Kyle lay on the bench, his boobs hanging, his head hanging, his mind trying to figure things out.

All afternoon they had screwed him. Women, men, scene after scene.

And, by the end of the day he had realized that Liz had tricked him.

This wasn’t a movie about a man who escapes BDSM and lives happily ever after.

This was a movie about a man who tried to burglarize a house, was caught, and turned into a woman.

In trying to mess up the thing, in protesting and claiming his innocence, he had played right into Liz’s hands.

He had delivered impromptu lines ten times better than any actor could ever deliver scripted lines.

Upstairs, he could hear the party going.

People shouting toasts. Proclamations of never ending love. Laughter.

The door to the kitchen opened and Liz came down the stairs.

Kyle didn’t even look at her. His ass felt…bigger. Semen was dripping out of him. And…he was a prisoner in a sex scene.

Liz sat down in a chair next to him. “How you doing, Kyle?”

“Terrible.”

“Is it really that terrible?”

Kyle was silent.

“I was watching the last few scenes, and you seemed to really get into it. You enjoyed it.”

“I didn’t.”

“Would you like me to free you now?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.” She stood up, took a key out of a pocket, and unlocked the cuffs.

Kyle stood up, rubbed his wrists, and stared at Liz. “Is this some kind of joke?”

“Nope. You’re free to go.” She sat in the chair and watched him.

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

Kyle started to move past her.

“But…”

Kyle stopped. He was breathing hard. The steps were right ahead of him. All he had to do was walk up them.

“If you want to hang around for the night I’ll pay you tomorrow.”

“Pay me?”

“One scene, which we will, with a little work, make into a movie. Ten thousand for the scene. If you choose to stay and help us with a few other scenes, none of which have sex in them, you will get one hundred thousand dollars.”

Kyle didn’t know how, but he was suddenly sitting in the chair he had been sitting in for the last few weeks. He was staring at Liz. “What?”

“That’s how you make money in the movie industry. Want to make a second movie? There will be some sort of scale based on how well the first movie does, but I think I can guarantee you at least two hundred thousand, and if you prove popular, which I believe you will, then within a year you’ll be pulling in a mill a movie. That doesn’t include personal appearances, promotions, endorsements, and so on. None of which you have to do, but all can be pretty lucrative. Especially for a fellow who’s dick is sewn to his body, has big boobs, and doesn’t mind taking it up the ass.”

Kyle was silent, absorbing, trying to understand.

“It was difficult the first time I took it up the heinie. And it must be more difficult for guys. But when you figure in the money, this day of torment just netted you ten K, with millions to come. And, admit it, be honest with me, it wasn’t that bad.”

He said nothing.

“Was it?” she insisted.

He shook his head.

She smiled. “Well, nobody’s leaving for the next couple of days, got a lot of work to do, and it’s a long walk to town, so come upstairs and join the party. Have a drink, get to know some of the people who have taken advantage of your rather fine ass.”

He nodded again.

“And, by the way, there’s a lot of people here, and all the bedrooms are filled. Would you mind sleeping with me?”

He stared, his heart suddenly bursting.

“Of course you won’t be able to cum, but maybe you could make me cum. Would you like that?”

Kyle’s mouth opened and closed, and he started to cry.

Liz held him then. She hugged him, and she whispered into his ear. “It’s okay, honey. Some day you’ll get your cock back, and then you’ll be able to fuck me. But, for right now…”

He nodded.

She took his hand and led him towards the stairs.

As they mounted the stairs his smile slowly began to creep out.

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

The Feminization Games


What Men Can’t Understand!

When he turned into a woman he did!

Grace Mansfield


Author’s Note

There are so many things men are helpless at. They are afraid of babies, they are afraid of commitment. They are afraid to delve into their true feelings.

This is the story of Bob, who is forced to become a woman, and who finally understands what women know, but can never explain to the male of the species.

And this is the story of a society undergoing change.

Sometimes it’s soft and sweet, and sometimes it’s hard nosed and non-compromising.

Sometimes you’ll love it, and sometimes you’ll be uncomfortable with it.

But it’s the truth that women know.

STAY HORNY

Gracie


PART ONE

“I don’t know anything about it.”

“Well it must mean something!”

Bob looked at Lois and sighed.

Bob was a slender fellow with a soft face and long, brown hair. He was holding an envelope and had just shrugged his shoulders.

Lois was the same height as Bob, weighed about as much, but her weight was in her boobs. Currently she was holding the paper that had been inside the envelope, and she was glaring at Bob.

“I have no idea what it means! Look, it came through the mail. You got the mail and opened it, and it is what it is.”

“But, listen to this:

“Dear Mr. Johnson,

we have recently had the opportunity to examine your medical records. Your DNA is unique, and you will shortly encounter certain medical issues. Please get in touch with our offices and arrange an appointment.”

Lois shook the paper in his face. “If you have medical problems then that concerns me, and I want to know! What medical problems do you have?”

“Honey, I have no medical problems. I have never heard of this company, ‘The Autogynephilia Group,’ and I don’t know who sent this letter!”

“Well somebody sent it, and I’m going to find out!”

“That’s easy enough to do. There’s a return address on the envelope, and there’s an address at the bottom of the page.”

“Good!” She snatched the envelope out of his hand.

He thought the argument was done, but it apparently wasn’t. “Now then, have you been with any hookers? Do you have an STD?”

Bob threw up his hands in exasperation. “I do NOT have any kind of a disease!”

“But you didn’t deny knowing hookers!”

“I deny it now! Honey, can you please give it a break? Find out about this stuff, then get back to me.”

Lois folded her arms under her ample chest and glared at him. “If I find out that you’ve…” and she continued, on and on, and just when it looked like she was done, she started up again.

Finally, since Lois wasn’t going to give up, he took the letter and the envelope and went into the computer room.

 “Okay! Okay! I’ll find out about this thing! Just give me a break!”

Lois huffed off to the living room.

Bob sat down at the computer and powered up. Shortly he was on the net. He struck gold almost at once, but it was a strange kind of gold.

The Autogynephilia Group was nationwide. Their website had a contact page, but nothing else.

Bob frowned and sat back. WTF?

He leaned forward and typed in ‘autogynephilia.’ He got:

‘Autogynephilia is the propensity of a male

to be sexually aroused by the thought

of himself as a female.’

He blinked, and was actually a bit shocked. The page he was reading went on to describe autogynephilia as the underlying reason for such things as transvestism, MtF transexualism, and so on.

He read a ton of other stuff, but it was mostly the same type of gobbledegook.

Men who wanted to be woman.

And he had gotten a ‘warning notice’ that he might be…what? In the danger group? At risk of wanting to be a woman?

He had never heard anything so silly in his life!

He went back to the website and perused it again.

Just a couple of pages. Nothing but contact information.

If you feel any of the symptoms of autogynephilia

please contact us.

And a form.

Bob went into the kitchen and mixed a drink. He poured good bourbon into a glass filled with ice. Toped it with Coke, and sipped.

“Well? What did you find out?” Lois stood in the kitchen door. She was leaning against the jamb and focused on him.

Bob sighed. “It’s a scam. It’s some of group that says there is a medical condition…” Lois’s eyes opened wider, “whereby men want to turn into women.”

“What?”

“Men want to turn—“

I heard you! But why would they send a letter to you? Are they inviting you to join? Bob? Are you planning on turning into a woman?”

“No!”

“Then why did this auto whatever group send you a letter!”

Bob sat at the kitchen table and listened to his wife carry on.

They had been married for ten years. They were both still young.

Lois was a most wonderful person, in the beginning. But lately she had become shrill, excitable, and she accused him of the craziest things.

Bob had loved her, but did he now? He didn’t know, what with all the blather she dumped on him.

He finally got tired of listening. He stood up and walked back to the computer room.

She followed him. “What are you doing? Where are you going? Are you planning on joining this Auto society or whatever it is?”

He turned, fed up, and said, “Yes, dear. I’m going to join the Autogynephilia Group. I’m going to change into a woman, and you know why?”

She backed up and blinked.

“Because if you can’t lick ‘em…join ‘em!”

Then he stepped into the computer room and closed the door.

He sat down. He heard Lois’s footsteps retreating.

He didn’t mean to be snippy, but he was tired of the constant badgering.

Turning into a woman. Holy Heysoos on a 100 foot bungee jump with a 110 foot bungee cord!

He stared at the computer screen.

The Autogynephilia Group website was still open.

It had pictures of beautiful women. Were they once men? And, what did they really want?”

Suddenly, he opened the contact form.

He shouldn’t, he knew. He was just irritated with Lois, and he should just shut the computer down and go watch TV or something.

But he opened it and began filling it out.

They didn’t require any special information, just the regular stuff that was already all over the internet.

They didn’t ask for donations. They didn’t say anything except they would contact him through the internet.

Fine. Let them contact him. He didn’t have to answer any emails if they proved to be kooks.

He finished filling out the form and sent it.

There!

Let Lois deal with that!

Then he want back into the kitchen and poured himself another drink.

And he smiled.

He had done something that was sort of stupid, but it made him feel good.

Men turning into women. Medical problems. Bullshit.

What a scam.

And, so thinking, he went into the TV room. Lois was gone to bed, and he tuned in a porn channel.

He would be in trouble if she came out and caught him watching porn, but he didn’t care.

He was going to join a group that would change him into a woman!

Ha!

What a load of pure, unadulterated, grade AAA bullstuff!

The next day he woke up and Lois had already gone to work. She worked in a women’s shop that specialized in fashion. Lingerie, dresses, even shoes.

He stretched, yawned, and took a shower.

The porn had been good on the night previous, so he soaped up old faithful and gave it a ride. He always liked to do that when Lois got a little too rambunctious.

He sighed. She had been such a nice person when they met. But, lately…argh!

Relaxed, and drained, he went into the computer room and went to work.

He did internet financing. He used to play cards, but he discovered that Wall Street was much easier, and a more sure thing.

He had started with penny stocks, mastered it quickly, then moved into regular stocks.

The business tended to be a little up and down, but it was more up and than down, so Bob was happy. He was able to live, and his statistics were rising, and he would be pretty well off within a couple of years.

He opened his mail and saw the email from The Autogynephilia Group right away.

Hunh!

He had thought it a joke, but he better delete them from his list of contacts. He didn’t want junkmail, spam, or letters from people who wore tinfoil yarmulkes

He reached out to send The Auto Group into internet oblivion forever, and hesitated.

They were cuckoo people, that was for sure. Probably believed the earth was flat, that Oswald had pulled the trigger, that elections had never been stolen.

Hunh!

But why not string them along for a while? Have a little laugh as they spewed their garbage.

He grinned.

He opened the email.

Hi, Bob. My name is Marcy and I will be your only contact in The Autogynephilia Group. I understand that you received a notice from us, that you might be in an at risk group. I thank you for taking this seriously.

As you might imagine, we get a lot of kooks trying to join our group, and we are very careful in our membership.

Could you please answer the following questions so that we might be sure that you are a serious person, and that you really are at risk of contracting Autogynephilia?

Thanks ever so much.

Just respond to this email, or email me at:

Marcie@TheAutogynephiliaGroup.com

Your friend,

Marcie.

Bob blinked. For a bunch of kooks they seemed pretty sincere. Again, he thought about just opting out, but his curiosity was aroused.

Without thinking, he began answering the questions on the email.

Bob worked hard, read articles, chatted with other internet financiers,  shifted his investments around, and was done in a couple of hours.

He could spend all day doing this kind of stuff, but he found it kind of draining.

So he watched Humphrey Bogart in The Maltese Falcon, and he cooked a little popcorn and drank some Pepsi, and enjoyed his life.

The only thing he didn’t enjoy was the fact that Lois was due home, and he sure hoped she wasn’t in a mood.

He hated going around with her on some silly point.

Lord knew he couldn’t tell her that he had been in touch with the Auto people.

Man, she’d hit the roof if she knew that.

She was a die hard church goer, and she believed that just about everything except her church would send you straight to Hell.

But, that one worry aside, that she would come home early and get upset because he wasn’t slaving his fingers to the bones, and was, instead, watching Elisha Cook and Sydney Greenstreet do their impeccable characters, and Humphrey taking Mary Astor apart.

Zowie! They didn’t make movies like this any more.

The next day Bob opened up his mail and saw it: another letter from the Auto guys, but specifically from the girl named Marcie.

A smile on his face, thinking of himself as quite clever, he opened the email and read:

Hi, Bob.

Thank you for answering my letter, and thank you for filling out the questionnaire. I would like to assure you at this time that your answers indicate that you are not at serious risk.

There is risk, to be sure, but it is so low in your case that we feel there is no need to continue with you.

If your situation changes in the future, if you start manifesting female characteristics, please let us know. Keep our address on file, and remember that you may contact me directly at any time.

Again, you are not at risk of Autogynephilia, and we wish you a long and healthy life.

Marcie

Bob stared at the letter. What the heck kind of scam was this? They didn’t ask for donations or anything! What did they really want?

He almost felt disappointed. Like he had been rejected.

Which was silly.

Rejected from contacting some weird health problem? Or whatever?

Bull puckey.

He deleted her letter and went to work.

The days passed. Lois was a bit excitable, but he managed to keep things calm at the old homestead.

Business was good, and he figured he’d make a million this year, and that sure would take the pressure off him.

When Spring Break arrived he decided to take a vacation.

Lois could get some time off, he made travel arrangements, and headed down to Cancun.

Cancun, where beach bunnies hopped, where the water was always perfect, and where he could just lay on the sands and snort Margaritas.

Came the date and they made the airplane, and were shortly in the air.

Lois was in a fine mood. Going on vacation took her out of the daily grind and she was her old self. Happy, ebullient, cheerful. She even stroked him on the plane, under a blanket, and promised to give him a blow job every day.

This was a change. She had lost a lot of interest in sex, and…this was great.

Bob, needless to say, loved sex.

The only fly in the ointment was that Bob’s chest hurt. Not bad, but an itch around the nipples.

Lois thought that was funny and she kept pinching him…until he developed a bad mood and sulked.

They landed and headed for a beach hotel. They wound up at the Mayan Monkey. Five star service, swimming pools, a white sand beach and all the sun they could soak up.

Bob tipped the bellhop and went out on the balcony.

Incredible.

Beer arrived and he and Lois sat on the patio and looked down on the peasants. And Lois reached over to his lap. “You’ve got too many clothes on, lover.”

“Oh, my God!” blurted Bob. “Who dressed me?”

She giggled, and they began taking off clothes, making out, drinking more beer, and edging into the luxury suite.

Bob crawled on the bed, supremely happy, and Lois snuggled against him. They kissed, and he felt her breasts.

God, he loved her boobs. So big, so delicious.

She touched his.

“OW!”

She moved back? Are you okay? What’d I do?”

“My nipple hurts.”

He looked down at it. It was his right one, and it was sore and swollen. Not badly swollen, but how often does a nipple swell.

Lois grinned. “Want me to kiss it and make it better?”

Bob touched his left nipple. “Ow,” he said. “That one hurts, too.”

Lois sat up on the bed. “Well, that’s weird. Do you think you contracted some weird Mexican virus or something?”

“What kind of virus affects only the nipples?”

Lois leaned back and stared at his chest.

“Your chest is sort of puffy.”

“Puffy?”

“Well, swollen. I mean, not bad, but…”

He stood up and went in front of a mirror.

His pectorals were swollen.

He touched the flesh around his nipple. It didn’t hurt. Only his nipple hurt.

“What the fuck?” he whispered to himself.

Lois stood next to him, looked at the mirror.

She smiled, then reached for his dick. “How about this? Is that swollen?”

It was, and she grabbed it and squeezed it.

“Oh,” Bob moaned.

“I guess things being all swollen isn’t always bad. Eh?”

“I guess not,” he turned to her, engulfed her, and kissed her mouth.

And Lois was very careful not to touch his nipples.

The days passed slowly. They lay at the pool, dipped in the ocean, walked around town at night and hit the hot spots.

Bob’s nipples stayed sore. Maybe even got a bit worse.

Lois put bandages over them to protect them from the rubbing of his shirt.

“Where’d you learn how to do that?” he asked, staring at the criss crossed band aids on his nipples.

“Running marathons,” she answered.

And his chest looked like it was puffing up. Not a lot, but…it was like the material around his nipples was swelling, becoming mound-like.

She smiled, cupped his flesh, and said, “This keeps up you’ll need a bra.”

That shocked him.

“They’re not that big!”

“Well, they are bigger. They’re at least an A cup.”

“They are not!”

She faced him and spoke seriously. “Honey, if your boobs don’t go down then I’m going to buy you a training bra.”

“What?” His voice squeaked.

But she turned away, went to the phone and ordered more drinks. It was like she had dropped a bomb, then run for cover.

They drank, headed for the pool, and Bob sat on the lounge chair and was aware of his chest.

There had to be something wrong with him. Maybe that thing…Gynecomastia. But that was common with boys, pre-puberty.

What could it be?

But, if his chest hurt, and seemed to be swelling, there was good news. Lois had stopped being a bitch. She treated him kindly, even had sex with him, and it was like when they first got married.

Vacation was over, and they headed for the plane and the trip home.

They were tan, alcohol was in their bloodstream, and they were totally happy.

Except that his nipples still hurt, and his breasts were…breasts.

When they arrived home Bob called the doctor and made an appointment. On a Wednesday he met with his doctor and showed him his boobs.

The doctor, a woman, frowned, and touched him, and listened to his heart and took blood samples and everything, but she didn’t have much of an opinion as to what he had grown breasts.

He was buttoning up his shirt, getting ready to leave, and he thought of something. “Doc? Who has access to my medical records?”

“My staff, other doctors that have been referred. We share them with hospitals, specifically if you go to one. but, outside of that,” she shrugged.

“Oh, okay.”

“And insurance companies.” She snapped her fingers. “Insurance companies do extensive studies. Normally they don’t access individual records, they just collect statistics. But…if they wanted to, insurance companies could get into your records. Why?”

“Oh, no reason. I was just curious.”

She nodded, and he left.

He returned home, and he was now curious. He was growing tits, and he had suddenly thought of The Autogynephilia Group.

They had said they had checked his medical records. But…how?

Were they part of some big, insurance group?

But he had no way of knowing, unless he contacted them again.

And the truth was that he wasn’t thinking of them accessing his medical records, he was thinking of how he had been at risk, then wasn’t, and now…probably was.

Now he had one of the symptoms. He was growing breasts. That was definitely a male to female thing.

So what how they had diagnosed him. Heck, maybe it even was a spam letter designed to cull a couple of idiots.

But the fact was, he needed to contact them.

He would be able to shuffle them off if they were a scam, but if they were real…he now needed them.

He went into the computer room and powered up.

He had thrown away the letter, but he remembered their website, and the name ‘Marcie,’ so he wrote an email to Marcie.

Dear Marcie,

Please excuse me bothering you, but I seem to have a case of gynocomastia. Is this one of the conditions that your group looks for when assessing whether a person is at risk or not?

Thanks for your help

Bob Johnson

He sent the email, then headed for the bedroom. He wanted to rest a bit, and think through his problem. Unfortunately, Lois was there, and she wasn’t going to let him rest.

“Bob, I bought you a couple of bras. A selection, and you can choose which ones feel right.”

“I don’t want to wear a bra.”

She sat him down and spoke seriously.

“Bob, breasts weigh a bit. If you don’t wear a bra you can damage your muscles. At the least, your skin will sag and you will get stretch marks. Do you want to be all stretchy?”

“Well, no. But I don’t think—“

“You don’t have to think. You just have to pay attention to those who have gone before you. I have tits. I have had them for twenty years. I know about stretch marks, and mammary glands, and bras. You may think you are losing your manhood, or something, and I don’t care. All I care about is making sure your body stays healthy.”

She handed Bob a bra. It was flimsy, it wouldn’t support, it would just cover. It was a training bra, a brassiere that would help him get used to wearing a bra.

Bob took it, looked at it, and felt a shudder deep within.

This was assaulting his very manhood. He was firmly convinced that putting on a bra would somehow compromise his manliness.

Still, he didn’t have much choice. Lois was glaring at him, and he didn’t want her to go back to being a bitch.

Besides, what was the big deal? He would wear one, and he would wear shirts that would conceal the bra outside, and…what was the big deal?

He put the bra on.

Surprisingly, it felt good.

It did support him. A little bit. And that helped his back and his belly and everything.

He felt funny, of course, but that was okay.

“Now the matching panties.”

Bob jerked his head towards Lois.

“Gotcha,” and she started laughing.

But for Bob it was not a laughing matter.

Bob read the email.

Dear Bob.

Marcie here. Thank you for your email. If you are truly manifesting breast tissue it is imperative that we speak. Your low risk status has been upgraded to high risk. Would you welcome a phone call from me? Or you can call me at 917-234-4762 at your convenience.

And, so you are not alarmed, we are accustomed to dealing with cases like yours. Usually this entails a short visit to one of our facilities. Your wife may accompany you, although, due to your condition and necessary scheduling, she may be staying in a different part of the facility.

Please, let me know.

I look forward to hearing from you.

Marcie

PS ~ If you can send me pictures of your breasts that would be appreciated, but I understand if you are reticent.

Bob stared and stared at the computer screen.

Then he looked down at his chest. When he had returned from Mexico he had been less than an A cup, but not by much. Now he was a B cup. Solid. And he was wearing a sexy bra.

He felt his boobs. They were, even though not large, hefty. And while his nipples didn’t hurt so much, they were still tender.

And they were bigger. Much bigger.

In fact, he suspected his nipples were bigger than his wife’s!

He looked at the email again. No request for money. Just a friendly attitude, light cause for worry, a call to action, but only a phone call.

A single phone call.

He sat for an hour and stared. Then he made up his mind.

He took off his shirt, set up the computer to take pictures, and took shots of his chest.

With bra. Without. Front and side.

Looking at the pictures he was dismayed.

He really did have tits. And he was going to have to speak to Lois. His bra was sort of pointy. He wanted a bra that would hide his charms. The bras she had given him held him high and shaped his breasts in a very feminine manner.

He was a man! Dammit!

But…with tits.

He sagged in his swivel chair, then reached for the telephone.

“Hi, Bob.”

Her voice was contralto, and it sounded sort of sexy. Not intentionally sexy, just by the way sexy.

“You’ve got my number.” He tried to speak in a normal voice, but it came out a little ragged.

“Ah, this day and age,” she commiserated. “Everybody’s got everybody’s number.”

“Tell me about it.” He was giving lines like he was in a bad movie. He didn’t know what to say. Marcie seemed to understand, however.

“I’m sorry your situation accelerated, but The Autogynephilia Group can help you.”

“You can?”

“Absolutely. And, just so you know up front, we don’t have fees. Everything is free.”

“What?”

“We have backers, usually people have been in your position. I give you fair warning, however, once we have helped you deal with your problem one of our people discuss donations with you.”

“Donations.”

“You are free to refuse, and they will accept whatever answer you choose to give. But we’re ahead of ourselves. Were you able to take pictures of your development?”

“Yes.”

“Can you send them along? Or is that too forward.”

“No problem.”

Bob opened an email, made the attachments, and pressed the ‘send ‘box.

A moment later Marcie said, “Got ‘em. Okay, let me open them, and…Oh my. You really have developed.”

“Is there…is there anything you can do?”

“Of course there is. You have several options.”

“Such as?”

“You can opt for surgery, get a mastectomy.”

Bob didn’t like that. He was averse to knives being used on his healthy body.

“Or you can learn to live with it. We will of course, offer advice on foods you should eat, and foods you should avoid. We also have a complete program of vitamins, hormone therapy, and so on.”

Bob didn’t like that, either. He didn’t want to end up on a diet of spinach and wheat cakes. Taking a pill, however, that was a possibility. Better living through chemistry. Take a pill and problem solved. He liked that.

“The final option is a visit to our facility. We have a large facility, out in the country, quite beautiful, long walks in the woods, swimming, tennis courts, all manner of programs to help you achieve your goal of a healthy body.

Bob thought about it. He had just come back from Mexico, he could afford such a jaunt, but he was leery. There had to be hidden costs. And what could they do that they couldn’t do through the mail?

Pills. Yeah.

Trip to a ‘facility’ upstate, nah.

“Could we try the pill approach?”

“Absolutely. I do caution you, however, if the pills fail, then you will have no other option than to visit us.”

“Okay.”

“So, let’s get this started, I have a big questionnaire here. Some of the questions may be embarrassing. Are you ready?

“I guess.”

The questions started out with height and weight, medical history, blah, blah, blah.

After he had confessed that his third aunt on his cousin’s side had once had cancer, the questions became more…interesting.

“This is to ascertain your sexual habits. Okay, Bob?”

“I guess.”

“Do you masturbate?”

He answered, and the race was on.

“How often?”

“How much do you cum?”

“Do you ever touch your rectum during sex? This is with your wife or by yourself.”

“Do you lust after other women?”

“Have you ever cheated on your wife?”

“Do you fantasize while making love?”

“Do you…”

Eventually the embarrassment of answering such questions faded.

Then, the questions done, Marcie said: “Okay, Bob. I’ll shoot these questions over to the appropriate department, and they’ll prescribe the medicine you need, and you should be getting a package in a few days.”

“Really? That fast?”

“Oh, I forgot. Forgive me, but we’ll need a sample of your DNA. Blood would be best, but saliva will do.”

“Oh. Okay.”

Bob agreed, and that was it. Except that he had to get a DNA kit and send either blood or saliva. That might stall the process for a few days, but he was still looking at a week to ten days, fourteen at most.

Bob hung up.

Bob sent his DNA sample, blood, and two weeks later his pills arrived.

It was only a couple of pills a day, twice a day. Not bad if they really could reduce his breast size.

And he did need a reduction. His boobs were up to C cups. And Lois seemed set on making him wearing sexy pointer type bras.

And she liked to feel his breasts, and she made silly remarks about him having to go through puberty at his age.

While he didn’t appreciate her humor, he did like having his breasts fondled. His nipples had stopped being sore. They were big, that was for sure, but they didn’t seem to be getting any bigger.

It was like his nipples grew first, then his breasts, because now his breasts were a little sore and he had to keep asking Lois to massage them.

Lois smiled and massaged, and loved it. She loved to feel his cones. She used both hands, and she even offered to suck his big nipples.

“What?” he turned red-faced at her request.

“Hey, it’s just a ’kiss it and make it better,’ right?”

“I guess.”

And then she proceeded to place her mouth on him and she sucked. And licked, and ran her tongue around, and used her fingers to gentle rub and flick them.

All of which caused his dingus to respond.

But when he tried to make love to her she refused.

“Sorry, honey. Got a headache.”

And she sucked on his nipples and looked up at him.

It felt good. And he would frequently just lay back and enjoy the feeling of her mouth on him.

He took his pills daily. Two, little white objects. Went down easy. And he waited.

But his boobs didn’t suddenly shrink.

In truth, he was a little bit dubious. He figured the pills would eventually work, but he would have to be patient.

And while he waited he enjoyed Lois’s attentions.

A month passed, and he knew he was in trouble.

His boobs hadn’t shrunk, they had grown larger!

He was now the proud possessor of D cups!

He wore a sturdy bra everywhere, and everywhere wasn’t too much of anywhere. He was hiding in his house, afraid to go out. People would stare, they would point. ‘There’s the man with big boobers!’ They would laugh at him!

So he stayed home and watched his breasts grow larger and larger, and finally he had had enough.

“Marcie, the pills aren’t working. Well, maybe they’re working. I’m getting bigger. Am I supposed to grow larger?”

“Oh, Bob. I’m sorry to hear that. The pills almost always work, but one in ten thousand will have an adverse reaction, and it sounds like you just won the lottery that you didn’t want to win.”

“Oh, no! What am I going to do?”

“Bob…”

“Yes?”

“You’re going to have to come see us.”

Bob gulped.


PART TWO

The Autogynephilia Group facility was as Marcie described it. Hundreds of wooded acres in upstate New York.

He had flown over it on the plane coming in, and he could see the tennis courts, basketball courts, swimming pools, and a couple of large hotel type structures.

And lots of smaller buildings.

He was afraid. He had bound his breasts, worn a thick jacket, and he was still stacked.

And Lois had decided not to come with him.

“This is about you, Bob. I’d just be a distraction.”

“But…”

“So you go, and you do anything and everything they say. Don’t get all pissy and throw a hissy fit…”

“Hey!”

“These are the people that can help you, so…whatever they ask…you do it. You got that?”

He grinned a sickly smile. “What if they ask me to make love to—“

“Then you do it!” Lois snapped.

“What?”

“We both know that your point is silly, they would never ask you to do something like that. But, if they did…then you don’t hesitate.”

“And you’d understand?”

“Of course I would, honey. We’re in this together!”

So he got on the plane and waved good bye, and he flew over the property, and the plane landed at the airport.

He walked through the terminal and saw a girl with a big sign. “Bob Johnson!”

He put on a smile.

“Are you Marcie?”

“I am! And you are Bob!” She hugged him. He stiffened, then relaxed.

She linked arms with him, and they proceeded to baggage claims. “Gosh, I didn’t need this sign, I just had to look for the handsomest man in the terminal.”

Bob turned a little red, but it was a nice red. “I’m not that handsome.”

“No, you’re not.”

he looked at her.

“You’re more beautiful than handsome.”

Then he did blush.

They got into a car and Marcie headed out. She took the scenic route, around a lake, through woods, over a bit of curvy hills, and she pointed out the sights, and eventually they talked about the facility.

“TAG, that’s what we call The Autogynephilia Group, owns all this land. We’re planning on expanding, too.”

Bob murmured, “Are there that many people with my problem?”

“Bob, do you know what ‘herd immunity’ is?”

“Isn’t that the COVID thing? Scientists say that if enough people contract the disease then the whole herd of humanity will become more resistant?”

“Exactly. Well, TAG was formed because mankind, on the whole, seems to be changing. You can’t properly call it herd immunity, but it is a herd ‘change.’ The long answer to your question is just that, too long. The short answer is that mankind is changing. More and more men are encountering your condition. We anticipate an influx of unprecedented proportion over the coming years.”

Bob was silent.

Marcie chuckled, be it a bit ruefully. “Not something you really wanted to hear, is it?”

“Not really. So what do you do about it? At the facility, I mean?”

“First, there will be counseling sessions. Then you will be individually analyzed, and a solution offered to you.”

“What kind of solution?”

“That depends on you. All solutions are tailored to the individual. But I can give you the main solutions.”

“Okay.”

“You can fight, get surgery, increase exercise, that sort of thing. It’s not too effective, once a man is undergoing changes, but that’s one.

“Second, you can learn to live with it. You can stay a man and learn to live with breasts and…other changes.”

Boob listened avidly, but he knew he was missing something. Something she said…

“Third, you can go with it.”

“Go with it?”

“Embrace your femininity. Become female. Learn to be a woman.”

Now Bob was silent. Embrace your femininity? Everything in him was telling him to fight it. And here she was telling him to go with it.

They arrived at the facility and Bob was shown around the grounds. He was encouraged to swim, to partake of group activities, play sports, take long walks, and so on.

He would be interviewed a few times over the next couple of days, then he would be selected for a program and be expected to throw himself into it. No rest for the wicked then.

So he did. He took the long walks. He swam. And he met people.

There were a lot of people on the TAG properties, and they formed up into groups.

There were the people like him, going through interviews and analysis.

There were people who were dealing with having boobs. Some of them were looking forward to surgery. Others were discussing hormone treatment amongst themselves.

And then there was a second big building on the TAG ‘campus.’ This building was off limits. No access to the grounds, apart, and even patrolled by women in uniforms. Women who held tasers and smiled a lot.

That building made Bob nervous. But it was outside the scope of his activities, and he was being interviewed, so…who cared?

He cared, when he was called in for his final interview.

“Bob, you’re up for your final interview. Let’s go over to Building B.’

Building B. The isolated building.

But Bob didn’t think anything of it. He was just going along to get along. There were a lot of men like him at the facility, and they talked and joked and…no big deal.

“Okay.”

Marcie walked him along a lone path to Building B. They chatted of this and that, and Bob commented. “Building B. The big secret building.”

Marcie chuckled. “Yes, I suppose it seems that way.”

They approached the front door and a female security person opened the door for them, smiled, and they entered.

There were more security personnel inside the building. They wore black pencil skirts, blouses and short jackets. They were all well built, sexy but with muscles. They had badges, which was interesting, and Bob leaned to Marcie and asked, “What do the badges on these girls mean?

“That one, the fist in the palm of the hand, it means she’s been trained in hand to hand. The little silver gun means they’ve been trained in firearms. That nunchuk means…”

She went over the badges, and Bob commented, “Seems like they’re training for war. Do you really need a little army?”

“You’d be surprised. There are people who don’t want to go along with the program, in spite of agreeing to it in the beginning. There is also the threat from outside agencies who disagree with what we’re doing. And, of course, society is changing. It is not out of the realm of possibility that a crowd of outraged citizens could march up to the front door, screaming and holding nooses.

Bob laughed. “Now I know you’re kidding.”

Marcie let him laugh.

“Bob Johnson?”

Bob and Marcie walked up to the front desk.

“Room 111, down the corridor through the security doors.”

“Thank you,” answered Marcie, and she walked to the security doors with him.

“Well, Bob, this is where I stop, but you’ll be in good hands.”

“Okay. I’ll see you later then.”

Marcy didn’t answer, just smiled, then Bob was being ushered through the doors.

A tall woman in the black, security uniform stepped in next to him. She was taller than him, and walked with a confidence that permeated the air about her.

“Hi,” said Bob.

She smiled. “Hello, Bob.”

Down the corridor, through a few more sets of doors, then into a room. 111.

The room was mostly bare, only a table and a few chairs, and three women sitting behind the table.

“Hello, Bob.” The woman in the center indicated the chair in front of the table.

Bob sat, and the tall woman in black with all the symbols for fighting and shooting and such stood behind him.

Actually, she made him sort of nervous, but shortly his attention was on the women behind the table.

“Bob, thank you for finding us, and we will do our best for you.”

“Okay.”

“We’ve gone over your tests, and I’m happy to say we have the perfect option for you.”

Bob smiled. These girls were pretty sober, but he was glad to know that his chesty problem was about to be resolved.

“As you know, many people fight their development. They are unhappy, but we help them, even perform surgery, and…and they live their lives. They aren’t usually happy, but they are limited in their choices, and they have made them.

“Many people learn how to live with their breasts…and the other developments that often occur.”

Bob frowned. What other developments? He didn’t have a chance to ask, however.

“In your case, there is only one option. Your mental adaptability has been measured, the fact that you have grown breasts without any stimulus, and you only fit into one category.”

Bob tilted his head slightly. This was supposed to be happy, but these women were like robots. Automatons handing out fortunes that weren’t always to the customer’s liking.

“Bob, it is the judgment of this committee that you will be aided in your development. You will receive proper training, and you will become a woman.”

Something popped in Bob’s head.

Little niggles naggled in his mind.

Become a woman.

Other options.

An isolated building…but he couldn’t grok it. He couldn’t digest it and figure it out.

Her words were as the Greek language to him. Or maybe Pig Latin as spoken by horses.

It just didn’t make sense.

The mind, under stress, refuses certain things. His mind made the refusal and he said, “So when am I going home?”

The three women behind the table exchanged subtle glances.

“I don’t think you understand, Bob. You will be staying at this building until you have become a woman, and have made all necessary adaptions in your thinking.”

Bob still didn’t get it. His mind was doing things, facts and patterns were swirling around inside, but…he didn’t grasp the whole picture.

He stood up. “Well, I’ll be going now.”

The three woman stood up and moved back from the table.

Bob turned, and was put in an armlock by the tall guard behind him. She held him firmly, but gently. He could feel her large breasts pressing down on him. He could smell her delicate perfume.

“Let me go,” he spoke patiently.

“We’re going through that door to the left. Okay, Bob?”

Bob struggled.

Bob was propelled across the room towards the door.

He tried to go dead weight, but the woman holding him shifted her grip and he was suddenly in a jointlock, and when she twisted his wrist it hurt!

“OW! Let go!”

He tried to kick her, but she just moved him along.

He tried to bite her, but she grabbed his hair and he was passing through the door. A guard on the other side of the door moved in to help the first guard.

“Hey, Brenda. Got a live one, eh?”

“Hi, Ruth. Meet Bob. He’s been assigned to our section.”

Now both women had him, their arms twisted his, and he walked between them on his tip toes. The pain was sufficient that he couldn't talk.

They walked him down the hall and into the first room on the right. They turned and sat him down in a chair. The chair was nailed to the floor and had armrests. There were leather straps on the armrests.

The guards strapped his arms down, strapped his ankles to the legs of the chair, and a single strap was placed around his neck.

He could move, but not by much.

Free from their grasp, he tried to kick, and even spat, but the guards were true professionals. They avoided his antics and took places behind him.

“What the fuck is going on? I demand that you release me!”

The door opened and a doctor entered the room. Like the guards, she had full, firm breasts. She was wearing a white lab coat, however.

“Hello, Bob. I’m here to examine you.”

“Who the fuck are you? Get me out of here! I want a lawyer!”

The doctor stood in front of him, made marks on a clipboard and said, “I’m a doctor, Bob. I have no combat badges, so if you get rough with me Ruth or Brenda will handle you for me. They have orders to be as gentle as possible, but if you harm a non-combatant employee of TAG…they will tend to be a little rougher.”

Bob listened, was incredulous, and began screaming.

SMACK!

His head lolled to the side. He turned, as best he could with the leather strap around his neck, and stared at Ruth. She had hit him, and now she was smiling with an apologetic look on her face.

“Okay, you’re probably confused,” the doctor had a syringe and was pointing it into a small bottle. She pulled out the plunger and the syringe filled. “and I can answer a lot of questions. Shush for a moment and I’ll explain what is happening.”

Bob glared at her, but he no longer made loud noises. He didn’t want to get slapped on the head again.

The doctor said to the guards. “Please remove his clothes.”

“What?” Bob shrieked.

“While they remove your clothes, Bob, listen to me.”

The guards produced box cutters and sliced his clothes off neatly and efficiently.

“I know you understand the concept of ‘herd immunity,’ and that is what is happening to the human race. If you examine the DNA of man you will realize that woman are XX. Men are XY, or an X and a half. Our race has progressed to a certain point, and men are no longer as vitally needed. Sure, in the beginning we needed them. Procreation. Reproduction of species.This is all very understandable. But we don’t need as many men, and the DNA of our race, through a variation of ‘herd immunity,’ is weeding out the men, changing them into women. Not all men, certain alpha men will resist the change, they will be responsible for impregnating certain females, and the race will go on. And a certain number of men, a low number, will be born and become Alpha. That leaves the rest of the men. A large percentage of the men will change partially. They will be guided, and they will be available to service women. They will be mules, unable to impregnate, but available for sexual service. Many of them won’t even be able to have orgasms, but they will keep women who require or prefer the sexual act happy. That leaves a small percentage of men who will change all the way. Men like you.”

“What?” Bob blurted. He was totally overwhelmed by what he was being told.

“Bob, I really must congratulate you. You won’t remain a breeder, or become a servant. You will undergo the complete change. You will become a woman. Call it good genes, call it karma, call it living right…whatever…your body is changing. Any hormones we have given it, or will give it, will enable the change to happen faster. But you are changing on your own. You started growing breasts without benefit of any stimuli. Bob, you are a woman.”

Bob stared, and the words were translating into concepts in his mind. “I don’t…you can’t…” and then he said something truly inane, “This isn’t in the constitution.”

One of the guards snickered, both guards found that statement funny. The doctor’s lips twisted in a quirky grin, and she explained, “Bob, the constitution is for the ruling of people. Men and women. It is not designed for a matriarchy where the ruling class is so obviously superior to the serving classes.”

“This is crazy!”

“I know. It certainly seems so. I had trouble when I first realized the truth, but…you’ll come to accept it. And you should. You will be a member of the ruling class.”

She held up the syringe. “This is a special hormone. It is designed to help you change quickly and without confusion or pain. Relatively speaking.”

She stepped forward and pointed the needle at his biceps.

Bob tried to struggle, but the guards were suddenly leaning their combined weight on him. A moment, a pin prick, and it was done.

The doctor put away the syringe. She turned to the guards. “Put him in restraints for two days. He should be ready for classes in three days.”

She turned to Bob. “Good meeting you, Bob, and we’ll see you around. It’s a small world, after all.”

The doctor left the rom and Bob stared after her in horror.

He was going to become a woman?

NO! He wasn’t.

NO! He would escape and tell the world.

NO!

And the guards fastened handcuffs to him, put his arms behind his back, and stood him up.

Bob walked between them, and they exited the room.

Bob lay on a table for two days. He was strapped in, but it wasn’t bad. The table was padded, a fashion show was on the big screen on the wall, and a combination of nurses and guards strolled through the place.

There were twelve tables in the room. Seven of them had men strapped to them. Except…the men weren’t completely men.

Some of the men had changed almost completely into women. They had large breasts, and Bob was shocked, when the nurses used bed pans, to see that the ‘men’ had no penises.

They had vaginas!

The men who had been in the room the longest had well developed vaginas. People like Bob had peckers, and no trace of pussies.

But that changed, for Bob, during the first twenty-four hours.

He suffered from a fever, and his groin felt funny.

One of the nurses wiped him down with a cold cloth, and he asked her, “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re transitioning. Would you like to see?”

Bob gulped, and the nurse held up a small mirror over his groin.

His cock was shrinking! It was getting smaller! It was hard, he was excited all the time, but it was only the size of a pinkie.

“What are you doing to me?”

“We’re not doing a thing, Bob. Everything that is happening is coming from you.”

One of the men on the other side of the room had a dream, and woke up screaming.

Bob felt like screaming. He felt like he was sliding down the edge of a razor, being torn in two.

“That’s your female hormones kicking in,” the nurse explained. “Just be glad you aren’t having to take a year or two. Women who go through that in the outside world…oh, how they suffer.”

Bob’s hair grew fast, as did his nails. He clenched his fists in agony and he felt the tips of his nails digging into his palms.

He knew his groin area was changing. Sometimes it ached, sometimes the nurses gazed down at his crotch and nodded approvingly.

The first day passed, and he could see that his boobs had stopped growing, were mature, at slightly bigger than a double D. His hair was draped down over the end of his table.

Towards the end of the second day a woman entered the room and came to him. “Hi, Bobbie, I’m here to do your nails.”

“What?”

“You’re changed enough to start enjoying some of the perks of womanhood, so I’m going to paint your nails. Oh, and I think you need a little more length on your fingernails.”

“But I don’t want my nails done.”

“Of course you do,” said the woman.

She set up a little table and began working on his nails.

She painted his toes, then gave him fake nails on his hands and painted them.

“Your skin has such nice color. You’re a lucky woman.”

“I’m a man.” But his voice sounded a little weak.

Was he a man? Or was he truly becoming a woman?

At this point he didn’t know. He was suffering from hormones, and his body did seem to be more female than male…so what was he?”

When she was done with his nails he was stunned. His hands were different. They looked feminine.

He felt like he was losing control of his sanity.

“Would you like me to wash your hair while I’m here?”

Bob wanted to shake his head in the negative. He felt like his brain was a big fingernail, scratching down the blackboard of the universe.

She took his silence for assent, and went to a sink in the corner of the room. She filled a bucket with cold water and came back to him. Moving almost lovingly she put the bucket on a platform under his head. She put his hair into the water and shampooed it. Then she got a fresh bucket of water and rinsed his hair.

Bob started crying midway through the procedure. So soft, so gentle, so caring.

As a man he had never experienced this. He was too busy shaking his peeny to explore concepts of a loving relationship.

He had never appreciated women for what they were.

After two days he was a changed man.

He still had a lot of ‘male-isms’ in him, but his female hormones had really done the job on him.

He walked softer. He was more aware of colors and shades and hues. He was a little timid.

“Don’t worry, honey,” one of the nurses said. “Young girls are always a little timid.”

“But…why?”

“Because men tend to hunt them.”

That was an eye opener for Bob, because it was true. He had been a man, and he hadn’t hunted women. Heck, he had hunted his wife, and bound her to a contract with some pretty silly rules.

She wasn’t supposed to fuck anybody but him. She was supposed to do whatever he said. Things like that.

Things that, as a man, he never would have agreed to, yet he expected a woman to bind herself to him and follow those rules.

They released him from the table and a guard accompanied him out of the room.

But now the guard didn’t seem so threatening. Now he understood that the guard was there for her protection.

Her. He was a her. And the pronoun confused him. He still occasionally thought in the male: he, him, his.

But the female pronoun was more logical, felt more right. Her, hers, she.

Surprisingly, he was taken back to the interview room, and the same three women sat behind the table.

“How are you doing, Bobbie?”

“I’m okay,” he spoke a little fearfully.

“It’s okay, honey, nobody’s going to hurt you. In fact, we have to make sure that you don’t hurt anybody.”

“Me?” That astonished him. “Why would I hurt somebody?”

“You’ve still got a lot of male thought processes going on. We need to fix that. We need to make you think like a female.”

“Oh.” But he didn’t understand.

The three women, now acting kind and patient and loving, asked him questions.

Did he understand what was going on?

How did he feel about being a woman.

He answered their questions honestly, and his eyes were a little wide and innocent, and the women seemed pleased.

“Okay, Bobbie, would you like to take the last real step in the procedure? Would you like to learn the truth that a woman knows?”

“I’m scared,” he answered.

“We understand that. All women are scared in the beginning. But it’s a new world, and you don’t have to be scared.”

Bob gulped nervously.

The women waited, but when it became plain that Bob wasn’t going to say anything, they conferred among themselves.

After that quick conference they turned back to him.

“Bobbie? Would it help if you spoke to your wife?”

Bob leaped at the opportunity. “Can I?”

“Absolutely.”

The women on the left took out a cell phone and handed it to Bob.

Bob went to a corner and tapped in his home number. He was scared. He was trembling.

“Hello?”

“Lois?”

“Bob? Is that you?”

Bob started to sob.

“Your voice is so soft and pretty. How are you doing there?”

“They changed me…I changed…I’m a woman now.”

“Fantastic!” The joy in Lois’s voice was quite perceptible.

“But, they want me to…do something.”

“What?”

“I…they want me to understand what only a woman can understand.”

Lois was silent, then, “Bob, like I said in the beginning. You do whatever they tell you. Don’;t worry about what I think. This is about you.”

“But…Lois—“

“Bob, I have a confession to make.”

Bob went silent.

“I saw your medical record. I saw that you were at risk. I forwarded them to the Autogynephilia Group.

“What?”

“That’s right, Bob. Women all over the world are being made aware of what is happening to men, and we are dedicated to helping them. The way I helped you.”

“You…did this.”

“No. I saw what was going to happen to you. Now I want you to go ahead and go through whatever you have to. Do what they tell you. Do you understand?”

He hung up and faced the table of three. His mind was churning. His life was changed.

“Okay. Whatever it is you want me to do…I’ll do it.”

The three women smiled.

Bobbie lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

He had figured out what they wanted. They wanted to deflower him. To take his virtue away. To make him feel what a woman felt.

As a man he was shrieking in his brain.

As a woman…he was scared. And yet…anxious.

The door opened and Marcie entered the room. “Hello, Bobbie.”

Bob went up on his elbows. His chest was so heavy now. “Are you going to…?”

“I asked to be the one. Yes.”

“But I thought I was going to have to fuck a man?”

“Nah. Besides, you still have so much residual male in you that it could be uncomfortable. So I volunteered.

She crawled onto the bed and kissed Bob on the lips.

Once again Bob was crying. But these were tears of relief.

Marcie held him, soothed him, and eventually began to feel his tits, and to take them in her mouth.

Bob was relaxed now. Women didn’t scare him, and the big strap on dildo jutting out from Marcie’s crotch wasn’t frightening at all.

It was…intriguing.

Marcy took Bobbie in her arms and began making love to her. Her hands explored Bobbie’s body, feeling his breasts, exploring the junction of his thighs.

“You have a nice pussy, Bobbie.”

“Thank you,” Bobbie responded shyly.

Then the moment of truth came.

Marcie moved between Bobbie’s thighs and entered her.

Bobbie gasped as her legs opened wider and the penis went deeper.

Then the two women were rollin’, rasslin’, and deeply engaged.

Bobby cried, and bled, and rejoiced.

Marcy kissed her tears away.

The orgasm hit, and Bobbie felt herself sail away on a huge cloud. She had never imagined…and there was a slight guilt. She had never realized how inadequate a lover he must have been for Lois.

But it was only a slight guilt, for now she understood what men could never understand.

“Now see,” Marcy whispered, as they lay in each others arms afterwards, “if I was a man you might get pregnant.”

That just made Bobbie laugh.

END
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Author’s Note

Don’t you just hate bullies? And what do you do about them? They’re bigger and stronger!

And meaner!

And if they don’t like your sex they can be really cruel!

Well, in this story you’re going to learn what you do about bullies, and, believe me, it’s better than chastity, or even feminization!

Enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Ella! What are you doing here?”

Ella Gelden stood in the rain and shivered. She was wearing a Levi jacket and black tights. Her high heels made her taller than him. Her black hair was clinging to her head like a helmet, and her make up was smudged.

“I…uh…” Her teeth chattered and her eyes beseeched him.

“Well, come on in. Let’s get you dry.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know…I just had to talk to you.”

Johnny Eakins pulled her inside. He pulled a chair up in front of the fireplace and sat her in it.

“I’ll get a blanket.”

He went to the hall closet and got a blanket. When he brought it back she was already naked. Her clothes were hanging on a chair and she reached for the blanket he was carrying.

His eyes took in her large breasts, he tight waist, the little landing strip above her pussy. It had been a while since he had seen her, and his cock started to rise up.

Of course it did. A beautiful woman, one who he had once made love to, all naked in front of him.

He tried not to stare as she wrapped the blanket over her shoulders.

She sat on the edge of the hearth, her back to the fire, her legs open and her pussy quite visible.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked. “Water? Coke…?”

“Bourbon and Coke,” she whispered. Her teeth were still chattering and she stared fixedly at him.

“Of course,” he said.

“And one for you,” she called after him.

He headed for the kitchen, got down the good bourbon. 100 proof Old Granddad. Yowza!

He filled two glasses with ice, then mixed the bourbon and Coke. He brought the drinks into the other room, handed her hers, and pulled up a chair and faced her.

And her legs were still spread and her pussy was open and inviting.

He looked down. “Could you…uh?”

He motioned to her legs, indicating that he would like her to close them.

“What?” Her voice didn’t chatter as much now. “You never objected to seeing all of me before?”

“I, uh…okay. So what brings you here?”

“I’ll tell you  in a while, but first, how have you been?”

Johnny nodded. “I’ve been good. I’ve got my own internet business now, not getting rich, but…I’m doing okay. How are you doing?”

“Miserable.”

“I’m sorry. Is there something I can do? Is that why you’re here?”

She looked to the side, took a big gulp, said, “I’ve got a relationship problem.”

He was silent for a moment, then, “I’m sorry.” Then he said nothing.

“We broke up—“ she started, and he interrupted.

“You dumped me for somebody else. You said he had a bigger cock than me.”

She turned back to him. “Well, yeah.”

“So I don’t mean to be cruel, or unfeeling, but I don’t think there’s anything I can do to help you in that area.”

She nodded, looked a bit sad. “I know. And I probably shouldn’t even be here. But I need somebody to talk to, and I was hoping you’d understand.”

Johnny sighed. “Ella, I loved you. All my heart. And you really hurt me. Still, if there’s something I can do, I will. But…” he shrugged.

“Can you get me another drink?”

She had finished her bourbon and Coke and she handed him the glass. He put his own half full glass down and headed for the kitchen again.

While he was gone she took a pill out of her jacket pocket, dropped it in his drink and swirled it around.

He returned and handed her her drink. She handed him his.

He sipped.

She toasted, and got him to sip again.

He smiled. He always was a sucker for bourbon.

“Johnny, I want to talk about us getting together again.”

“Sorry, El, but that’s not going to happen. It hurt, but I’m over you now. It’s time to move on.”

“But you remember the good times we had? Do you remember that party where Johnny Foster got drunk and we put lipstick on his lips?”

“That was hilarious,” he agreed. “But it was you who did it. You were always a little kinky that way.” His boner was reminding him of just how kinky she had been.

“Yeah, I guess I was. I liked to do things with you, too.”

“Yeah,” his mind rolled over times when she made him up, and even played with his bung hole.

“But you were always a little shy.”

“Well, I just felt weird. I’m a guy, you know.”

“Remember that time I got you to try on a dress?”

He remembered.

“I said it was so I could adjust the waist, then I shoved you out of the house.”

He chuckled. “I was so embarrassed. I was so red-faced my face lit up the yard.”

“You kept begging to be let back in.”

“And you wouldn’t let me.”

“I loved you like that, Johnny. I loved having you beg. I loved being in control. You always were a push over.”

He was done with his drink now, and he blinked slowly a couple of times.

“But those times are over, honey.”

“You just called me ‘honey,’ so maybe they aren’t over.”

“Oh, they’re over,” he yawned. “It hurt too much. I don’t want to be involved with you again.”

“But, Johnny, you’ll always be involved. We fucked, and that means we’ve connected in a way that we’ll remember until we die.”

“Maybe,” he slurred the word. “But I’m done. We’re done. And I don’t want you anymore.”

His cock was telling another story. Funny, he was suddenly so tired, but his cock, it seemed like it never got tired…especially around Ella.

Ella stood up and the blanket dropped.

“You would give up this?”

Johnny smiled dopily. Yeah, her body, she had the best body…and being between her hot thighs was the most amazing thing he had ever experienced in his life.

There was no woman like her.

Still, he didn’t want to play her games again.

They were too intoxicating, and the way she bullied him and made him do things…it was like he had no will when she started working him.

“Sorry, honey, but the answer is no.”

Then he was sliding down the chair, slumping, his butt riding over the edge, his head against the back of the chair and his posture all wormed.

She knelt in front of him. He was drunk. No, he was more than drunk.

She put her hand over his chin and closed her fingers on his cheeks. It made hi lips pooch a bit.

She kissed him. Lightly. in that way she had that made his dick take off like a rocket. Which, in spite of his drunkenness, it did right then.

She gripped his crotch and smiled. “I can feel you, honey. Don’t lie. You want me. You want me bad.”

“Yeah,” his eyes were trying to close, “But I’m not going to take you. We’re done, Ella. Listen to me. We’re done. And that’s that.”

Ella smiled. “Sorry, honey, but I’ve decided otherwise, so go to sleep, and when you wake up everything will be all right again.”

Johnny’s lips flapped slowly, and he slid off the chair. He lay on the floor in front of the fireplace. He was warm and cozy and wondered what was happening, then his eyelids succeeding in ambushing his eyeballs. They shuttered down and it was dark and somebody was sleeping.

It was him.

Light poked at his tired eyes. He grumbled and tried to push the light away, but the light stayed.

His eyelids rolled up and he stared at the rug. He was lying on his belly and the green loops that made up the carpet stretched out in front of him like a lawn.

He was still in his living room. And it was morning. He was under the blanket he had given Ella. He was naked.

Then he jerked as he felt the grip on his penis.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned.

He sat up and looked down at his crotch.

He was wearing a state of the art, metal, cock tube. A chastity device. Worse, he recognized it.

It was a ‘Cellmate.’

The Cellmate could be hooked up to the internet. It was impossible to get off, and he could be remote controlled by anybody who had access to a cell phone.

Ella had access.

Ella! He looked around the room. Where was she?

She had hooked him up, imprisoned him, but…where was she now?

He stood up, wavered a little, the after effects of whatever drug she had given him, and looked around.

He was okay. He stepped to the kitchen and looked in. She wasn’t there.

He looked out the front window and was surprised to see her car. When she had showed up the night previous he had assumed that she didn’t have a car. but she must have parked it, then stood outside until she was wet enough to ducker him in, and then…then…this.

He put one hand on his Cellmate and felt his cock going crazy inside.

Oh, crap. He had to pee!

He ran down the hallway and through the bedroom. She stirred as he rushed through, but didn’t awake.

He entered the bathroom and sat down on the throne.

“Ahhh!” he sighed as the water tinkled into the bowl. The pressure left his bladder and he relaxed.

But he was still angry. Ella had done this to him! And she had left him on the floor while she slept in his bed. Just wait…just wait…

He headed back into the bedroom.

“Ella!” he snapped.

Ella stirred. Pulled a pillow over her head. “Go way!” she mumbled.

“Ella! Get up and get this thing off me.”

That was when he felt her come full awake. That and the little giggle she let out.

She turned over and looked at him.

Looked at him standing naked, except for the prison on his manhood. “Oh, man,” she muttered. You are fucking gorgeous!”

“Take this off!”

She propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at him. “No.”

“What do you mean ‘no?’”

“No means no. Didn’t you know?”

“Look! I didn’t agree to this thing, those days are done, and…you let me out right now!”

“So sad, too bad. Now let me sleep.” She flounced over and pulled the pillow over her head again. Then she looked back at him. “Bacon and eggs, honey. You know how I like them.”

“Stop this!” he yelled at her.

She looked at him and frowned. “What part of the word ‘no’ do you not understand?”

“I want out! Right now!”

She slid half out from under the covers. Her long legs touched the floor, and they were spread, and he could once again see too much.

“The more aggravating you are the less I want to let you go. I suggest you mind your manners, bub!”

“But…this is cruel! There’s no safe word! I didn’t agree to this!”

“Honey, you never agreed when we were first playing, and you loved it. Even if—and I say ‘if—you really no longer loved me, that is one thing that would never change. Honey, you like to be locked up. You like a little slap and tickle. I’m just giving you what you want.”

“But I don’t want this!” He was almost ready to cry, he was so frustrated.

She smiled. “Johnny, is your cock wiggling in there?”

“That doesn’t mean anything! My cock always wiggles.”

She reached out and grabbed him by the testicles. “So you no longer like this?”

“Stop it!” And he would have stamped his foot, except that with her holding his balls he had no balance.

She heaved a sigh. “Okay, Johnny. You really want out, I’ll let you go. But don’t come begging to me when you want to play again.”

“I won’t. Now let me out!”

“I have to go get the key.”

“What?”

“Well, you didn’t think I would have it on me, did you?”

“Where is it?”

“It’s at my house.”

“Well go get it!”

“At the house I used to live at.”

“What?”

“I moved in with Rod Peters. You remember Rod? The guy with the really big dick? We’ve been playing house since I left you.”

“He’s the one you left me for?”

“Of course! Do you know how big his dick is?”

Johnny stared at her suspiciously. “If he’s so big, why did you leave him? I mean, you did leave him, didn’t you?”

“Oh, I left him. I can’t go back. Not now. Not after I poured a gallon of cement mix down his sink.”

“Oh, shit!”

“Not after I put bits of fish guts in his curtain rods so they’ll rot and stink up his place.”

“Oh, fuck! You didn’t!”

“Not after I wrote ‘Fuck you you fucking fuck’ in oily, black paint on his white living room wall.”

“Oh, God!” moaned Johnny.

“So, I guess I could go over there, but I don’t think Rod will be too happy to see me. Probably wouldn’t want to give me the key to your chastity tube.”

Johnny stood and didn’t move. There was no where to move to. His mind was flayed and shattered and thinking wasn’t coming too easy.

“So, I don’t know. I don’t think a locksmith could break in to your Cellmate, that’s if you didn’t mind one working on your junk.” She giggled. “Or if he didn’t mind working on your junk.”

“Oh, God!” Johnny whirled and stomped out of the room.

“That’s bacon and eggs, lover!” she called after him.

Johnny’s clothes, the ones Ella had taken off him so she could put the Cellmate on him, were in the living room, so he dressed, and felt his dingus trying to escape form the Cellmate.

Then he went into his computer room and powered up. He spent some time researching chastity tubes and how to get out of them.

The plastic ones, the cheapies, were easy to get out. If you couldn’t break the plastic you could just cut the little padlock.

But as the quality of the tubes went up, their unbreakability rose.

The cheap metal ones were escapable, but you had to be careful. No brute force with tin snips, you had to use a drill or a small saw.

The expensive metal ones were pretty much fool proof.

The metal was thick enough that any saw one used would put the locked up one’s penis at risk.

Or his balls.

Johnny shivered at the thought of doing without his cock or balls.

They were his best friends! He couldn’t do without them!

So the Cellmate couldn’t be cut off, and it had little points on the inside so that one couldn’t get their cock free. Pull on the cock, if it happened to go down enough to be pulled, and the little points dug in and caused a wee bit of misery.

But the worst feature, in Johnny’s mind, was the electronic system which could be activated through a cell phone.

There were ten settings. The lightest one, number one, was. pleasurable, little buzz. But the settings grew more intense as they rose.

Five might make a person squirt. But not really in a pleasurable way. Having your cock all packed into the small tube when you came and the orgasm wasn’t all that much fun.

But ten was the worst. It was painful. Downright painful.

In addition, however, were the various wave settings. The buzz rose and fell in tantalizing or painful waves, and sometimes you didn’t know if you were going to cum, or if your dick was going to fall off.

Johnny was thinking of all this as he zipped up and buckled, then Ella sauntered past.

“No breakfast? Don’t get me angry, Johnny. You know I can be a bitch.”

Yes. He did know. And he realized that he was going to have to be nice to Ella, at least until she got the key and let him out.

He followed her into the kitchen.

“Sorry,” he let himself show a little grumpiness. He didn’t want to give her any kind of advantage. “But you can’t believe how unhappy this makes me.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it, Johnny. By the time I get the key you’ll be lovin’ it.”

“I doubt it.”

She just smiled, and opened the refrigerator door.

They worked together to make breakfast, and it was like old times. They knew what each other was doing, and while Johnny stirred the eggs Ella made the pancakes.

When Johnny poured the juice Ella cut a couple of slices of watermelon.

In spite of his situation, Johnny felt the ease with which they were slipping into old habits.

And he didn’t want to. He wanted out.

“Johnny,” said Ella, when they sat down to eat. “Talk to me.”

“About what?” He was still holding onto his grumpiness.

“About why you don’t want to hook up with me again.”

“That’s just it,” he said. “You treat me like a hook up. You’re not into a long relationship. It’s supposed to be men that are afraid of commitment, but I think you’re more scared than any man.”

“You could be right,” she admitted as she poured syrup over the cakes. “But do you think it’s possible that I changed?”

“Honey,” said Johnny. “I’m actually not trying to be cruel here, but…how many other men did you fuck, or even suck, while we were living together?”

“But you understand I have real appetites!”

“Fine for you, but what about me?”

She was glum for a minute after that, and she said, “Living with Rod has cured me.”

“What does that mean?”

“Rod wasn’t nice.”

“You mean he didn’t want to be your pet in a chastity tube?”

“He liked BDSM.”

Johnny tilted his head slightly in question. “You mean like spanking and stuff?”

“Yes. Stuff.”

Johnny leaned forward and placed. hand on her wrist. “What did he do to you?”

“He spanked me. He liked to tie me up and drip wax on my tits. He liked to pull me around, a chain around my neck. And…”

Johnny was surprised. Ella liked to tease and deny. A lot. But it was fun and games. She was a cheerful person in the soul.

“…then he started hitting me.”

“What?”

“Not gentle, little slaps. He liked to punch, and he’s a big guy.”

Johnny knew that. Johnny was five foot six, the same as Ella. Rod was six foot even. And he had muscles.

“Are you serious?”

She was silent now, her grin silenced, and she stared at her plate, not eating.

“Well…that’s not right.”

She looked up at him. “And I realized, when he was beating on me, that I didn’t want any more bad boys. I wanted a gentle man. One I could play with and have fun with.”

“And lock up and tease until he’s purple.” But Johnny wasn’t mean in his observation. He was thinking about Rod Peters.

Rod was a prick, everybody knew that. but to find out that he beat on women, that was too much.

“So you’ve moved out.”

“I came here, Johnny. I parked outside, but then I was afraid to come in. I treated you badly, and I was afraid of you.”

“Afraid of me?” Johnny was incredulous.

“Once you’ve been beaten by a man you’re afraid of all men.”

That was a sobering observation.

Fucking Rod Peters.

“So what’s the deal with locking me up?”

She stared at him. “I remembered all the fun we had. I want to have that fun again. I want to be with you, tease you, get you so hot you can’t stand it, then…well…isn’t that the way to your heart?” She grinned.

Johnny couldn’t help it, a smile crept across his face.

Yes, she would get him horny, but when she finally let him out it was the most incredible orgasm in the world. Hell, in the universe.

“I know Johnny. I know I hurt you, but you still feel something for me.”

Johnny said nothing, but his dick was talking in the metal cage. And talking big time.

She reached across the table and gripped his hands. She had him in metal, but she was doing the begging.

“Johnny. Give me a chance. Let me make it up to you. We’re good together, and we should be together. I’ve made my mistakes, but I’m not going to make any more.”

Johnny frowned, then tried to smooth the frown out. Damn it! He could feel his feelings for Ella coming out.

All that hurt, and all that time getting over it, tamping his emotions down, and here they come again.

“Please, Johnny?”

And he said, “Give me time to think about this.”

She nodded. “All the time in the world, Johnny.”

“And let’s talk about getting this thing off me.”

“Okay. I’ll go get the key after breakfast. And, Johnny?”

“Yes?”

“You won’t be sorry.”

The look on her face was truly happy.

Johnny drove and Ella sat in the passenger seat and nibbled on her thumb nail and kept mumbling things.

“What?” asked Johnny, unable to decipher her speech.

“I’m afraid.”

Johnny glanced at her. “Of Rod?”

“Yes.”

Heck, Rod was big and mean, and Johnny was a bit apprehensive himself.

“In and out. Get the key and…” he shrugged.

“You don’t know what he’s like.”

The trouble was, Johnny did know. Rod had a rep as a bully.

Johnny thought about the situation all the way over to Rod’s house.

He stopped the car around the corner. “I’ll go get it. Where is it?”

“It’s in a little blue bowl on the dresser in the bedroom.”

Johnny nodded. “Okay. Here we go.” Yet he sat there for a long minute, jut thinking and breathing and taking stock of all his body parts. Then he mumbled, “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” and got out of the car.

Ella got out, too, and she walked up to the corner so she could watch Rod’s front door.

Rod was the second house in, and it was an ugly, little thing. Rod never took care of it, the lawn was overgrown, and Johnny had a bad case of the nerves as he walked up the cracked and crumbling front walk.

Knock. Knock.

Wait.

Nothing.

KNOCK! KNOCK!

Damn it. If Rod wasn’t home he was just going to go in and—he heard footsteps.

The door swung back and Rod peered out, then looked past him. Then: “If it isn’t Johnny. Whose girl I stole.” He grinned. “How’s your little pecker hanging, bro.”

“Ella left you.”

Rod frowned. “Yeah. She left me a message.” Rod stepped to the side and Johnny could read the black letters scribbled across the white wall.

Fuck you you fucking fuck!

Heysoos, she really did it.

“She sent me over for a couple of things.”

“Hunh. Well, come on in.”

Johnny entered and sawHe looked around. It was as messy on the inside as the outside. There were newspapers on the floor, a dirty TV dinner plate, clothes, and…the only thing of value…a giant, big screen TV.

Rod had always wanted to play football professionally, and he was okay in his abilities. But apparently when he tried out, and tried to bully some of those truly big boys, they smacked him down.

Nothing a bully likes less than being bullied.

“Okay, what do you want?”

“Well,” now he was stuck. He had made up that story just to get in. “There was some clothes…” that should get him into the bedroom.

“Sure, come on back.”

Rod led the way into a trashed bedroom. Dirty clothes all over the place.

“What do you want? Her panties? Gonna do a little sniffing?”

Rod laughed, and leaned against the dresser with the blue bowl on it.

Johnny made a show of it. He walked around, grabbed a few things that looked nice, or at least not too trashed, and mumbled.

“What’s that?”

“She, uh…she said there was a small key somewhere, to her jewelry box or something.”

But it didn’t get past Rod. His face lit up like Christmas.

“She fucking got you!”

“What?”

Rod reached into the blue bowl and picked up the small, gold key. It was on a foot long, thin chain. He held it up and watched Johnny, a sneer on his face.

“She tried to get me into that shit. Wanted to lock my junk up and tease me. But I showed her. Man, I bruised her butt!”

Johnny was disgusted by Rod, but he let nothing show. He tried to just slough it off.

“Well, I don’t know about that. But that looks like the key.” He held his hand out.

Rod withdrew his hand.

“Not so fast, bozo. If she wants this…she’s got you in that thing. That Cellmate chastity thing. Show me.”

“Fuck off, Rod. Give me the key and I’ll be out of here.”

“Not a chance, buddy boy. Not until I see what that thing looks like.”

“Rod, don’t be a dick.”

Rod just grinned. “Well, okay. I guess I don’t really have to see it. I mean, I know that you have it on.”

He held out his hand, the key dangling from his fist.

Johnny reached for it, and Rod grabbed his arm and jerked him off balance. With his other hand he grabbed Johnny’s groin.

“Fuck!” yelped Johnny. “Get your hands off me!”

He had never been touched down there by another man. He was alarmed, freaked out, and he batted at Rod’s wrist.

Rod had a grip of the Cellmate, however, and all Johnny succeeded in doing was making Rod pull on his package.

“Fuck!” he whimpered, and Rod laughed.

“You fuckin’ sissy boy!” He laughed hysterically. “Feel that thing! You dumb—“

Johnny balled a fist and swung it between Rod’s legs.

He felt Rod’s big balls under the impact.

Rod bent forward, his face turning white and surprised.

Johnny grabbed for the key.

But Rod somehow managed to keep the key out of Johnny’s reach. He pushed Johnny away and staggered backwards…into the bathroom.

“Give me that key!” Johnny rushed forward, but Rod, his face still contorted in pain, pushed the door shut.

Then Johnny heard the most awful sound in the universe.

It wouldn’t have been awful under other circumstances, but it sure was awful now.

The toilet flushing.

“No! No!” Johnny pushed the door open and watched as the water swirled in the bowl.

Rod had a look of victory on his face.

“That’ll teach you, ya little sissy!”

Johnny was on his knees, snaking his hand into the toilet. His fingers scrabbling for the key, the chain, anything!

Rod started laughing. He was still hurting, but he thought the situation was so funny that he laughed over the pain.

“You son of a bitch! You son of a bitch!” Johnny repeated over and over. He put his forehead down on the porcelain rim and closed his eyes.

Rod reached down and grabbed Johnny by his hair. He lifted, and Johnny yelped.

“Ya got me, good buddy,” he grinned. “But I got you, too. So I guess we’re even steven. Eh?”

“Let go you fuck!”

“Sure, I’ll let you go.”

Rod walked to the front door, pulling on Johnny’s hair. He opened the door, pulled Johnny through, and gave him a kick in the butt to help him along.

Johnny stumbled and belly flopped on the lawn.

“Okay, pal. Don’t bother coming back, and tell that bitch never to show her tits around here!”

Johnny rolled over, but Rod slammed the door. He could be heard laughing uproariously behind the door.

Johnny stood up and brushed himself off. He adjusted his pants, which helped the thing hanging on his dick and balls. Then he walked down the street towards the corner.

As he walked an old lady passed him, and stared at him.

His face was red with rage, his belly was sore where he had flopped, and his cock was…trying to get erect.

“Son of a bitch!” he whispered.

He reached the corner and went to the car.

Ella was in the car, huddled on the passenger seat, staring at him with a look of fear.

He got into the car and started it up.

“Did you get the key?”

Johnny shook his head. He was close to crying.

“Why not?”

Johnny whispered, “He flushed it down the toilet.”

“He…oh, no!”

Johnny drove slowly home. He was chastened, destroyed, didn’t know what to do.

Yesterday he had been a happy camper, and so what if he had been dumped. Now everything had been reversed. He wasn’t happy, he had been ‘un-dumped,’ and now he was locked up. He couldn’t touch his cock. He had just been easily thrashed, and…and…and it was only going to get worse. Johnny had a surprise waiting for him at home.


PART TWO

Johnny and Ella walked into his house. They were silent, lost in their own worlds, trying to figure things out.

Johnny was trying to figure out how to get the Cellmate off his dingus.

Ella was now sorry she had put it on him. It had seemed like such a clever idea in the beginning, but now…now it was hurting her possibilities of getting back together with Johnny.

Johnny went into the kitchen and mixed a couple of drinks. He was at the point where he needed alcohol. He handed Ella a glass, sipped from his own and said, “I don’t…oh…no-o-o!”

He staggered, nearly dropped his glass, held to the counter.

“Johnny?”

Johnny was white now, shivering, his eyes rolling back into his head.

“Johnny?”

Then he relaxed, stood up.

“What’s going on?”

“His knees buckled and he grabbed the counter again.

For about five minutes this kept going on. Johnny kept trying to talk. but his speech was cut off. His control of his body faltered, and he kept gulping and muttering bits of sentences.

“It’s…I can…oh, fuck!”

Ella helped him into the living room and he sat on the couch, and he finally managed to say something that made sense.

“It’s my…the Cellmate…it’s…it’s vibrating!”

Ella turned white, “Oh, my God! That bastard! He’s hacked into the Cellmate app!”

She grabbed her cellphone, opened it up and showed him. The Cellmate app was open, and glaring red.

On the other end of the line Rod was moving his finger up and down on a slider, and Johnny was feeling the Cellmate go crazy.

She held the slider down and Johnny flopped back and just sagged. “Oh, my God!” he whispered.

“Oh, Johnny. I’m sorry! I didn’t know…he must have installed the app after we left. There were instructions, and…”

Johnny nodded, gulped, and looked around the room. “That was weird. I would be on the edge of cumming, then it would increase and it would hurt, then I’d be almost ready to cum again, and…it was crazy. I couldn’t control my body. It was so intense that I couldn’t handle it.”

Ella was holding her cell phone, and suddenly it buzzed.

She looked at the incoming number. She hissed, “It’s Rod!”

They stared at each other, the phone kept ringing. Then it stopped. Then it started ringing again.

“Better just answer it.”

Ella tapped the screen.

“Hey! Buddy boy and Bitch girl! How ya doing?”

“Rod, you prick! You delete that app right now!”

“You know, I didn’t even know if it was working, but I guess you just told me that, eh?”

Ella cursed.

Johnny took the phone and tapped so both he and Ella could hear. “Hi, Rod.”

“Johnny Mini-dick! How’s it hanging, my miniature friend?”

“Oh, pretty good.” He was determined not to show anger, or any emotion that would encourage Rod.

“That’s one of the reasons I didn’t want that thingus on my dingus. Ella showed me how the vibrations worked, and there was no way I wanted to shake my nuts like that.”

“Is there a purpose for this call?”

“Yeah, yeah. Let’s get to the point. I’ve still got the key.”

Silence.

“Are you there?”

“I’m here.”

“Yeah, I put it in my pocket and flushed the toilet, and you, you sucker, you fell for it.”

“And I’m supposed to believe you now?”

“Think about it. Why would I toss away the one thing that will ensure that you do whatever I want?”

There was truth in that statement, and Johnny groaned silently.

“Give us that key!” Ella snapped.

Johnny put his hand up and tried to calm her. If Rod got upset this was going nowhere.

“I don’t think so. There’s a couple of things I want first.”

“Like what?” asked Johnny.

“Like Ella.”

Big silence.

“What do you mean?”

“You think I’m going to let you take my girl away from me? Nope. No way. You can have her when I’m done with her, and not before.”

“Rod, I don’t want anything to do with you. You hit me. You hurt me. We’re through.”

“Nope. We’re through when I’ve got what I want.”

Johnny asked softly, “And what is it that you want?”

“I’d like to get my dick sucked by you, but don’t worry, I won’t cum. I’ll save that for my little sweety.

Johny and Ella looked at each other in horror.

“What?” squeaked Ella.

“What? Hard of hearing? I’d like my schlong—my big, majestic harder than steel schlong—sucked. Johnny’s got nice soft lips. He can put lipstick on them and get down there and do my dog. And you, my little honey baby, sweety pie, I want one more fuck, for old time’s sake. So you lay down and spread your legs and I’ll do the dirty—and I will cum for you—and we’ll be even steven. I’ll give you the key, you’ll be free, I’ll be happy, and maybe we can even get together for an anniversary fuck or something. Would you like that?”

“You’re crazy,” hissed Johnny.

“If crazy means horny all the time, then…yup.”

“There’s no way I’m going to let you put your dick in me again!” Ella snarled.

“And if you think I’m going to suck your peeny…you really are retarded.

“Well, have it your way. Let me know when you want to get that Cellmate off your dong. And, by the way, better keep your phone handy. At all times. Middle of the night, middle of the day—and what are you going to do when Ella has to go to work and needs her phone and she’s not available to save your lame ass?

“You are a fucking fuck,” Johnny observed in savage tones. You are a cunt licking sack of horse shit. You are…” Johnny went on and on, insulting Rod viciously. When he was done, however, he was sorry he had said anything.

“Well, buddy boy, since you feel so free in speaking your mind, I’m going to want you to suck my dick on the stage at Barney’s Bug House.”

Ella gasped.

Johnny didn’t know what the big deal was, he wasn’t going to suck Rod’s rod anyway.

Ella put her hand over the phone, started to speak, then took her hand off and said, “Rod. We’ll get back to you.”

Whatever Rod’s response was, they didn’t hear it. Ella turned the phone off that fast.

“What’s the matter?” asked Johnny.

Ella got up and walked in a circle. Bit her thumb nail. Stopped in front of him. “You don’t know what Barney’s Bug House is, do you?”

“No. But it doesn’t matter. I’m not going to suck his dick. And if he thinks he’s going to screw my girlfriend…he’s got another think coming.”

Ella melted a little. “You called me your girlfriend.”

“Well, yeah,” Johnny admitted.

“So you do still care for me.”

“Crap,” said Johnny, then, “Yeah. I can’t get you out of my mind. But that’s all the more reason for us to take a stand, to shut that idiot down. We can’t let him do this to us!”

“Okay. You’re right. But about Barney’s Bug House.”

“What about it?”

“It’s a trans bar on the edge of town.”

“A trans bar?”

“People of all sexual persuasions go there.”

“No wonder I’ve never heard of it.”

“Rod is planning to really have his revenge. I could stand having him fuck me if I had to, but Barney’s Bug House…he’s going to have you suck his weenie in front of everybody, on the stage. People will take pictures. You’ll be on Facebutt. It’s…he’s going to ruin you!”

Johnny went silent on that. They were both silent, thinking, trying to figure a way out of this dilemma.

“There’s got to be a way…” Johnny mused miserably.

The phone rang.

Ella answered it by saying, “Give us more time,” and hanging up.

But in answering the phone, in that split second of dealing with a phone instead of their problems, she had an idea.

“Johnny, I can fix it so you can,” she realized what she was saying and gulped. “You can suck his cock and not be recognized.”

That’s when it hit Johnny. He was going to have to suck another man’s penis to get out of this mess.

“I…have …to…” his mind was a swirly mess.

“I’m sorry. I can’t figure anything else out, but I can save you the terrible embarrassment of being posted on Facebutt.”

Johnny stood up and walked into the kitchen. He poured bourbon straight, drank it straight. He walked back in and sat on the couch. His facial expression was inscrutable. “Okay,” he whispered, how do I suck a man’s cock in public and not get seen?”

“Don’t sound so miserable,” she said. “I’m going to have to fuck him. And probably on stage at Barney’s.”

“Okay. Okay. Tell me.”

So she did, and Johnny gasped, and said he could never do that, and she had to feed him more bourbon, and…finally…he sagged, and agreed to her plan.

“He’s agreed,” said Johnny, hanging up the phone.

“Okay, then we have to get started.”

Johnny nodded.

“Okay, first things first, you’re going to have to learn how to suck dick.”

Johnny felt faint.

“I’m a guy,” he said.

“And you’ll be a guy afterwards. Besides, how many men would be willing to suck somebody’s dick to save their girlfriend? In my eyes, I know this sounds weird, you sucking a dick makes you more manly that I could ever imagine.”

“Easy for you to say,” murmured Johnny. “You already know about sucking cock.”

“Stay here.”

Ella ran out the front door to her car. She brought back in her suitcase. She opened it and pulled out a strap on.

“Do you go everywhere with that?”

“Ask me no questions and I’ll tell you no lies.”

She strapped on the big dick and stood in front of him.

Johnny stared at the length of fake meat pointing at him. It almost made him cross-eyed.

“Now, the thing to remember is that it’s just a piece of meat. Here, suck on my finger.”

She extended a middle digit and he dutifully did the deed. It felt so totally weird to be slurping on her finger. And it was like sucking on a dick.

“Now suck on this!” She took her finger back and thrust her hips forward.

Johnny opened his mouth and she put just the head into it.

Johnny closed his mouth. He felt the texture of the plastic. His lips fit the little lip of the head.

“Use your tongue and stroke the under part of the head. You’ll probably be able to use your hands a bit, and wouldn’t it be nice if you could get him off with your hands?”

Johnny looked up at her, and she pushed the dildo further into his mouth.

Johnny gagged.

“Uh oh. You have to learn how to relax, to get past the gag reflex.

Johnny tried again. And again. And again.

Finally, he managed to focus enough so that he didn’t gag.

“Oh, my God! You’re a natural!” she chirped.

He groused, “That’s something a guy doesn’t want to hear.”

“Sorry. Now, feel the balls on the underside?”

Johnny did.

“You have to move your moth back and forth, and squeeze his balls in harmony. That will make him cum and—“ she stopped.

They stared at each other.

“He said he wasn’t going to cum.”

“I’m sorry. I got carried away.”

“That’s okay. Maybe you better tell me what I have to do to make him cum. That way I’ll know what not to do.”

She nodded. “Okay. Now, there’s several things you can do. Squeeze the balls, ways of stroking, the under head of the dick, and the most surefire way—you really want to hear this?”

“I might as well.”

The most sure fire way of making a man cum is to stick your finger up his ass.”

Johnny stared at her.

“Now you know why I’m always playing with your butthole.”

“Oh, my God!”

“It makes you cum really fast and really hard.”

“Did you…did you do that to Rod?”

She turned a little red and nodded. “Rod’s a real butt fiend. He loves his bung hole being played with. He’s got a whole collection of butt plugs and things.

“What do you mean…’things?’ What else is there?”

Ella told him, sometimes speaking in an embarrassed whisper. But as she spoke Rod got an idea. It was a wild one, and he still might have to suck a little cock, or a big cock, if tales of Rod’s dingus were true, but…but…the more he thought the more he liked the idea.

All that week Johnny practiced sucking cock. Every hour or so Ella would saunter through the house, seek him out, and make him get down on his knees.

The weird thing is that it caused his cock to go crazy in the Cellmate.

How could that be? How could sucking a fake piece of meat cause him to try and get a boner?

But it did.

Also, during that week, Ella made Johnny wearing lingerie and make up.

It was wild, it was kinky, but her plan was simple. Go into Barney’s Bug House as a woman. A wig, make up, a dress, and nobody would know who he was.

Well, maybe if they got a direct look, but he also practiced hiding his face, turning it this way and that, keeping it looking down.

By the time Saturday rolled around Johnny was comfortable with taking a dick in his mouth. In fact, he could deep throat.

He was also comfortable in women’s clothes and make up and stuff.

So when Ella started getting him dressed on Saturday afternoon he only turned a little red.

She Naired him, she did his nails. They were red and beautiful and the fingernails were extra long.

“Rod will go crazy when you use these on him.”

Though he hated it, Johnny could talk about Rod and sucking dick.

She put him in panties and bra, garter and nylons. Then she wrapped a small corset around him, and put breast forms in his bra.

His waist being compressed made his butt flare and his chest bulge. his body was definitely looking more feminine.

“You’re going to be a lot sexier than most of the trans guys and the transvestites and all.”

That didn’t make Johnny happy, but…it also did.

Putting on female clothes, especially after spending a week getting used to them, empowered Johnny. He actually a bit of pride on looking female good.

Johnny held his breath, or at least tried to breath in a shallow manner. Ella prepared his face. He was also a little used to this, and he sat in front of a mirror while his cock went wild.

And he wondered: Why is my cock trying so hard to get hard?

When his face was done, his eyes scintillating and his lips moist and red, she fastened a wig to his scalp.

Johnny stared at himself. His face was female. In fact, he had trouble remembering what he looked like as a man.

His eyes were heavy with make up, Ella had worked the planes and shadows of his face and it changed the way he looked.

She pierced his ears, which he didn’t like, but which was one more thing that would stop him from being recognized as male.

Then she gave him a thin dress that would hide his breast forms, yet reveal the nipples on them.

Johnny couldn’t believe it.

Each new item, each bit and piece of femaleness made him harder and harder to recognize.

“Johnny?”

“Yeah?”

Ella looked a little worried. “Are you going to try that thing you told me about?”

“I’ve got it up my sleeve. If I have a chance.”

“Well, be careful. You know how bad Rod can be.”

“Honey, careful is my middle name.”

She bit her lip a bit, then simple said, “Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go.”

Johnny slipped his feet into heels and stood up. He had been practicing walking in heels all week, so he was okay. At least, he didn’t totter too badly, and he didn’t fall down.

Holding Ella’s hand, Johnny headed out for Barney’s Bug House.

Barney’s Bug House was a wild and wacky place.

It was in the country, surrounded by trees with a meandering creek out back. It had a porch with a slightly western look. The parking lot was  gravel, and it was jammed with cars.

Johnny and Ella walked to the front door. They held hands, and it would be logical to accept them as lesbians.

Inside the place was packed. People were dancing, yelling over the music, drinking and smoking and having a gay, old time.

Johnny hadn’t been there before, but Ella led him across to the bar.

Barney was a chubby fellow with big boobs. He wore a mustache, and gloried in a honky tonk piano player’s outfit, red striped shirt and sleeve garters.

“Hey, Ella. Are you ready?”

“I am. Is Rod here?”

“He is, and he gave me the key to hold.” Barney glanced at Johnny appraisingly. “Have you ever sucked a dick before?”

“No,” said Johnny.

“Well, this oughta be interesting. Remember, if you puke you lose, and I’ll give the key back to Rod.”

“But if Johnny doesn’t puke then you’ll give us the key.”

“Absolutely.”

Then Barney gave Ella a hug, held her hand briefly, and said, “I’ll go get the festivities started.”

Ella looked a little surprised, but Johnny just figured she was surprised at how fast this thing was happening.

Barney went through the crowd, and Johnny and Ella followed him. He led them up a short flight of stairs to a stage.

Rod was sitting on a stool, sipping a whiskey, and he grinned when he saw Ella and Johnny.

“Hey!” he was a little drunk. “My favorite cocksucker and his bitch!”

Rod held himself back. He adjusted the thing in his jacket sleeve. He waited.

“You’re an asshole, Rod.”

“Say that when I’m balls deep in you, bitch!” he sneered.

Barney ignored the byplay, except to grin, and he motioned to one of his people to open the drapes. The drapes opened slowly and everybody in the place looked up to where Barney was standing.

Barney stepped into the light and raised his hands. “Ladies! Gentlemen! Everything in between!”

Hoots arose in the audience. The people stood in leather and feathers, dressed as man, woman or trans or whatever they chose. Some even had their sex organs showing through holes in the front of their skirts or pants.

“Tonight we are going to be given a lesson in how to suck a cock, from a gent who has never sucked a cock!”

Cheers.

“May I present that most womanly of men…Johnny!”

Johnny knew he was moving, but he didn’t know how. He was stunned, and startled, and humiliated, and he found himself on the center of the stage.

“And in the other corner, our favorite dick…ROD!”

Loud boos rent the air. Apparently everybody knew what an asshole Rod was.

Barney yelled, “Johnny got himself accidentally locked in a chastity tube, and Barney has the only key. He won’t give it back until he gets some satisfaction!”

The crowed loved it. People were yelling and talking and making the most ribald of comments.

The two men on the stage, one standing large in jeans and flannel shirt and looking like a lumberjack, and the other one beautiful in dress and lingerie and make up, stared at each other.

Johnny’s face was bright red, but it was hard to tell. His wig, his make up, the way he held his face pointed down from the bright lights over the stage, disguised him quite well.

Rod had a big, happy sneer on his face, and he wasted no time.

He unzipped and his man meat unrolled.

It was big. His balls were big. And Johnny thanked the Gods that he had practiced on a big dildo.

Still, it was going to be a stretch.

The crowd cheered, and there were a few lusty remarks about the health of Rod’s dingus.

Johnny was frozen, but he knew he needed more access. He motioned, and Rod let his pants fall.

Johnny gulped. He stepped forward.

Rod said loudly, “Let’s see the top of your head, bitch!”

Johnny knelt, and Rod stepped forward.

For a moment Johnny panicked, then he heard Ella behind him, and he grew calm.

He had practiced this. He was ready for this. He could do this.

Rod’s dick loomed, the head big and red.

Johnny reached forward and grabbed Rod’s balls. They were a handful and he held them in each hand, and he opened his mouth and took hat dick in.

It wasn’t bad.

Heck, it was only a dick. A bit smelly, but…he began to move his mouth forward and back. And he remembered what Rod had said. He wasn’t going to cum.

Except Johnny had decided he was going to.

He moved his body closer and reached up his sleeve. Nobody could see it, their attention was on Johnny’s red lips. Rod’s thick, hairy legs hid his hand.

Johnny held a ‘Pear.’ It was metal, shaped like a pear, and the full name was ‘Pear of Anguish.’

Johnny pushed it up Rod’s ass, and Rod began to cum. And it was fortunate that he was distracted by the sudden explosion of cum coming from his dick, because he couldn’t get around to stop Johnny.

The Pear was all the way in and Johnny pressed the button on the back.

Click, and the Pear opened up. It opened up into four leaves, and now the thing was firmly lodged in Rod’s ass, and with no way to get it out. It required a key, and Johnny had the key.

What went in small was not going to come out big. That’s not the way sex works. In sex what goes in big comes out small, just the opposite of the Pear.
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Rod squeaked a yelp and jumped back. His hands went to his ass.

He was full. His heinie had been bombed! He tried to pull the Pear out, but it wasn’t moving.

“What’d you do!”

Johnny stood up and wiped the goo from his red lips. His dick was in overdrive, but there was no where it could grow. He said, “I put a Pear of Anguish up your ass. And I’ve got the key!”

“Get it out! Get it out!” Rod hopped around, grabbing at his ass. He tripped over his pants and fell down and rolled around. He was crying, but there was nothing he could do.

The crowd thought it was the ultimate ‘gotcha.’ They cheered, and people near the edge of the stage doused the rolling Rod with their beer.

Johnny moved back and stood next to Ella.

Finally, Rod got back to his feet. His hand was still working, trying to get the Pear out. Little flecks of cum were dropping from his dick. The Pear was pushing on his prostate and he was really being emptied out.

“Give me the key,” he begged.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Johnny. “I think there’s a lot of people out there that would like to get their cocks sucked.”

Everybody in the place cheered.

“Please! I’m sorry!” He turned to Barney, “Give them their key!”

“I already did,” said Barney, which made Johnny glance at him. “But the problem here is this: we got a new situation. Your blackmail is done, now Johnny’s blackmail has to be done.”

Rod yelled, and begged, and pleaded, but it was no use.

When Johnny and Ella were going out the door a long line had formed, and Rod was on his knees. Somebody had painted his lips red, and he was bawling like a baby, but he was delivering blow jobs.


Epilogue

Johnny and Ella drove home silently.

Ella was happy, she hadn’t had to fuck Rod.

Johnny was wondering.

They walked into the house and Johnny asked, “When did Barney give you the key?”

“Before we went up on stage.”

“So you had the key before I…before I…”

“Before you sucked cock.”

“But why? Why didn’t you tell me?”

Ella grinned. “Honey, now why would I do that? You practiced so hard, all week long. It would have been a shame not to let you suck dick.”

“But…but…”

“Besides, you know what a sense of humor I have.”

Johnny shook his head. “Okay. You got me. Now let me have the key.”

“What key?”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminization 101!

Whatever you do…DON’T ORGASM!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“What if you only had one orgasm left, and then you die.”

Kyle and Lee’s eyes shuttered slowly. The concept was obviously too much for them. Denise wheezed in laughter, almost bubbled her wine spritzer right up through her nose.

“There goes Lee. You lost him.”

I kept my face straight, as straight as possible, and asked, “Well?”

“Mia, that’s a dumb question.” That was Kyle, my man, and he didn’t like my offering. We were all sitting around, drinking beer and wine, and sort of playing a group truth or dare, sort of.

“Hey, I didn’t challenge you…I’m just thinking out loud.”

Lee looked down and said, “Don’t want to play no more.”

“Huh? Why not?”

Kyle just shook his head. That’s men for you. You threaten their little weenies and they get all paranoid and gloomy on you.

“I’ll tell you why,” Denise’s face was all twisted up in humor.

“Please don’t,” whispered Lee.

“You’re going to ask me not to ask in a game that’s all about asking? You know I have to ask now.”

Lee just kept looking down, and now he was shaking his head slowly. Then he looked at Denise and you could see his eyes begging.

“Out with it, girlfriend,” I commanded.

“Because we played a game that was like that.”

“One cum and Lee died?”

Lee groaned.

“One cum, and he wished he died.

“Well, folks, it’s been fun,” Kyle fake yawned, “But I have to get to bed.”

“Now, wait just a minute,” I snapped. Lee shuts down, Kyle is trying to weasel out, and my girlfriend has just dropped a bomb. I think I’d like to hear her out.”

Lee stood up. “I’ll walk you to your car.”

Stunned, I watched as the boys stood up and actually left the room.

“What the hell just happened?” I whispered to Denise.

She whispered back. “Call you tomorrow.” Mirth was seeping out of her face, she could hardly stop herself from laughing.

Puzzled, in fact confounded by this sudden shut down, I followed the boys out.

I hugged Denise and kissed Lee’s cheek, then Kyle and I were in the car and zooming.

“What the heck was that all about?”

Kyle just stare at the road and turned the wheel. I studied him in the flickering glare of passing streetlights.. He was a handsome dog. His hair was thick and rich and he liked to wear it long. His features were fine, pert nose, and his eyes were pools of chocolate. Mmm. And right now he was focusing on driving a little too much. He was trying to ignore me.

“Okay, bozo. Out with it.”

“Out with what?”

“You know I’ll just find out tomorrow from Denise. So just tell me now.”

“Nothing to tell.”

“Nothing that is something so bad, or good, that you’ve never told me and are afraid to tell me. Hmmm.”

He sighed,

I reached over the center console and placed my hand on his groin. There was an immediate gasp. That’s what I like about Kyle…he’s a horn dog. Easy peasy, a little hand job or blow job and he is putty in my long nailed hands.

“Gonna ‘fess up?”

“Come on,” he tried.

It almost made me frown, the way he was resisting. Man, whatever it was, it was going to be good. I unzipped and let out Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was happy to be let out. He stood up, a nice, thick shaft, a big skull, and already a drop of juice.

“Whoa, this fellow looks like he hasn’t cum in a week!”
“Oh, crap,” wheezed Kyle.

“How long has it been since this guy has squirted?”

“Last night,” Kyle admitted.

“And would he like to cum tonight?”

Kyle gulped and nodded.

I stroked with one hand and reached another hand in for his testicles. He pushed his hips forward and I found them, happy, big balls.

“My, they feel full.”

“Oh, heysoos!”

I stroked and fondled, and contorted myself over the console. I licked the head and squeezed and his foot jerked on the gas.

“Oh…here we go!” I laughed. “Gonna tell me?”

“Please,” he croaked. “Please…”

“If you don’t tell me, I’m gonna play with you all the way home, then go to bed. No joy for you, Mister.” I shook his balls to emphasize my words. He whined and goosed the gas again.

“Talk!”

“It’s…nothing. Nothing. They just had a game. They made love every night for a hundred days.”

“Heck,” I snorted, keeping up my stroking. “We’ve probably done that without even trying.”

I sat back.

“Hey?” his face was a little red and his cock really was dripping. He had cum less than 24 hours ago and he was already ready.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’m gonna fuck your dick off when we get home. I just can’t do yoga in the front seat for that long.” I twisted in the passenger seat and my spine gave a little pop.

“Oh, sorry.”

That’s what I liked about Kyle, he was amenable. He worked with me.

Ten minutes later we pulled into the driveway, ran for the bedroom, and then I had my way with him. I know, it’s supposed to be the man who has his way with the woman, but those days are passed. These days a woman has every right to have horny desires, and especially to sate those desires. Which made me thank God I was married to a horn dog.

Still, later that night, thoroughly sated, my pussy singing a Gregorian chant and half dazed from my man’s attention, I wondered. I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling and wondered: what else was there? Did he give in too easy? What else was he hiding?

The next morning, after Kyle went to work I made a lunch date with Denise, and that noon I met her at Charlie Coyote’s.

Charlie Coyote’s is a sort of swank eatery/night club halfway downtown. Got the best Mex food this side of Mexico City, and an assortment of drinks to please the most jaded of drunks.

“Hey, girlfriend!” I air kissed Denise and we sat down on the wrought iron chairs around a wrought iron table that was in the decidedly not wrought iron patio. A parrot observed us from a cage in a corner, behind us flowers on a trellis ignored us, and Juan appeared to take our orders orders.

“Margaritas with salt.”

Shortly we were munching on big, fat, hot chips. The salsa was just enough to make the side of the nose sweat, and the drinks…mmm.

“So, baby cakes, spill the beans.”

“Why, whatever could you mean?” Denise waved a hand in the air in mock confusion.

“Speak, or I’ll pull your nipples off.”

“Oooh!”

We laughed, and Denise sipped and explained, “We had a contest. We had to make love every night for a 100 days.”

“Oh,” I was a little disappointed. Kyle had told the truth, after all.”

Denise grinned in a most evil fashion and put the cherry the top. “Without cumming.”

“What?” I almost shrieked. Two extra words and my mind was blown. “Without squirting?”

“One hundred days without cumming, and the first of us to cum…” she smiled and nodded in satisfaction.

“What?” I actually had my hand on her forearm and was gripping it tightly.

She put her hand on mine, leaned closer and said, “The one who cums has to wear a chastity belt…”

“Really? A chastity thingie? One of those things that protects your sex.”

“I’m not done.”

I didn’t speak. Truth, I was getting a bit speechless. I had never heard of such a delicious game in my life.

“The loser has to dress up for a month.”

“Dress up?” I was confused.

“In a dress.”

My eyes widened.

“With full make up.”

My jaw dropped.

“Wouldn’t Kyle’s hair look good all styled? His lips red? Maybe wearing breast forms?”

I actually squealed at the thought. This was so-o-o HOT!

“And, let me tell you, girl fried, without being lesbian about it all, there is absolutely no thrill like the thrill of seeing your man, all horny and caged, wearing make up, juicy, plumped up lips, munching on your rug.”

“Or my rugless,” my eyes were shiny with imagination.

“Rugless?”

“I shave.”

She nodded, showing her teeth.

And Juan showed up with our second helping of Maragaritas.

“Honey?” I had given him a drink, his favorite, bourbon and Coke. which he had sipped gratefully. I had served him dinner, steak and potatoes. His fave. And dropped the bomb. “We’ve got to talk.”

He groaned. That is the phrase they say on TV when they’re about to bore you to death with stupidity.

“I should have known. You’re buttering me up.”

“With love, sweet cakes. Pure, unadulterated love.”

He put his drink down. Now that he knew the sky was falling he was almost afraid to touch it. Almost.

He asked, “And what is this pure, unadulterated love going to cost me?”

“Well,” I started ticking off fingers. “I could ask for a new outfit, a few hundred bucks…”

He groaned.

“Or, I could ask for a diamond ring, a few thousand bucks…”

He put his head down and made sobbing sounds.

“Or, I’ve got it…a new car!”

He sat up and pretended he was pulling his hair out.

I redirected him to his bourbon, to which he went hungrily, and he said, “I hate to break it to you, babe, but I don’t feel like borrowing money, winding up in debt, racing for the poor house. Now if you could get real.”

I pouted. “You don’t really love me.”

He just gave me a tilted head look, a ‘seriously?’ look.

“Or, maybe we could just make love 100 days straight.”

He froze. Not just a deer in the headlights, but a rabbit, a teensy weensy bunny wabbit, all frightened and scared. “You talked to Denise.”

I pushed the plates aside, fell to my knees and undid his zipper. “We talked,” and then I was helping myself to my favorite vegetable.

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, unable to help himself. He was hard as a rock. And instantly desperate.

I gobbled for a while, getting him primed. I looked up. “One hundred days, the first one to cum loses.”

“No,” but his eyes were bulging and his face was purple. He was trying to squirt, but I was holding back, squeezing the shaft, even pulling my mouth off when he got too close.

I went to work again. Within seconds he was lurching and trying to squirt. Excellent. Hard men are compliant men. I moved my head back. I slithered my tongue up the underside of his cock. He shivered in ecstasy.

“One hundred days, and if you win…I’ll do whatever you want.”

“No…no…no!”

I kissed his balls, took them in my mouth. He loved that. I rolled them around like ben wah balls.

“Oh!” he blurted, his eyes wide.

I backed off quickly.

“Anything you want. Blow jobs for a month. Anything. I’ll dress sexy. Anything.” I slurped his dong, his veins were pounding, his cock was pulsing. God, he was close. “I’ll do anything you fucking want!”

“No!”

I let go and stood up. I went to the sink and poured him another drink. I placed it before him.

“You can give up now, or it’s round two of the negotiations.”

“You can do anything you want, but I’m not giving in.” But he picked up the drink and drank it greedily. I smiled, waited till the drink was done, then went to my knees.

“Honey, imagine this every night. Imagine me dressing like a tart, all whorish, red lipstick, down on my knees. You can tie me up if you want. You can do nasty things to me. You can—“

He managed to blurt, “But I already do that.”

“Correction. You used to do that. If you don’t negotiate in full faith then I’m going to wear winter clothes to bed, use sandpaper when I give you your monthly hand job, and that’s all you’re going to get.”

“Come on,” he was begging. “You can’t be serious! You would give up sex?”

I took my mouth off his pecker and said brightly, “Have you met my friend? Virginia Vibrator?”

Oh, the look on his face. I giggled and added, “While you’re asleep I will be inches from you, my big plastic peter jammed into my pussy, wearing out batteries by the dozen. Oh, the cums I’ll have…and they’ll all be big, juicy cums, because I know how desperate you will be, and that’s going to make me hot, hot….HOT!”

“Honey, I really don’t want to…” blah, blah, blah.

I stood up and made him another drink. Round three of the negotiations.

It took me seven rounds, over an hour of cock sucking fun, before he caved. But when he caved, it was juicier than seven loads of cum. He was drunk, and I put his hat on the table and got out a couple of sheets of paper.

“Okay, baby, here’s how it’s going to go. Write after me: ‘We, Kyle  and Mia Manchester, do agree to a 100 day contest.”

Kyle wrote, a bit scribbly because of his inebriated state, but legible.

“The first one to cum will wear sexy clothes, full make up, and do whatever the other wants for 30 days. This includes anal sex.”

Anal sex. Isn’t that funny? I mean, Kyle had been bugging me to try it, and I had put him off, but it turned out he was really serious. Well, we shall see. I mean, sauce for the goose and all that.

Anyway, I had him sign it, I signed it, then I tossed it in the hat. Then, while he was sipping on his eighth drink and wondering what time it was, I took the hat in the other room, took the slip of paper out of the hat, and hid the paper by taping it to the bottom of my underwear drawer. Even if he remembered what he had signed, which was doubtful, he wouldn’t be able to find the paper…and rip it up.

Not that he would. Kyle is an honest to God straight shooter. Once his word was given…it was gold.

But, still, safe than sorry. Especially with a bet as glorious as this one.

Then I went back out to finish the poor sap off. Which was fun because he was so drunk I wondered whether he would even remember in the morning.

Still, I had a good time, and I had an agreement. One hundred days, one cum. Or, as I liked to call it Sex Games 101.             

Okay, the bad news. I had been so busy getting Kyle to agree, and then to cum, that I had ignored my own orgasmic needs. He came, and I didn’t, and that put me behind in the contest right from the get go.

No prob. I just had a quick get together with Virgina Vibrator and all was good. Snore.

The next day I went to work on my boy.

“Good morning, lover.”

“Uhhh!” he groaned.

Poor boy.

“Let’s get you up and ready for work.”

I rolled him out of bed, I grabbed his dong, and I pulled him into the bathroom. He yawned mightily, then I got him in the shower. I began soaping his dick, and rubbing my rather over-sized breasts again him.

I went down on my knees—my jaw was getting a lot of work these days—and did what I do best.

Shortly Kyle was moaning and bracing his hands against the shower stall walls. Only a few hours after a cum, I doubted that he would be able to squirt for anther few hours. Heh heh!

Finally, I got to my feet, kissed him some more, fondled him, and then, giggling and fully awake and brightened up for the day, we got out.

I dried him off, making sure his manhood was extra dry, and he began getting dressed.

So did I.

Thong. Half bra. Nylons.

He looked at me, “Are you going somewhere?”

“Nope.”

“Why are you—“ and he remembered. “Oh, no.”

“Yup.”

“I agreed to…to…”

“You agreed to 100 days, first one to cum loses.”

“So that’s why you’re so amorous this morning.”

“Me?” I arched my eyes in question. “Little, old me?”

“Oh, crap,” he muttered. The joy was gone out of him as he buttoned up and tied his tie.

I went to my make up table and began the process of looking sultry and ready for sex. “And I’ve got it in writing.”

“You’ve…I signed something?”

“Yup.”

“Where is it?”

“I’ve got it.”

“You’ve got to give it to me.”

“Sure, as soon as one of us loses.”

“I can’t have something like that floating around.”

I turned to him, rolling my lipstick on, slowly, tantalizingly, and said, “What? You think I’m going to put that agreement on Facebutt?”

His mouth opened and closed briefly. “Well, no.”

“Then, lover mine, relax.”

He put his shoes on and tied them.

I stood up, wearing my underwear and a slinky, see through robe. I sauntered over to him. He was like a little boy, frozen in place, waiting for the big, bad bully to punch him.

“Kyle? Baby? My tits are hot for you.”

God, it was a bad line, but when your man is gulpy and sweating…it’s a good line. “And my pussy is dripping. Will you hurry home? I need you to love me, to fuck me, to use me.”

I pulled the front of my see through robe to the sides, exposing my large breasts, and I said, “These tits are for you.”

His eyes were wide, and he exuded that weird fear a man can have for an overbearing woman, and he put his hand up, palm out as if to push me away, and started for the door.

I grabbed his arm, held on, and said, “It’s my pussy, Kyle. It’s my pussy that’s so wet and dripping for you.”

With a half a sob he made it out the bedroom door. Then I heard the front door close, and I laughed. The poor boy hadn’t even stopped to eat.

At Charlie Coyote’s… “You got him into the game.”

I nodded.

Denise grinned, “Way to go, girlfriend. You’re going to have some fun!”

I nodded, but I was also apprehensive. “The problem is that I’m already horny. I mean, when he left he was big and drippy, but so was I. The game has hardly started, and I’m feeling the horn.”

She nodded. “Yeah, it’s rough, but there isn’t a man alive who won’t cum first, given the chance. It’s just the way they’re built.”

“Maybe, but one of the reasons I fell in love with Kyle was because he could keep up with me. My sex drive is just as frantic as his.”

Denise just shook her head. “Poor girl.”

Then we were laughing and imbibing, and talking about techniques to keep yourself ho hum when a man is plumbing your plumbing.

That night…I made Kyle a salad.

Why a salad? Because if he had a steak he would be fat and bloated, I wanted him lean and mean…and desperate.

And when he complained I poured him a drink. I wanted him drunk and horny and, dammit, that’s the way he was going to be.

So all night I hung on him, brushed up against him, and groped him. I wore sexy clothes, showing off my tits, and then, midway through the evening, I changed for negligee and sexy underwear.

Man, his eyes were bulging. And his bulge I was eyeing. No way I was going to lose this contest.

“All right, honey, you ready for day one?”

We were getting ready for bed, and it was funny, we were acting like virgins, all nervous and not knowing what to do. imagine that, ten years of fucking and we were discovering it all over again.

“So how long do we have to do this?” he asked.

“Oh, is it that painful? Am I that ugly?”

“No…no…it’s just…the contest.”

“Oh, that! Are you still thinking about that?” Chortle, snicker, as if I wasn’t.

“No, uh…can we do this?”

I climbed on to the bed and hovered over him. Usually it’s him in a holding pattern over me, working my breasts, fingering my clit, waiting for a chance to sink into my pleasure palace.

Now, he actually looked a little frightened.

“Lighten up, boyo!” I sucked his nipples. Foolish boy, in forgetting everything he ever knew about sex he was enabling me to take the initiative. So I did.

I worked his cock over with my lips. I kissed him until he was dizzy, and, finally, I placed my pussy atop his stick.

Oh, the look in his eyes as I wiggled my butt and descended.

“Oh…Oh!” he gasped. I had the thought that this was going to be easy, but then, after a few strokes, he simply pushed me off.

“What?”

“I was close.”

Fuck! Of course he was, and suddenly I knew it wasn’t going to be that easy. After all, all he had to do was disengage.

And the difficult thing for me was to make sure he couldn’t push me off in time. I was going to have to get him so sexed up he was stupid. And all while denying myself.

Oh, crap. This game could be mean!

‘Don’t move. Make him do the work. Just like still, like a corpse, he’ll start to get desperate to make you respond.’

It was the next day and I was staring at the text Denise had just sent me.

Denise was a font of information, and, the weird thing, though it was all about sex, it was about…’un-sex.’ How not to climax.

I knew Kyle would be thinking about baseball. But I didn’t know anything about baseball. I knew about make up, and fashion, and things to make myself beautiful so men would love me.

So how do you lie still when some hunky guy is balls deep in your pussy? What do you think of to stave off those delightful, sexy feelings?

Man. What a problem. I was spending all my time looking beautiful, which made me horny, and playing with Kyle, which made me horny, and I wasn’t supposed to be this horny. What the hell was I going to do?

I learned how to knit, and I realized a truth of life. Old ladies knit to take their minds off of what they can’t have. What a wonderful analogy for what I was going through. I had to take my mind off of what I couldn’t have.

I learned the fifteen types of stitches, all the different types of embroidery, and it was working!

Unfortunately, Kyle must have been playing double headers in his head. He lay on me, poked me, plumbed me, fucked me…and pulled back just in time.

Day 31, one whole month, and I hadn’t made him squirt yet. Never was a girl so gloomy. Didn’t my man love me? I mean, I was horny as all hell, and that meant he was even more horny. How the heck could he still be resisting?

“I don’t know what to do!” I was almost crying as Denise and sucked Margaritas at Charlie Coyote’s. I was so sad I didn’t even taste the deliciosity of that wonderful Mexican libation.

Denise sighed. “Man, how can he hold it? I got Lee in the first month. You’re already in the second.

“I don’t know,” I stared down into the depths of my goblet. “If I didn’t know better I would think he was…” BOING! My head bopped up and I stared at my friend.

“No,” she said.

It was shocking, surprising, but…there was no other explanation. My darling Kyle was cheating. He was going to work, probably the first thing he did was head for the head and choke the chicken. Drain the lizard. Strangle the snake. Beat his glorious meat until it squirted his night’s frustrations out.

“You think he could be?”

“I don’t know what else to think?”

“But…but how do you find out?”

“I…I’m going to have to catch him.”

“But…how?”

And that was the catch. I was going to have to break into his office, break into his bathroom, and break into his stall, and…and there might be a way.

“Where are you going?” Kyle asked.

“I need to help Denise. She’s doing some decorating and we wanted to get an early start.”

“Oh, okay.”

I smiled, kissed him good by, and headed out the front door. Denise had just pulled up.

I got into the front seat and we started the day by giggling.

“You’re really going to do this?”

“I’ve got to. You think I want to lose this contest?”

We drove downtown and Denise let me off in front of Kyle’s office building. I walked in, they didn’t have any security, and headed right up to the second floor.

At the end of the second floor was the bathroom. A small, three stall affair, all clean and ready for a girl to do some spying.

I put a note on the middle stall door, ‘Out of order!’ Then I entered the stall, locked it, and waited. If I was right I wouldn’t have to wait long.

Fifteen minutes passed, then I heard people entering the building. I listened as they talked, and I held my breath when a few men came into the bathroom.

I tell ya, it is freaky to be sitting on a porcelain throne while right across the way men stand and pee. And, it is educational.

Did you know that all men go to the last urinal on the end first? The second man goes to the first one. The third one goes to the middle. Then they start filling up the spaces between. Apparently men don’t like to stand next to one another and be able to see each other’s weenies. What a bunch of weirdos.

Anyway, I waited, and the pee boys stopped coming in. I looked at my phone. It was 9:15. If he didn’t show up soon then he wasn’t coming, and that meant I was wrong, which would be a relief, and a defeat all in itself. It would mean that Kyle was holding himself back through discipline. And, a slight shudder here, that would undermine my idea of my own sexiness.

I sighed. It was almost 9:30, and it looked like Kyle wasn’t coming. I was almost ready to stand up and sneak out the back entrance when I heard the door opened.

My heart stopped. I carefully put my feet back up on the seat and held my breath.

I caught a glimpse of him through the space at the edge of the door. He entered the stall and I heard him unzipping and unrolling his penis. Then I heard the sound of fapping. Fap…fap…fap. I almost burst out laughing. I had caught him, and with his pants truly down.

Careful not to make a sound I stood up on the toilet seat. I poked my phone over the edge and clicked.

He kept fapping. And breathing harder. He was close. Oh, man, I had to do this. I had to catch him perfectly.

I waited, and he was close, close, and then I heard that grunt that begins the unloading process. I stood up, peeked over the edge, aimed the phone, and cleared my throat.

His eyes opened, his head jerked up.

A very silent ‘click.’

“What…! What…!”

Then he realized it was me.

I sat down and tapped my phone. As I messaged I managed to look at the picture. It was perfect. His face was in transition from pleasure to shock, his dick was in his hand, semen was actually caught in mid spurt.

I heard his door open, then the door to my stall was nearly ripped off the hinges.

I squatted on the throne, grinning fit to kill.

He grabbed the phone in my hand.

“What did you…what…”

He tapped it, erased the pictures.

“Honey?”

He looked at me.

“I already sent it.”

He turned ashen. “To who?”

“I’ll never tell,” I stepped down from the toilet.

“You can’t…I can’t have a picture like that…”

“Oh, I guess you can.” I pushed past him.

“Mia…Mia…” he was desperate.

I turned to him, glared at him. And it is hard to glare while you’re laughing. “And you cheated.”

His head went down, his shoulder slumped, and the breath went right after him.

I went out the door, down the back stairs, out the back door, and Denise pulled up. She was laughing. Her receiving the pictures was the signal to pick me up.

Laughing merrily, we headed out for breakfast.

I had won Sex Games 101.

It was time to collect.

Kyle came home that night, and he looked like a beaten dog.

I smiled, served him a steak, and a drink, and sat down and watched him.

“What?” he said, eyeing me, afraid to even fork into his steak or sip from his drink.

“You cheated.”

Oh, the look on his face. “I’m sorry, but you…I didn’t want to play the stupid game, and you tricked me into signing that…that thing.”

“This thing?” I reached into my blouse and pulled out a square of paper. I unfolded it. I pushed it in front of him.

He stared at it. He recognized his signature and soughed in defeat.

“So you cheated.”

“Yes, but…” he stopped talking.

“So I guess you knew you were going to lose.”

He looked down at his plate.

“And you cheating like that…it made me feel like I wasn’t sexy, that you didn’t love me.” I was pouring it on, but he deserved it.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Kyle.”

He looked up.

“Rip it up.” I had absolutely no expression on my face.

“Rip it up?”

“Yes. If you felt it was unfair, that I treated you unfairly, then we call it off. Everything balances out. No harm no foul.

Now, you may wonder why I was giving him an out. Actually, I wasn’t. I was appealing to his sense of honor and fair play.

If Kyle was less than honorable he would tear up that piece of paper. But I had faith in my husband. Yes, he had cheated and jacked off, but, cards on the table, I had a feeling he would do what was honorable. I really thought I knew what he would do.

He stared at me, and his face went through a mix of emotions. Relief. A sinking heart at his own betrayal. Joy. Misery.

“And if I rip it up?”

“I told you. Life goes on, just exactly as it was before.”

But I knew, and I knew he knew, that it wouldn’t. He would always have this little niggle. He had cheated. He had betrayed. He had slunk into the boys room and played with himself like…like a little boy.

He reached for the paper, slowly. He fingered it, he paused, and he…shoved it back at me.

Misery, but an honest misery. And he straightened up.

I said, “You know what I’m going to do to you.”

He nodded. “I’m going to do what it says on that piece of paper. When I get done with you you will be turned inside out and upside down. You will be hornier than a sex manic in a whore house. And you won’t get to cum. Are you ready for that?”

He nodded. And, of course he was. Like I said, my hubbie is an honorable man. And he lives up to his bets.

I nodded. “Okay then. Enjoy that steak. Enjoy that drink. Tomorrow is the first day. I want you to take a month of vacation, and come home ready.”

“A whole month?”

“Heck, you never take a vacation, they owe you ten weeks. They won’t mind.”

He gulped. “What are you going to do to me?”

I smiled. “Eat your steak, honey. You’re going to need it.”

So he did.


PART TWO

Kyle went in, requested vacation, and was home by noon. He was actually surprised by how easy and quick it was.

“They always say how much they need me…what if they don’t?” he muttered to me.

“They need you. Now why don’t you read a book or something. I’ll be back in a couple of hours.”

“Where are you going?” he asked, suspicious.

“Shopping. Time to spend your vacation bonus. Weee!”

He put a grouchy look on his face, then went in to find some football or something on the tube.

As for me, I went shopping. Seriously shopping. And I had help.

Four hours later I was back, and Denise was with me. I breezed into the house with no bags. Kyle looked up and said, “I thought you were going shoppi—Hi Denise.”

Denise walked straight up to him, a big grin on her face. “I hear you lost a bet.”

A look of fear crossed Kyle’s face and Denise laughed outright.

He said, “You…I didn’t want anybody to know…”

“Oh, Hell, Kyle. I knew, as soon as I brought up the bet that you were going to have one, and that you would lose.”

“There wasn’t anything in our agreement about not telling anybody. Besides, you have to do what I tell you, and I’m telling you that Denise is going to help me fix you up.”

“She…uh…oh.”

“Now go out to the car and bring in the goodies while I fix you a wine cooler. “

“A wine cooler? Me?”

“Not only will you dress like a woman, you’re going to learn to drink like a woman.”

“Ooh,” squealed Denise. “We’ve got a girlfriend.”

Looking like a dog that had been beaten with a dead cat, Kyle stumbled out the door. Shortly he was back, with armloads of bags and boxes.

“How much did you get?” he asked on the fourth trip out to the car.

“Oops. Did I spend your whole vacation bonus? Sorry.” I laughed and shoved a glass of bourbon and Coke into his hand. “Drink quick, or I might actually give you a wine cooler.”

He drank, and was glad, and relieved. He wanted a little something to numb the pain. Then he went back for the final couple of trips to bag city.

We sat in the living room amidst a mountain of boxes and studied Kyle.

“Who would have thought this stuff turned him on.”

Kyle stood, head down, and sported a monster erection. He had finished with the Nair and was hairless, and his face was redder than a neon stop sign. I had had to bully him to be undressed in front of Denise, but here he was. Without a stitch. Heh heh.

“What are you going to do? You aren’t going to let him cum are you?”

“We could send him to the bathroom and tell him to whack one for the Gipper.”

“Heh heh,” Denise snickered.

“Can’t we…get on with it?” begged Kyle.

“Of course we can. Just lose the boner and we’ll get going.”

He said nothing.

I sighed. Tell the truth, I liked the way his cock surged and pulsed. And the fact that Denise was witness to his ‘little’ problem made it all the juicier.

“I was going to put him in a corset, but that would be too much right now.”

“I’ll say. Can you imagine bending that poor sucker? Oh, the pain.”

I glanced at her. Her eyes were shiny. If I didn’t know better, I would say that my girlfriend was getting aroused.

“Okay, so I’ll order a chastity tube. But for right now, let’s make him a maid. A little chiffon to hide the monster, and he can work that boner off with a little house cleaning.

Denise nodded and we set about our task.

“Sit here, Kyle.”

Kyle sat in a kitchen chair between a couple of end tables. We had decided, because there were two of us and we needed the room, to set up an impromptu beauty station in the living room.

“What are you going to do.” He sat down, and his cock poked up and out so deliciously.

“I’m going to do your face, Denise will work on your nails.”

Kyle squirmed for a bit, until I told him to hold still, and we began the heavy lifting of transforming a manly man into something delicate and feminine.

I cleansed his face, primed it, and worked my way through the layers of powder and cream. His dick reminded me of a dog’s tail. It just bobbed and throbbed. Of course, dog’s tails don’t drip.

Denise fitted him with long nails, glued them on, and began painting them a bright red.

“Boy, that dick just doesn’t quit, does it?”

“No, thank God. I have to tell you, that little hot dog has given me many hours of pleasure.”

“I’ll bet. You know, he’s bigger than Lee. Don’t tell Lee, but…” she shrugged.

“Really? Well, I’m not a size queen, or at least I didn’t think I was until Kyle porked me a few times. Now, I don’t know what I’d do if he didn’t have that big hog between his legs.

“Divorce.”

“In a minute,” I quipped.

“Hey!” complained Kyle.

“Shut up, girlfriend,” Denise said cheerfully.

She finished his hands, then squatted down and did his toes. Which was hell because that dick was bobbing and throbbing just inches from her face.

“Fuck,” she finally muttered. “I’m going cross-eyed from that thing. Can I touch it?”

I thought about it briefly. Surely a touch couldn’t hurt. In fact, it would probably help. I didn’t want my girlfriend trying to touch it later, when I wasn’t around. “Sure. Stroke it a few times. But don’t let him squirt.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t.” The look on her face, the greed and lasciviousness, it was so intense it was almost humorous.

She reached out and touched the head of his penis with one finger.

“Uh!” Kyle groaned.

“Easy, boy. If you cum I’ll take a hair brush to your backside.”

“Hey! Did you see that?”

“What?”

“His dick bobbed, like really big, when you said that.”

“Really?”

I looked at Kyle. “Kyle, I’m going to get a hairbrush and spank your ass!”

His dick jumped, like big time.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Your dear, little hubby has been hiding a little kink.”

“Kyle? Have you been hiding kink from me?”

“No!”

“Well…”

Denise blurted, “Did you know getting spanked would turn you on?”

Silence.

Denise laughing: “He didn’t! It’s a surprise to him!”

We chuckled, and I considered.

“Man, you’re going to have fun with him. You’re lucky. Spanking doesn’t turn Lee on at all.”

“So you wouldn’t it if I spanked you?”

“Hey, I don’t want a spanking.” But his voice was weak, a bare squeak, and Denise and I both knew. He was ripe for a spanking.

“Can I watch?” whispered Denise.

“Hell, you can help.” Then I had a thought. “But you better make sure it’s okay with Lee.”

“Hey, he gave me carte blanche to do what I wanted. You forget, he lost a bet once, and he knows what is happening. He knows the fun you’re going to have, and he doesn’t want to deprive me. Hey!”

She had been stroking his cock, and suddenly he grunted and tried to cum.

Denise slapped his penis. “None of that!”

Kyle’s mouth opened in shock and his body jerked.

She slapped it a couple of more times. His boner quickly shrunk.

I couldn’t help it. The cross-eyed look on Kyle’s face. The intensity of Denise’s admonition. I started laughing. Which started Denise laughing. And there we were, two girls belly busting while one man squirmed and wiggled and his penis let loose but a single drop of cum.

We worked for another hour, and when we were done Kyle was gorgeous. In the face and hands.

I had managed to shadow out some of the manliness, and his eyes were girly and sparkly. Denise had shaped his hands into long, slender things that didn’t look like they had ever picked up a power tool in their lives.

Kyle stood up, and his boner stood out, and we girls grinned, and Kyle was even redder in the face than when we had started.

“Okay, okay. Where’s that maid outfit?”

Denise found it in a box and held it up. It was black, with a short skirt. A chiffon layer would hold the skirt part up. “What about his tits?”

“Oh, of course.” I found a bra and the breast forms I had bought.

“Come here, Kylie.”

Denise snickered. “Kylie. He’s got the right name.”

“She sure does.” I put the bra on him, twisted it around, turned it up, and placed the breast forms in it.

“Wow! Perfect fit!”

And it was. Kyle was slender, and the fake boobs suddenly gave him the most feminine curves.

“I’d like to see him in a tight sweater.”

“Maybe tonight. Right now we need to get this playground tidied up.”

We slipped the maid uniform onto Kylie, and she stood there, red and embarrassed.

“You know,” observed Denise, “His face is the perfect color for. a red wig.”

“Yes,” I agreed. “She is definitely a ginger right now.”

We slipped a wig over his head and stood back.

My hubbie was definitely a very girlie person. In fact, I had never imagined how good a girl he would make.

“Okay, nylons and heels.”

“Heels?” squeaked Kylie.

“Heels, girlfriend,” I patted her face. “With a pair of legs like yours,” I smiled happily.

“You know, we could put a three quarter corset on him. Let his dick stick out the bottom.”

“Hmm. Yes. He’d have to pooch over a bit, but…yes. That would work.”

We took off his dress, tugged a corset up his frame, and, sure enough, his dick pointed down and his butt went back.

Grinning, we helped him…her…into nylons, then high heels.

“Oh, my God,” I whispered.

Denise took out her cell and snapped a picture.

“Hey!” Kylie objected.

“Shut up.” And since he had to do what I said, he did.

“Okay, Kylie. I need this room cleaned up.” I clapped my hands twice. “Chop, chop!”

His face twitching, his butt pooched back, Kylie staggered around the living room and picked up bags and boxes. Denise and I sat down and watched him as he made several trips to the garbage can.

“Wow,” Denise whispered. “We really did it.”

“That we did. Come on, let’s have a spritzer or four.”

We adjourned to the dining room and had ourselves a couple of drinks. When Kylie was done with the bags and boxes I told him, “Get out the duster and dust all the surfaces.”

Glumly, he did so.

Not glumly, quite cheerfully, actually, we watched.

“Pretty good,” observed Denise. “She’s tall enough to get the top of the bookshelf.”

“Bet she loves those heels.” We giggled and Kylie looked at us reproachfully.

When she was done I told her to get out the lemon pledge. Oh, it was good. We watched as she stumbled here and there, tried to figure out how to get low enough to polish the coffee table.

“You know, I really like seeing her ass when she bends over.”

“You and me both,” I whispered. We giggled. Then I said, “Kylie. Come here.”

She did. She stood in front of us, all gloomy and looking like she forgot the sunblock 2000.

“First, smile.”

Kylie tried, I’ll give him that, but it was like trying to stretch jello, which makes no sense and didn’t work.

I picked up a penny and dropped it on the floor. “Better pick that up.”

Kyle tried, but the high heels, he finally figured out how to squat and bend the knees a little, but then he couldn’t figure out how to pick up a penny with his new nails. Finally, he did, and he handed it to me.

I dropped it again. “Turn around. Face away from us.”

Puzzled, he turned away.

“Now, bend only at the waist.”

He bent, and it was glorious. His dress went up, his poochy butt poked back, and we could see his round, hairless fanny. His balls were tight, but his dick poked downward.

I reached forward and rolled the lip of the corset up a couple of inches, totally exposing his ass.

“I can’t reach it like this,” Kylie protested.

“That’s okay,” I said, and I nodded to Denise.

She swung her hand and SMACK! right on his round cheek.

Kylie jumped, and tried to straighten up, but because he was off balance, and because he was wearing heels, he fell forward. A tangle of dress and an awkward ‘oomph!’ and he was on his belly. He turned over and glared at us.

“Don’t complain,” I spoke wryly. “Just look at your dick.”

He did, and his dick was big and throbbing, bouncing like he was going to cum. “Fuck,” he whispered. He might not have known that spankings turned him on before, but he certainly did now.

“Now stand up and present yourself.”

Slowly, aware that things were far out of his control, and, let’s face it, turned on, Kylie stood up. I put him in position facing away from us and told him to bend over and hold his ankles.

Well, he could hardly hold his ankles, the corset was working pretty good, but his ass was presented perfectly for what we wanted to do to it.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

First Denise, then me. We spanked him, each taking a cheek, until our hands were red, and that meant his cheeks were red. Redder than his face, even.

And his dick, oh, My God, it bounced up and down like it was squirting, but all that came out were copious drools of pre-cum.

Finally, our hands sore, we told Kylie to do the vacuuming. She got out the Hoover and moved around the living room. Her awkwardness in high heels accentuated by the fact that she kept rubbing her poor, red fanny.

And so the afternoon went. Denise and I having the time of our lives, and, truth, Kylie having the time of his life. And here’s the thing. She was gloomy and grumpy appearing, but…there was a feel to her. A subtle twist of the lips that could have been the beginnings of a smile, if she hadn’t suppressed it so hard.

So, my man, who was a manly man, liked playing dress up, and he liked being made to do things, and he even liked spankings. Oh, lord, I gave thanks for the bet. I never would have known.

And, I wouldn’t have known how much I liked it.

Hey, men get hard ons. Women get wet. And I was wetter than a seal in a swimming pool. His cock might have been dripping, but so was my pussy. And every time I told him to do something I felt an exultation within, a joy and a pride, and a hunger for more.

Pushing manly men around is a real treat.

And spanking them…when I was spanking him at one point I actually swooned, and the warmth in my groin area almost exploded into a Fourth of July night. That’s right, I almost had an orgasm from treating my man this way.

“What’s for dinner?” Denise asked.

“I don’t know. I’ll ask.” I turned to where Kylie was putting away the vacuum. “Hey, Kylie. What’s for dinner?”

He turned and looked confused. “I don’t know how to cook anything.”

I turned to Denise. “Would you like bacon and eggs? He makes a mean omelette. We can start teaching him to cook tomorrow. Would you like that?”

“Onions and peppers? A little hot sauce?”

“Sure.” I turned back to Kylie. “You heard us, slave girl. Two omelettes with the works. And make us a couple of more drinks.”

Kylie nodded and walked past us.

“And, Kylie?”

He turned.

“Make yourself a drink. You need to lighten up and have a little fun.”

“Okay.”

Then he was gone, and Denise and I were back to giggling and talking about all the delicious things we were going to do to her over the next month. And Denise said, “Can I just stay here for a month?”

“What about Lee?”

“Fuck, Lee.”

“But I don’t want you fucking Kylie.”

“I’ll go back home every couple of days and get my jollies. I can leave Lee in chastity. He’ll love it.”

“Really?”

“Hey, being in a world of want makes the juices flow. He’ll be hungrier and hungrier, and when I finally let him out…” she grinned.

“What?” I blurted.

“When I let him out he’ll please me in the way to which I have become accustomed.”

I studied her put on haughtiness, and I marveled. This was a fun game, but I had a lot to learn. Denise could probably teach me a lot of ins and out in a month.

“Okay.”

She picked up her cell and tapped Lee’s number.

“Hi, babe. I’m going to be at Mia’s house for a month. Yes. Go put on your chastity tube and…yes, you may rub one out, if you do it quick. Then I want you locked up tight…yes. We’re really working him over. No. You may not come over. This is girl work…Okay. See you in a couple of days. And be ready. I’m going to want nothing but oral, and lots of it.”

“Wow,” I said. “You’ve really got him trained.”

“I tell ya, girlfriend, there ain’t nothing like a well trained man. You’ll find out.”

Then, as we sat and chatted and imbibed, I kept marveling. I caught glimpses of Kylie working in the kitchen, and I loved it. Here I was, living the life, with a maid, and my husband…I actually think he was getting happier.

At least his boner was up and wouldn’t quit. That’s got to count for something. Right?

After a sumptuous dinner, a dinner in which my slave husband stood quietly by and waited on Denise and I, I told Kylie to clean up, then go change into something comfortable.

“But…what?” He was nonplussed.

“I don’t know, but it’s something you have to figure out for yourself. After all, you don’t want Mommy dressing you every day. You have to grow up sometime, right?”

He was blinking and very unsure of himself, and I loved it. I was getting warmer and warmer down there. And wetter. In fact, if I got any hotter I was going to have steam poofing out of my panties. I knew I was going to have to get some sex, and therein was the problem.

“Denise,” I asked, once Kylie was doing the dishes and we were ensconced on the living room couch.

“Yes?”

“I’m going to need some sex.”

“You and me both, girlfriend. I ask ya, have you ever had such a hot time in your life?”

I shook my head, and she ruminated, “Even Lee wasn’t this hot. Of course, he didn’t have such a big dick. But—“

“Well, I can fuck Kylie, but…”

She soughed, “Not to worry. I have no intention of fucking Kylie.”

I waited, not sure what to say.

“I could, if you let me, but…Lee wouldn’t mind. I mean, we haven’t gone that far, but he certainly doesn’t mind if somebody eats me out.”

“He doesn’t?”

“Oh, god. No.In fact, we have a deal. I don’t get penetration unless I call him and let him know first.”

“Really? You have to call your husband and…” I faded out. This was something to think about.

“It’s interesting. When we first discussed this he said, ‘let him know,’ not ‘ask for permission.’ His words, and I know he doesn’t mess up what he means.

“So you’ve actually, already, got permission. Sort of.”

She nodded. She pursed her lips in thought. “I’ve never wanted to, but I certainly wouldn’t mind getting eaten to a big O.” She looked at me. “If you don’t mind.”

I thought about it. Seriously thought about it. Denise was silent, her leg bobbing and her high heel dangling. She gave me plenty of time to cogitate.

Finally, I called to Kylie. “Kylie! Come here.”

Kylie hurried into the living room.

That’s right, hurried. She was liking to be told what to do. Well, of course. He told people what to do all day at work, I bet he really loved to have it the other way. Probably balanced him out, if you get what I mean.

“Yes, ma’am?”

Ma’am? That startled me, and then I realized that Kyle was just being Kylie, and that he was a natural for this maid stuff.

“If I told you to give Denise oral sex, would you?”

Oh, god. His mouth started opening and shutting, his eyelids, all made up, started going up and down.

Denise wasn’t going to wait. “Go get that lipstick we put on you.”

His face still flustered, Kylie went for the lipstick. In a moment she was back.

“Freshen up.” And, to me, “Just wait and see. There is something unbelievably horny about a red mouth lurching into your pussy.”

We sat on the sofa and watched as Kylie twisted the bottom of the tube, then rolled the paint over his lips.

Oh, God. She was right. Just watching him put on lipstick was increasing the drip factor.

He screwed the tube back in.

“Now, get on your knees and face me.”

Dutifully, Kylie went down on his knees.

Denise lifted her dress, scrunched around a bit, and pulled her panties off.

Kylie stared at her pussy.

“Don’t look at it. Look at me.”

Kylie raised her eyes, but it was hard. She might be dressed like a woman, but her pussy finder was pointing. He really wanted to look at her muff.

For a long minute they just held their positions. But Kylie was breathing harder and harder. Then I noticed that Denise was breathing harder, too.

“Bend forward very slowly. At the waist. Don’t use your hands. Only on the couch. Place your hands on the couch. Put your head forward…”

Kylie moved as she spoke, followed directions, and his beautiful, hot mouth got closer and closer.

I realized that I was breathing harder, and I felt like my vagina was going to swell up and pop.

“Do it,” she said. “But keep your eyes on me.”

He leaned into her groin, his mouth touched her and she jerked, but he kept his eyes raised and watched her. The look in his eyes was fevered, desperate, and frantic.

His bobbed a little, and I knew he was licking her, sucking her, working on her clitoris.

“Oh, fuck,” Denise whispered. She glanced at me. “If you want to get off…”

She left the sentence unfinished, but I suddenly found my hand in my panties. I felt my nub and gave it a rub. God, I felt shimmies and shivers run up my frame.

Kylie kept licking and licking.

“Okay,” sighed Denise. “Use your mouth, use your fingers, get me off.”

Kylie pushed her hands into Denise’s groin. I couldn’t see, but that was even hotter. I was seeing it in my mind, and I was becoming even hotter.

Suddenly Denise pushed Kyle away. He sat back on his high heels, gasping for breath, his mouth a blur of red stain. His eyes were unfocused and he was dazed.

Kylie turned to me, “Are you brave?”

“What do you want to do?” I was still rubbing my pussy. Had one finger inside, I wanted desperately to cum.

“Want to try out that dildo I bought?”

“I thought…I thought that was for you?”

“It’s for us, and Kylie. If she wants.” She turned to Kylie. “How about it, little girl. You want to grow up? You want to be a real woman?”

Kylie was frozen, and for the longest time I thought she wasn’t going to say anything. Then she suddenly bobbed her head. Once. Yes.

Denise turned back to me. “Okay?”

Crap. We were moving fast. But how fast was too fast? I mean, why waste a vacation taking things nice and easy?

“Who wears it?”

“Flip you for it.”

I nodded, and picked up the penny we had put on the side table. “Heads or tails?”

“Tails.”

I flipped, and we watched the penny roll end for end in the air. It landed in my hand and I turned it onto my wrist.

We looked at each other, and I uncovered it. Tails.

“Excellent.” Denise whispered. Then, she checked with me one last time. “Okay with you?”

“Yes. I should probably watch first, anyway.”

“Okay.” She turned to Kylie. “Kylie, get up on the couch. All fours.”

While Kylie put his butt in the air Denise got out the strap on and buckled it on. She looked over at Kylie and laughed. “Other way, dope.”

His face red, his dick bobbing uncontrollably, Kylie turned, and I sat back and spread my legs. He looked at me, and for a long moment we stared at each other.

Man and wife.

Or, wife and wife.

At least, a change of power.

Some pretty powerful things were happening here.

“Got some lube?”

“In the bathroom,” I said, my voice sounding husky.

Denise went and brought back the lube. While she was gone, “Are you all right with this?”

“Yes.”

I smiled. If he was all right then I was all right. And I was ready. Wet and ready. God, I was hungry for this.

Denise came back and crouched on the couch behind Kylie. She rubbed a big glob of lube into Kylie’s ass.

Kylie jerked, and her eyes got a far away look in them, then she focused on me again. Her face hovered just inches over my hungry pussy.

“Okay, lovers, are you ready?”

“Yes,” I whispered. Kylie just nodded.

Denise knew what she was doing. She was careful and slow, and she  gently inserted the tip of her dick into Kylie’s love hole.

“Oh…oh…” Kylie’s face took on a surprised look. I watched her. I leaned down and held her face and forced her to watch me.

Denise moved slowly, and pushed an inch in.

Kylie’s eyes looked surprised, then took on a dreamy look. She not only liked spankings, she liked…anal.

Then Denise was all the way in. She held her position and said, “Start eating, Kylie girl.”

I pushed Kylie’s face, and she lowered it, and suddenly she was eating me out. Oh, god, her tongue rubbed on my labia, separated the folds, and stuck right into my slit. I felt that big tongue slither up, and I shivered

On the other end of my husband Denise began to push in and out, which caused Kylie’s face to press harder, pull back, push, and I was suddenly holding on To Kylie’s wig and arching my back.

“Eat her, bitch,” crowed Denise.

Kylie ate, voraciously, and used her fingers, and Denise pushed and pulled harder and harder.

Then Denise suddenly pulled one arm back and slapped it forward. SMACK! And again and again. SMACK! SMACK!

With each smack Kylie lurched into me. I felt her fingers exploring me, her face fucking me, and… “OH!” I burst like an overloaded dam. I just gushed out, spasm after spasm, my hips jerking, my thighs squeezing Kylie so hard I was afraid I’d hurt him.

For a long time I crested, and shivered, and shuddered, and Denise kept pounding into Kylie who kept pounding onto me.

Then it was over. I gave a final spasm, a shudder, and laid back, my arms limp, my head dazed, my world blown.

Gently, Denise pulled her dick out of Kylie.

Kylie was exhausted, she flopped over, and she looked up at me. The expression on her face was pure gratitude and happiness. Then, suddenly she looked down. “What?” confusion.

There was a puddle of goo on the couch under where Kylie’s dick had been hanging.

“You came,” explained Denise.

“But I didn’t feel anything!”

“You came because I pressed on your prostate. You’re a lucky girl. Most men it takes them a long time to release their seed like that.”

“But…but what does it mean.”

Denise stepped out of the strap on, sat down on the coffee table and faced us.

“It means, girlfriend, that you are going to be harder than hard. You came, but your mind doesn’t know that. You can fuck your wife as hard as you want and you won’t be able to cum.”

“Ever?”

The panic in Kylie’s voice was plain, and we laughed.

Denise said, “You’ll be able to cum again, but only if Mia, or myself, stops fucking you in the ass.”

I grinned, How about it, Kylie. Would you like me to stop fucking you in the ass?”

Kylie looked back and forth between us, his face alternated between confusion and lust, and finally, he said, “No.”

END
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CHAPTER ONE

Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick

“Sample my cunt, mylord. Only two cents.”

The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies.

Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself.

This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades.

She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all.

“Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor.

She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face.

She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature.

But she had to live.

“Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate.

That worthy was drunk and sneered at her.

Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor.

The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?”

“Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man.

Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had to raise his station in the world.

Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses.

Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it.

Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah!

He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease.

She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street.

Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery.

He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught.

There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city.

He could do it.

“Got a alley?” he asked.

The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision.

Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness.

In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger.

Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed.

Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head.

Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth.

Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands.

Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted from the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth.

He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth.

Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint.

Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head.

Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it.

But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit.

Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder.

But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus.

Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away.

Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade.

In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children.

As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God.

She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people.

To help her people.

It is said that God does not listen…he just watches.

Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties?

So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such an idea could only be conjectured upon.

Did God decide to reward the minuscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence?

None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face.

Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor.

Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia.

Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried.

He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university.

Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist.

Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack.

Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant.

“Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.”

Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in.

The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.”

Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around.

For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potions, and books were stacked on the floors.

Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye.

‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley.

‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī.

‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira.

‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday.

‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley.

‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of.

“Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. Good. Just what the doctor ordered.”

Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas.

Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnel house, not even any dirt.

Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse.

Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments.

Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman.

“Got the pox,” muttered Martha.

“No…no she doesn’t.”

“Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker.

“My money?”

“Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her.

While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them.

“Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.”

Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned.

What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness.

“I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches.

“Yes. Well, good night.”

Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out.

Martha came and looked down at the body.

“She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.”

Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her.

She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used.

Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs.

“Ahem.”

Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.”

“Before you even done the electricity?”

“I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.”

“Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor.

“Yes, well, okay.”

Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck.

“Too big.”

“Let’s use spoons.”

“Will they conduct well enough?”

“Well enough,” he assured his wife.

Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos.

The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck.

CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS!

Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came.

He touched the leads again…and again.

When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully.

“I was sure this would work.”

“Better try again,” said his wife.

“Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.”

Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off.

Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it.

Martha went back into the house.

The night was silent.

A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food.

It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away.

Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now.

But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse.

Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go.

A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber.

A pulse spurted and stopped.

The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness.

The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing.

People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better.

Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell.

The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker.

The other hand.

The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again.

The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back.

Life had been hard, was it worth returning to?

Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God.

How can one refuse the whims of the creator?

How can one not live?

Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy.

Silithia opened her eyes.

She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her.

Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again.

Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live.

She sat up and looked around.

She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows.

She climbed down off the table.

She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health.

Hunh! Health…her? Not likely.

She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another.

She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley.

She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better.

What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast?

She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place.

Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University.

Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame.

She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed.

She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest.

She ran.


CHAPTER TWO

Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you.

Old Gypsy Saying

Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions.

Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased.

She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night.

She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows.

She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body.

Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her.

She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while.

Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind.

Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment.

She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion.

How long can we stay here before they kick us out?

When will the authorities send their armed men after us?

Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped?

And, under it all, when should we move on?

Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log.

A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut.

Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was.

Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry.

Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion.

“How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have.

He was full-sized, and she was not.

“Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears.

She thought about what had happened to her.

She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses.

Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable.

Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky.

Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire.

“Silithia?”

Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before.

“Yes?”

“Would you like to go to bed?”

Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body.

She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was.

Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the French Disease.”

Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar.

“I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful.

Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him.

The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life.

“Where?”

“Come. Let us find a place.”

They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket.

She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business.

He knelt on the blanket and said one word. “Come.”

She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against hers and his hands sought her breasts.

Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him.

Withe the men of the town she usually just sucked the cock, and occasionally laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her.

She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked.

But now it was different.

She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her.

He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night.

His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman.

She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked.

His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming.

“Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand.

She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand.

What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast. No matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting.

Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…”

“Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”

So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited.

After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard.

“Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log.

“Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her.

He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands.

“I’m going to move.”

“Please,” she agreed.

He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion.

He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out of her cunt.

She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust.

She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her.

He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced.

Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power?

He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly.

Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love.

“I…I’m going to cum…again.”

“Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love.

He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her.

She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh.

At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted.

He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her.

She raised her hips and gloried in his gift.

And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit.

And she had.

For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him.

Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him.

They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head.

She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily.

No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm.

They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten.

Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off.

The next few days were sad.

Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up.

The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s.

So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man.

To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia.

The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her.

They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks.

Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her.

The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper.

“Silithia? Silithia?”

“Here?”

He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her.

“I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.”

Talk, but spelled fuck.

Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need.

“So talk.”

“You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.”

Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her.

Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…”

Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock.

She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties.

Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came.

“Uh…uh…uh!”

Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand.

She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same.

Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand.

“Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her.

“I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied.

Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness.

She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself.

Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast.

What was wrong with her that they did this?

She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence.

But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy.

And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before.

“Silithia?”

She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her.

“What do you want?” she hissed into the night.

He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her.

“Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.”

No flowers, just a dive into lust.

On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them.

Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey.

“Take off your clothes and lay down.

Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight.

She climbed over him and sank down.

He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum.

Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out.

Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him!

“Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done.

Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back.

Frustrated.

Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?”

Silithia groaned.


CHAPTER THREE

Rocks in my path? I keep them all.

With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox

Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life.

Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew.

It all changed.

Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night.

If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place.

She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain.

Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned.

But, still, they loved her.

But she didn’t love them.

She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night.

But that wasn’t the worst thing.

The women.

It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts.

Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile.

“Borq, give me money,” she demanded.

But Borq had no money to give.

“Salvanus, I need money.”

But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed.

Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.

Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent?

In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress.

Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate.

Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.”

Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia?

Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word.

Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment.

She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs.

The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by.

A sound.

She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her!

She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail.

For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming.

Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses.

Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark.

Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her.

He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught.

Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another.

Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan.

Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly.

She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded.

Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight.

She had to escape the men. They would assault her, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her.

In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered.

She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go?

By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected from the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men.

She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night.

She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit.

She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours.

Her eyes flickered open.

Men. Coming up the path.

She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet.

“There she is!”

She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her.

He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her.

She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken.

Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush.

Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail!

Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent.

She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest.

“There! There!”

Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream.

Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and though the men had not her health, they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her.

Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill.

Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before they reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight.

In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was—

She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her.

The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling on her back, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy.

But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs.

She looked upwards.

He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head.

The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground.

“Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat.

A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down.

“What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor.

“She’s ours!” protested Vano.

“We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!”

“Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?”

The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia.

“Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.”

The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia, but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away.

The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited.

When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia.

“What have we here?”

“My name is Silithia,” responded the girl.

“Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?”

“No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.”

The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis.

He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.”

He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him.

“What is your name, milord?”

“Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?”

“I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.”

“No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?”

“Running for my life, milord.”

Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots.

He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make.

Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished.

Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. The walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness.

“Are you at war, milord?”

“When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto.

They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it.

“Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge.

Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his musket. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing.

She was not good wth words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.”

“Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.”

“Yes, milord.”

A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back.

In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats.

Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans.

They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring.

“Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?”

“She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.”

“Will she work?”

“I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?”

“In the big room.”

They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall.

Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big.

“Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world.

The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew.

“And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy.

Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled.

“I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.”

In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes.

Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork.

Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep.

The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall in the heel for her.

Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. Something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes.

She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her.

There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again.

Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen.

Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates.

“Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush.

Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.”

Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her.

Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted.

Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.
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