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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…
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A Note from the Author!

Some men beg for feminization. It is true. They can’t control the hot, desires boiling within.

Some men are terrified of feminization. They swagger around and play hockey and smoke smelly cigars and hide the fear within.

The fear is of their own nature.

Look, the universe is feminine. Space is a big hole, and women are pure. Their DNA is XX.             

Only men are abnormal, their DNA is X and half an X (a Y). For what is a Y but only part of an X?

So why are you fighting it?

Give in, submit yourself to the higher power, and…enjoy!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


I’m Going to Make You a Woman!

A terrible accident turns

a man into a woman!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

She was headstrong and demanding, especially when it came to bed.

“That was a delicious dinner,” said Tom, leaning forward to see past his wife. The road was clear, so he turned left and headed for the freeway.

“It was okay,” Kylie acknowledged.

Tom glanced at his wife. He was always a little surprised that she had married him. She wasn’t just a beauty, she was a raving beauty. Her skin was white, fine, free from imperfections. Her hair trailed down to her shoulders, and would put a raven’s wing to shame. Her lips were red and plump.

His favorite sport was chewing on his wife’s lips. When she let him.

“Just okay?”

He was not a stud, but he was handsome and worked hard. He always tried to please his wife, who, unfortunately, could not always be pleased.

“Okay.”

“You should have tried the prime rib,” he offered. “It was out of this world.”

She looked out the window and bit her lip. Out of this world. Hunh.

“Smother a little radish sauce and you are allowed entry to heaven.”

She smiled wanly, considered him, then went back to looking out the window.

“Honey, are you upset?”

“No, no. Not at alL.”

“You seem a little preoccupied. Is it something I have done?”

She turned to him, gave him that big, bright smile that melted him, and reassured him. “You’re doing just fine, Tom.”

Then she went back to looking out the window.

Tom was reassured, but not really. Lately Kylie had seemed out of sorts. It almost seemed like she was  merely putting up with him.

Lord knew he tried hard to satisfy her, but…he wished he knew what was bothering her.

He turned down their street and she straightened up and looked at their house.

It was a three bed two bath ranch style. They had a swimming pool in the back, a hot tub, a game room in the basement, and…they were living good.

He had his own company, and she did a little modeling work on the side.

So what could be the problem.

Tom parked the car and they both got out and walked up the path to the front door.

Click, click, click. Tom loved the sound of Kylie’s high heels. He walked behind her and watched her round ass sway. She was a symphony of sexy curves, and just looking at her gave him a king sized boner.

In front of him, Kylie knew he was staring at her butt again. She could feel his gaze like it was a light saber, caressing her curves.

Really, what was it with men? A butt was for sitting on. And maybe for fucking, if you liked anal, but that was it. A butt didn’t guarantee a good fuck. so why did men stare at the butt so hard?

She opened the door, click, click, clicked through the foyer and headed down the hall.

Tom followed her, hypnotized by the way her ass swayed.

She entered the bedroom and began undressing.

Ah, undressing. Tom’s favorite sport.

He sat on the bed, stalling as he took off his dress shoes.

Kylie took off her short jacket and hung it over the back of the vanity chair.

Tom studied the way her breasts pressed out against her blouse. She was wearing a half bra again, and her nipples poked over the lip of her bra.

She reached behind herself and unbuttoned her blouse. Women were so flexible that way. That stretched her blouse and her breasts seemed larger, her nipples more rigid.

Tom sighed, dropped his shoes and started on his socks.

Kylie wiggled out of her pencil skirt, and her form, already magnificent in clothes, became more magnificent. She was in panties and bra now, and her curves were accentuated.

Tom stepped out of his pants. His dong was erect, and he wanted it to get out and breath, and to give the hint to Kylie.

She smiled, wanly, and observed his cock. “That time, eh?”

He almost felt like giggling. She didn’t feel like it very often, and when she did he felt like a school boy. “I guess.” He tried to hide his excitement, but it was like trying to hide his cock.

She rolled off her nylons and unfastened her bra. Her breasts tumbled forth, virgin mountains.

He stripped off his shirt and stood, breathing heavily. He was so mesmerized by the perfection of her body he couldn’t move.

She understood him. He was like all men. He wanted his reward. He wanted to dip the wick and get his rocks off.

Concealing a sigh she crawled onto the bed and spread her legs.

Tom said not a word. He knelt over her, touched her nipple like he was afraid she would break.

It gave her a shiver. She did like sex, but…

He lowered his face to her breast. He sucked her nipples. His hand went to her mons. He was in danger of cumming just from touching her, and he tried desperately to control himself. He knew she didn’t like it when he shot his load too soon.

Making love to Kylie was a balancing act. Not too soon. Not too late. And it was almost impossible to judge when too soon and too late was.

She drew in her breath, arched her chest a little, and reached for his prick.

Tom had a nice one. Not too big, not too small, and…suddenly she wished for more. For something different.

Maybe a big, huge, black dick, stretching her out and making her cry out.

Or maybe one so small she could hardly feel it. Wouldn’t it be fun to deep throat a cock without gagging?

Tom slid down to her pussy and used his mouth. He chewed on her labia, suck on her clit, and tried his best.

Kylie enjoyed it, liked it, but her mind was not engaged.

What if he were 12 inches? Could she take 12 inches?

Now that was something to consider.

He moved up, worked on her breasts for a while. He was almost swooning, and he was losing control.

“Don’t cum until I do,” she whispered to him, then she kissed him.

“I’ll try not to,” his words were emitted jerkily, and he was already having trouble. And Kylie knew it.

She knew the effect she had on men, and particularly on her husband.

Men were easy. They lusted, they drooled, they couldn’t think straight.

And, a perverse desire, she decided to make Tom cum too soon.

Oh, he would like it, he wanted to cum. But cumming too soon would make him feel guilty. And she liked it when he felt guilty.

He was ready to put it in her, and she reached down and grabbed his cock. She squeezed it, and she kissed him, and she slapped his balls.

Tom couldn’t stand it. He began to shake.

“No…no!” he moaned, but it was too late. He was just too excited, and heer simple manipulations had driven him over the top.

He squirted in her landing strip, on her hands, his body jerking and twitching.

She held on, and held a smile within.

She let go.

He supported himself above her, ready to enter, but now with no weapon at the ready.

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry…” He was almost in tears at having disappointed her.

But she just wiped her hand on him, then turned away. “It’s okay.”

He lay there, knowing he had failed.

She lay there, knowing she had succeeded.

Sex, for her, was old hat. The fun came not from sex, but from the mind games surrounding it.

Make him feel guilty. Make him think he hadn’t satisfied her. Though, by squirting too soon, as she had planned, he had actually satisfied her.

“Honey…”

“It’s okay. Go to sleep.”

He lay there, and would lay awake for a while.

She would be awake also.

He would go to sleep before she did because, after all, he had cum.

Then she would rub one off. Maybe on the bed if he was deep enough in sleep. Or maybe she would go to the bathroom and rub one off in there.

She stifled a laugh. She had messed with his mind. And tomorrow she would rub it in in a thousand different, little words and facial expressions.

And he would suffer so delightfully.

Was she sick? Getting pleasure from his misery?

She didn’t think so. She was just having fun. She was bored, and just looking for new ways to have fun.

He gave a light snore.

She sighed, waited, and he gave another snore.

She waited a few minutes past that, and when it looked like he was really deep in sleep, she got up and headed for the bathroom.

Tom was an early riser. He liked to wake up, jump out of bed, do a few push ups and sit ups, eat a hearty breakfast, and get a start on the day.

This day, however, he wasn’t first up.

He awoke, smiled, thinking of the night previous, no doubt, and realized that Kylie wasn’t in bed.

Odd. She usually slept late.

Oh, well.

He got up, slipped into his routine and did a couple of dozen push ups, about forty jumping jacks, some squats, and forced himself to do some burpies.

Why did he dislike the exercises that were the best for a body?

Then he hopped into the shower, soaped and rinsed, sang a little because he didn’t have to worry about waking anybody up.

Then, wearing a worn, old red robe, he headed out for the kitchen.

Kylie was sitting at the table, looking out the big window at the back yard. Just sitting and thinking.

“Hello, my love,” Tom said, bending and kissing the top of her head.”

“Hello, my horny bastard.”

It was their usual greeting, and it made them both happy.

“Would you like a stack of butter drench, syrup dripping pancakes?”

“And one piece of bacon, bubbly with crispy edges.”

Tom acknowledged her and set out to make breakfast.

Usually she made breakfast, but he had volunteered, so he rattled the pans and got out the butter and syrup.

“And how are we this fine morning?”

“Miserable,” she answered with equanimity.

He closed a cupboard door and looked at her. This was something new. “Oh?”

“Yes. I’ve had a massive epiphany, and you’re not going to like it.”

Tom grunted, and was immediately nervous.

He had had a girlfriend in college who drove him crazy with her ‘epiphanies.’

She wanted him to take off his shoes before he entered her apartment.

She wanted him to wear silly scarfs and galoshes when the weather was bad.

They hadn’t lasted long.

But the effects of her ‘realizations’ and ‘bright ideas’ had stayed with him, and now he distrusted any woman who got an idea.

Well, not that bad, ideas are good, but he was already on edge with Kylie because of her placidness and frowns.

He finished making breakfast, put the dishes on the table, and said, “Should I break out the bourbon?”

This was code for ‘we got a problem and it’s a big one!’

She surprised him by saying, “Yes.”

So though it was seven in the AM he grabbed the bottle of Whistlepig, a couple of glasses with ice, and a bottle of Coke.

“We’re going to start drinking Pepsi after today,” she murmured, taking a sip, then digging into her pancakes.

Since she had made him nervous, he took a big glug, then began assaulting his stack.

Halfway through his pancakes, and his bourbon, he asked, “So what is it that makes you miserable.”

“You.”

Tom’s heart was pounding. He loved his wife with his life. Yes, she required work, and care, but she was kind, and beautiful, and thoughtful.

“And what can I do to ameliorate the situation?”

She sipped her drink, finished eating her pancakes, and sat back.

“I was watching a podcast the other day. Don’t know why, but I was drawn to it and it was about femdom and things of that nature.

“I thought you already were a feminist.”

“I suppose, but I’m not die hard.”

Which made him glad, because he wasn’t a feminist. But, then, what man is?

“During this podcast this woman made a statement. It was said in jest, I believe, though you never can tell. At any rate, it got a chuckle.”

“And what was this statement?”

Tom was staring at her lips. They were moist with syrup and he wanted to lick them. God, he had just cum the night before, and he was already getting horny again!

“She pointed out that women are XX, and that men are XY.”

“A scientific statement,” he nodded.

Kylie was wearing a peignoir, quite transparent, and not he was staring at her breasts, and trying not to. He didn’t want to be upbraided for not focusing.

“But if you have ever noticed the difference between the X and the Y?”

He was blank on that one. He was back up to her red lips. He wanted to kiss them.

“The X and the Y are the same, except that the Y is missing the lower right ‘tail,’ or ‘leg,’ or whatever you want to call it.”

Tom blinked and came back to the conversation. He had the feeling that something important was happening, but he didn’t know what.

“The point is…” Kylie shifted her position and the peignoir fell apart at the front.

Tom suddenly had a front row seat and a full on view of her pussy. He gulped and his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.

“…the point is that men are missing something.”

Tom gave a desperate sort of a smile and forced himself to look at her beautiful eyes. “I think we have a little extra something, if you get my meaning.” His cock was standing up from the folds of his robe. Kylie could see it through the glass of the table. She smiled at it, but it was a rueful smile.

“Yes. I can see how you would think that, but…you’re missing something.”

“I’m sorry, honey, I just don’t understand.”

She leaned forward, placed her hand on his forearm, which caused electricity to surge through his body and made him gulp again. He could see her breasts falling forward, actually resting on the cold glass of the table.

“Tom, it is. my intent to help you regain your missing part.”

“Regain?”

“Yes. We’re going to have to reconfigure you, make you pure, put the extra leg back on your Y, help you regain the XX status.”

“Honey, I’m really not sure where you’re going with this.”

She sat back, folded her arms under her breasts, which held her breasts higher and pointed them at her.

“My love,” she spoke in a low tone, “You are a bull in a China shop. You pursue and manifest logic, and this destroys your heart. And if we don’t fix you then you will go through life never experiencing its subtleties, never seeing the gold in the sunrise, never really knowing what sex is all about.

It was the ‘know what sex is all about’ that did it. Tom was a sexual creature.

“I know what sex is all about!”

She smiled wanly.

“You can’t tell me I don’t!”

“You don’t.”

She stood up and sashayed away, her body a symphony of curves and jiggles and swaying.

Tom waited but a second, then stood up and followed her. “Wait a minute?”

“Why? For you to think? For you to come up with reasons why you aren’t lacking what I need?”

That stopped him. Lacking what she needed? He thought he was providing everything: house, cars, clothes, food…sex.

But then why did she act like he wasn’t? Why did appear almost sad? Why was she saying these things?

She went into the bedroom, and Tom moved again, followed her into the bedroom.

She sloughed off the peignoir and selected a bra and panties for the day. The panties were thongs, her pussy was visible; she was going to be showing a monkey knuckle today. Her bra just lifted and cut off at the nipples. Her nipples were going to be poking through whatever thin material she wore today.

Tom stood there. His dick was now hard. Didn’t matter that he had just cum the night before, he was stiff.

She pulled up a pair of shorts that, as he suspected, showed her labia through the material. Hell, any tighter and it would have shown her clitoris.

His boner bobbed.

She put on a half shirt. She buttoned a couple of buttons, which left her with a lot of cleavage, then tied the bottom of the shirt together.

Fuck!

She slipped on her high heels and sat down at her vanity table. She began working on her face, swift, sure motions that cleaned, prepared, and colored.

Her eyes became scintillating gems within dusky caves. Her lips—ah, God! Her lips!—became plump and red and moist.

Tom felt a little droplet issue from his slit. He looked down, and his cock bobbed and the drop fell to the floor.

Kylie noticed, and smiled. But it was still one of those tired smiles that said nothing and said everything.

“Honey, I don’t understand, but if you …” he paused and gathered his thoughts. Then: “What do you want me to do?”

She looked at him in her mirror. It was a calm, cool, contemplating look.

She reached over to her dresser drawer and took something out. She tossed it to him.

Tom caught it, looked at it, and realized what it was, and what she wanted him to do.

Panties.

The panties were lavender. They were thongs. They were the kind of panties Tom loved to see on Kylie. But not the kind he wanted to wear.

His mouth slightly open in surprise, he held the panties up, turned them in his hands, and said, “You’re kidding.”

Kylie watched him, slightly bemused, and for the first time in years she didn’t have the slightly bored expression on her face, the shadow of disappointment.

“These are yours.”

“And they are comfortable. They fit snugly and that little strip of cloth up the backside massages my asshole all day long.”

“But…but they’re for women!”

“They’re for anybody who wants to live horny. Do you want to live horny, Tom?”

He raised his eyes over the panties and stared at her. “But I’m a man!”

“You’re a woman missing something, and I’m trying to give it back to you.”

“But…how would wearing these…I don’t…”

She stood up then, an amazingly beautiful woman, full breasts, round ass, a camel toe. She took the panties from him.

She was a foot away from him, his cock was like metal, but quivering. The idea of wearing panties hadn’t exactly dampened his ardor.

She reached forward and touched his nipple with one, red fingernail.

He shivered and she grinned.

“This is what a woman feels like all the time. Our nipples are hard and our vaginas are moist. And when we see a man trying to be like us…it gets very intense.” She moved her face towards his, her lips hovered a millimeter from his, then she moved back, her face twisted in a pleased smile. “Don’t you want to feel life like this? Intense?”

“Yeah, but…I can’t wear those!”

“Why not, Tom? Why not? Do you know how many men wear panties, and even a bra? Or nylons, corsets, and…other things?”

“What other things?” came out of his mouth.

She touched his lips with her index finger. “Maybe you’ll find out, if you wear these, if you grow a pair.”

He was frozen. He couldn’t think of his past, and his future was unimaginable. There was only the moment, the demand, the drop of semen on the end of his prick.

She leaned forward and kissed his nipple, licked it, then moved back.

He couldn’t speak now. He was totally overloaded.

Holding the panties in one hand, she pushed his robe apart, over his shoulders.

It dropped, slithered off his body, and he stood naked before her.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

She knelt in front of him, she lifted one of his legs by sliding her hand behind a calf. She slipped his foot through a leg hole. Then the other one.

She was face to face with his boner, and she opened her red mouth and swallowed it. Deep throated him. She rarely did that, but now she was engulfing his whole body part, her lips pressed against his groin.

It was as if he had no cock, Her mouth just pressed against his flesh, but it was deep inside her throat.

He made a guttural sound, he wasn’t sure what. He was dizzy. Then she moved her head back and forth a few times.

He was gulping. He put his hands on her head and she let him. She normally didn’t like him trying to control her, but now she let him.

He was close, his eyes were rolling back, but she took her mouth off him and stood up, pulling the panties up his legs.

The string touched his brown button and he shivered. His cock pressed out against the thin patch of light purple ludicrously.

She stepped back and he looked down.

His hard shaft pressing the panties out.

Her face was close to his. She leaned into him, grabbed his weenie with one hand and whispered in his ear, “How do they feel.”

“Okay.” His voice sounded like a frog was lodged in his throat and doing the talking.

“All day long you’ll be hard. Women will stare at your crotch. Your cock will cry pre-cum, and you’ll be all mine. What do you say.”

“I…I…guess so.”

She kissed him, hard, near crawled down his throat with her tongue. Then she pushed him away and watched him. Her smile was happy and teasing and…infuriating.

He wanted to fuck her, but that was obviously not part of this scenario.

“Okay,” he said, trying to regain control of his throat.

“Okay,” she said. “Do you want to go for the bra now?”

“No! No!” His head was shaking in the negative.

“That’s okay. You’ll enjoy this for a few days, then you’ll start wondering, and finally, finally you’ll ask for the bra.”

She moved close to him again, put her palm on his pectorals, feeling his nipples, and him feeling the soft skin of her hands. “Mmm. I’ll get a training bra. To match the panties. You will love the way the bra holds you all day, pressing on your chest, reminding you that you are female.”

“But I’m not female!” he croaked.

“Not yet,” she grinned, then she stepped back and said, “Get dressed, I want to go to some garage sales.”

Laughing, she sashayed out of the room and left him to dress.

He wore shorts, loose enough to dangle in, not tight enough to strangle him.

And he would have been strangled. The shorts kept him bent, and that exacerbated his horniness.

Kylie loved it. Normally she moved through the tables of garage sales without him, looking at items that would only interest a woman. He would look at tools, or books, or things that fulfilled a manly need.

Now she held to his arm, pressed her chest against his biceps, and guided him around the driveways and garages. Sometimes she would turn suddenly and her hand would brush against his groin.

He would blink, and gulp, and shiver.

She would chuckle and lower her sunglasses enough to look over the tops at him.

“Look for kinky underwear, honey,” she whispered.

He whispered back, “They don’t have that kind of stuff at a garage sale.”

“You never can tell. Maybe you’ll find a dress you like, or how about those high heels over there.”

“I’m not going to wear a dress.”

“Could you say that a little louder? I didn’t quite hear it.”

He blushed, There was no way he was going to say that aloud!

All morning she led him from sale to sale, and teased him at each one, and even bought a pair of high heels that was too big for her, but…she looked at him appraisingly. She whispered, “These are big shoes. Do you know anybody who is big enough to wear them?”

He blushed more.

By the time they went home he felt like he had the palsy. He would make a small move, say to put the keys in the ignition, and his whole arm jerked. He had to be extra careful when pressing the peddles because his whole leg would suddenly move.

“Take it easy, honey,” Kylie snickered. “If you get in an accident everybody will find out that you’re wearing a thong.”

They arrived home and she click, click, clicked into the house.

He shuffled behind, a little out of his body, he had never wanted to have sex worse in his life.

But, of course, Kylie was not about to let him have that.

“Oh, come on, honey. You just came the other night. I don’t think you’d be able to cum, even if I did let you in.”

He stared at her monkey knuckle.

“Now if you’re a good boy then I’ll let you wear my one piece when we go swimming.”

“Swimming?”

“Not in the pool. We’re going out to the creek this afternoon, and we can’t go naked.”

It was true. But he also couldn’t go wearing a girl’s bathing suit.

They ate lunch, tuna sandwiches with enough mayo, chopped onions, a sprinkle of garlic, and slices of olive.

She brought out her bathing suits. A one piece, yellow with stripes, and a two piece which wasn’t much more than a cork and two band aids.

“Come on, honey.”

“I, uh…need to get my suit.

“I’ve got your suit.”

“I…can’t!”

“Of course you can.” Then she frowned, and smiled, and said, “Grab the booze and a six pack of Coke. You just need a little lubrication.

He was back to gulping convulsively. But he managed to grab a bottle of bourbon and a six pack and he put them in the trunk.

Then, still wearing his lavender thong, he backed the car out and they headed for the country.

They drove for an hour, then hiked for an hour, and reached a very secluded spot. It was a wide spot in the stream. A curve where the water had dug out the far bank. The water was shallow, meandered, and the sun warmed it sufficient to make it absolutely perfect.

Tom lay out a blanket and they put the cooler on one corner of it, and their shoes on the other corners.

Kylie took off her clothes quickly, watching Tom out of the corner of her eye.

He hadn’t removed a single article of clothing, and he said, “I can just go naked.”

“Now where’s the fun in that?” asked Kylie, pouring out a. little Coke, then adding a little bourbon.

She sipped, leaving her lip imprint on the can. “Perfect!” She handed the can to Tom.

He took it, looked at the lip imprint and drank. It was like he was kissing her, and she knew it.

She made another drink for herself and sipped. She slipped into her two piece, and Tom felt his boner bulging in his purple panties.

“Come on. Don’t be a spoil sport.”

He took off his shirt and looked down at his shorts. He looked up at her. “Unh uh.”

She put her drink down, grabbed his shorts and pushed down with her thumbs.

He held them up. He hissed. “I’ve got panties on!”

“Not long. Now let go or I’ll kick you in the nuts.”

The trouble was, he knew she would do that. She had slapped him, or kneed him , before. Not often, but she was a woman who, when she decided she wanted something, she got it.

She pushed his pants down, and he couldn’t push his panties down fast enough behind her.

“You don’t care if somebody sees you naked, but wearing panties…” her chuckle was rich and throaty.

“It’s different,” he complained.

“How? You’re still you. Now put on the suit.”

She tried, and tried, but he had finally reached the point of most resistance. No cajolery, no amount of alcohol, could change that.

She sighed. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’ll wear the one piece. You wear the two piece. If anybody comes you can simply take off the tap.”

Bingo. He went for it.

She took off her bottom and handed it to him. He pulled it up and it was as silly as his panties. Maybe sillier.

She handed him the top.

He had to make himself do it, and she had to help, but he finally got the thing on. He stood, bright red, his cock exposed from the way it pushed his bottom out. His top covered his nipples, barely.

And it made him feel so kinky, horny, sexy.

He looked around. Nothing but trees and bushes. And the cool, clear water.

They were close enough to the stream that Kylie could push him in. He didn’t fall, just ran out on the slowly slopping sand, and stood, and felt…wild.

Crazy.

Bonered up.

And loving it.

She brought out their drinks and they floated in the water, their bottoms sometimes touching the sand under the surface.

“You still look sexier than me,” he said, swigging.

“Don’t worry, we’ll get you there.”

He sipped more, and thought about it. She was going to get him ‘there,’ but where was ‘there?’

“Feels good to be confined like that,” she observed.

“But there’s nothing to be hidden, really.”

“Oh, we could get you a set of titties. Maybe some big, old implants.”

He laughed at the idea of him with breasts.

And, yet, his cock surged.

She sat next to him and stroked him, able to reach into his bottoms easily, able to pull his cock out to the side.

He sighed, and suddenly, he didn’t want to cum.

They were in paradise. The weather was warm, the water was the perfect temperature, the alcohol took off all edges.

He was horny with the woman he loved.

“Why would I want to change this?” he mumbled.

“What’s that?”

He turned to her. “This is perfection. I wish we could stay like this forever.

“We could if you were a woman.”

He didn’t say anything, but his mind was working a mile a minute.

She leaned into him, kept stroking him, kissed him passionately.

It was the most passionate since they had been married.

And kissed and kissed.

And he felt her breasts. So big, so perfect. The nipples rising up like pencil erasers.

Then they paused, just lay back in the water, their heads barely above the surface, and…lay there.

He was happy. She was responding to him. Her attitude, her rueful smile, it was gone.

“What does it take to stay this way,” he whispered to the skies.

Then he began to scream.


PART TWO

“Tom!”

Kylie turned to him. He was arching his back, holding his groin and his mouth was open in agony.

“Tom!”

She shook him.

He stopped screaming, but couldn’t talk.

“Come on…come on!” She helped him out of the stream.

He stumbled, could barely walk. The incredible pain in his penis was too much.

Getting him out of the water he lost his top.

She ignored most of the stuff they had brought. Grabbed his keys and helped him put on shoes, and supported him as they walked back down the trail.

Tom was crying, couldn’t stop. He couldn’t explain except to say, “It hurts!”

She knew he meant his dick, but what had happened?

It had taken them an hour to walk up tot he stream, it took them two hours to walk back to the car. He kept grabbing his groin and falling. He was in so much pain he was babbling, not making sense.

They reached the car and she helped him into the passenger seat.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck!” he whined, holding his jewels.

She drove like a mad woman, running stop lights and stop signs. She broke the speed limit. She squealed her tires when she turned into the emergency entrance to the hospital.

A minute later and he was being wheeled into the hospital on a gurney. He was sideways on the gurney, holding himself and sobbing.

Kylie parked the car and ran after him. She was crying now. What had happened? What had happened?

A tall doctor stood next to the bed. He was holding a chart. The nurse had been told to leave, and Kylie stood on the other side of the bed. “Doctor? What happened?”             

The doctor took a breath. “Have you ever heard of the Candiru?”

Both Tom and Kylie were blank. Tom was on tons of pain killers, and was goofy as a result. But as long as the pain had stopped…

“The Candiru is a small fish in the Amazon. It swims into the gills of other fish. They have spines that make it impossible for the other fish to dislodge them.”

“What does a fish in the Amazon have to do with…with Tom?”

“When a human urinates he produces an ammonia odor from the penis, this smells like the odor coming from the gills of a fish in the Amazon. When Tom urinated in that stream there was a Candiru present. It swam up his penis and is lodged there.”

Tom smiled, and understood, but what’s a penis or two, right?

Kylie’s mouth opened.

“What was a Candiru was doing in an American stream I don’t know. Some idiot brought one home and let it loose? I don’t know. But I do know that we’re going to have to remove the Candiru.”

“Of course! Take it out!” Kylie cried.

“It isn’t that easy. The fish in your husband’s penis is small, but large as Candiru go. It has large spikes and there is no way to remove it.

“You’ve got to!”

“There is no possible way to remove it. It’s too big, too many spikes, we would mangle your husband’s penis if we tried.”

“Then what do we do?”

“I’m sorry to say this, but the only possibility is to amputate.”

Kylie’s eyes went wide. “No!” came out of her like a whisper after being punched in the belly.

“It’s a simple procedure. We perform the amputation right at the base. He’ll still have his testicles, all the testosterone a man needs. He’ll be able to pee, but he might want to sit down.”

“You can’t…”

“The laws in this state, Mrs. Erickson, give you power of attorney if your husband is incapacitated or unable to make a decision for himself.”

Kylie just stood, stunned, trying to figure out some other solution.

But there was no other solution.

“Now, we can let his. testicles hang down, but there is an operation that has become popular, and that is to surgically bring his testicles back into the inguinal canal. That’s the little channel from which the testicles descend. This will give him a smooth look, and may prevent other problems from developing.”

Kylie was shaking her head, trying to take it all in. Her husband had been…destroyed down there, and the only solution was to cut off his penis.

God, she had talked about making him a girl, but this…this was impossible! This was not how it was supposed to happen. She hadn’t thought this far ahead.

But…she had to deal with it.

“So what would you like to do, Mrs. Erickson?”

Trying to think logically, turning over the options, which were none, in her head, she said the only thing she could.

“Please amputate my husband’s penis.”

“And his testicles? What would you like me to do with them?”

It was her natural desire for tidiness that made her say, “Put them in that canal.”

The doctor nodded.

Tom spent a week in the hospital, and he went through a lifetime of emotions.

For a moment he hated the world, the doctors, his wife.

Then he hated himself.

He thought about suicide.

The drugs wore off and he stopped having mood swings, but that didn’t mean he felt good.

Quite the contrary.

Kylie was by his side every moment, and while this was comforting, it also caused him to have terrible thoughts.

Would she still love him?

How could she just say, ‘Cut off his prick?’

She had planned this. She had wanted him to be a girl and somehow she had made that fish swim up his urethra.

Sometimes he became vocal, and Kylie endured it. She knew that she must. In spite of everything she loved him.

She thought about how she had tried to talk him into being a woman.

She wondered if he would still love her…after all, she had told the doctors to cut off his dick.

She wondered why God didn’t love her.

But her self pity was small and infrequent.

She did love him.

“I’ll bring the car up,” Kylie told the nurse, and she left the hospital room.

The nurse helped Tom into the wheel chair and began rolling him out of the hospital. Kylie had the car at the front entrance and Tom transferred from the chair to the car.

He was okay, but he was sore, and he had instructions to move slowly for another couple of weeks.

Fine with him. He didn’t feel like dancing.

Tom didn’t say much on the ride home, just looked out the window and watched the pretty flowers.

At home he was still quiet. Not sullen, just withdrawn.

Kylie didn’t bother to talk to him. She knew what he was going through, and she knew she was going to have to just work him through it.

Over the days they began talking more, and after a couple of weeks the last of the bandages came off. Tom stared down at his nubbin.

His cock, what remained of it, was almost flush with his skin. Of his balls there was no trace, but he felt the effects of them. Hidden away, they still produced lots of testosterone, and he was always horny.

Horny, breathing hard, feeling the heat, but no ding dong to show it.

He would sit down to pee, listen to the trickle, and pine for the sound of the thick stream.

And feel horny. And wish he could shake it. Handle it one last time. Get some relief for the horniness he was experiencing.

He had lost some weight in the hospital, and now was almost as slender as Kylie. Without the boobs, of course.

And he didn’t have the appetite to gain back the weight.

Oddly, his energy built.

He commented on this one night.

“You have no way to release. Of course you’ve got extra energy.”

Tom was eating a bite of meatloaf, and he said, “So this is what eunuchs felt like.”

“I don’t know. I read they lived longer, but I think they lost their nuts, too.”

Tom barked a bitter laugh. “So losing my dick gives me no pleasure, and if I lose my nuts I’ll have a longer time to enjoy my no pleasure.”

Kylie had heard this talk from him before, and she just sighed, then made up her mind. “Well,” she said, “Maybe it’s time to have a little fun.”

She stood up, went to the cabinet and got down the booze.

Tom hadn’t had any booze since the Candiru swam up his dong. He looked at the glass of brown liquor and sighed.

Kylie quaffed her drink, which surprised Tom. She didn’t usually drunk like that. “Let’s get drunk,” she said.

They drank. And got soused.

They played music on the computer and danced.

They had not touched each other much, except to hug briefly, but now Tom felt her breasts. They pressed against his chest and reminded him of how much he had lost.

He hadn’t just lost his penis, he had lost moments with Kylie. He had lost the feel of her body, the love making.

He put his head on her shoulder and started crying.

Booze will make you cry, but…it’s also cathartic. But it was also holding her that proved most cathartic.

Men need women.

And he burbled softly, “What about you?”

“What about me?” she asked, not knowing what he was referring to.

“How do I make love to you? How do I get you off?”

“She sloughed it off. “You don’t need to worry about that.

But he had thought so much about his frustrations, and though, in a. way, he was enjoying them, he worried about her frustrations.

“I do worry about it. Just because I can’t doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t. How do I satisfy you?”

They had stopped dancing and just stood there, holding each other, slightly apart so they could look each other in the face.

“I can jill off.”

He snorted. “No. I mean, sure, but…I want to be part of it.”

“But that would be super frustrating for you!”

“I don’t care. I love you so much. I need to make you cum. I need to experience your orgasms.”

The music ended.

“That would be torture for you.”

“Let me be the judge of that.”

He put his arm around her waist then, and guided her towards the bedroom.

She went with him; she didn’t resist.

First, he wanted this.

Second, she wanted this. It had been a month since she had had a bang. She hadn’t even rubbed one off. Truth, she felt a twinge of guilt. All that had happened, her part in it, if she hadn’t taken him to the stream in the first place…she felt guilty.

He undressed her body, marveled at it.

He had always known she had a perfect body, but now he really appreciated it.

He couldn’t fuck her body, like a man, but he could feel her perfection with his hands, his mouth, his flesh.

He took his time, moved exquisitely slowly, and trailed her vibrator over her body. He touched her nipples, sucked, and moved the vibrator downtown.

She gasped and quivered. It had been so long, and he was moving with such loving care.

When she came it was one of the truly most magnificent cums of all time. Her body bowed and her legs were stiff as boards. The bomb blew out from her pussy and through her whole body.

When it was done, what seemed like an hour later, she fell back and just lay there.

“Was it okay?” he asked, stupidly.

She smiled and turned to him and kissed him, deeply, lovingly, and then stopped. “Oh, my gosh! I shouldn’t be doing that to you!”

“Why not?”

“Because it makes you horny, and you can’t…you can’t…”

He shook his head. “Honey, I’m willing to suffer. Yeah, it’ll drive me crazy, but just feeling you…was it really good?”

She held on to him. “It was the best I ever had.”

That made him think. “You liked it better with the dildo than…than with my dick”

“Oh, no! I didn’t mean that!”

But she had, and it was now the official elephant in the room.

“It’s okay. But…you were stand offish, aloof, and I finally get your attention when I fuck you without my dick.”

There wasn’t much she could say to that. She didn’t even need to nod to affirm that it was true.

“So when you wanted to make me a woman…you were looking for satisfaction. A satisfaction that I couldn’t give.”

She blathered for a second, but finally had to admit the truth.

“So are you a lesbian?”

“No! I don’t want another woman.”

“But you wanted a woman…in me. You wanted me as a woman.”

And there it was, the source of all their problems, her problems.

Tom rubbed his cheek softly. “XX and XY, it doesn’t matter. I just need to become what you want.”

“But what does that do for you?”

He smiled. “It makes me happy. It always makes a man happy to see his woman have an orgasm. It means they have succeeded as a man.”

“But what do we do about you?”

“Nothing.”

“But we can’t do that! We have to do something! I mean, at the very least, you need some kind of relief!”

“Why?”

“Won’t you go insane?”

“I was going insane wondering why I couldn’t satisfy you before. This is actually a way to sanity for me. What if I got some tits?”

Her mouth opened slightly, her eyes widened, and she couldn’t deny that the thought excited her.

“After all, I look like a woman down there, why shouldn’t I look like a woman up here?” He hefted his pectorals. They weren’t exactly boobs, but they were close enough.

She gave a sob sort of giggle. “You…no.”

“Why not? I’d at least have some kind of sex organs. You could play with my boobs and I could get you off. Is there something wrong with that?”

“Everything!”

“Nothing.”

And so he made up his mind.

First he went on the net and explored. He looked into hormones, into surgery, into bras, into anything and everything that could give him bigger boobs.

He bought a bra on the internet, and some breast forms, and he took to walking around the house and showing them off.

He laughed when Kylie tried to hide her reaction.

She couldn’t.

Something had broken inside her, some dam, and her emotions were flooding out.

She asked him to fuck her, bought a strap on, and made love to his fake boobs.

Tom was fine with all of that. Now that her dam had been broken, so was his. His emotions came out, and their feelings for each other, hidden even through their marriage were coming out.

They cuddled, they talked, and life was becoming an adventure.

On a warm day in February, six months after his accident, he had his surgery. His chest was a little wide, being a man, so he needed large implants. He got something called Chyna 2000s, which had been invented for a wrestler named Joannie Laurer.

He hadn’t had a haircut in the whole time, and he had watched his diet and done a little gym work, and when he was walked out of the hospital his shape was of a woman. A thin, full breasted woman with long, luxurious hair that needed a styling.

Kylie could hardly breath. She drove him home, and kept glancing at his chest.

“Do they hurt?”

“Nah. A little sore here and there, but I’m sure going to need to wear a bra from here on out.”

“Well, they’re…big.”

He lay back, arched his chest out a little, and she nearly drove off the road.

She pulled into their driveway and they entered the house. It was warm enough for them to swim, and Tom wore a one piece. Her one piece. The one she had tried to get him to wear months before.

His groin was flat, and even looked a little bit like a monkey knuckle. His boobs filled it better than hers, and it was fortunate that the material was a little stretchy.

He lowered himself into the water and sighed. He wasn’t supposed to drink for a few days, so he worked on a Coke and let the water support his boobs.

Kylie was naked, and while he couldn’t keep his eyes off her frame, she couldn’t keep her eyes off his.

Then they started kissing, and making out. Their hands roamed and Kylie knew she needed some relief.

“I feel so guilty doing this to you, making you so horny?”

He grinned. “I love it, though I wouldn’t mind getting rid of a load.

“How is it with your testicles being full, and yet confined in your body?”

“It makes it worse,” he answered honestly. “They feel even fuller.”

“Oh, crap,” she murmured.

“Enjoy it,” said Tom. That’s what I do. The other choice is to be miserable, and how can I be miserable when I am screwing the most delicious woman this side of MacDonalds?”

“MacDonalds?” Her voice rose up in protest. “I’m as good as a quarter pounder? That’s all?”

He just laughed. Gone were the days of her disapproval, and him caring about it.

“Maybe a Kid’s Meal?”

“Oh!” In spite of her mock outrage she took the one piece off him. “You want to put a bra on?”

“I’m okay. I think.”

“Okay, lover, do me.”

He did. He did her up right. He went down on her, kissed her mammaries, her lips, roamed his hands over her perfect flesh.

And, once again, it was an incredible orgasm. One that took her breath away and left her near senseless.

“How can it be that good?” she wondered, long minutes after, when her breath had returned.

Tom was lying on his back, his breasts veritable mountains pointing at the ceiling.

“It just can,” he smiled.

She turned on her side and studied him. “You know, we haven’t really dressed you up.”

He turned his face towards her, fell in love all over again. That was one thing about always being horny, it left you always in love.

“Come on!” she pulled his hand and got him off the bed. She handed him his bra and he sat down in her vanity chair.

“So,” he said, looking at his hair, his face, his body. “It begins.”

Yet Kylie didn’t move.

“What?”

“We need to get rid of all your body hair.”

He had taken to shaving regularly, all over his body, but she was right. This needed to be done super close.

She got him out of the bra and moved him into the shower. They shaved him, removed his armpit hair, his facial stubble, all the hair from his legs.

“When you go on hormones you won’t have to shave so much.”

“When I go on hormones.” He spoke wonderingly. He wondered what he would look like in a year. His fat would be moved around, his musculature would be changed.

He would be more womanly than ever.

She dried him off and handed him his bra and sat him down again.

She went to work, explaining each potion or cream that she used. She described the brushes and the why and when for each of them.

She plumped his lips, and he watched them swell slightly, just enough to give him a good female pout. She rolled lipstick on them, did his eyes, and, finally, began styling his hair.

She was good, and she used comb and scissors expertly. She teased and curled, sprayed him with water, and his hair began to take female shape. It was down almost to his shoulders, and waved and curled gently and emphasized his new face wonderfully.

She chuckled.

“What?”

“You’ve got mousey brown hair and it’s ratted.”

“Har dee har har,” he spoked drily.

But they were both laughing now. Laughing and excited.

She reached over his shoulder and cupped his boobs.

He groaned, placed his hand on the back of her hand, and felt the warm run through him.

She said, “You’re dripping.”

He looked down. Sure enough, pre-cum was coming out of his pee hole.

“Just like a woman,” he marveled. “I’m wet for you.”

She hugged him from behind. He kissed her hands, then turned and took her in his arms.

They were of equal height, and they both had boobs. It was a delicious commingling of feminine shapes.

She whispered to him. “Have you considered anal sex?”

He moved back. “What?”

“Anal sex. It’s where I wear the dildo and I put it up your—“

“I know what anal sex is. But…”

“I’ve been reading about it. Apparently men can have anal orgasms, or prostate orgasms, as they call it sometimes.”

Very drily he responded, “Or sissygasms.”

“I didn’t want to call it that,” she murmured.

“Why not?”

“Because you are a man…I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.

“How could my feelings be hurt by a word? I’ve thought about this greatly. I’m not a shemale, I’ve still got plumbing down there, sort of. I’m not a woman, I don’t have that kind of plumbing. So what am I?”

She didn’t know how to answer that question.

“It’s funny, this all started with your analogy of the difference between a man and a woman being the missing leg on the Y chromosome. Now I’m a woman, and missing a male ‘leg.’ I’m truly a ‘Y.’ More true than most men. They’re missing a tail, but they have a dong. I’m missing everything.”

She chuckled. “You actually sound a little confused.”

“Yeah, hard to put into words.”

“But I understand. But my original question was…do you want to try anal sex?”

And there it was. No obfuscating, no getting around it. Did he want to have sex…up there.

He said nothing, and Kylie accepted his silence. She knew what he was going through mentally.

And he said, “Okay.”

“No time like the present. Want a drink, first?”

“Two drinks,” he affirmed.

So they went out and had a couple of drinks in the living room, the TV was on, but they were more talking about what they were going to do.

Then, finally, she took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

She took out the strap on and fastened it around her waist.

He choice a normal size dingus for his first time. It had light veins, was flesh colored, nothing special.

Except that it was all special. Totally and truly special. He was about to become a woman in the truest sense of the word.

She pushed him back on the bed and giggled. “I think I’m going to like being in charge. Suck my dick.”

He couldn’t help but laugh, and a moment later he was slurping away, discovering a sexual act from an entirely different viewpoint.

She held his face and smiled down on him. The incongruities swirled in her mind.

He wasn’t a woman, but he was. She didn’t want a woman, but she sure wanted him. Feeling his mouth working over her cock she had never felt so warm and moist.

“I think this is going to work,” she said.

She lifted him up, kissed him deeply, taking charge, bending him back a bit, bruising him with her lips.

He loved it. He felt himself giving way. He could sense the edges of submission coming over him.

“Okay, bitch,” she laughed. “Get up on that bed and spread ‘em.”

Laughing with her, he did, and she began lubing him up.

“Oh, my God!” he blurted. “We’re really going to do this.”

“You betcha, sweet cheeks!” She was talking loudly, almost raucously, enjoying the change in their roles.

She had taken a penis many times, but now, to be giving one…it was thrilling.

She put the head of her cock to his bunghole and slowly slipped into him.

“Oh! Oh….oh…fuck!”

His eyes opened. It felt so good. Why hadn’t he done this before? He’d had an asshole all his life, why hadn’t he figured this out?”

She began to move in and out, gently at first, roughly later, and his weenie began leaking semen.

“Am I cumming?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“But there’s no big orgasm?”

“No, but it feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Fucking heavenly!”

When they were done, laying on the bed side by side, his chest sticking up and her dong sticking up, she said, “You know, this is supposed to make you hornier. You’ll have a few hours, then you’ll want it again, and worse, and you’ll be addicted.

He gave a great sigh.

“I already am.”

END
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PART ONE

Jesse stared at Captain Cole. “You aren’t serious.”

“I am.”

They were in Captain Cole’s office. Seated in a corner of the room was a drop dead jail matron. Chanel Bisbee. She wore her prison guard uniform, a black pencil skirt, white blouse and regulation, short jacket. She only wore a little make up, but she didn’t need much. She had more curves than a race track, more mountains than the Rockies, and red lips compressed in a tight line.

“Captain, I just finished two years of undercover. I don’t want to spend another two years.”

Captain Cole sat back, lit a pipe, and watched smoke curl to the ceiling.

Chanel spoke. “One month, two at the most.”

“But why me? Perkins is free, Johnson hasn’t been on undercover for four years. why me?”

“Because you’re perfect for the situation,” Cole said. He looked through his smoke at Jesse. “Besides, your last job wasn’t a complete success.”

“The Feds blew that.”

“Officer Rocks, this is a serious situation and we need an experienced person. you have the qualifications.

Jesse eyed her. She might be good looking, but this was his career they were talking about.

“With all respect, Mrs. Bisbee…”

“Ms Bisbee,”

“Ms Bisbee, why are you here?”

“It’s the prison system that needs you,” murmured Cole.

Jesse stared at him. “You want me to go to prison?”

“Nope.”

Jesse frowned.

“We want you to go to the California Institution for Women in San Bernardino.”

Jesse’s mouth opened slightly as he became confused.

“But that’s for women.”

“Yes.”

Dead silence in the office. Jesse started to speak a couple of times, but didn’t know where to start.

“Since when do men go to CIW?”

“They don’t.”

Jesse looked between the two officers. He was actually dazed, nothing made sense.

Chanel cut in. “We have a massive drug problem there. We can’t keep the dope out. You would be inserted into the population and—“

“As a man?” He was incredulous.

“No.”

“Then…then what?”

“Officer Rocks. You are slender and short. You have long hair from your last assignment. We will educate you, train you, and you will pass as a woman.”

“Why not have a woman do it?”

“We don’t have one available. Also, if push comes to shove, we need somebody with a man’s strength. We need some one with your experience.”

“Well, I don’t want to do it.”

Captain Cole smiled. “Promotion. Pay raise. You fit the look, with a little help, of course. You pull it off you’ll make up for last month’s fiasco.” He leaned forward. “If you don’t want to do it, I understand. But men who don’t step forward don’t get put forward.”

And there it was. The stick along with the carrot. Pass on this assignment and he would be given desk duty, or some other equally odious position.

Jesse glared at his Captain. He sneered at Officer Bisbee. “Well, fuck,” he said. “Fuck!”

But it was plain that he had accepted the assignment.

Jesse was not prepared for assignment as a female. He was used to putting up with greasy clothes, lank hair, not taking a bath for weeks.

Being a female meant keeping super clean, caring for his appearance, and several other things that he had no experience with at all.

“We’re going to give you breasts,” remarked Chanel.

They were in a motel room outside Berdoo. He had two weeks to figure out how to look and act like a woman. And in two weeks he would have a record and be inserted into the California Institution for Women. CIW.

Sink or swim.

“Really? Like…real tits?”

“Yes. This afternoon.”

“But what about when the assignment is over? How do I get rid of them?”

Chanel concealed a smirk. “You can keep them, if you wish.”

The look on his face bid her to explain further.

“They are what is called vacation boobs. Doctors back east came up with them to give women a feeling for big boobs before they committed to regular implants. They are injected into your chest. They last a couple of months. Your body will absorb them and you will back to being a flat chested manly man.”

“So they aren’t real.”

“They are closer to real than anything else, including silicone sacks. They will give you a totally real look, and they will feel as if you had been born with them.”

Jesse didn’t like the idea of modifying his body, but he didn’t have any choice. It was about to get worse.

“We’re also going to inject a plumping agent into your lips, give you some sem-permanent make up, fix your hair and…”

Chanel went on and on, and Jesse’s heart was sinking. For a temporary job this seemed like pretty permanent.

“Okay, first things first, you need to apply this to your body. You can put it on your face, it will suppress your beard, but don’t get it on your eyebrows or hair.”

He took the bottle. “What is it?”

“Call it super Nair. It will not only depilate your body, it will suppress hair growth for three months. When your done with this your skin will be silky smooth and ready for action.”

He blinked at that, and she corrected herself. “Pardon me, ready for your assignment.”

Jesse, with Chanel’s help, applied the goo to his body. This meant he had to get fully undressed in front of her, and she even made sure his groin was covered in the super Nair. While she smoothed the cream into his crotch he had a reaction. Chanel made no obvious reaction to the stiffening of his prick, but he could tell that her breathing was a little faster.

His was a lot faster.

“So what are you going to do about Mr. Happy down there?”

“I think you’re ready for a shower,” she said, avoiding answering his question.”

Jesse didn’t like that, he wanted an answer, but the stuff was starting to burn on his flesh so he got into the shower.

He rinsed, and the stuff had done its job. His legs were bare from to to groin. His groin was bald as a baby’s butt. His chest was smooth and his flesh gleamed. He felt his chin, and even that felt smoother.

Three months. Hunh!

She dried him off, causing another reaction, and he watched her sneak glances at his tool.

She even licked her lips.

Then he put on male clothes, he wasn’t a female yet, and they talked about what he was going to have to do.

First, work on his body, exercises to slim down, yet keep up his strength.

Second, a regimen of  pills. His voice would become higher, softer. His hormones would be temporarily disrupted and estrogen would be emphasized over testosterone.

Third, he had to learn about fashion. The ladies in the lock up would expect him to know certain things about make up, clothes, and so on.

Fourth, he had to learn how to walk like a woman, sit like a woman, take a crap like a woman.

Fifth, he had to memorize his new life, all his crimes and times, and learn how to act like a female convict.

As he listened he grew less in confidence. He knew women. He liked women. But women were different than him. He had doubts as to his ability to do all the things required of him.

Chanel had no mercy on him. She watched him for doubt, got mean and demanded that he give it his all, and said, “There are women in there that would slice your throat if they find out you’re undercover. Some of those women are going to be stronger than you. You better fucking learn your lessons well.”

Jesse tried.

That afternoon they went to the doctor’s office.

The doctor asked no questions, didn’t ask for forms to be filled out, or anything. She merely put Jesse on a table and began injecting a liquid into his pectorals. It was just a series of pricks, no worse than getting a tattoo, but his pecs turned into boobs, and they grew and grew.

“You want me to do a little liposuction? Maybe put the fat back in his buttocks?”

Chanel nodded. “Absolutely.”

Jesse wanted to object, but he didn’t. He had now committed to this assignment, and he wasn’t going to back out. Besides, everything was supposed to be reversible once his assignment was over.

The doctor put him under for the liposuction, and he had no dreams. Just a faint memory of vacuuming in his mother’s house when he was a child. His mother made him do all the housework, and it wasn’t a good dream.

When he woke up he was startled by how thin his waist was, and how big his breasts were.

“These are too big,” he choked.

Chanel just helped him put on a bra, and then they seemed even bigger.

They walked out of the doctor’s office, and Jesse had to get used to a whole new body.

He was over balanced on top, and his butt rubbed inside his pants too much.

Heck, his ass was now fat, and his figure was like an hourglass.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

Chanel kept a smirk hidden.

They didn’t go back to the motel, they went to a beauty salon.

Again, nobody said anything. Everything had been arranged before hand, and the women went about their business without any chatter.

And Jesse noticed something.

His penis was no longer getting hard.

He had gotten excited when Chanel had rubbed the super Nair on him. He had even gotten a little excited when the doctor was working on him. Being a man he often got excited, but now…he wasn’t getting excited. At all. And it felt different.

He was having his hair washed when the impact hit him. He sat up, shrugged off the woman washing his hair and looked at Chanel, who was sitting across the room reading a fashion magazine.

“What’d you do to me.”

She knew exactly what he was talking about. “Lupron. It lasts three months.”

They stared at each other. Jesse wanted to get up and walk out. The only thing that stopped him was that it was already done.

He was seriously considering a lawsuit, however.

He lay back in the chair and the girl continued washing his hair.

Jesse was put through the court system in quick fashion. He was arraigned, spent a few days in the county lock up, then demanded his trial within 30 days, got it, and was sent to California Institution for Women.

No guards were in on it, but he had a lawyer who was, and a couple of cops said what they were supposed to say, and nobody suspected that he was a plant.

He rode a grey bus with bars on the windows, he shuffled with a half dozen other girls, and did his best to act like a female convict.

CIW is a sprawl of about a half dozen connected buildings looking somewhat like a half ‘H,’ and a dozen smaller buildings and minor complexes. It is surrounded by fences topped with concertina wire and has guard towers.

It is not as strict and mean as a men’s prison, but it is still not a pleasant place.

It has a peculiar odor, sweat and grime not concealed by cleaning odors.

It is run on a clock, and women must be in the right time and the right place.

There are a lot of guards, and the guards are protected by locking doors. They carry keys, radio, body alarms, stab resistant vests, flashlights which can double as clubs, and so on.

They wear pants and stiff cotton blouses.

And this was what Jesse stepped into when he stepped off the transport bus.

“Toe the line! Toe the line!” Guards came down the line. They were no nonsense and didn’t want to chat. All they were interested in was getting the ladies processed in.

Jesse stood in line outside one of the administration buildings, and was finally called in.

“State your name.”

“Jesse Rutherford.”

“Rutherford, Jesse. Through that door.”

A doctor saw him, but only superficially. “Any diseases…” and he named off a long list of sicknesses.

“No.”

He was inspected eyes and ears and mouth, then passed to the next station. The Doc totally missed the fact that Jesse was a man. But then he wasn’t just near-sighted, he was ‘near-minded.’

Jesse was told to strip, given underwear, and told to dress.

Fortunately, he had been doing exercises to protect and strengthen his boobs, because they didn’t give him a bra.

Nor pads, nor a hard handled tooth brush, nor anything else that could be used as a weapon.

By evening he was assigned a cell in D block. He would have a roomie, was allowed mail and phone calls and three books (softbound). The books could be exchanged at the prison library (when he finally checked them out), and other than that, he was a prisoner.

Prisoner 21534 under the California BOP. BOP stood for ‘Bureau of Prisons.’

Carrying his extra underwear, toilet paper and other odds and ends, he walked into cell 114 in D block.

A woman smoking a cigarette was sitting on a bunk. She wasn’t laying down because it’s against the rules to go to sleep before nine o’clock.

She was grey haired, a bit scraggly, but relatively clean. She was missing a tooth, her eyes were blue, but so pale the color could only be discerned when in the proper lighting.

The woman stared at her.

Jesse had been given a crash course in prison etiquette. Not too many friends, not too few. Don’t borrow or gamble. Pay all debts promptly. And so on.

He looked at prisoner 17498, Debby Johnson, and said, “I’m assigned to this cell. Which is your bunk?”

The cell was eight feet long, a bunk with a thin mattress on each side, a toilet and a sink at the end.

The woman said nothing.

Jesse took in the bunks, then put her stuff on the bunk on the right.

The woman said nothing.

Jesse sat down and said nothing.

“Debra Johnson. Call me Debby.”

They were standing in line outside their cell the next morning. A guard was going up the line and looking at faces and making marks on a clipboard form.

“Jesse Rutherford.”

They spoke in low voices, not wanting to be dinged for talking in line. They could do pretty much what they wanted, as long as they weren’t caught. then it was the hole, solitary, for a month.

The guard came, passed.

“When do we eat?”

“When Bitch Face finishes the count.”

Bitch Face was the nickname for Adriana Bitford. Nobody spoke to the guards except when directly spoken to, and then every guard was ‘Ma’am,’ or ‘Sir.’

They started to move, a single line that moved outside to a yard, then broke up into twos and threes.

Debby had a friend, a lover, actually, and she allowed Jesse to tag along. That was good, because Jesse knew he had to build a small group of friends. He was going to need people to watch his back, and he was going to have to watch their backs.

Food was mush, toast, OJ or coffee, a congealed yellow clump that was supposed to be eggs, but didn’t really look like it.

Or taste like it.

Still, Jesse choked it down.

And he listened to Debby and her lover, Shiela, talk about things. Mostly innocuous things, a complaint about an English class needed for a GED, some guard could go fuck themselves, that sort of thing, but there wasn’t any real animosity.

Jesse told them he had been arrested for prostitution and stabbing a John who was roughing her up. It established him as potentially violent, able to take care of himself, and yet not a serious offender.

And he learned the names of people, listened carefully, and tried to use all his knowledge to offend no one, protect himself, and begin the process of finding out who was in charge of drugs.

ONE WEEK LATER…

It was past nine, still a half hour before lights went out, and Jesse was lying on his bunk. His head was towards the back of the cell and a bible was propped open on his knees. He had no religious calling, but a bible was a thick book which could be used to protect oneself from a knife, or used to bash somebody in the throat.

Debby was on the other side, head to the rear, smoking a cigarette and talking about being part of a gang.

Men’s prisons the gangs are ferocious, and deadly.

Women’s prisons the gangs are there, not usually so violent, but could be.

Jesse felt the atmosphere of the cell change. He lowered the bible.

Brenda Lopez and two other ladies stood at the door.

They walked in. They had committed a ‘no no’ in entering a cell without being invited, but they were cock of the walk bullies and they broke rules to make points. The point here was that Jesse wasn’t safe in their presence.

Debby sat up, looked at Brenda.

Brenda had, against rules, styled her hair, wore thicker than usual make up, and had a drop tattooed at the corner of one eye. She was wearing a bra, a real one, which was against the rules.

Her eyes were flat, lifeless, black as shiny marbles.

She looked at Debby. “Out.”

Debby didn’t even glance at Jesse. She just scuttled out of the cell.

Jesse stood up. He had been picked for this assignment because he was slender and short, and now that was working against him. He might have some male muscle, but the two girls siding Brenda were taller and heavier than him. They had muscles from lifting weights, and their eyes showed no expression at all.

“You want drugs.”

Jesse said nothing. He positioned himself for a fight.

“I can get you drugs, but you have to check out first.”

He kept his eyes on the two big women and  was thinking of ways to dismantle them.

He knew they had come for a fight. What he didn’t know was why. And if Brenda was going to sell him the drugs, why would she want her girls to beat him up first?

“And we have to be sure that you won’t rat.”

Then Jesse got it. It was a test, a warning, a way to put the fear of them into him and make sure he never squealed.

Brenda nodded, one of the girls moved forward, and Jesse steeled himself to take it. To take whatever they dished out, to act weak, to not show any of his abilities to protect himself

The girl punched him on the cheek, and he went down. He fell back on his bunk and the two girls dog piled him. They punched him and kicked him, grabbed his hair and slapped him.

Jesse might have been able to stand up to them, but maybe not. He took the beating, and by the time they were done he had figured out how to cry and beg. It was easy with their brutal instructions.

Then, abruptly, the girls stood back.

Brenda sat on his bunk, she caressed Jesse’s now bedraggled hair. She kissed his cheek. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

Jesse was glad he had been able to cry.

“We’ll take care of you, you’ll get your drugs, but if you even think of being a snitch…you won’t be walking out of here. Come see me at the end of the week.”

She kissed him then, right on his bruised lips. It was a tender kiss, a mother’s kiss, then she felt his boobs.

“Nice. You want to earn some money? I got some guards who need a little. It’d go a long way towards paying for your drugs.”

Jesse sniffled, here it was, the thing he dreaded. “I…I can’t.”

“There, there,” Brenda held him gently. “I understand if you don’t want to, but…”

“No! I mean I really can’t!”

Something in Jesse’s voice made the woman hesitate. “Why not.”

Jesse whispered, “I’m transitioning.”

There was a pause, and Brenda looked at her girls, who actually had expression now. This was something new.

Brenda sat back, held Jesse with stiff arms and forced him to look at her. “What do you mean?”

“I’m transitioning. I need hormones. I’m halfway and…”

Jesse continued, adding sobs and looking at Brenda beseechingly for understanding.

Brenda said: “Why’d they let you in here?”

“They didn’t know what else to do with me. They can’t put me in a men’s prison, the men would rape me, so they put me in here.”

Brenda stood up. “Take your clothes off.”

Jesse sat on the edge of the bed and undid his shirt.

Brenda stared at his boobs. She reached down and felt them. “Nice.” Then she gave a hard squeeze that made Jesse yelp.

“Take off your pants.”

Jesse pulled off his pants, and his underpants, which were sort of like panties, but made out of thicker, non-stretch material.

His cock was pulled back between his legs with a piece of material. He untied the material, pulled his limp penis forward.

“Shit,” said one of the girls.

“He really is,” muttered the other one.

The bad news was that Jesse saw their eyes brighten up, become lustful.

In a prison of women a lot of women turned lesbian, at least for the length of their sentences.

“He’s pretty,” said the first one.

“Call her a ‘she,’” said Brenda. She had lust in her eyes, but dollar signs, too. She could sell the guards a trans easily.

“Can I get dressed?”

Brenda knelt, reached out for his cock. She held it, and it just lay there, limp, like a slug on downers. “Why doesn’t it get hard?”

“They gave me something.”

“They don’t just give you stuff.”

Jesse admitted, “They gave me a choice, men’s prison, or this place, but I had to volunteer for chemical castration. It won’t last forever, but…they don’t have to worry about me fucking somebody.”

Brenda smiled. “Yes, they do. You’re going to make us a lot of money, Jesse Rutherford.”

“Please, I just want to do my time!”

“Do you want those hormones? Hormones are pricey, rare, especially in a place like this. You want the drugs you’re going to need to work with us.”

Jesse put misery in his eyes. He snuffled. He wiped the tears from his eyes.

Brenda turned to her two comrades. “She’s under our protection now. Spread the word.

The two large women nodded. One of them looked at Jesse and licked her lips.

Brenda smiled at the one who had demonstrated her lust. “Don’t worry, you’ll get yours. But we need to set this up first.” She turned to Jesse. “We’ll check you out, and you’ll get your drugs, but there’s a price, and you better be willing to pay. ‘Cause if you don’t you’ll think that beating we gave you was fun. And if you do check out,” she smiled and put her hand to the side of Jesse’s head. She ran her hand through his hair, “then you’ll have an easy time of it here. Got that?”

Jesse nodded.

Brenda leaned down then and kissed him. Full on the lips. She took her time and let Jesse see the soft side. Then she let go and the three women left the cell.

A minute later Debby came back into the cell.

Jesse was still sitting on his bunk.

“What’d they want?”

Jesse sighed. He was over crying now, but he still had traces of tears on his cheeks.

So Jesse told her. And he told her everything. He explained how he was a man. He explained about transitioning. And he explained that he needed hormone therapy and that Brenda would provide it. For a price.

“Oh, man,” said Debby, when Jesse was finished. “You’re on a dangerous path. That gang is serious shit. You better be real careful.”

Jesse nodded. “I will.”

Inside he was thinking that he now had a lead. Brenda was either the ringleader, or she knew who it was. And if Jesse could bide his time, put up with what they were offering, he would be out of here, and he would be out of undercover work, with a promotion and money and a serious record.

When the lights went out he lay on his side, facing away from Debby, and he smiled.

Brenda meant business. She was also well connected.

Jesse was given a cushy job in the library, he worked a couple of hours shelving returned books, then could sit around reading magazines and filing his nails.

And he was given hormones. Lots of hormones. And this was something he hadn’t planned on.

He looked female because of the implants, exercise, a few small things like plumped up lips, but he had no plans to actually take hormones. Now he was forced to take hormones. He actually reported to the infirmary and the prison doctor gave him injections.

Good Lord, the prison doctor was in on it?

And the hormones the doctor gave him were strong. Within a week he could see the effects. His face started changing, his muscle mass went down, he felt awkward, uncoordinated, and he was having emotional spells.

As he cop he had discipline, he could control himself, but these hormones were more than discipline.

He had crying jags. He got angry. He felt mopey and just wanted to lay on his bunk and think dire.thoughts.

All of which was fine with Brenda.

Brenda checked on him several times a day. She touched him, brushed his hair, and cooed, “You’re going to make us so much money.

The good side to this is that if somebody had a problem they would come see Brenda, and it didn’t seem to matter that Jesse has in her arms.

She just held Jesse close, smothered his face in her boobs, and conducted business while laying on the bed.

Business like how much of what drug to order. How much to pay who, on the inside and the outside. Who to discipline.

Who to discipline was the one. People who raised Brenda’s ire suffered everything from loss of privileges to harder work to fines (cigarettes) to…being trashed in the exercise yard.

She tended to stay away from the physical punishment, but Jesse was witness to two broken limbs and a murder.

The murder was not fully intended, but when Debby’s thugs went after someone…accidents happened.

But the days passed, more evidence was gathered, more crimes were committed, and more hormones dispensed.

A month passed, and Jesse had enough, except for one thing: he didn’t know who the big wheel was. Somebody was in charge of the criminal enterprise that the CIW had become. Somebody who had connections on the inside and the outside.

Jesse explored, as best he could, connections with vendors, guards, and anybody who had access to the prison but could walk freely in the outside world.

Nothing. Nada. Zip.

She even tried asking outright, on one of those times when Brenda was in an expansive mood.

Brenda smiled and wagged her finger. “Never ask, my little man-bitch.”

Jesse knew, from things overheard, that he was about to be put to work. Work would consist of having to give blow jobs, sleeping with other women in the prison. He would be given a strap on for those occasions. And even sleeping with men.

Jesse had no intention of going that far. He was already worried about all the hormones he had taken, he didn’t want to worry about his asshole, or getting an STD, or anything like that.

So it was time to call it quits.

Time to call in the cavalry.

Time to get back to being himself.

His connection, for ending his undercover work, was a watch commander. He had easy access, could walk into the watch commander’s office at any time and just announce himself, and that would be that. He would be removed from the prison instantly. He would receive medical attention, he would make his statements, and the criminal enterprise in the CIW would be over.

Let the people above him narrow in on the big boss. Let the interrogators find out who was giving orders. He was done.

Right after breakfast, instead of going to the library, Jesse walked to the watch commander’s office.

For more than a month the watch commander had ignored him, kept his secret, but she gave him her total attention when he said, “I’m Jesse Rocks. I’m undercover, and it is time to terminate my assignment. I’d like you to get in touch with Captain Chanel Bisbee.”

The Watch Commander was a beefy woman. Her name was Wanda Brent. She had a square face, thin lips, and blocky tits. She sat up straight and gave a wan smile. “Hello, Jesse. Do you have sufficient evidence?”

That should have alerted Jesse right then. How much evidence he had was of no concern to the Watch Commander.

“I do.”

“Excellent.” She picked up her phone and dialed a number. She smiled a hard smile at Jesse and said, “Officer Jesse Rocks is ready to be extracted. Un huh. Two hours. Of course.” She hung up the phone.

“Okay, Jesse, let’s get an initial statement on the record.”

She reached into a drawer and took out a tape recorder.

Again, Jesse was so relieved to be done with this that the alarm bells didn’t go off.

For an hour they sat in the office, Jesse talking, Wanda asking questions.

Jesse outlined the structure of the criminal empire within the grey walls, named names, gave descriptions and dates and times.

Finally he was done. He heaved a sigh and sat back.

“Well done, Jesse,” said Wanda. She put the tape recorder back in her desk drawer. “We’ve still got an hour left. Is it okay if we put you in solitaire for that hour? I don’t want to risk anybody finding out about you.”

“Well, I guess.” And the first hint, way back in his cranium, of something being off sounded.

Wanda called in four guards. “Ladies, please take the prisoner to solitary confinement. Cell six.

Jesse stood up and was marched through the prison by the four guards. They were all bigger than him, bigger even than Brenda’s thugs.

They entered the unit housing prisoners assigned to solitary confinement and took him to the last cell in the row of cells.

The door was opened and Jesse stepped in.

The cell was bare bones. A metal bed, a hole in the floor for pooping. a spigot out of the wall.

Crap.

Well, that was okay. He could handle an hour of this.

He turned, opened his mouth to say something, and one fo the guards was standing right behind him.

“Snitch.”

She closed the door, clang, and locked it.

“Hey!”

But the door was solid, only a small slid panel for guards to look in on him.

“Hey!” He pounded on the door.

He couldn’t even hear their footsteps as they retreated.

But why had she called him a snitch?

Nobody was supposed to know!

And the alarm bells suddenly went off.


PART TWO

An hour passed.

Jesse lay on the cold metal of the bunk. Then he sat up, got up, walked in a small circle.

The metal of the bed was too cold to sit or sleep on.

He would be sleeping on the cement floor.

There was no toilet paper. He would have to wipe and then wash his butt using the spigot.

There was no sound. It was the first time in his life Jesse had ever been in a situation where he couldn’t hear any noise.

He leaned against the hard, metal door and listened. Pressed his ear against the door and…he could hear a distant…something. A laugh? A curse? He didn’t know.

He walked in circles some more, and he worried.

Something was wrong. That ‘snitch’ remark, being truly ex-communicado, what was going on?

The Watch Commander was in on it, that was for sure.

Brenda no doubt knew about him by now.

But where was Chanel Bisbee?

Hell, she wouldn’t even know about this. So…what was he going to do?

Another hour passed. And another one.

He was hungry now. Prison food wasn’t too nourishing anyway, and he hadn’t eaten much of his breakfast. Heck, he had figured he would be free within an hour or two. He would be able to go to a Denny’s or something and eat all he wanted to.

More hours passed, and more.

He was aware of the effects of solitary. He knew he would become disoriented, lose track of time.

He tried counting the seconds, and that actually helped.

He did a series of exercises, wishing that this simple routine could divest him of boobs and return his svelte figure to something approximating maleness.

More time passed.

And more.

He felt his face. No trace of beard. Not any more.

He pooped. He drank the brackish water.

More time.

Had a night passed? Or was he already losing it.

By the time the cell door opened again he was starving, dizzy, and scared.

Were they just going to let him die there?

But then the door opened.

Jesse was sitting on his bunk. He was using his blouse to protect his asshole from the cold, and shivering, his boobs occasionally quivering.

“Hi, Jesse.”

Chanel Bisbee stood in the doorway. She was smiling, enjoying his misery.

“Oh, my god!” His voice was a little ragged. He stood up and hurried to Chanel.

She entered the cell, pushed him back. He was weak now, and she was strong to begin with, and she handled him with no trouble.

“What…aren’t you going to let me out?”

She pushed him down on the bed. “Nope.”

She backed up a bit, leaned against the cell wall.

“What’s going on? What are you doing?”

“Do you remember your last undercover assignment?”

“Yes.”

“It was bikers, and while it was a bust, you hurt them. To be part of their organization, to be part of a brotherhood, and for you to betray them like that.”

“They were criminals.”

“But what is a criminal. Did you know that the United States has more people in prison per capita than any other country in the world? We are living in a country with millions of people in prison. Sure, there are the really bad guys, murderers and rapists and such, but 90% are guilty of non-violent crimes. Probably 90% of those were just trying to survive.”

“You’re saying the bikers were just trying to survive?”

“I’m saying that the government is worse than the bikers. Or many of the so called ‘criminal’ groups out there.”

“So…what? You’re putting me in prison for being part of the good guys?”

“Seeing as how you belong to a criminal organization—“

“Bullshit!” Jesse yelled.

Chanel held her hands up, “Hear me out before you yell bullshit. I could just walk out right now, and then where would you be?”

Jesse clamped his mouth shut.

Chanel nodded, then continued. “Seeing as how you belong to a criminal organization, an organization who provides taxes by writing tickets without regard for the people you are supposed to be ‘protecting and serving,’ an organization who arrests people merely on the whims of your masters, an organization who believes they are elite and above the law, who trample on rights and squashes anybody who stands against their authority, we have decided to put you in prison.”

Jesse said nothing. His mind was going wild, however. thoughts were spinning through his psyche like a wildfire through a fire works factory.

“This will serve two purposes. One, it will remove you from the ranks of those who would suppress bikers.”

“Revenge,” Jesse muttered.

She smiled, “I won’t argue with your viewpoint, only attempt to change it. And the second purpose is it will allow us to re-educate you.”

Jesse’s eyebrows dipped together.

“We must attempt to make a functioning member of a better society.”

“What does that mean?”

“You were willing to betray bikers, your friends, and then you were willing to become a woman and climb the hierarchy of those who imprison helpless Americans. So a woman shall you be. Furthermore, when you have convinced us that you are sincere, we will allow you limited work. Eventually you will be adjudged to have mended your ways, and have made amends for your crimes. Or you will not, and you will spend the rest of your life in cells like this one.”

She smiled, and it was obvious she was done.

Jesse took deep breaths.

“I’m convicted of being a cop, and sentenced by a…a…what? Who passes sentence on me?”

Chanel calmly stated, “Jesse, let this be the beginning of your re-education. If you ask any citizen what cops have cost them and they will think, and realize that cops have cost the average citizen enormous amounts of money, and that is before the price tag of simply supporting them. If you ask the average citizen about the legal system they will admit that the legal system is a parasite upon society. They sit in their ivory towers and pass judgment without regard for the misery they are creating. They make pronouncements based on arcane law that benefits them and no one else. They fill the prisons and think they are better than everybody else. Ask anybody of a reasoning mind and they will say there is no law, that the law is a sham.”

“And you have a better way?” Jesse blurted.

“Of course we do. We’ve been working on it for decades, from inside the very prisons to which you relegate the people of society to rot. You will learn of this in due course, as you become re-educated. And you will be free to disagree. But you won’t get out of here until you have done your amends and proven that you are willing to be a kind person.”

“And how do I prove I am a kind person?”

“You wanted to be a woman, now you can be one.”

Chanel started to move towards the door.

“Wait a minute! I didn’t ask to be a woman! You virtually forced me into being one!”

“A moot point,” murmured Chanel, and she closed the door.

Clang.

And this time the sense of hopelessness was infinite.

Jesse sat in his cell, and now he had amazing things to think about.

He wasn’t getting out. He was in a maximum security wing of a prison, no access to lawyers, judges, other cops…nothing.

And this insanity of there being a whole new culture, undermining society from within, creating a whole new system of cops and robbers, judges and government, and…and at the end of his conjecturing he was still in jail.

The door opened. Two beefy guards, one holding a taser, the other one put a tray upon the floor.

At least they weren’t going to starve him.

But halfway through a halfway decent meatloaf, with real vegetables, he wondered what was in the food.

He hadn’t been taking his hormones. He hadn’t been to the doctor for shots, and…had they put the hormones in his food?

Then he had the bad thought that maybe they had given him all the hormones he needed. Maybe he was done, and the change into being a woman was all done.

He looked down at his body. He was round bottomed, full chested, thin waisted. He didn’t have a mirror, but he knew he looked different. His cheeks were different, fat deposits had moved around.

If anybody saw him now, would they recognize him? Or would they just see a woman.

And what about his cock? Was it going to be limp for three months? Or had they given him more of that chemical, castrated him for years. Or…forever.

Still, he finished his meal. He was starved, after all.

Later they came and collected the tray, and one of the guards tossed a blanket and a pillow into the cell.

They weren’t thick, but they were something, and he curled up on his bed and worried.

Time passed.

He was eating three squares a day.

He was lonely.

He did exercises every once in a while, and hoped that he would survive.

The door opened.

Chanel.

“Hello, Jesse.”

Jesse nodded.

“You’re looking well. Are you bored yet?”

“Yes.”

He was sitting on the side of his bunk, staring at her.

“Would you like to have some sexual activity?”

“What kind of sexual activity.”

“We’ve got a lot of women in this place that want to feel a man.”

“Even if that man is no longer a man?”

“Oh, you’re a man, at least for a while, but that is going to be up to you. You see, we’ll do this in gentle stages. You’ll have sex, and they will tell you how wonderful it is to be with a man. You’ll start to think about it. Your imagination will be spurred. EVentually you’ll wonder if you can do the things these women can do. You’ll wonder about sucking cock, you’ll think about what it would be like to take it up the—“

“You’re making me into a homosexual.”

“No…no. We’re not making you into anything. It’s all choice. You can spend the rest of your life here and…that’s okay. Whether you get curious about life outside these walls is up to you.”

“I’m not curious.”

Chanel smiled. “Well, okay. Then I won’t bother you for a while. See ya.”

She closed the door.

Time passed like a speck of sand blowing over a desert. The desert never ended, and Jesse was left looking for a horizon, an event, that would never come.

He ate, and the food was okay. Not a steakhouse, but it wasn’t the normal gruel that prisons have. It wasn’t oatmeal and toast and macaroni and artificial cheese and fruit cups and…stuff.

It was hamburgers and vegetables. Tuna fish and potatoes. chicken and rice. Nothing fancy, just common, day to day fare.

He wouldn’t get skinny, but he wouldn’t get fat. In fact, his body seemed to be doing well.

Summer came to an end. The relentless heat of San Berdoo gave way to a fall coolness. He wouldn’t need an extra blanket, but…he curled himself into his one blanket and wished to be somewhere else.

Out of there.

His apartment. And he wondered about his apartment. When he was undercover he still had to figure out things like apartments and car payments and so on.

But now he couldn’t.

Would his apartment get…taken from him? Would he be evicted?

And would his car get repossessed?

He didn’t have much family, an ex-wife…would she wonder what happened to him? There was no alimony or anything…so, would she even think about him?

Days passed, just flipped like the pages of a calendar, and he went from worry to wonder.

Would he disappear from life?

And what if he did go along with the program? Would they let him re-establish his identity? Would they build him a new one?

The door opened.

Chanel. ‘Hi, Jesse.’

Yak, yak, yak.

The cell closed.

Probably half a dozen times, then, one day, he didn’t plan it, he didn’t come to a solid conclusion, he just said, “Okay.”

He’d been in solitaire for a couple of years. Never mistreated, just ignored, left to himself.

Four guards came for him. He was given a bra and a dress. He put them on and walked in the middle of the guards to the next building over.

He almost cried when he saw the sun. The guards allowed him a moment to gawk, to fall to his knees and clutch blades of grass.

They understood.

And he realized that as a cop, amongst cops, in a legal system that might be jaundiced and perverted, he never would have been allowed to smell the flowers.

He would have crossed the concrete from one cell to another…stay in line, hurry up, get in there…

He entered the next building over and walked down a hallway.

It was constructed of cinder block and cement, it was a prison, but it had paintings on the walls, and the walls had been painted pleasant colors, and when he walked into the room he was astounded.

A thick rug on the floor. A wide bed against one wall. A wet bar in a corner. A window with blinds that could be turned so he could see the outside world.

Not that there was much to see, but…he could see.

And a bathroom! With a shower and a sink and a porcelain toilet.

“Have a seat, Jesse. Someone will be in to see you in a short while. If you wish to take a shower you’ve got time.”

Jesse took a shower. Hot water. For two years he had been scooping water out of a spigot and slapping it on himself, air drying, and…he took a real shower, and there was a towel folded over a bar.

He dried himself off and looked down at his dick.

It was still limp.

But in a weird way…he didn’t care.

So what if he couldn’t get it up?

A couple of years in solitary and…so what?”

He opened the blinds and stared at the world. A fence, hills, off to the side a guard tower.

The door opened and he spun around.

“Hi, Jesse.”

She was a redhead. She was wearing the regulation grey uniform of a prisoner, but under that uniform she had a body.

“They said you’re supposed to service me.”

Service her. Huh!

Jesse sat down on the bed and waited. He didn’t speak, he was afraid to speak, but that would pass.

She came to him, and he kissed her and held her and cried.

“It’s okay, Jesse. You don’t have to cry.”

Slowly, his sniffles died down.

“They told me you’ve been in solitaire for over two years. Is that right?”

He nodded.

“And you’re a man?”

He nodded.

She reached under his towel and felt his penis. “Does it get hard?”

“No.”

“Can I try to make it hard?”

He nodded.

She pushed him back then, she was actually hungry for sex.

Of course she knew what sex was, she had had lots of jailhouse sex, but Jesse had pretty much forgotten what sex was like.

But she reminded him.

She touched his mouth, his face, his body, with her soft, plump lips. And where she touched was electrified and brought to life.

She gave him the blow job to end all blow jobs. She held his tool in her mouth, worked her tongue, touched his anus with a finger.

He loved it, he loved the sensation, and it did make him horny, but with no hammer how do you drive the nail?

Once awakened, however, he became insatiable. He fondled her breasts and mouthed her nipples.

He slid down and kissed and tongued her vagina.

He had no boner, but he was even hornier for that, and he was like a man obsessed. Or…a woman obsessed.

He sculpted her with his hands and was aware of how grody his fingers were. He missed his fingernails.

He lifted her buns and fed at her trough.

She groaned and came, and he wanted more.

Now he didn’t care if he came, he just wanted to make her cum.

And again and again and again.

“You’re a nice person,” said the girl.

“No,” he said. They were holding each other on the bed. Whispering in each others ears. Breast to breast, hearing their hearts pound against each other.

“No, you are. And you’re beautiful. I hope I get to see you again.”

Jessie wondered at that. Beautiful. He had never been called beautiful in his life, and yet she had said he was.

And he couldn’t help himself. “What’s it like to fuck a man?”

She told him in muted tones. She told him of enjoying the hardness of a man, and how to make him squirt. She told him of the comfort and security of being held by muscular arms. She told him how it felt to be expanded when he enters, and how the thrill shot through the whole body and drove a girl right out of her senses.

The door opened.

They came for Jesse regularly after that. Every two or three days they would march him over to the building with the rooms.

He made love to a variety of women. Blondes, brunettes, old, young, chubby, skinny.

A lot of them were guards, just collecting on their perks. Quite a few were prisoners. Given special attention for being accommodating.

A couple of times women came in from the outside world. Rich, smelling of money and fancy perfume. Wearing clothes much to expensive for him. Silk dresses, underwear, nylons.

On those days, the night before he would be given something nice to wear, and a guard would check on his hygiene, make sure he was feminine and ready to go.

And time passed, now measurable by sensual interludes, punctuated by faces that smiled at him and even showed concern. Bodies that wanted to give pleasure as much as receive it.

Through it all he remembered that he was a he. No matter how beautiful, he had a dick.

A year passed, and the door opened.

“Hi, Jesse.”

“Hi, Chanel.”

“How are you doing?”

“Pretty good.”

“We think so, too. Would you like to have a hard on?”

Jesse went silent.

He never came, and though he didn’t have the amount of testosterone he would have had as a male, he had some. And it built. And it made him horny. And he wanted a boner.

He wanted to fuck a woman in the way a man fucked a woman. He wanted to penetrate her, feel her sigh, make love to her with a real cock.

Not the strap on he sometimes used, but a real, live, flesh and blood boner.

“I would,” he managed to get out.

“Here is a pill. Take it before you go to bed tonight, and you’ll be hard all day long. Super viagra. You haven’t fucked for a long time, so remember to be gentle. Don’t use your penis to please yourself, but to please those who have earned time with you.

She put a pill on the floor, turned to walk out.

“Am I earning you money?” It burst out of him.

She turned and smiled. “Oh, yes. You’re worth a lot of money. The ladies like you, they request you. Would you like to try a man?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to.”

She accepted that at face value. “Okay.”

She left.

He took the pill when he went to bed.

He had dreams that night. Odd dreams, like whales rubbing up against each other as they passed.

But he didn’t remember anything specific when he awoke.

And when he awoke he had a boner.

He stroked it slowly, savored it, wished to be hard forever.

The guards came for him about ten o’clock. They escorted him to the building with the rooms, and when they left him he had the feeling they didn’t go far.

Were they worried that having a boner might make him a little rambunctious?

Maybe.

A woman entered the room. She was from out of prison. She was elegant, had pearls which she took off and placed on the dresser next to the bed.

She smiled at Jesse, and took off her clothes.

Jesse sat on the bed, his hands folded between his legs, holding his hard on.

It was bigger than he remembered, but then maybe the pill he had taken had made it bigger.

You never could tell.

The woman came to him, pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him.

No foreplay, no chit chat, just get down and dirty.

She rode him firmly, smiling at him. She bent her head and kissed his nipples. She kissed him. She enjoyed herself.

When she was done she took a short shower. She hummed something in the shower, and Jesse sat on the edge of the bed and listened.

He had cum in her. She had wanted him to. She had squeezed him and seemed to take an inordinate amount of pleasure from making him lose his load.

He thought about it. He had squirted, and…it didn’t mean that much. After a year of pleasuring women, of staying horny, he missed the driving edge of horniness.

It was good, but he wanted to be horny more than he wanted to squirt.

He liked giving pleasure more than he liked receiving it.

She came out of the shower and dressed. She moved elegantly, zipped up her pencil skirt, unbuttoned her blouse, and kept looking over at him.

Done, prepared for the outer world, she came to him, she held his chin in one hand.

“You’re a such a beautiful creature. I’ll tell the guards you need a little make up. It’ll make you feel special.”

Jesse thought about make up a lot when he was back in his cell. He thought how it felt to kiss a woman with make up. How it felt to be kissed by a woman who wore make up.

He loved their beautiful faces.

He realized, in an offhand way, that he was not thinking about himself as a man much.

Even when he had a boner, it was more like a female than a male. which made no sense, and a lot of sense.

The door opened. He heard footsteps receding.

He shuffled to the door and looked down the hall.

The guard was just disappearing through a door into the reception area.

Hanging next to the door was a dress. It wasn’t grey prison garb, it was a pretty dress, silk material, décolleté. High hem. Attached to the coat hanger was a hair brush.

He put the dress on and brushed his hair, and started crying.

He dried his tears and walked down the long hallway.

The guard was there. She watched Jesse with interested eyes. Lustful eyes. Sometimes guards came to him for sex. Always they studied him. with eyes that wanted sex.

“Chanel would like to see you.”

He looked at the glass door. He turned back. “Where do I go?”

“Same place.”

Jesse knew the way. He left the building, walked over to the next building.

He was free, for the first time in years.

Yet, he didn’t think of trying to escape.

He didn’t know what he would do if he did manage to escape. He was such a different person now.

He entered the room, and found Chanel waiting for him. She was sitting on the bed, just…waiting.

“Hello, Jesse.”

“Hi, Chanel.”

“How are you doing.”

“Wonderful.”

“That’s good. Jesse, it’s time for a decision.”

“Yes?”

“Your last decision was whether you wanted to make love to a woman as a woman. You made that decision, and you have flowered. You are quite beautiful now.”

“Thank you.”

“Of course you could use some make up, a little professional help with your hair…fingernails…nylons…nice underwear.”

With each of her utterances Jesse felt himself going more and more in thrall.

He wanted such things.

“Of course, to get those things, and your own room, and other things, you need to make a decision.”

“What decision?”

“You need to learn how to make love to a woman when the woman is emulating a man.”

Jesse pursed her lips and was puzzled.

Chanel smiled. “When the other woman is wearing a strap on.”

Jesse’s breath caught.

When he was a man he could never imagine being a lesbian, but that was, except for the occasional pills, what he was.

But he was being offered the chance to be a woman, and to experience that most manlike of symbols, the cock.

“But that will lead to me making love to a man…to me being the receptacle.”

“All part of your re-education. But take it one step at a time. Learn to make love as a real woman. Don’t think about the future, just accept the reality of what you are now.”

What he was now.

What was he now?

A woman? A half woman? A shemale? A tranny?

He was, in essence, all of those things. And more.

But to take it up the rear…that was another step.

Could he do it?

“But what if I don’t want to make love to a man, further down the road?”

“Then you don’t. But we’re concerned with now. Can you learn to be a woman in that most womanly of ways? Can you?”

Jesse heard himself say, “Yes.”

“Very good. “Would you like a pill?”

Did he want a boner? That would make him feel manly, and that wasn’t what they wanted. Was it what he wanted? Or did he want to be a good citizen and go along with it?

“No.”

Chanel smiled.

“Very good.”

“Would you like to take a shower?”

“Can I take one before and after?”

“Of course. And I brought some body lotion and some make up. We’ll do this right.”

Jesse got undressed, took his shower, and came out.

Chanel brushed his hair and applied his make up. “You’ll have to take classes to do this, you know.”

“I know,” he said.

She showed him how to prepare his face, then she worked on his fingernails. She made them long and red, to match his lips.

Jesse watched himself in the reflection of the window.

Imposed over the fence and the hills, and the far away places of imagination, he was a woman.

He had been born a man, but society had decided he should be otherwise.

Watching himself, Jesse realized that Chanel had stopped working on him. He turned to find her standing there, a large dick sprouting from her junction.

“Are you ready, Jesse?”

He nodded.

She had him sit on the bed, then she pushed him back. She moved between his legs, kissed him passionately, and gripped his limp penis. she lifted him up and pushed lube into him, then she lifted him up and slid her penis into him.

Jesse gasped.

He had enjoyed being fingered, getting lubed, but it was just a tease for the overwhelming sensation of getting opened up.

For the next half hour Jesse learned to whimper, to cry, to arch his back and feel Chanel play with his tits.

He had a minor orgasm.

“That’s a prostate orgasm,” Chanel explained. “You’ll get them more and more. You’ll learn.”

Jessie looked down at the dribble in her hand.

Chanel held her hand up. “Would you like a taste?”

Jesse was frozen.

Chanel licked her own hand. She held it out to him.

“Think about it, Jesse. Think of the warm salty taste, and then think about what it would be like to experience that war, salty taste dripping from you. Think about making a decision.”

Her hand was close to his lips, and his tongue went out. He licked, and closed his eyes, and he imagined.

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

The Feminization Games


The House of BDSM!

A small man discovers a big world!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Bob read the ad in the Times.

WANTED:

man, short and slender.

Six figures salary,

Sex is required.

Inquire 345 Pickens St.

Tuesday ~ 9 AM ~ the 14th.

There were lots of ads like that in the newspaper, these being rather rough times, but none of them mentioned ‘sex.’

That one word alone inspired Bob.

Unfortunately, the ad was seen by hundreds of other men.

Bob rounded the corner onto Pickens St and saw the line. He almost left, would have left, except that he stood on the corner for a minute and thought about other opportunities, of which there were none.

The line was proceeding at a fast walk.

Hundreds of men were lined up at 345, they walked into the front door almost as fast as they could walk.

Bob looked down 3rd St., to the back door of the building, and men were coming out as fast as they had gone in.

Shaved, groomed, in their best, tall and studly men were going in and coming out.

What kind of hiring practice was this?

He sauntered down the block and looked into the building, but he couldn’t see anything.

But the men kept going in.

And coming out.

Bob’s curiosity alive, he walked to the end of the line and took his place.

Bob was short, and he was slender. That left him out of a lot of jobs. He wasn’t physically suited for warehousing or dock work or digging ditches. He just wasn’t the big and strong type.

A half a minute and he was halfway to the door to 345. He looked back up the block. More men had lined up behind him. Nobody seemed put off by how fast the line was moving.

He heard two men talking. “Any idea what’s going on?”

“Nope. I don’t even know what the job is.

“I wonder how many people they have interviewing in there. This line is moving awfully fast.”

Bob didn’t tell them that people were, around the corner, going out as fast as they were going in.

He reached the front door. The line went down a hallway to a door. A doorman was standing just inside the door. He passed men in quickly and efficiently.

As Bob got closer he could hear a voice inside the room. “Next. Next. Next.”

It was a woman’s voice, and it was no nonsense. The doorman showed another man into the room with every utterance of the woman’s voice.

As Bob reached the final few feet he managed to peek through the open door.

Men would walk to a desk behind which was a tall woman. The woman was gorgeous. She had a figure curvier than a snake, bluer than blue eyes, and a face that could have been on an ancient, Greek statue.

The men would stand for a moment. The woman barely glanced at them, then handed them a slip of paper. The man would read the paper and leave.

Bob reached the doorway.

“Next?”

He was shown into the room.

Bob walked to the desk and stopped.

The woman glanced, blinked, looked, and smiled.

“Show me your penis.”

Bob blinked.

“Come on. Be embarrassed if you wish, but show me your cock.”

His face red, aware that none of the men before him had had to reveal themselves, Bob unbuckled, unzipped, and presented his penis.

Bob was not well endowed.

One would think that the size of a cock would be proportionate to the size of the body. If a six foot man had a six inch dick, then a seven foot man would have a seven inch dick, and a five foot man would have a five inch dick.

Unfortunately, not even this simplicity applied to Bob.

He was under five foot, almost a dwarf, but not quite, and his penis was…puny.

He was but three inches long. Hard.

While he didn’t let that stop him from living life, it did afford him some embarrassment, and a dearth of girlfriends.

He had been told, often enough, ‘Is that all you’ve got?’

It was, and so what, and simply lived a monk’s life.

He hated it. He wished he had a schlong that would make grown women shriek and run, but it was what it was, and those were the cards he had been dealt.

All of which made it quite surprising when the beautiful woman behind the desk stated, “You’re hired.”

She stood up and called to the doorman. “Okay, Charles, tell them the position has been filled.”

Bob stood, rigid, humiliated.

He saw the papers on the desk that the woman had been handing out.

Thank you,

Sorry, but I can’t use you.

Please exit to the right.

The woman came around the desk. There was a pair of chairs to the left and she pulled them around and indicated he should sit down.

Bob sat, and she sat opposite him.

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-Six.”

“Is $100,000 a year all right?”

Bob spluttered a bit, but managed to answer yes.

“You’ll be expected to live on premises. You will be on call on Friday evening through Sunday night. Other than that, your time is your own. Is that satisfactory?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And your name is…?”

“Bob.”

“Very well, Bob. Here is the address. You may move in anytime before this Friday night. There is a chance that you will be needed this weekend, for the whole weekend, so be prepared.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Do you have any questions?”

“Uh, yes. What will my duties be?”

“Ah, yes. Your duties. Your duties will be to please me. Past that, I have no answer. This is a learn as you go position. Are you comfortable with that?”

“Yes.”

The fact of the matter was that Bob had not had a job for months. People just didn’t hire short people. Not for clerking or selling or even testing mattresses.

Of course, he could find a job in a circus, except that, quirk of fate, he was ever so slightly too tall for that.

One man had offered him a job scraping gum off the underside of desks, and laughed as Bob walked all the way out of the room.

Add to that that he was out of unemployment,  and he couldn’t live at home because his mother had been put in a senior care facility, and he scraping the bottom of the barrel for luck.

And the sum of the matter was that Bob would accept any position, do any job, and be grateful.

“Very well. Report to my house at your convenience, and I will let you know about this weekend on Friday night. Do you need an advance on your salary?”

“No,” he lied.

“Charles, please pay Bob one week in advance.”

Bob blinked.

The woman explained, “You are shabby. I like non-shabby. Mind you, that won’t effect your employment. I will have clothes for you as is necessary. Anything else?”

There was nothing else, but she raised her voice and spoke to the doorman, “Charles? Anything else?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Excellent. We shall go.”

She stood up, gathered a coat and an umbrella as a drizzle had started. As she opened the umbrella Bob asked, “Uh…”

“Yes, Bob?” She turned to him, sprightly, a happy smile on her beautiful face.

“Could I ask your name?”

“Oh, silly me. Of course. My name is Caledonia Isabella Josephine Moloughney. You may call me Cal. Please don’t call me ‘Ma’am,’ it makes me feel old. Charles calls me that merely to cause me pique. Well, if that will be all, then I shall see you Friday night.” She began to walk towards the door, then stopped and whirled to him again, “Did you need a lift anywhere?”

“No, Ma—Cal.”

She smiled, a blessing of white teeth and pure atmosphere. “Very good.”

Then she was gone. Out the door, Charles wrote a check, threw it at Bob, and hurried after her.

Only after she had gone did Bob realize that his zipper was still down, that he had been on display the whole time.

Not that it mattered.

He had a job! He was no longer unemployed! He was a success!

Sort of. He still had a lot of questions, including what it was he was really supposed to do.

The general drift was that he would go somewhere with her, accompany her, and…do whatever needed to be done.

But what would she want to be done?

Still, he had a job, and a whole one weeks salary. He looked at the check that Charles had scribbled and handed to him. $2000.

His last job had been $1000 a month!

Zowie!

And he wondered what kind of clothes Cal was going to want him to wear.

Well, as long as he wasn’t shabby, he supposed.

He left the building, his jacket held over his head to block the rain, and was shortly soaked.

But, soaked is a frame of mind, so he made it across town and deposited the check in his bank. He walked out with $500 and headed for a haberdashery.

Clothes were usually not a problem for him. He merely bought large children’s sizes. Mindful that he had to look good, he bought a couple of pairs of slacks, a couple of shirts, a couple of nice jackets. He made do with his socks, so what if they were holey nobody could tell, and bought a good pair of shoes.

And a hat.

He felt a like a million dollars as walked out of the store. The rain had lessened to a pizzly drizzle, and he braved it to a dollar store where he bought the cheapest umbrella he could find. Which was one dollar and twenty-one cents.

Hunh! False advertising!

But, so what? With his new salary he could afford 21 cents.

He crossed town again and entered his apartment. He took down the eviction notice, sipped from the faucet before it went dry (the water had been shut off but he still got a bit of drainage from the loose pipes in the rest of the apartments, and gathered his belongings together.

A bag of clothes that were worn but comfortable. A short stack of books, he liked to read, especially Grace Mansfield books, and a desiccated flower in a cracked pot.

On consideration he decided to leave the cracked pot and scraggly flower, and he walked out the door.

Never to return, he hoped.

He walked to a bus station and asked which bus would get him closest to the address Cal had given him.

No bus.

But he was able to get a ride to within five miles of his destination, and so bought a ticket and was shortly bouncing along and watching the countryside pass.

Cal lived in the country, and Bob stared at the passing fields, the grazing cows, the crows sitting on the fences.

Bob had never been to the country. He was a city boy from the word go. He found the journey interesting, however.

It was even interesting when he stepped off the bus with his two bags and looked around.

A long road with the backside of a dwindling bus.

Fresh air—thank God it wasn’t still raining.

Sounds he had only heard on the television.

Sighing, he looked at the road sign and began the three mile trek to a two mile driveway.

He was on his way!

He walked up a driveway through a large, dense forest. He could hear animals in the woods. Chittering, braying, barking, coughing, whatever.

That was a little unnerving for a city boy, but he weathered the jaunt well.

After all. He had a job!

He came out on a huge lawn. Well trimmed. Green and lush. On the far side of the lawn were bushes, immaculately carved into shapes. Mostly squares and balls, but he saw a couple of what looked like lions.

Behind the bushes was the house.

It was a magnificent edifice. Three stories tall with several chimneys, lots of gables, and shiny, glass windows.

It almost felt alive, it was so clean.

A man was on a ladder painting the side of the house. The man waved cheerfully to Bob, and Bob returned the wave.

He was happy to see that other people who worked at the house were happy. That spoke well of Cal.

Bob walked around the drive and mounted the steps. Up close the house was even more impressive. The woodwork was old and well cared for. The porch had no sprung boards. The window trim was fresh painted, and the windows were, of course, shiny clean.

Bob reached for a pull knob to the side of the  large front doors. He pulled it out and let it snap.

GONG! resounded throughout the house.

No need to knock on that sucker twice!

A moment passed, and Bob heard footsteps.

Charles opened the door and gave a wan smile. “Welcome, Bob. Come on in.”

Charles led him across large living room with couches you could sink into, pictures that had to be on loan from museums, and rugs that left a rim of good hardwood showing on the edges.

“You will forgive my familiarity, Bob, but we are pretty much equals. I have been with Cal for many years, but we are both employees. Is that okay with you?”

“Absolutely.”

“Very good. This will be your room. Come find me in the kitchen when you are settled and I will show you around.”

“Thank you.”

Charles turned, smiled a bit wider, and said, “No, it is I that thank you.”

Then he was gone.

Bob looked down the hallway at the receding but rigid back.

Curiouser and curiouser.

He turned to his room.

Compared to his old lodgings, it was a palace. It had a thick Persian rug, two tall windows, a high ceiling—which really reduced his stature in his own eyes—and a poster bed.

A big poster bed. With a canopy. And half a dozen fluffy pillows.

And it was pink.

Frilly pink.

With a bathroom off to the side.

Bob wandered across the space. He pressed his hands on the frilly, pink bed.

He walked into the bathroom. Oddly, there were a lot of feminine items. Make up, brushes, curlers, potions by the gallon.

Hunh! The last worker must have been a woman.

Bob exited the bathroom, crossed the room again, and entered a large closet.

Again, femininity. Dresses and slips, robes and leggings, underwear by the ton, and some of the underwear was quite sexy.

There were a few male items, but the male clothes were outnumbered by the female clothes.

And he noticed, looking at the dresses hanging so politely, that the garments were all small. Smaller than the normal person. In fact, the items would probably fit him!

Bob wondered at who had occupied this room before. He was shorter than nearly all men, and most women, but whoever had gathered these clothes was no taller than him.

He put his bag of clothes under the bed.

He put the books he had been reading on the side table.

He climbed up on the bed and lay on his back.

It was soft. He was sinking in.

A shadow passed onto him. He looked up and saw Charles at the door. Charles had that wan smile on his face, and he wagged a finger. “No shoes on the bed. Bob.”

“Oh, sorry.”

“You are to be forgiven. I am temporary of no use in the kitchen, would you like to start your tour?

“Of course. “ Bob hopped off the bed and trotted to the door.

Charles gave him the cook’s tour. They covered the downstairs thoroughly, looking in closets, opening windows, and so on.

“You may take anything you wish out of this refrigerator. I check for spoilage weekly, so be prepared to find things gone. Leave a note for any groceries you prefer.

“This closet has a secret panel and passage.” Charles took him down a short passage and stopped at a fork. “This way leads outside. If you ever need to get outside fast, and to a point the police are not prepared for, this is the way.”

“You really need a secret passage to get away from the police?”

“Oh, no. But we have one. Many of these older homes have such things.”

“What’s down this way?”

“That leads to the dungeons. You may go there any time, but I suggest you let Cal take you there. It will be much more fun that way.”

Bob thought, Fun?

They went out to a sunroom with a pool table. “Do you play?”

“Sorry.”

“Well, I will teach you. It is a relaxing game, and hones the intellect.”

“Okay.”

They went upstairs. The second room had a few offices and a few bedrooms. Everything was clan and in its place.

The third floor was all bedrooms.

And at the end of the third floor was a small door, Charles would have to bend to enter, but Bob wouldn’t, that led to a cupola.

“I often come here to read. I find the views quite relaxing.”

Bob walked around the room, looking out the windows. The house was, indeed, surrounded by forest. The man he had seen painting was now riding a lawnmower over the acreage. Two deer were grazing at the far end of the lawn.

“It is peaceful,” agreed Bob.

“Wonderfully so,” Charles almost seemed lost as he stood next to Bob and gazed at the endless trees and the blue sky.

No trace of rain here.

Bob didn’t know why he asked it, probably just to make conversation, and probably because it seemed incongruous to need relaxation in this wonderful place. “So what do you need to relax from?”

Charles sighed. And Bob could swear he felt a tremor of tenseness travel through Charles.

“Oh, this and that. I’ll let Cal explain that to you.”

And the tour was over.

Bob returned to his room, took his shoes off, and lay on the wonderfully soft bed. He stared up at the pink canopy. He sighed. He slept.

He finally had a job.

For the next few days, until Friday, Bob slept, wandered, learned the rudiments of pool, and it was like a vacation.

There was a swimming pool off the back patio, but he had no swim suit. Charles told him he didn’t need a swimming suit. Bob thought about it. He was virtually alone in the wilderness, so why not?

He met the gardener, and a young lady who came in twice a week, Monday and Friday, and cleaned the house.

Charles said the cleaning had to be done on Friday because Cal wanted the house immaculate on the weekend should they have guests. Monday was to clean up after the guests had done their damage.

By Friday Bob was bored. He wanted to get to work, he wanted to feel useful.

Friday noon he heard Charles running through the house and calling to him and the maid. “Bob! Lisa! Front porch!”

Bob had been warned, and was wearing a good suit. Not shabby. The maid, a buxom thing with pretty lips and a sense of humor, wore her maid outfit.

They lined up on the porch and watched as an Atom. drove up the driveway.

It didn’t just drive it sailed!

An Ariel Atom is a $200,000 car. It has rails instead of a body, accelerate to 60 in 2.7 seconds, and accommodates two.

It slid to a stop in front of the steps and Cal climbed out.

“Good morning…good morning!” She spoke cheerfully. She was wearing black tights, a purple dress that flared out, and gorgeous bosoms.

Such a weird outfit, one that only be worn by a person with total confidence. Any less that total confidence and the person would look like a schlub.

She climbed the steps and patted Charles on the side of the face, whispered something naughty to the maid, then stopped in front of Bob.

“And, Bob! You’ve arrived.” Then she whispered, “That is a terrible suit. You really have no sense of fashion, do you?” But she was laughing and having a good time, so her words didn’t hurt, but made him laugh and wish to do better.

And that was it. She swished into the house.

“Very good,” complimented Charles, and the maid left to do her maidly things.

“What now?” asked Bob.

“Oh, who knows,” chuckled Charles. “We never know, but whatever it is, it will be grand.”

Then he left, and Bob was left to wonder.

What would the weekend bring?

The afternoon whiled away, a little pool, a walk through the forest  on a path Bob had discovered, and waiting.

At six o’clock Charles came for Bob. 
“Her majesty is waiting, Bob.”

Bob followed Charles up to the third floor and into a master bedroom.

Cal was sitting at a writing desk, gazing out the window with a thumbnail behind a tooth. She turned with a smile. “Excellent. How are you, dear Bob?”

“Very good, Cal.”

It would have been formal, except for the instant excitement Cal infused the air with.

“Do you like living the good life? Nothing to do all day…and all day to do it in?”

“It is a bit much.” Bob was trying not to smile. Cal was wearing a peignoir that revealed all.

“Charles, if you could remove your clothes.”

Bob’s mouth opened slightly.

Charles quickly undid buttons, zippers and buckles. In a moment he was standing naked. And not just naked, but with a big, fat, beautiful hard on.

Bob found himself staring.

Charles had a fantastic physique, muscles on his muscles, but it was his penis that was most daunting. It was so long. And it throbbed.

Bob forced himself not to stare, but he felt. like he was on another planet, standing right next to this awesome example of manhood.

“Very good, Charles. If you could fetch us all some drinks?”

Charles left the room. Naked. His dick waving back and forth as he walked. Certainly not ashamed of his incredible boner.

“Take your clothes off, Bob.”

Bob’s mouth dropped open. “Pardon me?”

“Off with the duds. I want to see that magnificent weenie.”

Poor Bob. At an impasse. He had shown the goods, and now was being shown the goods again, and…what did he expect?

Yet, after seeing Charles, being set up for comparison, he was humiliated before the fact.

“Come now, wee one. Frighten me.”

It was her laughing manner that did it. She was laughing, but not laughing at him.

He drew down his zipper.

Cal laughed. “Not a tiny peek. I want to see everything.”

Bob unbuckled, dropped his pants and drawers, took off his shirt, and stood quietly.

Cal was leaning back in her chair, observing, not smiling.

“Oh, Lord,” she said. “And were you abused as a child for your lack of understanding? Were you subject to laughter and smirks?”

“I didn’t show anybody. Eventually I became used to the fact that I would never…’measure up.’

“Measure up. Oh, that’s a good one. Come here.”

Bob felt like he was made out of wood, he felt a bit faint. He stumped across the room.

Cal took his whole package in one hand. And her hand wasn’t unduly large. She bent, lifted his penis, pulled it, and even hard it was just three inches.

“Oh, my,” she whispered. “You should be proud.” She took him in her mouth, and it was the most glorious mouth that Bob had ever been taken by. Her lips were so soft, her tongue swirled around the head, then slid under the shaft to slap at his balls.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh!”

She smiled as she let go and straightened up. “Serve us, please.”

Bob didn’t understand, until he noted that Charles had entered the room with a tray upon which was good bourbon, a bowl of ice and a six pack of Coke.

As Charles prepared the drinks Cal said, “I prefer bourbon and Coke, I’m such a peasant. We’ve got lots of other liquors if you wish to imbibe and choose a more preferred libation. Charles, have you shown Bob the liquor cabinet?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Oh, you bad boy. We shall stripe you for that.”

She turned to Bob, who was sipping at his drink.

“No doubt you are wondering what kind of debauched Philistines you have fallen in with. And bad us, we won’t tell you. But we will show you. Now, up with your drink and tell me your sad story. And make sure you tell me about that wonderful cock of yours.

So there sat Bob, naked, with naked Charles and Cal in just a flimsy peignoir.

He told her of how he had been sickly as a child, being malnourished and an orphan. He explained of orphanages and their pecking orders. He explained of foster parents who were sometimes wonderful, and sometimes bastards.

He told of a life where short people had to look up, and were usually looked down upon. And as he told his story he grew increasingly maudlin, despondent, and sad.

Finally, he was done. It wasn’t a long story, after all; it was just a story of the same old same old and not much he could do about it.

He sat in his chair, naked, his little cock soft, and when he finished speaking there was a moment of silence.

Then a spurt of compressed air from Cal. A chuckle from Charles. Then laughter, laughter building, laughter cresting, laughter from Charles who held his belly and rolled on the floor, and from Cal, who was crying tears of laughter as she slapped her knee.

Bob, mortified, stood up to leave.

“No…no,” managed Cal. “Don’t let him leave, Charles.

Charles latched on to one of Bob’s ankles with one hand. It was a strong hand, and it held him firm.

Bob raised a foot and stomped on Charles hand. Except that Charles removed his hand and Bob struck the floor with his heel, which hurt, and Charles grabbed that ankle. Then Charles simply pushed that ankle and Bob came tumbling down.

Charles and Cal began to control themselves, though it took a bit of tear wiping.

Now Bob was crying, but not tears of laughter.

“Charles, will you please wait in the hall?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Charles exited the room, closed the door, and it was silent except for Bob’s sniffles.

“I didn’t come her to be made fun of?”

“What did come here for, Bob?”

“I…I don’t know.”

“You say you’ve gotten used to the idea of that ridiculous prick, but here you are, all upset and whining. Dry your tears Bob, and I will tell you a story.”

Bob dried. He was sitting on the floor now, and Cal had taken off her peignoir and sat on the bed.

“Come here now. Lay in my arms.”

One part of Bob didn’t want to. One part of Bob wanted to run out in indignation. But a man with a small dick doesn’t have much dignity, anyway.

Bob went to the bed, Cal took his arm, helped him on to the bed, and arranged them so they were facing each other. Her hand went to his groin and began playing with him.

“Once upon a time there was an ugly, little girl. She was ugly and nobody would play with her.”

She bent her head and kissed his nipples, sucked on them.

“She lived a lonely life, no friends, nobody’s shoulder to cry on. It was bad.”

She went lower and sucked on his penis.

“She grew up and was, for a while, quite bitter.”

She took both his balls in her mouth and rolled them around like ben wah balls. Her hand played with the head of his cock and Bob was breathing hard.

She slithered up the length of his body and kissed him.

“Then she made a decision. She would take the most beautiful people in the world, make them her friends, and fuck them.”

She was on top of him now, pushing him over, fitting his cock to her snatch.

“Do you know how she did this?”

Bob shook his head. From tears he had gone to complete enthrallment.

“One word…” she smiled as she slid the short length down his pole. “Plastic surgery.”

Then they were fucking.

Or, least she was fucking.

Bob was short, he barely fit inside her, and she ground her weight down, trying to get more.

But there was no more.

“Oh, fuck! Bob! Can’t you grow another inch?

She pressed down in frustration. She moved her mons fiercely, and Bob tried.

But there was only so much he could give.

For a long minute she tried.

Bob was close, but every time he started to grunt she would back off, reach under, twist his balls.

“OH!”

“Don’t you even think about it my tiny man!”

Again and again and again, and, finally, she had had enough.

“Charles!”

The door slammed open and Charles came rushing into the room.

Cal rose up and pushed Bob aside. Charles finished the movement by pulling him onto the floor. Then Charles was on top of Cal, sinking to the balls, grunting like a man swinging an ax, which, it must noted, his cock was like in this mad moment.

From the floor Bob stared, his mouth open, his little cock jutting out. He watched as two large, beautiful muscular bodies merged and surged and gave spent to the urge.

He was stunned, amazed, and he reached down and jerked his cock.

“YES…YES…YES…” Cal moaned out loudly.

“Unh…Unh…Unh!” Charles shot his seed deep inside her.

Then they were done, him laying on her, spent, exhausted, and they heard.

“Oh, shit!”

They turned their heads and saw Bob spurt a couple of drops.

And they began to laugh.


PART TWO

Bob’s first inclination was to leave. To walk out, go back to the big city, and…just leave.

Why he didn’t depart is simple. What would he go to?

A city where he had few friends, no prospects, and would be reduced to begging on the streets?

Yet to stay in this place, to suffer such indignity, it was almost unthinkable.

Talk about being between a rock and a hard place.

Still, he might have left, except that after Cal and Charles stopped laughing Cal got out of bed and came after him.

Bob was walking down the hallway in a huff, and Cal came out of the bedroom and called to him. “Stop right there, Bob.”

Bob stopped. Tears were leaking from his eyes. His head was bent forward and he felt like sinking right into the earth.

Cal reached him, led him a couple of feet further and sat him on the top of the stairs. She sat next to him, put an arm over his shoulders. She had snagged her peignoir and slipped it on as she had run after him, and the soft material encircled him. She hugged him, kissed the side of his head.

“Bob You have a wonderful opportunity here. If you want to leave now, and be all offended, I’ll give you some money and you can go. But listen to my proposal first.”

Bob was trying to stop snuffling.

“Do you know why I chose you? Out of all the hundreds of men that applied for this job?”

He shook his head. She dried his eyes with the lapel of her peignoir.

“You were short, and while that doesn’t necessarily mean a small penis—I have known midgets with monsters—there was something about you, a righteous suffering, that told me you were the one. The expression on your face, the pride that was not justified…I knew you were the one.”

She hugged him, her large breasts pressing against him.

“Then, just now, you enjoyed me. You fucked with a mania that is rare. You wanted a bigger dick, and it made me want a bigger dick, and do you know what would have happened had Charles not been there?”

Bob shook his head. He couldn’t look at her, but he was listening with all his might.

“You would have squirted and I would have been left high and dry. You would have won, and I would have been the one to ‘beat my meat,’ if you will, and you would have been the one laughing.”

Bob frowned, he was starting to think.

“Do you understand what power that gives you over me? Over the one you choose to fuck?”

He mumbled, “But who would want to fuck me? Especially after seeing the size of my penis?”

“You would be surprised, Bob. Many people think that women all want a big dick, and that is true, but more than that, they want any dick that is different. They might laugh at you, and say mean things, but in their heart of hearts that are just dying to try out your mini-weenie.”

Bob managed to look at Cal.

She leaned down to him and kissed him on the lips. Very polite, but honest. No subterfuge.

“So, if you want to leave, you certainly may, but if you stay then I will use you, and I will give you the opportunity to fuck those who have shamed you.”

“How?”

“I am rich, and my friends are all right. We are a society to ourselves, and what do you think we do for fun?”

Bob couldn’t imagine. He had never been rich.

“We fuck each other over. If Sam has a beautiful wife we all try to make love to her, behind his back, in front of his face, whenever and wherever. If Martha has a lover we try to suborn that lover to our own affairs. If Charles is a stud, we try to get him drunk and bend him over a barrel. Making a stud into a sissy is one of our favorite sports.”

“And this helps me how?”

“You will become famous among our society as the greatest stud. You will become sought after, people will throw money at you for a chance to experience your penis.”

“But once it becomes known that I’m really not that much down there…”

“Don’t you worry about that. You see, I have a plan.”

At that moment Charles was coming down the hallway. He stepped past the two on the steps. “I’ll see to dinner.”

“Charles?”

He turned on the steps below Cal and Bob. His dick was still long, even soft it was massive, and it was two feet in front of Bob. Bob’s eyes were almost crossed as he contemplated that huge missile of meat. Why had the Gods been so cruel?

“You were very mean to Bob in the bedroom. You made him feel terrible.”

Charles smiled insincerely, “I do apologize.”

“Not enough,” murmured Cal sweetly.

“Oh, no,” muttered Charles.

“That’s right. Spread your legs.”

“Here? I might fall down the stairs.”

“You might. Now spread.”

Gulping, yet looking strangely excited, Charles spread his legs.

“Bob, as amends for his scurrilous behavior, Charles is giving you one punch to his balls.

Bob stared at Cal.

“What?”

“One punch, to his apples. Make sure your fist is tight. Men have hurt their hands on those wonderful globes.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Actually, I’m not. You see, Charles, for all his magnificence, has a profound weakness. He likes pain.”

Bob looked up at Charles.

“Yes, Bob. I hate to say it, but the greater the pain the more I love it. I have been kicked and punched by the best. I daresay your little attempt will merely titillate me.”

Such proud words, yet Charles was gulping and his chin was up.

Bob stood up. He looked up at Charles, over to Cal, who nodded, and back to Charles.

Bob was not a vindictive man. He was a kind man, a man who had learned to live with his short comings, and to view mankind in kind lights in spite of the way he had been treated.

But Charles testicles hanging down behind that gargantuan piece of meat…

“Charles, hold your penis up. Give Bob a target.”

Charles was really gulping now, and he gripped his king dong and held it up.

Bob stared at the huge baseballs. He had never touched a man there before, but now, he couldn’t help himself, he reached out and poked Charles left testicle, the bigger one.

It was soft and spongey for an inch, then it was hard.

Cal sat to the side on the steps, smiling, anticipating. “Come now, Bob. You know you want to, and Charles will really enjoy this. Won’t you, Charles.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

So Bob did it. He wound up an arm, swung it, and smacked Charles right in the testicles.

It was like hitting a speed bag, the large balls swung back hard, then returned as if for another punch.

Another punch wasn’t needed. Charles gasped and grabbed his package. His knees hit the step above the one his feet were on. He bent over, crumpled to the side, and began to roll down the steps.

Cal was almost screaming with laughter. Bob was stunned. He had actually punched Charles in the nuts! What had possessed him?

But, looking at Cal, laughing so hard she was doubled up on the stairs, he knew.

This woman was wicked, but…she was wicked in the most wonderful way.

Charles came to a stop at the bottom of the steps.  He was bent over. One hand was massaging his nuts, the other hand was stroking himself.

Cal watched for a few seconds, then called down, “Don’t you dare cum!”

“Yes, ma’am.’” And he stopped stroking. He wasn’t able to get to his feet, however.

“Nice punch, Bob,” he murmured over his pain.

Cal stood up. “Yes, Bob, that was a beautiful punch. Tell me, do you like pain?”

“No.” That was an easy one.

Cal smiled, then when you are tested be firm. Explain that you don’t like pain, and the members of my little society will respect your wishes. If you’re sincere. Unfortunately, when you put pain and sex together, it becomes quite heady. You may find it difficult to be sincere. But I’ll leave that up to you.”

At that, Cal led the way down the stairs. She reached Charles and toed him gently. “Hurry with the dinner, Charles.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Dinner was a quiet affair. Charles served, and Cal sat at the head of the table. Bob was invited to sit next to her, and she lectured him as to how to behave with her friends. There were times he was to be polite and circumspect, and there were times when the rules went out the window.

She also spoke of the dungeon, and promised to take Bob there after his meal had settled.

Charles played the part of the butler, serving braised ribs, asparagus, mashed potatoes. And he gave Bob two scoops of ice cream, and Cal only one.

Cal snorted at that, but had a slight smile on her face. When Charles was in the other room she whispered, “Good punch, Bob.”

All of which really made Bob wonder.

What had he gotten himself into?

After dinner they all sat on the patio and enjoyed the sunset. It left Bob feeling relaxed and quite complacent.

“Well, Bob, would you like to see my dungeon?”

Charles jumped up. “I’ll be doing the dishes.” And disappeared.

Bob looked after him, then at Cal. “If it scares him that much then I don’t know.”

Cal stood up and took his hand. “Don’t let that old party pooper scare you. It’s just a dungeon.”

Cal led him through the house. She was wearing a long, translucent robe, tied in the front, which left nothing to the imagination.

Bob followed, eyes to her flesh, dazed by her abundant flesh and charms.

She led him into the closet, pushed on the back wall and it gave way. Down the short passage, and turned to the right. A short passage, down some stairs, and the atmosphere changed. It became…medieval.

Instead of wood and cement it became dank bricks. Instead of merely being a passage through the earth it became a route through time.

It was easy to imagine slaves and whips, debaucheries conducted by the Marquis de Sade, Torquemada in all his glory.

Another short passage and they arrived at the heart of Cal’s Inquisition. She stood, feet spread, arms folded under her ample breasts, and a look of pride upon her face.

“Behold, a place of ultimate truth.”

Bob stared in wonder. A large room, 30 by 40, with three cells at the end of the room, along the 30 foot wall. The cells had thick iron bars for prisoners to cling to and gaze in horror at the whippings and scourgings occurring in the big room. There were chains hanging from the wall on the right, and Bob could imagine prisoners hanging by their shackles, their arms being stretched until they gave way.

On the wall to the left were a series of different types of pillories. Pillories for the necks, the ankles and wrists, and even one for a cock.

On the main floor were devices. A rack, a Judas Cradle, various other items, and, in the center, a swayback bench.

The rack was easily understood. A bed of ropes upon which one lay until they were stretched to the breaking point.

The Judas Cradle was a pyramid with several ropes to help position he, or she, who wished to sit. Sitting the anus directly upon the point of the pyramid with no way off, the weight of one’s own body would provide pain a plenty.

The bench was innocuous compared to the other items, just four legs with little platforms for the knees and elbows, but it held a place of honor in the dungeon.

“My, God!” Bob blurted.

Cal smiled down at him. “Truer words never were spoken.”

She walked with him along the side of the room past the pillories. She described how each instrument worked. They reached the cells and she held the door open for him. He walked in and she closed the door.

Bob spun and jumped back to grip the bars.

“Do not be afraid, Bob,” whispered Cal, holding to the bars herself.

“I’m not,” he lied.

She chortled in a most sexual manner. “You lie, and I told you that this is the place of truth. But don’t be scared, for you are free to leave at any time. Even if we have you at death’s door, stretched on the rack or settled in for the night on the Judas Cradle, you say the word and we raise you from your marvelous torment and care for you.

“Has anybody ever died?” Behind the bars, Bob was suddenly having an erection.

Cal looked down and smiled. Then back up at him. “Mattiss came closest. He never submitted, seemed to look forward to his demise, and finally we stepped in. We rescued him from his own obsession with death. Alas, he has never forgiven us. He even refuses to come to our meetings. He does meet with us as individuals, but that is all.”

She seemed sad about that, then she grinned. “Would you like to come out? Would you like to escape your prison?”

Bob felt there were double meanings here, but he just nodded. In truth, he didn’t like being confined, and especially in such a classic setting.

Cal opened the door grandly, bowed and swept an arm. “Freedom is yours for the asking.”

Bob walked past her, then stopped.

The dungeon before him, the gloom and the chains, the instruments of torture which she claimed were escapable for the asking…he surprised himself by asking, “What is the point of torture if you just release somebody?”

Cal sighed. “Yes. Many ask that question. But we are no Philistine. We are enlightened. More, we are stoic. This is not merely a place to punish, but a place to divine whether the will can remain above the self.”

It sounded like gobbledegook to Bob, but Cal was obviously serious.

“Can you withstand the pain? Can you transmute it into pleasure? Can you rise above to the point of death? Mattiss could, but in spite of all our dalliances and sins…no one has come close to his sacrifice.”

They walked slowly along the wall as Cal talked, and she stopped at the last set of chains. She turned to Bob and smiled. “Stand against the wall, Bob.”

Bob looked at the wall, the chains that reached down low enough for his wrists to reach.

“These are the lowest chains, you won’t hang unsupported, though I daresay your length could use a little stretching.”

Yet she smiled as she spoke, and there was no threat to her words.

“Come, Bob. Try a little experiment. It’s over when you say it is.”

Bob didn’t want to, but there was a lure here, a testing of the soul, a call upon his ability to do what Cal said.

“Come. Step up on the block, turn your back and raise your arms. You won’t even be suspended, just placed at a disadvantage.”

Bob found himself stepping up on a cinder block, putting his back to the cold wall. He was wearing clothes, but the wall was rough and seemed to ignore the material.

Cal reached over him, placed his wrists in manacles, and snapped them closed.

He was trapped, he was strung up, he had no where to go.

Cal leaned against him. Taller than him, she forced her breast into his mouth.

Bob felt her nipple with his mouth, then she tickled him, hands on both sides of his rib cage.

Her laughed, and somehow found himself forced to suckle.

“Oh, yes,” she whispered.

He sucked, hard, to the point of pain, but she just loved it.

Then she reached down and began pulling on his cock and balls.

Bob had just come a few hours before, but the combination of being imprisoned, the sexuality of Cal, the way she pulled on him, he was hard and ready to go.

But it would take some time.

“You see, Bob,” she whispered into his ear, “You see how easy it would be to succumb to a death such as this?”

“This is not death!” he protested.

“Not yet.”

She slid down his body, kissed his nipples dropped down to her knees. She sucked his tiny prick, deep throated him with ease and much to spare, and treated him to a tongue lashing such as he had never experienced.

Bob moaned, and the sound was amplified and alone in the cold dungeon.

For long minutes she coaxed him with her mouth, then she backed off and said, “I can get you to cum, Bob, but this close to your last adventure I will need to do something. Something you might not be used to, but something which will delight you in the end.”

Bob didn’t understand, but he wasn’t of a mood to think right then. He gulped and nodded and said, “Do it.”

“Whatever it is?”

“Okay…I need to get off!”

She put her mouth on him again, bobbed her head back and forth, and pushed a finger into him.

Bob opened his mouth: Protest? Delight? Horror? Something else?

And his seed spewed into her mouth.

His whole body arched, and he gave more semen than he had that afternoon. His mind blanked out and he was lost in some netherland of white lust.

And his world was forever changed.

The following night, Cal asked Bob, “How do you like your costume?”

Bob was dressed like a court jester. He had a diamond pattern tunic on, a short pink skirt, with black leggings. He had wore a full face mask. Under the mask, which was locked on, was tucked the beginning of a long wig. It curled down over his shoulders, and would resist the harshest of pulls.

“It is…odd.”

“I’ll bet,” Cal grinned.

Bob reached down and didn’t have to lift the skirt very high to reveal a thick sausage within the tights. To the common glance, or even the most astute observation, it looked like he had a cock longer than Charles.

It was quite fake.

“And people will be fooled by this?”

“Oh, yes. You see, I’m going to bring you out late in the evening. Everybody will be drunk, they’ll bid on you, and you will be availed a chance to fuck those who would, in the normal world, laugh at you, sneer at you, and even fuck you over. But it is you who will be the fucker this time, and they will be the fuckee.”

“But won’t they be upset, maybe even beat me up?”

“Against the rules. One chooses one’s destiny on the dungeon equipment, not by animosity and brutality, no matter how deserved.”

“You keep speaking of rules, but it is hard to image when you are engaged in such…such…”

“Bestial activities?”

“I suppose.”

“I know, being called a beast is so inadequate compared to how we reveal our base natures. But…there it is.”

They were in Cal’s bedroom, and Cal was the first to see headlights coming up the drive. “They have arrived. Now you stay here and I’ll send Charles for you. When you descend the stairway only come halfway. Let the whole room see you, and when I tell you to lift your skirt…” she grinned.

Bob nodded, and Cal left the room.

Bob sat on her bed and watched headlights come down the long drive. There were over twenty cars, and most of them held two occupants, and many held more.

Bob was nervous. Cal had treated him honorably. A strange thing to say about somebody who had inserted their digit where you fidget, but…would all these people have the same sense of propriety? Would they respect a simple ‘no?’

Bob thought not.

But until he had proof…he trusted Cal.

Downstairs he could hear music and laughter. A shipment of alcohol had arrived that morning, and it was a sure thing the crowd was whittling it down. Guzzling whiskey, imbibing champagne, gulping gin and vodka and rum and all manner of spirits. It was sure to be getting lively down there.

Finally, a couple of hours into the night, Charles came to the door and tapped.

“They’re ready for you, Bob.”

Bob walked next to Charles.

“It will be fine, Bob. Cal and I will be there, and you would be surprised at how gentle these people can in their thinking. They’ll fire an orphan and laugh, but in their own company they seem forced to present a genteel front. Marvelous liars, all of them.”

Charles descended first, stopped at the halfway mark and called out with a bull voice, “Your attention! May I present…” the crowd was now hushed. “BOB!”

Charles moved down a couple of steps and was positioned perfectly to stop any from ascending the steps.

Bob took the steps slowly, regally, as Cal had taught him. The crowd grew even more silent, and he felt a hundred pairs of eyes on him as he took his position.

And Bob looked at the crowd. Women in gowns. Women with bare tits. Men in tuxedos, with their dicks poking out.

A few had masks on, a couple of women were completely naked.

They all stared at him.

Charles intoned in a less loud but quite impressive voice: “Bob was an orphan, raised in the ghetto. He struggled for scraps. Day to day life was a fierce combat. Only by dint of a mighty weapon was he able to escape the fray.”

Cal stepped forward, “Only by a mighty weapon, ladies and gentleman. And it is your pleasure to see that weapon, if the price is right. Bob! Show us your cudgel!”

Bob raised his skirt and the crowd gasped. The outline of his giant dick was down the legging to the knee. It was huge, prodigious, and capable of being earth shaking.

“What am I bid, ladies, for this club so magnificent?”

“A thousand dollars,” chirped a lady with mammoth boobs and a tattoo of a battleship over one.

Cal: “With respect, Lady Worthington, we are talking about a weapon of war, a weapon that conquered ghetto gangs with a swat.”

“Two thousand!”

“Ha! I laugh in your face! Bob was taken to the Congo where he subdued a tribe of Zulus with that staunch cudgel tied to his thigh.”

“Aren’t the Zulu’s in South Africa!”

“A quibble from a jealous man!” shouted Cal. “Is your pride hurt, now that you know you are the lesser?”

The crowd chuckled at the back and forth. No one’s feelings were hurt, however, and the bidding kept rising.

“Five thousand!”

“Ten thousand!”

“You shame yourselves!” shouted Cal. “Do better or perhaps I will  turn Bob loose, right here in your midst, and he will slay your thighs with his righteous rage and about a gallon of cum!”

“Twenty thousand!”

“Twenty-five thousand!”

And so the bidding went.

The men who bid were ignored, and the women encouraged. There were no hard feelings for that, and the winning bid was “$90,000.

Bob was astounded. He was glad he was wearing a mask then, for his disbelief would have been obvious.

Then a robust woman with large ta tas and ample buttocks leaped up the stairs, picked Bob up, and ascended to the second floor.

The people all cheered, then went back to drinking, and wondering what was happening to Bob.

She carried Bob under her arm like he was a poodle. She ripped open the first bedroom door she came to and entered. She placed Bob on the floor and gloated. “All right, my buckaroo. Let’s see what you have to offer.”

Bob had been schooled as to what to say. “Undress yourself, milady, that I might become properly excited and show you my true length.”

Bob had been told that if he didn’t get the lady to a compromised position she might actually run out laughing and demand her money back. She wouldn’t get it, but that would end the joke.

Fortunately, the lady was hot and horny and a wee bit wet.

She was wearing blue silk with severe décolleté. She stripped off her dress, tossed aside the chiffon, and stood.

She was a mighty woman, indeed. She was wearing light colored nylons and garters. Her thighs were pudgy, and her face was wide, and her breasts overflowed from a corset that wasn’t adequate to the job.

Bob pushed her to the bed, “Spread your legs, milady. Let me see what you are built of.”

Giggling, the lady did as Bob commanded.

Bob, short enough so she couldn’t see over the edge of the bed, unrolled his tights, then leaped up and onto her.

She shrieked, expecting to be impaled on a pole, but was, instead, tickled with a pencil.

Bob rutted, tried to jam it in, but all he could do was feel her wetness. Maybe if she had been a little more slender herself, but as it was he was unable to penetrate, and she was unable to feel a thing.

“Wait! Wait!” She was breathless as she pushed him up and off. She stared at him. She gazed at his minuscule prick and put a hand to her mouth.

“Oh, my God!”

There was anger there, and a ton of frustration, but, in the end, she giggled. “Oh, fuck! Is that really you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Heysoos. You just tried to fuck me and you’re saying ‘ma’am?’ Call me Martha.”

“Yes, Martha. This is all of me.”

Martha began giggling then. Then laughing. Then shouting at the joke that had been played upon her. And for $90,000.

Downstairs people could hear her shouting, and understandably mistook her shouts for passion.

Upstairs Martha had grabbed Bob and put him in position. She adjusted her own position, and tried to take more of him into her. Then she turned over and invited him in the back door.

Bob, however, couldn’t do much more than tickle her.

He did, however, manage to squirt his own load.

Supremely frustrated, Martha finally grabbed him by the mask and pulled his face into her twat. Groaning in frustration she fucked his mask, and the long nose on it did wonders for her. In no time at all she was humping and pumping and climbing the mountain.

Behind the mask Bob felt like a worm in a bean. He was rattled and smashed and all he could smell was Martha’s cunt.

Yet, it wasn't bad. Just…unexpected. Later he would laugh at his initial shock at being face fucked.

But, Bob’s shock not withstanding, Martha came. She came in a moan and a groan and a tightening of her fat limbs that almost strangled poor Bob.

But she came. And she was happy. And wasn’t that the point of it all?

An hour later, Martha helped him be presentable again. She pulled his tights up and made sure it looked like the massive sausage tied to his leg was the real deal, then she led the way down the stairs.

She put on a wonderful performance. Staggering a bit, walking spread legged, wiping her brow. Then she turned at the bottom of the stairs and kissed Bob.

“Oh, thank you. Thank you. I can now go to my grave a satisfied woman!”

She left Bob there, and Bob ascended, and she descended, and the crowd swarmed her and asked about her liaison.

“It was wonderful, incredible. And he came so much! I never thought…I—“

Later that night, actually the next morning, Cal tapped on Bob’s door.

“Come in.”

Cal slipped through the bars of moonlight coming through the windows and sat on Bob’s bed.

“You did wonderful, Bob. Here’s ten thousand dollars.” She placed a sheaf of bills on his bed table.

“Ten thousand?”

“Of course. You went above and beyond last evening. Charles says we can probably pull that off for another ten or twelve times before somebody reveals your secret.

Bob was stunned.

“Would you like to earn more?”

“More?”

He was truly flabbergasted, and Cal’s laughter tinkled merrily in the darkness.

“When you take on men you get twice as much. When I rent you out, for their pleasure, they will pay you well. Imagine, spending a week, playing at being a pony, or a dog, or maybe a girl…and if you get implants your price will go way up. I tell you, Bob, a year of this and you’ll be one of us, rich and jaded and looking for thrills. Does that prospect please you?”

She kissed him then, reached down and squeezed his manhood. Then, “Good night, dear Bob.”

And she left the room.

Bob sat up. He looked at the money. He shook his head, then he lay back down.

His dreams, that night, were the sweetest.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


The Bend Over Bridegroom!

Feminized on his wedding day,

he was pegged for trouble!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Oh, Jason, we’re going to be so happy!” Amy gushed over the phone. She was a pert blonde with an ample topside and a round bottom. She had pixie blue eyes and was addicted to laughing.

“Honey, we’re going to be the happiest!” On his end of the phone Jason was feeling pretty good. He’d been a bit of a wild child, but those days were over. He was slender with an oval face and long, brown hair. Girls had always loved his soft and somewhat effeminate look, but, too bad for them, he was in love with Amy.

“And, by the way, I told Trixie and Donna you’d be there a day early to set things up. They’ll help you get everything ready.”

Panic gripped Jason by the gonads.

Trixie? And Donna? Both of them?

He tried not to stutter or bumble as he said, “Oh, I won’t need any help. It’s just a few tables and some decorations. They don’t have to—“

“They want to. Besides, it’s too late now. They should be arriving within the hour.”

Oh, fuck! Jason thought. Trixie and Donna were her besties. They were also conquests of Jason’s from the distant past.

He always meant to tell Amy, to come clean with her about having slept with her girlfriends. After all, it had all happened in the distant past. It was a couple of years ago, back in college, before he had even met Amy.

But somehow he had never gotten around to it, and now…oh, crap!

While he had been thinking his dire thoughts Amy had continued talking.

“What was that?” He asked, suddenly aware that she had said something important.

“I said they want to have a party tonight. Take you out for some fun and games. They promised to return you in good condition.”

“They want to go out…” now he was fumbling.

“Absolutely. They know you won’t have any friends up there till tomorrow, so they feel they need to give you a bachelor party. They might even give you a lap dance or two.” Amy was giggling, but Jason was getting scared.

“But I only want you on my lap!” He tried not to sound piteous as his voice started to whine.

“And I only want you. On my lap. Inside my lap. If you know what I mean.”

“Oh, honey, I do!”

Trixie and Donna?

“So you have a great bachelor party, but you’d better not let those girls squirt you.”

“Squi—squirt me?” His lip was trembling.

“Squirt you. That would be just like those two fiends. Make you have an accident and then what would you do on my wedding night? That would ruin everything.”

“Oh…yes…” His mind was turning round and round, trying to figure a way out of this. Maybe he should just leave, let them do the work and he could come back the next day, for the wedding.

“So you promise to be good?”

“Oh, of course! I’m true blue with a case of the flu!”

Amy giggled. “You’re so silly. Well, I’ve got to finish packing if I’m going to make my flight. So kisses, my love, and I’ll see you on our wedding day.”

“Ki-kisses. Yes. I love you.”

“And I love you. Bye!”

Click.

Jason closed his phone, and his hands and his legs were shaking.

He also had a big boner, which he always had after talking to Amy. She was the one girl who could excite him with just a word or two. Hell, if she just said ‘no,’ he’d be dripping for a week!

And she was going to be his. She was going to marry him.

He couldn’t believe his luck after being such a cad with women.

He was always known as the ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em boy.’

He could have his way with any woman he ever met, and he had, and then he had met Amy.

But now Trixie and Donna were going to show up!

Oh, crap! He ran to his suitcase, threw it on the bed. He opened it and grabbed a change of underwear, his shaving kit, and closed the suitcase. He would go out to his car, drive into the woods, and show up tomorrow with some kind of excuse.

‘Sorry, I had to identify a body!’ That would be a good one. Or maybe, ‘I stopped to get a cat out of a tree!’

Yes, that would do it. He would rescue a cat on the way to identifying a body. He would be a hero, get sympathy, and nobody would be the wiser.

Immersed in such a muddle of frantic thoughts, Jason reached for the door knob. He turned it, pulled, and—

“JASON!”

“SNOOKIE POOKUMS!”

Trixie and Donna pushed into the room.

Trixie was a tall blonde with a triple F chest. She was a crossfit contestant, and her body was that of an Amazon. To add to that, she had a beautiful, chiseled face with curvy, red lips and green eyes.

Donna was a redhead whose chest was almost as big as Trixie’s. She practiced Brazilian Jujitsu, Muay Thai kickboxing, and was being considered for a spot in the UFC.

Jason didn’t have a chance. They pushed him right across the room and onto the bed. He lost his handful of underwear and his shaving kit as they piled onto him.

Trixie sat on his belly, pinned his arms down with her hands, and weight, on his wrists. She leaned forward, her mammoth chest pressing on his smaller one, and kissed him deeply.

He couldn’t help himself. He kissed her back.

To give him his due, he tried to avoid her mouth, but he couldn’t, and…her mouth was so delicious.

Meanwhile, he felt a tugging at his waist, then he realized that Donna was undoing his belt buckle!”

“Mmmm Mmm!” He got his mouth free. “Wait…don’t!”

“Don’t what?” asked Donna, and his cock popped free.

And it was still hard from talking to Amy.

“And what is this?”

She engulfed him with her mouth.

He tried to struggle. He tried to writhe, but whichever way he moved Donna stayed with him.

“Don’t! Don’t!”

Donna raised her head. “What’d he say?”

“Something about he loves it, do it some more.”

“No! I have to be true to Amy!”

Trixie sat back a little, took the pressure off his arms.

Donna let go of his worm and her head popped up and looked over Trixie’s shoulder.

“Did he say what I think he said?”

“Something about being true to Amy.”

“Who’s Amy?”

“My girlfriend! The girl I’m going to marry. I have to stay true to her!”

“Hunh!” grunted Trixie, letting go of Jason and moving back off his body. She took a moment to rub her snatch on his upright dong.

Jason tried to worm out of it, and was marginally successful.

Trixie sauntered over to the bar in the corner. She took out three glasses, scooped ice into them from a big pitcher. Then she reached into her suitcase and produced a big bottle of booze and a six pack of Coke.

Jason stood up on shaky legs. He tucked his weenie in, zipped up, and tried to act angry.

But how do you act angry when your pecker is throbbing a mile a minute?

Donna accepted her drink from Trixie, pushed Jason back on the bed, and sat in the chair next to the side table and considered him.

Jason started to get up, but Trixie put a drink in his hand and pushed him back again. She sat next to him, one leg folded under, and the other long stem dangling to the floor.

The three people sipped. Mmmm.

“I’ve got an errand to run,” explained Jason.

“Isn’t it amazing?” stated Trixie?

“What’s that?” asked Donna.

“I always loved Jason, he was the best in bed, and…he up and dumps me.”

Donna smiled. “I know what you mean. He took me for a ride, we had incredible sex, and then he leaves me. And then, two years later, he’s about to get married to our best friend.”

“That is an amazing coincidence.”

“Small universe.”

“So how come, Jason? How come you dumped me like a sack of cats into a river?”

Donna looked at her friend. “A sack of cats into a river?”

Trixie shrugged.

Donna turned back to Jason. “Yes. And how come you dropped me like I was roadkill on a Texas highway?”

Trixie snickered.

“Donna looked rueful. “Sorry, it was all I could think of.”

“That’s okay. Jason gets the idea. So how come, Jason?”

And Jason had had enough. He stood up, quaffed his liquor and said, “Look. You girls are unbelievable. The sex was fantastic. I like you more than anybody on the planet. But…I’m not trying to hurt your feelings…I didn’t feel what I feel for Amy.”

There was a moment of silence, and it was a respectful moment. Jason had, after all, for once in his life, been honest.

Trixie poured more drinks.

“I’m sorry. I have too much to do and I can’t go getting drunk.”

He took a step towards the door. He reached for the handle, turned and pulled, and Donna shoved the door with her foot—the doorknob slipped out of his grip—and it slammed shut.

“Hey!”

“Apology accepted,” grinned Trixie, placing a drink in his hand. Then she backed him up to the bed and sat him down. “But that doesn’t mean we don’t have a few things to say to you.”

“That’s right,” added Donna. “We have lots of things to say to you.”

“What kind of things?” asked Jason.

“Yeah, what kind of things?” echoed Trixie with a giggle.

“Well, for starters, you have to make it up to us.”

“Make what up?”

“What you did to us. Hurry up with that drink. We have to finish off this bottle.”

“But I didn’t do anything really mean to you…”

“Ha!”

“You just left us high and dry.”

Trixie kept lifting the bottom of Jason’s glass, and he kept taking little glugs.

“That’s right. Dry and high.” Both girls giggled.

“Aw, come on. I left you messages.”

“Yeah, on Facebutt, where the world could see.”

“Did you know my sorority sisters mocked me for months? They called me the Facebutt slut! Do you know what it’s like being called the Facebutt slut?”

“Yeah, but…no…but…”

His drink was near done and Donna took his empty glass and placed another drink in his hand.

“So you have some mighty big amends to make up for the way you treated us.”

“Okay, I’m sorry. But I didn’t think anybody would get hurt.”

Trixie, mockingly: “Dear Trixie, we had a lot of fun, but I am going to join a convent now. Youj’ve ruined me for other women.”

“Uh…I said that?”

“In flaming digits. With emojis”

“He did that to you?” asked Donna.

“Yes!”

“Well, you’re lucky. I found out I was dumped when I went over to his frat house and found a pair of my personal panties, embroidered with my name, tacked next to the front door with a message spray painted on them. ‘See ya.’ I tell ya, I heard the boys patted my panties…which was my ass in shymbolism…every time they went through the front door.”

“He did that to you?”

“He did!”

The two girls stood in front of the bed, Jason trapped on the edge of the bed by their imposing appearance and large boobs.

“Well, Jason. What do you have to say for yourself?”

Jason knew he was done for now. He looked down and mumbled. “I’m sorry. What can I do to make it up?”

“Now he’s talking.” Trixie slurred her words slightly. Donna turned and mixed another drink.

“Yeah, he’sh talking.”

Jason was feeling a bit woozy, too. They had really been pushing the booze into him.

“I’ll do anything. Just…just don’t tell Amy?”

The girls looked at each other, and the look was one of delight. They suddenly realized that they had Jason over a barrel.

“That’s right. He doesn’t want little Amy to know what a cat he is.”

“Cad.”

Yeah. That, too.” She turned to Jason, “Well you listen to me, bubble butt—“

Jason blinked. Things weren’t making sense.

“—we’re going to have our way with you, and when we’re done…”

“Yeah! We’re done!”

“When we’re—“

“Wait a minute!” Jason stood up, and was promptly pushed back down.

“Wait? For what?” Donna looked a little confused.

“My days of being a lecher are over! My days of mistreating women are done! I’m going to be a married man! So I can’t go around fucking the likes of you just because you’re holding a bag of cats over my head!”

“He’s got a bag of catsh?”

“I think that’s a finger of speech.”

“I promised Amy I would be true blue with the flu, that I wouldn’t squirt. That I wouldn’t fuck anybody but her. My little tootshie…”

He was growing maudlin.

“Yeah?” Trixie snarled. “Take off your pants!”

“What? No! Didn’t you hear what I said?”

“I heard, but I just got to see you prove it.”

“Prove what?”

“That you ain’t got a boner for us. If you gotsh a boner then you ain’t so true blue like a fool.”

“Of course I got a boner! You girls have manhandled me, and shoved your tits in my face….why wouldn’t I have a boner? But I still want to be true to—AHHH!”

The girls leaped onto him.

Jason tried to push them off him, but he stood about as much of a chance as a pygmy in a basketball game. Unless the other players were pygmies. Which, in this case, they weren’t.

Trixie and Donna weighed the same as him, and they were both trained athletes, and Donna even knew jujitsu holds.

Trixie punched him lightly in the groin and when he cried out and doubled over Donna put him in an armbar.

“Lemme go!” Jason cried out weakly, turning pale and thinking about puking.

“You fucked us over, Jason, so it’s about time we fucked you. Over. That is.”

“But I promised Amy!”

And that was the only thing that stopped the two women from ripping his clothes off and having their way with him.

Trixie sat back and pondered. Donna relaxed her hold enough so that Jason’s arm didn’t come out of the shoulder.

“That is a quarry.”

“You mean a Quandary?”

“Yeah. That, too.”

“So what are we going to do with Jason? We got to have our revenge!”

“I don’t know.”

“You could let me go and we could all be fr—URK!”

Donna relaxed again, and Jason told himself to be quiet.

“I think we need to…” then Trixie stopped talking. She laid back on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

“What do you…oh…”

Trixie had passed out. Her open eyes stared at the ceiling and she gave a mighty snore. SHNONK!

“Can you let me go?”

“No.”

“But I promise to stay right here and work it out with you girlsh.”

“Thatsh what I like about you, Jashon, you’re full of shit.”

“No! I shwear!”

“Shush up. We’re going to wait right here for Trixie to wake up, then we’re going to settle this onesh and for all.”

Jason lay back. He was totally under her grip, and he had a big boner, but if he could wait a minute Donna might go to sleep to, and then he could make his escape. So he lay there.

Slowly, Donna relaxed her grip. Then let go.

Unfortunately, Jason was already asleep.

Jason had a drunken dream. He dreamed he was driving a clown car in a circus, and an endless line of women were climbing into the car. All his old girlfriends, laughing and giggling, and the car got more and more crowded, and he was naked, and the women all reached around his body, over his shoulder and through his legs, and fondled his cock.

He thought about cumming, if he could just get them to grip him a little harder, stroke him, suck on him…but the touches were strong but fleeting, and he couldn’t quite, he couldn’t quite…

“There.”

Jason’s eyes opened up.

“Oh, shit,” he groaned, feeling his head.

“Just in time, too. Wake up, Jason. It’s time to pay the price for all your philandering.”

Jason opened his eyes and stared.

Trixie and Donna were standing by the side of the bed and looking down on him.

“What…what is happening?”

“You aren’t, and that’s for sure.” Trixie leaned down, and grabbed his groin.

But…though he could feel his dick moving, he couldn’t feel her hand!

He raised his head, his eyes opened in horror, and he said, “No!”

“Yep.”

His cock was imprisoned. It was in a chastity tube.

“No!” He rolled over and tried to pull the tube off, but all he succeeded in doing was stretching his balls out. And painfully.

“Let me out of this thing!”

The girls laughed, slapped each other on the back, which caused their ample bosoms to jiggle like overfilled bowls of Jello, and…laughed.

Jason stood up. His pants were pulled down and his shirt pushed up. His cock, his once might cock, was now squashed into a little tube.

And it didn’t like it!

It kept trying to get hard. It wiggled and pressed against the plastic, and bits of his flesh protruded from little portholes on the thing.

Jason moved about the room. First he would try to shove his nuts through the space between the ring and the tube, then he tried to pull his weenie out, all his efforts resulted in was more and more frustration.

Trixie and Donna were laughing harder and harder.

“You didn’t want to cum! Now you don’t have to!”

The girls collapsed on the bed, holding each other, hysterical.

Jason stopped his antic finally. He turned to the girls, and his mouth opened. They were kissing each other.

“Mmm. I’d forgotten how delicious you are.”

“I sure wish you had a prick.”

“Jason does.”

And they stopped kissing and went into gales of laughter again.

“You’ve got to let me go,” he whispered.

They sat up and considered him, their faces wreathed in smiles. “But, Jason, you wanted to be true blue and have the flu. Now you don’t have to worry about it.”

“But…I need to pee!”

“So sit down, like a little girl.”

“And don’t forget to blot when you’re done.”

Again, they collapsed in laughter. After a long minute, and a couple of soulful kisses, the two girls sat up.

“You should be glad, Jason, now you won’t even be tempted. And we can give the key to Amy as a wedding present.”

“Yeah, with a note saying ‘Do not open till Christmas!”

Again with the laughter.

Jason sat down in a chair. He hadn’t pulled his pants up and he looked at the contraption on his dingus.

“But…but…”

“But what, Jason, don’t you know that—“

KNOCK KNOCK!

The girls squealed happily and Trixie leaped for the door.

Jason struggled to pull his pants up, and got them to his knees when the door was opened!”

“Anna! Diane!”

Two more girls entered the room. There was a flurry of bouncing breasts and hugs and jiggling boobs and kisses and it was like Jason was stuck in a room with a troop of boobs on a trampoline.

Then the two newcomers noticed Jason.

Sitting on a chair, his pants half pulled up, his cock—in a cage—on display. And everybody began to laugh all over again.

The four girls laughed and slapped their knees and held their bellies and rolled on the floor.

“That’s our Jason!”

“Jason! What’s that you’re wearing?”

“His face is so red!”

“His cock is so tiny in there, but it’s cute!”

Jason shrunk back, wished he could shrink through the wall and disappear.

Anna had been on the college basketball team. There had been talk of her turning pro, but the only thing that stopped her was that her boobs were too big. She would have had to get a breast reduction to stay competitive with the pro players, and she wasn’t about to do that! She had stayed in shape, however, and changed her interests. She was working hard to break into women’s professional wrestling. She wanted to be the new ‘Chyna,’ she wanted to be a wonder of the world, a natural wonder of the world, and she needed her breasts to do that.

Diane was the fourth girl, and she was nothing like her friends. She had tiny, little…wait a minute! Her boobs weren’t small any more! She had had A cups, which was pretty flat, but now…she had the largest breasts of any girl in the room!”

Jason stared at her boobs.

The four girls snickered.

Diane said, “Hey, Jason, how do you like me now?”

She hefted her massive bosoms and grinned over them at him.

“What…how…what…”

“I became a doctor. Among doctors. And I practice plastic surgery.” She turned to the other three women. “Did you girls know that Jason dumped me because, as he said it, ‘I want a girl with big, fat titties! Not some shrunken little walnuts.”

Now the girls turned serious. After all, this was not a man sneaking into the darkness because he couldn’t satisfy a woman, this was a man with a serious problem!

“He said that to you?”

“Yep.”

Jason didn’t say anything, just stared at her massive mounds and gulped.

“And that made me decide to get the biggest I could get. How do you like them, Jason?”

Jason couldn’t speak. He was stunned speechless. Then he bent over. His cock’s reaction to her boobs was so severe he thought he was going to pass out from the pain.

Then Trixie said, “I know! Let’s all get drunk!”

The four women cheered, did some more of that bouncing and kissing and hugging thing, and even pulled Jason to his feet and bounced and kissed and hugged him.

Then they pushed Jason back onto the bed and another bottle was opened, and the party really started.

Booze was poured, booze was poured down throats, and Jason waited for a chance to escape.

There would be no escaping this crowd, however. With four eagle-eyed woman, all of whom outweighed him and knew combative arts and were professional athletes, he didn’t stand a chance.

Time after time he was shoved back down on the bed. Given more booze, and he went from being forced to drink to being happy to drink.

Really, he wanted to sink into oblivion and forget his troubles.

Then the girls began comparing the way Jason had dumped them. Jason had to listen to descriptions, and the emotional upset, of Donna and Trixie, who he had Facebutted and panty shamed. Then Anna told her sad story of woe.

“I thought Jason was the love of my life. He was so good in bed, great penis…” she lifted up his caged cock and giggled, “Not like now.”

All the girls roared at that. They seemed to take an undue pleasure in the way his little worm squirmed so helplessly.

“Then I show up in his dorm one day, open the door to greet my great love, and he was ass up, balls down, cock sunk into the slit of that slut of all sluts, Mamie Van Snorkins!”

The other girls gasped and held their hands to their mouths.

“Not Mamie!”

“But she was the skankiest!

“Apparently Jason has great taste…in me…and you girls, of course…but no taste beyond us!”

“Mamie Van Snorkins,” the girls shook their heads so hard their boobs jiggled. Not that it would take much shaking to get their boobs to jiggle.

“She was a cow!”

“And that’s insulting to all cows!”

Which statement, of itself, was probably the harshest indictment one could make of the slut known as Mamie Van Snorkins. For women, especially women of breeding, such as these four college friends were, to speak of another women in such terms…it revealed just how lowly a snatch Mamie Van Snorkins was.

Then Diane cleared her throat.

The laughter stopped and everybody looked at Diane.

Diane was sitting on a chair, watching the partying, and she had grown increasingly silent. While the others had become merrier, she had become seriouser and seriouser. And now she spoke.

“We sit here and we laugh. We all love Jason, and he betrayed us all. And now he is in a position to betray our best friend, Amy, even more.”

“Wait a minute, I said I’m sorry!” Jason blubbered. He tried to get off the bed but Trixie reached between his legs, gripped his package and pulled him back.

“I tell you girls, we not only need to get our pound of flesh…”

Jason clung to his balls and looked fearfully about, “…but we need to make sure that Amy never suffers such as we did.”

“I would never…”

“Shush, Jason,” Donna said, stuffing her boob into his mouth. “The grown ups are speaking.”

“So I propose that we mete out to Jason some of his own medicine, in a manner of speaking.”

The girls clapped their hands in glee.

“Yes! Yes!”

“Tell us what you’ve got in mind!”

Diane edged forward on her chair. She said, “As you know, I am a doctor. A plastic surgeon, and I specialize in breast implants.”

The girls began to get it then. Realization burst over their faces like dawn over the Rockies.

“You mean…”

“Give Jason…”

“Do you have a big enough pair?”

Diane smiled. “I have enough to gift Jason a great pair of Vacation Boobs.”

The four women turned and stared at Jason.

Trixie, who he had caused to be called the Facebutt Slut, stared at him. She was a wondrous pair of breasts, a sweet face, and an expression of anticipated wrath.

Donna, whose panties he had posted next to the front door like a hunting trophy, and every man on campus being able to pat her ass when entering the dorm. The look on her face, sheer avarice, a desire for revenge which the world had never seen.

Anna, who he had hurt the most by being caught with his dick in (choke) Mamie Van Snorkins! A woman who was adjudged to be a cow by her own kind!

And that left Diane. Diane who he had once insulted for having tiny breasts, and who now had the largest breasts in the room, and who was smiling such as the Marquis de Sade must have smiled when the first virgin crossed his threshold.

“No,” said Jason, trying to push back on the bed now. “No! You can’t do that! It’s beyond cruel! It’s against the laws of God and Man!”

The girls licked their lips. Their red, plump, full lips.

“You can’t just take a man and…and…”

“Why not?”

“After all, that man got me called the Facebutt Slut!”

“My ass was patted by every man on campus!

“He fucked Mamie Van Snorkin over me!”

And Diane just smiled. She of the walnut chest. And she said. “Hold him down, girls. I’ll get my medical bag.”

Jason tried to fight, but he was no match for the girls.

Trixie used her muscle to pick him up and body slam him on the bed. Donna gripped his dick in a ‘dicklock’ and turned him over.

Anna dug thorough his suitcase and found several ties and fastened him to the posts of the bed.

Diane opened up her medical bag, held up a syringe, and grinned.

“You can’t do this!” Jason protested.

Trixie sat down next to his head.

He looked up at her. “Tell them, Trixie! They can’t do this to me!”

“Aw, poor Jason. Hoist on his own petard.”

Donna asked, “What is a petard?”

“I don’t know, but that’s what you say in situations like this.”

“I think it’s like a retard, but I could be wrong.”

“You’re close enough,” smiled Dianne, patting Jason’s head.

“Please!”

“Jason, you seem to think we are mean and brutal, sort of like a man who dumps girls and laughs away.”

“No!”

“But we’re not.”

“You’re not?”

“Oh, no. We’re going to give you a choice.”

“We are?” asked Diane, tilting her head.

Trixie just nodded and continued. “You see, when the love of your life arrives tomorrow, we could just sit her down and tell her how mean you’ve been to all of us. We could tell her and being a Facebutt Slut and Mamie Van Snorkins and everything. Tell me, Jason, how long do you think she’d stay with you? Do you think she’d actually go through with the wedding?”

Jason moaned. His emotional turmoil was extreme.

“Or, you could ask us to give you breasts, and let us play with you all night, and tomorrow, Diane could simply extract the fluid she is about to put in your chest—you can do that with vacation boobs, can’t you?”

Diane was frowning, she didn’t know where this was going, but she said, “I could.”

“You see, Jason, we can either tell the truth to your girlfriend, no matter the cost to you, or you could ask Diane to give you boobs and let us treat you like one of us. You could drink and party all night, just like one of the girls. So which would you choose?”

Jason looked around wildly.

The girls were grinning. Even Diane was grinning. She would get to give him tits, but then, in spite of anything she might want to the contrary, she would take them back.

He would be safe, able to marry the love of his life, and free forever from these…these…bitches!

“Well, Jason?”

“What’s it going to be, Jason?”

“You’re going to be the slut. You’ll get to marry Amy, but every time you look at one of us you will remember the night that you were the slut.”

And, Jason didn’t know who said it, but: “You’re going to be our own Mamie Van Snorkins for a night.”

“Well?”

With a deep sob, Jason nodded, and the cheers rose up.


PART TWO

For the next couple of hours, the longest hours in Jason’s life, Diane made marks around his pectorals and made injections.

The other three girls sat and drank, and made sure Jason had enough to drink, and made critical remarks.

“They won’t sag, will they? We want them to be real pointers!”

“He’s going to need a bra.”

One of them went out to a bra shop and brought back a 1950 bullet bra. The girls took turns trying it on, and finally tossed it over Jason’s face.

Diane injected syringe after syringe of boob juice into him. His chest grew bigger and bigger. He kept raising his head to see how much bigger they were getting.

Diane kept pushing his face back. “Not yet, lover.”

“Look how hard his nipples are!”

“He’s really loving this!”

“You know, we’re going to have to get him underwear.”

“An outfit.”

Then Trixie began giggling. “We need to put him in one of our bridesmaid dresses.”

“I had to have a seamstress let mine out,” Donna said, then, at the looks from her friends, “for my boobs, you ghouls! But I have an extra dress.”

“He’s going to have bigger boobs than you!”

“I’ll let him wear the bigger one. I can let my tomatoes be squeezed for a couple of hours.”

The dress was brought in and the girls oohed and ahed.

Jason turned his head sideways and stared at the bridesmaid’s dress.  It was white and frilly and had severe décolleté.

His chest might be inflating, but his heart was deflating.

Dianne noted his look and chuckled.

And his boobs grew bigger and bigger.

Finally, “Well, I’d like to go bigger, but we’ve reached his capacity.”

The girls all gathered around the bed and stared at Jason.

They had never untied him, it made for an easier operation, and he lay naked.

His boobs were truly monumental. They were as big as any of the boobs in the room, and bigger than most.

“His skin is so thin. Look, you can see blood pulsing underneath.”

“That’s what keeps his nipples so erect.”

“He really loves this. Look at how his cock is struggling to get hard.”

The girls felt his boobs, and one of them held his balls and the cage and turned it this way and that.

Jason groaned. He might not have wanted this, but things were happening inside him.

First, the chastity tube was making him more horny than he had ever been in his life.

Second, he could feel his chest, so big, so…beautiful.

Jason was a boob man, he always chose girls with big chests whenever he had the chance.

Now…now he had the big boobs that he had always coveted. Had them for more than just reach out and grab. Had them for…himself. On himself.

It was turning him on so much his cock was getting hard inside the cage and stretching his balls down.

“Look at his cock,” Diane muttered.

The girls stared as his penis pushed out, was squeezed painfully, and his balls tugged in the ring.

“Now, remember, girls, avoid sharp objects. I’ve made Jason as big as I can, and the skin is very tight. Even a little prick might have disastrous consequences.”

“He’s got a big prick, now.”

“Not that kind of a prick, you cow!”

“Says the woman who made a new Mamie Van Snorkin!”

They all giggled.

Diane sighed. “Just remember what I said, I don’t want any accidents. We don’t want his chest to explode.”

With that the girls untied Jason, and helped him sit up. They quickly wrapped a bra around his chest and fastened it.

Jason stared down at himself. It was like standing at the top of a ski slope and seeing acres of white curves.

Oh, Heysoos,” he whispered.

Trixie nudged Donna and pointed at Jason’s face with her chin.

Jason was smiling.

And his cock was fighting the chastity tube and winning.

And he was actually dripping.

“All right girls,” Dianne clapped her hands. “I have to clean up, and you ladies need to clean Jason up.”

From standing around and staring at Jason’s boobs in awe, the girls snapped into action.

Medical instruments were put away. The bed was made. And Jason was pulled over to a small writing desk.

The writing desk was facing a window, and the drapes were drawn back. Potions and ointments, tubes and brushes, everything that could make a woman beautiful was placed upon the table.

Jason looked at his reflection in the window glass.

He had always had a soft face, even a bit effeminate. He wore his hair long, and now, with a massive chest…he could see it. He could see himself as a woman.

Oddly, that didn’t upset him. If anything, it made his cock harder.

“Okay, Jason, we’re going to need to get rid of all your ugly body hair.

They made him stand up again and they sprayed his body with a Nair type of goop that turned into a gel. They smoothed the stuff into all his nooks and crevices, and especially around his groin.

Fifteen minutes later it was starting to burn, and he was pushed into the shower. And the girls all went with him.

They had had to take his bra off when they put the goop on him, and they made sure to act as his bra, holding his tits up with their soft hands. Which meant that had plenty of opportunity to flick his nipples and even suck on them.

Out of the shower and they dried him off. Then they put his bra back on, which felt good—those suckers were heavy!

Then back to the writing table.

Each of the girls took a hand or a foot and they painted his nails, giving him long fake nails on his fingers. The smell of the paint was pungent, but somehow enjoyable. He sniffed, and his cock throbbed, and he dripped more and more.

“He’s liable to drip out his whole load at this rate,” murmured Trixie.

“Nah. That’s just pre-cum. He can drip like that all day.”

“Not in the dress he can’t!”

“We’ll give him a pad.”

“No, give him a tampon.”

They all thought that was hilarious, but Jason just sat and endured and his face turned redder than a sunburned tomato.

“Let’s wash his hair, then we can make him up while his hair dries.”

It was agreed upon, and Jason felt dozens of fingers washing and smoothing through his hair.

“He’s got nice hair.”

“Curls better than mine.”

They put big curlers in his hair, tilted his face back slightly, and went to work on his face.

“Such beautiful skin, Jason. You sure you weren’t born a girl?”

“I’ve got a dick!” he snapped back.

“That little thing? Ha!”

Jason turned even redder, and the girls all kept up the banter and kept making him up.

His face was cleansed and primed, blushed and bronzed, and the foundation was applied.

“Your skin loves make up, Jason.”

Jason said nothing.

They colored his eyes, mascara-ed him and curled his lashes. Then, the pièce de résistance, they applied lipstick.

Jason stared at the window as they took the curlers out of his hair.

He was changed. He was transformed. There was no way anybody could mistake him for a man.

“But you can undo all this before Amy arrives?”

“We can,” the four girls smiled as they stood behind Jason and watched him watch himself.

Behind each of their backs they crossed their fingers.

Jason would have stayed in his room for the rest of his life, but the girls would have none of that. They linked arms, got behind him, and walked him out of the room.

Five, big, buxom girls. All pretty and made up, and one of them wearing a bridesmaid dress.

The location chosen for Amy and Jason’s marriage was a huge hall. It was back in the National Park, had ample parking, and was made of timbers and planks.

It was a wonderful site, and since it was the off season they got it for a song. The only stipulation being that they provided their own labor—the staff was off for the winter—and do their own decorations, cooking, and so on.

Which was fine with Amy because she had lots of friends, and for girls there is nothing so much fun as preparing for a wedding.

So the four girls walked the fifth girl down to the hall and began working. They hauled trash, cleaned, polished, set up tables, and, of course, imbibed.

All afternoon they sampled the suds, hard stuff, beer, they even broke into the champagne set aside for the reception.

For the girls it was fun, easy, and a chance to giggle and tell tales.

For Jason it wasn’t so easy. First, they insisted on him doing the heavy lifting. If there was a ladder to be climbed then he was the designated climber. If something heavy had to be moved, he moved it.

And he did it all in high heels.

That’s right. The girls had locked a pair of strappy high heels on his feet, and they guffawed endlessly as he slipped and tripped and fell awkwardly.

Then they would help him up, run their hands over his nylons and feel his boobs, and tell him not to be so clumsy.

And, if that wasn’t bad enough, his dick just would not settle down. It stretched out, poking the chastity tube out and pulling on his balls.

And the girls laughed all the harder, and they took advantage of every moment to feel him up, to pat his ass, and to call him ‘Mamie.’

“Come on, Mamie! Let’s get that bunting up!”

“Bring the ladder over here, Mamie!”

“Bend over, Mamie! Let me see that fat ass!”

To which Jason would mutter, “My ass ain’t so fat.”

Still, it was fun, and even though Jason hated it, he loved it. Prancing around like a fairy, having big, old titties, it was the dream of every good, old boy, and he was living it.

Finally, the job was done. The hall was decked out for a top notch wedding, and the five women sat in chairs around one of the big round tables and sipped their liquor.

“He makes a pretty good woman…for a man,” observed Trixie.

Jason blushed.

“What should he wear for the wedding tomorrow?”

Jason’s eyes went big.

“Put some chiffon under the dress…”

“More make up. Maybe a bit goth.”

“Hey!”

The girls all laughed.

“You know, we are missing out on something though,” observed Donna. “We’ve got Jason where we want him, he has to do anything and everything we say, we really should be doing more than just making him prepare his own wedding.”

“No,” muttered Jason.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Have you girls ever heard of the ‘fuckless fuck?’”

The girls exchanged blank looks.

Dianne, “I hope this isn’t a medical term, because I’ve never heard of it.”

“Jason, go stand in a corner.”

Jason didn’t want to. Jason whined and begged. Jason did as he was told. And he stared at the four women who bent their heads together, occasionally glanced at him, and whispered nefariously.

They took Jason upstairs, undressed him and told him to get on the bed.

“I don’t want to!”

“Lay down, honey,” giggled Trixie. “I think we love ya!”

The girls laughed riotously and used the ties to fasten Jason to the bed. Then they took off the chastity tube.

His cock sprung up, hard as steel, flicking off bits of pre-cum as it bobbed and throbbed.

“You aren’t going to fuck me, are you?”

Donna laughed. “He hopes. But no, Jason, we aren’t going to fuck you. We’re going to fuckless you.”

“Fuckless me?”

“You got it. Anna, you have the rubbers?”

Anna approached with a handful of rubbers. “These are de-sensitized rubbers,” Anna explained as she rolled one on. “That bit of lubrication will dull the nerves to make sure you don’t cum.”

“But…what are you…”

Donna was next, unrolling a second rubber on his hard cock.

Then Dianne and Trixie.

Rubber after rubber was unrolled onto him. A full half dozen of the de-sensitizing condoms. The accumulation of tightness squeezed his dick so hard that even if he had had full feeling, the tightness of the grip would have stopped him from cuming.

“What are you doing to me?”

“Making sure you don’t cum,” explained Trixie, as she threw a leg over him.

“Wait! No! I don’t want to fuck you!”

Trixie wiggled, found his dick too dry and rough to slide down on. “Get some lube in here, girls. He’s a rough rider!”

Hands inserted between his cock and her cunt and thick glops of lubricant made him more amenable.

“Oh, yeah!” Trixie grunted, taking the long slide to his balls. “Just like a I remembered, but better.

“That’s right,” cheered Donna, “No quick cums to ruin it for you.

Jason stared in horror as his ex-girlfriend rode up and down. Then she grabbed his boobs and licked his nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned. “Please don’t!”

Anna leaned over him and kissed his mouth. then: “What’s the matter, lover? Can’t cum?”

“No! But I—“

She covered his mouth. “That’s good. Because we don’t want you to cum.”

The girls took turns, riding, laughing, slapping his face and his boobs (gently), and the minutes became an hour.

Jason was going insane. “This is cruel!” he cried.

“Is it worse than being the Facebutt Slut?” asked Tina.

“Or having your ass patted by all the men in college?”
“Or being called walnut tits?”

And, of course, “Is it worse than being Mamie Van Snorkin?”

Yes! Yes! I can’t cum! It hurts! Please!”

“Oh, it really hurts?” asked Dianne with concern.

“God, yes! It feels like I’m going to cum, but I can’t, and my shaft is stopped up and my balls feel like they’re going to bust!”

“Oh, that’s terrible. Girls! We should stop!”

Which caused much laughter because none of the girls had the slightest intention of stopping.

This was, after all, the man who had dumped them!

And so the night proceeded.

Jason could hardly walk the next morning. He was sore all over, and his groin felt like a big pulled muscle.

The girls, however, all felt happy and refreshed. They had all had multiple cums, and they were feeling happy and cheerful like they could do it all again.

Jason groaned as he slid his feet down the stairs, clutching the bannister, feeling like his body was going to come apart.

“He really looks bad,” whispered Trixie to Donna.

Donna just smothered a laugh and enjoyed the site of Jason hobbling.

He was still in his dress and high heels, and the girls had put the chastity tube back on him. They had fixed his make up, and Jason was getting worried. Aside from not being able to move, aside from feeling sore from the inside out, Amy was due to arrive at noon. And that left him only a couple of hours for him to be made into a male again.

They arrived at the hall and Donna went back to the kitchen to fix breakfast. The others sat at the round table and chatted.

Well, the girls chatted. Jason didn’t feel much like chit chat.

He kept looking at the clock on the wall and muttering.

“What’s the matter, Jason,” asked Dianne.

“The clock. It’s ten o’clock. You need to change me back.”

“Oh, we’ve got plenty of time left.”

“Heck, Jason, you should consider this a lifestyle change. Think how much Amy would like it if you were to remain a woman.”

Jason’s eye grew round with horror. “No!”

The girls all laughed, and Trixie reached over and fondled Jason’s tit. Then the unthinkable happened.

Donna came running out of the kitchen, ripping off her apron. “Amy’s here!”

Jason sprang to his feet. The girls all stood up and started talking.

“I just saw her car through the window!”

“What’ll I do!”

“Don’t worry, Jason, we’ll take care of you,” Dianne shouted. “Girls, take him up to the stage, use the back door and get him back up to his room. I’ll stall Amy!”

Jason hobbled across the hall towards the stage, the girls hurrying him along.

“Come on, Jason! Hurry!”

“Climb the stairs!”

He went up the short flight of stairs at the side of the stage.

“Through the curtains!”

Jason had been up on the stage the day before, he knew the general lay out, but it was now pitch dark. Somebody had covered the windows and drawn the thick, heavy drapes.

One of the girls grabbed his hands and led him.

Maybe if Jason had been fresh rested he wouldn’t have fallen for it.

Maybe if he hadn’t been fucked half to death the whole night before…but he wasn’t fresh rested, and he did fall for it.

The girl leading him pulled, kept him off balance. Other girls on each side of him.

“Careful, you’’re going to have to climb over some rugs.”

He felt the rugs with his knees, he crawled, and the girls helped him, and at the end of the rugs the girl pulling him stretched his hands out and pulled them down. They slipped into little half circles cut into what felt like wood.

And his head was pressed down until his neck was in another half circle cut into a big, thick plank.

Then the top half of the plank came down.

Jason was caught!

Click! He heard something being locked.

“Hey!”

And the lights went on.

Jason was laying on a stack of rugs, his hands and neck were forward, caught in the holes of a pillory. The three girls, then the fourth one, lined up in front of him.

“Let me go!” For a brief moment Jason thought it was all an accident. He was so tired he couldn’t think fast, and he didn’t suspect the girls, and then…it hit him.

“You did this.”

The girls commenced to laugh. And all the belly busting back slapping laugher of the past day was as nothing compared to this.

“Oh, Jason! You’re such a dope!”

“You’re a real Mamie!”

Tears rolled down his cheeks. He had been caught. He who was so smart, had been outsmarted.

The girls pushed the pillory, it was actually on wheels, away from the rugs, and Jason found himself hobbling along in it.

“Imagine our surprise when we found these stocks,” explained Donna. Apparently this place is rented by a bunch of nudists at the end of the summer, and people are free to stand in the stocks, if they have the courage.”

“And now you have the courage, Jason.”

“You’ve got to let me go.”

“Oh, we will, after you ask for something.”

“What?”

“For us to take your virtue.”

“What?”

“It’s only fair. After all, how many girls have you de-flowered, just to dump.”

“But…but that’s…”

“Are you going to tell us that it’s okay for men? But not for women?”

Actually he was, but he didn’t dare now.

“Amy’s not here, is she.”

Donna touched her hand to her mouth, “Oh, I only thought I saw her. Sorry, Jason. Will you forgive me?”

“Sure, after you let me out of this and change me back.”

“Oh, well, about that…sure, like I said, we’ll let you out, right after you’ve asked us to de-flower you.”

“But that’s…that’s—“

“You’re not going to tell us that’s only something men do to women, are you?”

It was, but he wasn’t about to say that now.

“So, you can stay like this for a couple of hours, and we’ll bring Amy to you, and she’ll see you in all your glory.”

“Or,” continued Trixie, “you ask to be de-flowered and we’ll make sure you get changed back.

Jason stood there, his neck stretched and his hands clamped. His hair was long and hung down. His boobs hung down below the plank on the pillory.

The girls moved forward. They hugged him. they felt his caged cock. they ran their hands up his stockinged legs and cupped his breasts. They kissed his nipples, and they kissed him.

Donna was standing apart from them, about six feet in front of Jason and her back turned to him. She appeared to be pulling up her zipper or something.

Dianne lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She cupped his balls, the inserted a finger into him. She had slathered it with lube and it went in easy.

Easy or hard, Jason jerked and his eyes went wide.

“Hey!”

Dianne nibbled on his ear and whispered, “It feels good. Don’t tell me it doesn’t, because I’m a doctor and every doctor knows how wonderful it feels when the butthole is massaged.

She was right, and Jason gulped.

“Just relax, let us make you our Mamie, and then you can go back to being Jason…” she paused, then added, “if you want.”

Jason felt her digit swirl around, waking up all his nerves. His peeny started dripping seriously, and it felt like he was going to cum.

Donna turned around and walked towards him. A large plastic pecker was swaying back and forth from her thighs. “This is what every woman loves, Jason. Are you ready to find out why we love it so much?”

She stopped, the tip of the big dick touching his lips. “Are you ready, Jason? All you have to do is nod.”

Jason felt like he was on another planet. He was gulping nervously, lightening was threatening to shoot through his groin, his eyes rolled as he looked at each of the girls.

“This is it, Jason. This makes up for everybody calling me the Facebutt Slut.”

“I’ll give you a pair of my panties to wear when you do this, Jason.”

“You’ll not only not be a walnut tits, you’ll be a melon titted Mamie Van Snorkins!”

Jason stared at the eye of the cock head in front of him. He gulped and swallowed and licked his lips.

Donna moved forward slightly, and the tip of the cock touched his lips, and Jason found himself opening his mouth.

The girls sighed.

“There he goes.”

“That’s a good boy.”

“That’s a good bitch.”

Jason couldn’t help it. He had never thought of himself as being gay, and this wasn’t gay. This wasn’t a real dick, but some visceral part of Jason was exulting. He was taking a cock in the mouth.

But could he go further? Could he take this cock somewhere else?

He looked up at the excited, happy girls, and he nodded.


EPILOGUE

“He’s right up here, Amy.”

Jason heard Anna’s footsteps, her high heels clicking, and a second pair of heels clicking. Amy.

He was still on the stage, and Donna stood behind him.

“We tried to get him to stop, but you know how men get when…you know?

The curtains were drawn back and Jason stared at his girlfriend.

Amy was beautiful, limned by sunlight coming in the big windows behind her. Her legs were curved and sexy, her hips flared, as did her breasts. Her face was as an angel’s, delicate, with moist, red lips and long, blonde hair.

Her eyes, so blue, were wide as she stared at Jason.

Jason smiled through his make up. His breasts hung down, and swayed back and forth as Dianne sawed into him.

It turned out that Jason did like getting it up the butt. He liked it a lot.

He liked it so much that when the girls asked him to come upstairs and get remade into a man, he refused.

“No! No! Do me some more!”

So they did.

And now, standing in the pillory on the stage, his hind end firmly plugged and him loving it, he said, “Hi, honey,” and he smiled.

And Amy’s look of love turned into a glare. She looked up at the giggling girls and said, “Oh, no! You bitches have done it again!”

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


Mystery Boobs

A Transgender Adventure!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, something’s wrong!”

Sally didn’t look up from her crossword puzzle. “Yeah, sure. What’s a six letter word for not very smart?”

“Stupid?”

“Thanks.”

“No, I mean really.”

“Stupid works, so…” she bit her lip and pondered the next clue, ignoring me and my problem.

We were sitting around on a Friday night. It was a three day weekend, Memorial Day, and the tube was on low, there were books to be read, and…and I had a strange itching on my chest. My pectorals burned, and my nipples felt like somebody was pulling them with pliers. Most of all, my pecs were getting bigger.

Well, not exactly my pecs, but the area around my nipples.

I stood up and went into the kitchen. I needed some courage. Should I call a doctor?

I lifted down the bottle of Wild Turkey and poured over a glass of ice cubes, then added a bit of Coke. Man, I thought, tilting my glass and taking a big slug, I need this bit of ‘medicine.’

I drank it all and poured another one.

Sally came into the kitchen. She was staring at the folded back crossword puzzle book and frowning. “I need an eight letter word that means…what are you doing?”

She stared at my drink.

I stared at her. And I had a boner.

“Something’s wrong.”

“What?”

How do you tell your wife that you are growing…breasts? I mean, I didn’t know if they were breasts, but the swelling on my chest, it was like a pair of golf balls.

“Uh. I have some, uh…pain.”

“Pain? Where?”

She put her crossword puzzle down on the kitchen table and came to me. “Rick, what is going on?”

“Well, uh…I don’t know exactly how it happened. But…uh…”

I was at a loss for words and I lifted the glass to take another slug.

She put her hand on my wrist. “Rick?”

I shivered, put the glass on the counter and began to unbutton my shirt.

“What the heck are you…oh. Oh…oh my…what the…” she stared at my chest.

“I don’t know what’s happening.”

She reached forward, very gently, and touched my erect nipple.

I shivered and felt little lightening bolts shoot through my body. Oddly, it felt so damned sexual.

“And I’ve got…my dick is hard.”

“Well, of course,” she was fascinated by the small mounds on my chest. “What? Your dick is hard?” She looked up at me.

“I know. I’m always hard. But not like this. This is like…super hard.”

She looked down at my crotch. My pants were bulging, and I suddenly lurched forward, bending at the waist.

“What?”

“It sort of hurts. I’m too…too stiff. Do you mind…do you mind if I…” I was already doing it. I pulled down my zipper and let my cock out.

“Fuck,” Sally whispered. She reached down and touched my peeny. “That’s like a fucking rock!” There was a bit of excitement in her voice. Like a lust type of excitement.

She reached down and circled her hand around my shaft.

My knees buckled. Her touch was so intense. I mean, a good stroke can always bring me to my knees, but this was more than that. This was like horny to the Nth degree.

“We gotta fuck,” I whispered. It was like there was a sexual haze over my mind, compelling me to lust, to rut, to have my way.

“Wait a minute,” she reached up and put her hands on my chest, on my boobs. I think she just meant to push me away, but now her hands were square on my little mounds.

“When did this happen?”

“It’s been happening all day.” I reached down and gripped my cock. I took a big stroke and it felt like I could cum if I tried. I started trying.

“Stop that,” Sally said, pushing my hand away.

“Aw,” I soughed in disappointment. “I need to.”

“No. No you don’t.”

“Why not?” I was whining.

“Because we have a medical emergency here. We need to figure this out.”

I was listening, but not thinking. I picked up my glass again. Maybe a little more bourbon and Coke would relax me, take my mind off the tits growing on my chest, the way my dick was so super, ultra hard.

She pushed my hand down. “We need to take you to the hospital.”

I pushed her hand away and managed to take another glug of whiskey. I sighed, felt my cock pulsing, and said, “I don’t want to go to the hospital.”

“You have to. This is big.”

I looked at my chest again. “They are?”

“Not you…the fact that it is happening at all. Men aren’t supposed to have tits.”

“I don’t care about that…I just want to squirt. Let’s go in the bedroom.”

She stared at me. “You’re not thinking straight, are you?”

“I don’t know. I feel okay. Except that my tits are burning and I really need to get laid Come on…” I tried to take her hand and lead her, but she just pushed me away and outmaneuvered me.

“Sit down.”

She pushed me into a chair and I ended up sitting. Breathing heavily. Feeling this incredible heat in my chest.

“Look, you either go to the hospital or I call 911. Either way, you’re going to get medical attention.”

Oh, man. Now I was stuck. “Can’t we just call our doctor?”

“Rick, let’s just man up and—what?”

“Poor choice of words.”

“Okay. Woman up. And let’s go look into this.”

“Let’s call the doctor. He’ll tell us if I have to go to the hospital.”

Sally frowned, but she went for her cellphone. I poured another drink. She came back in with her cell ringing.

“Hello, Dr. Johnson. This is—“

“This is the exchange.”

“I need to see Dr. Johnson right away.”

“Is this an emergency?”

“Yes!”

I was shaking my head. “No.”

“It is,” she hissed at me, covering the phone briefly.

“You should call 911 for an emergency. Do—“

I was shaking my head, and Sally said, “My husband doesn’t…can we just talk to a doctor?”

“Your doctor is Johnson?”

“Yes.”

Boy, she was intense.

“I’ll ring him, what’s your name?”

“I’m Sally Hobbins. It’s about my husband, Rick.”

“Please hold the line.”

We sat there, staring at each other. She had a terribly worried look on her face.

I sipped, and I was starting to feel a little better. I mean, so what if I had a couple of…of boobs? There were guys who had that gynocomastia whatever crap, they just wore compression shirts. No big deal.

“You shouldn’t drink.”

“You should,” I countered, actually displaying a bit of cheer.

She frowned, then the phone made a clicking sound and Dr. Johnson answered.

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins. What can I do for you?”

“It’s Rick. He’s got these…he started growing…he’s got…BOOBS!”

That last word just blurted out of Sally like a fart in church.

Silence for a moment. then: “Pardon me?” I knew he was wondering if we were drinking or something. Nope. At least not Sally, Doc. As for me…I took another sip. I eyed the bottle. It was getting low, I was going to have to go get some more.

“He’s got boobs. Like real, live boobs. They aren’t big, but they are perfectly shaped. About the size of golf balls.”

I glanced at my chest and smiled. Four! I said in my mind.

“Well, uh, you should probably go to the hospital.”

I smiled, I knew he was trying to shuffle us off. I shook my head.

“He doesn’t want to.”

Another moment of silence, then: “Tell me again, and describe in detail these, uh, bumps on your husband’s chest.”

“They aren’t bumps. They’re…” Sally went into detail, describing the size and shape, even the nipples.

I reached into my pants and started stroking myself.

Sally frowned and made downward motion, a ‘stop’ motion, with her palm.

God, I wanted to squirt.

“Well, I guess I could see him. No, wait. Let me make a phone call and get back to you.”

Sally said okay, then hung up the phone.

“See, no big deal.” I think I was slurring my words.

“It is a big deal. What if you have some kind of bizarre cancer, or some African disease or something.”

“I don’t,” I said with confidence. “I feel just fine. I just have…uh…you know.”

“Tits.” She said it accusingly.

“Well, yeah. But lots of people have tits.”

“Not men people! Men don’t—“

Ring!

She grabbed the phone, “Yes?”

“Hi, Mrs. Hobbins.” It was a woman’s voice. “I’m Dr. Melanie Smith. Dr. Johnson gave me your number and explained the situation. Could you explain it again for me?”

“My husband, Rick, he has these tits on his chest. He…”

Blah, blah, blah. I poured myself another drink.

Finally, “Yes, uh, could you drop my office this afternoon?”

“Of course. What time?”

“Two o’clock. See you then?”

“Oh, yes. And thank you.”

Two o’clock. Two hours. I could make the booze last that long. Maybe. I measured the bottle with my eye, considered how much Coke I had in the fridge.

“You need to stop drinking.”

“I need to drink more.” I burped.

She took my glass and poured the contents into the sink.

“Hey!”

“Get ready to go.”

“No! It’s only twelve. Our appointment isn’t until 2!”

Sally kept biting her nails and picking on me, and finally I went in and started a shower. After the shower I dried off and lay on the bed. Just for a minute. And awoke just before two.

If anything, my boobs were bigger. I mean, maybe a third party couldn’t notice, but being inside my body, I noticed. And I could feel them. I sat in the passenger seat and just going around the corner I could feel them sway on my chest.

“It’s not a big deal,” I mumbled for the eighth time.

“You’ve got growths on your chest,” Sally snapped.

“So do you, you’re not panicking.”

She looked at me, and if looks could shrivel pork chops…

We pulled into a shaded parking lot and parked under a small oak. I got out and tried to hold my body so my chest was a little back, my back a little hunched. I might talk tough, but I was sort of embarrassed. What I really needed was another drink.

We walked past a sign. Melanie Smith MD. Under her name was the legend, ‘Obstetrics & Gynecology.’

“Hey!” I blurted. This is a doctor for women!”

“Oh, shut up.” She pushed me up to the door.

The door was open and we walked in. It was cool, a couple of potted palms, a couple of ferns, a rack with magazines about women and childbirth and all that stuff.

What the heck was I doing here?

“Mr. and Mrs. Hobbins,” she came out of a side door and greeted us. She was a chunky woman, grey, bubble cut hair, Square glasses. She was smiling, but under the smile was a tenseness.

We shook hands and she said, “Come on back. No nurses today, so let’s head for the exam room.”

She led us down a long hallway. There were pictures of fat babies on the walls and I felt terribly out of place.

Into an exam room and she had me sit on an exam table.

“So, tell me about these breasts you have.”

“Show her,” snapped Sally.

I was already a bit red, but now I turned bright red. I unbuttoned my shirt and spread the front. My boobs were plain to see. The nipples were erect, and I could swear they were bigger. And, again, I had a big erection.

But I had had the erection all day. I had it when I woke up, and it was pulsing and throbbing all morning, and when I finally examined myself and discovered my boobs it had really throbbed. It was almost like the growth of my tits was connected to my hard on.

Doctor Smith blinked, and her mouth opened slightly.

She sat down and stared at my rack, and I think she was truly flabbergasted.

“Oh, my,” she muttered.

“When I woke up this morning I felt a little swelling, but they weren’t this, uh, defined. But they were itching and I was rubbing them, and by noon I showed my wife and they were like this. Except, maybe smaller. I mean, they got bigger just since I showed them to my wife.”

“They do look bigger, “ Sally admitted.

“And the nipples seem to be standing out more.”

Dr. Smith leaned forward and reached a hand out, and suddenly everything was awkward.

She was a doctor, and doctors do have to touch bodies, but there was just this awkward feeling.

She withdrew her hand. She whispered, “I’m going to touch them…examine them.”

I put down my reaction and nodded.

She reached forward again and took one of my boobs in her hand. It was a perfect fit. She didn’t have big hands and my tit filled her palm.

I shivered.

“Did that hurt?”

“No…it just…it gives me the shivers.”

“Describe the sensations,” she ran her hand around my cone. Her thumb brushed my nipple and I thought I was going to faint. “Ooh!”

“What?”

“It…it makes me…it’s sort of sexual.”

Sally soughed in disgust.

“Hey! I can’t help it! It is what it is!”

She said, “His sex drive has always been too much.”

“Hey!”

“I try to keep up with him, but…he’s just a horn dog.”

Now I was really embarrassed. First I have tits, then my wife decides to complain about our sex life.

Dr. Smith didn’t seem to take note of Sally’s complaint, however. She said, “I’m going to rub your nipple, tell me what it feels like.”

She ran her thumb over the nipple, just a light touch, but I almost swooned. “Fuck,” I whimpered.

“Told you,” sniffed Sally.

“Have you always been this sensitive?”

“No.”

“And how about your penis and testicles? Have they always been sensitive.”

“I’ll say,” quipped Sally.

“A little bit,” I mumbled.

“A little bit? He’s horny, but he sometimes squirts just from being touched.”

“Premature ejaculation?” asked Dr. Smith.

“Well, eh…”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s a common condition, sometimes called RE, or rapid ejaculation.              “

“That’s Rick, all right.”

All this time Dr. Smith had been touching my breasts, feeling them, palpating them, even using two hands, and she had been touching my nipples. Suddenly I groaned and bent forward a little. The hot sensation went down between my legs.

“Told you so,” pronounced Sally victoriously.

A wet spot appeared on the front of my pants. I was now almost purple, and I couldn’t look up at the doctor.

“You just…you…ejaculated?” she asked in astonishment.

I nodded.

“Told you.”

“Okay, we need to do a full work up. When Doctor Johnson referred you…” she shook her head. “I had no idea. I thought maybe it was some hysterical condition, but this is real.”

Sally frowned.

“I’m going to take some pictures and schedule you for some tests. We’ll figure out what’s—“

“Are you going to cut them off?”

Dr. Johnson turned and regarded Sally. “Why?”

“Because they’re wrong. They belong on a woman, and he has no business…it’s wrong.”

“Mrs. Hobbins, they may be out of place, but they are a scientific marvel. They must be studied and conclusions must be made.”

“You make conclusions. I want them cut off.”

“But he’s young and healthy, there appears to be no trauma, there is no reason to do a mastectomy on your husband.”

“Do you think I want to be seen with a man who has…who has…TITS!” She looked away, her leg was crossed and one leg bobbed nervously.

“But don’t you understand what an opportunity this is? The things we can learn? This is a whole new realm. We might be able to cure breast cancer, help barren women, solve all sorts of female problems. You simply must—“

I want them cut off. The sooner they are cut off the happier I’ll be.”

They continued arguing, Sally demanding that my boobs be removed, Dr. Smith arguing in favor of scientific advancement. I listened for a long minute, getting over my rapid ejaculation embarrassment, and finally I muttered, “I don’t want an operation.”

Both ladies stared at me.

“I don’t like the idea of a knife cutting into me when there’s nothing wrong.”

“You call those nothing wrong?” Sally pointed at my tits. “You’re going to be a laughing stock, you’ll make me a laughing stock. It won’t be Mr. and Mrs. Hobbins anymore…it’ll be Mrs. and Mrs. Hobbins.”

“I can wear a thick jacket. I can wear one of those compression type shirts.”

“Honestly, Richard,” she always called me Richard when she wanted to dig the knife in deeper. “I can’t, for the life of me, understand why you would want o be a freak, to have everybody laugh at you.

Dr. Smith was watching me, nodding slightly, showing her approval  for my decision as much as she dared with Sally going on a rant right next to her.

“Well, uh…it’s my body.” I was almost whispering.

“But it’s my reputation! I don’t want to be married to a freak!”

I was blinking, embarrassed, and really didn’t want to be there.

Dr. Smith jumped in. “I’ll schedule tests for you tomorrow, Mr. Hobbins. “Let me take a few pictures right now.”

She stood up and opened the door and beckoned for me to follow her.

“But…I…won’t there be…”

“There’s nobody here today. We can take pictures against that wall.”

She put me against a blank wall in another exam room. She darted into her office and brought out a cell phone. All the while Sally was ramping up, calling me a freak and demanding that I get an operation.

I stood against the wall and wished she’d go away. What ever happened to ‘love and cherish’ and all that stuff? I mean, she was always a bit snippy when I squirted too soon, but I understood that. But now…me having these…these growths on my chest…

Dr. Smith had me remove my shirt. She took pictures from every angle. She had me raise my arms, and hold a ruler in various positions.

“I can’t believe you would do this to me. Out of all the men in the world why did you choose to get breasts. You could at least have the decency to…”

Dr. Smith had me bend over so she could record how far my boobs hung. I think that was the most embarrassing. But as she clicked I had a thought, and it was a thought I should have expressed before.

“Do you know what caused this?”

Sally wasn’t that interested in what caused it. She just wanted the situation fixed. She sniffed and held her head up in disgust.

“The tests will give us some idea of what caused this condition,” said Dr Smith.

“But surely you must have some idea?”

She frowned and stopped clicking for a second. “I would guess, just a guess at this point, that you have hormonal imbalance. Your estrogen is likely very high, and your testosterone…”

“Is probaby non-existent. I think I married a fairy.”

That hurt, but Dr Smith merely glanced at Sally and continued, “Your testosterone is probably low. I would hesitate to discuss genes, X and Y chromosomes, but we’ll have to look at that, too.”

“But why now? I’ve been a guy all my life. Now I get tits?”

“That is the sticky wicket,” she nodded thoughtfully. “Tell me, have you…you’re not in transition, are you?”

“Transition? What does that mean?” Hey, I’m not up on things. I actually didn’t know what she meant.

“Changing from a man to a woman? Taking male to female drugs, that sort of thing.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Some people do. But you’re not?”

“No!”

“Have you encountered any, uh, chemical oddities? Breathed in fumes you didn’t recognize, taken any drugs?”

“I smell stuff all day long. I work at the dump.”

She cocked her head.

“I drive a bulldozer and push landfill around. I wear a mask, but…” I shrugged.

“But you smell things.”

“Hey, you can’t believe the stuff people throw away.”

“Here we go,” muttered Sally.

“Well, hey, I came across a fully functional Volkswagon transmission. And one time I found a box of Elvis Presley records, the old ones, 33 and a 3rd. Then there was—“

“But what about smells?”

“Usually it’s just things like transmission fluid, but I don’t know. People throw everything away.” Again I shrugged.

“Well, we’ll find all this out when we start the testing.

“How much is this going to cost?” Sally asked, dripping with suspicion.

Dr. Smith blinked.

“I mean, we’re not rich. And those insurance people, when they find out we’ve got a claim they’ll cancel us.

“Uh, Mrs. Hobbins, this isn’t…when people discover your husband’s condition…they might pay you.”

“What?”

“Sure. If they can find out what made breasts grow on your husband’s chest they’ll want to find out why. Like I said earlier, maybe they can develop a cure for breast cancer, maybe a pill to help a woman grow a pair after a mastectomy, cure all sorts of female ailments.”

“Let me get this straight…somebody will pay me for his boobs?”

That was the moment it all changed. Before then I was disgusting, a freak, an oddity, something to be shoved under the rug. Now I was a dollar sign.

“There might be monetary benefits.” Dr. Smith was careful, but I think she realized that she had found the key to my wife’s cooperation.

“What do I have to do?” Ka-ching! went Sally’s eyeballs.

“Let me do my tests, I’ll nose around, write a paper, make some inquiries…”

“And when do we get paid?”

“Well, that depends…on who is interested.”

“But they’ll be interested?”

“Oh, definitely.”

“So what do we do with him in the meantime?” Sally jerked a thumb towards me.

Odd, I was suddenly transferred from being a husband to being a commodity.

“Try to find out what has caused this condition. Make a record of what he eats, any smells you can identify, any chemicals he might come in contact with.”

“Okay, now let’s do these tests you wanted to do.”

An hour later I walked out of the doctor’s office. I had band aids on my arms from all the pin pricks, and I was probably a gallon down hemoglobin wise.

“I’ll drive.”

“But I want to drive.”

“You shouldn’t be driving. You should be resting. Now what did you shove around at the dump this week?”

I sighed. “There’s no telling.”

“Can we go to the dump and find out?”

“Hey, everything is mixed, buried, there is no telling.”

“Okay, how about household chemicals, did you…” On and on she went, grilling me, interrogating me, trying to find out what I had done that would make my boobs grow. By the time I was home I was a very tired person.

“Okay, let’s make a list of what you eat…”

“You make a list, I’m going to take a nap.”

“Wait a minute, you can’t…we’ve got to…we need to…”

I walked through the house, closed the door to the bedroom and laid down. On my back. My boobs sticking up. It seemed like they were bigger than they had been at the doctor’s office.

I reached down and felt them. A thrill shot through me. And my dick was pointing straight up. I got out of my clothes and laid down again. I could feel my cock pulsing. My breasts were on fire.

I sighed.

The door burst open. “What are you doing? Oh, my God, are you jacking off? You can’t do that! You can’t change anything you’re doing we need to find out if sex affects…” she went on and on.

I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my face. I finally looked up and said sharply, “Sally!”

“Huh?”

“I’m not jacking off. I’m sleeping!”

“But you’re naked!”

“I often sleep naked. And it feels good to take my shirt off and let my…my boobs feel free. And my pants are so tight my cock is hurting. Now bug off and let me be.”

She sat down next to me, took my hand, tried a different emotion. “Honey, you’ve got to understand…this could be our ticket. We need to take care of you. We need to…”

“I’m going to sleep,” I retracted my hand from her claw and lay back down. My tits hung sideways on my chest and my dick poked a hole in the air. And throbbed. God, I wanted to rub one off. Or even have a little sex with my wife. But Sally wasn’t interested, and she was so shrill. I closed my eyes and wished the world would stop.

Sally was quiet for a few seconds, then she stood up and whispered. “Okay. fine. You take your nap. We’ll get started when you wake up. Go ahead.” She tip toed out of the room.

I lay awake for a while, but did eventually sleep. the odd thing was that it didn’t bother me to have boobs as much as it did to have the doctor talking about me like an experiment, and Sally was showing a nasty side of greed.

Heck, I liked driving a bulldozer. I learned it in the army, did it in civilian life, and there was just something thrilling about running over anything and everything and leaving whatever it was squashed flat.

That’s power, baby!

But Sally had never seemed to understand that.

Oh, we had a good life together, but she was always hinting I should go to school, ‘make something of myself.’

But I was doing what I wanted to do! what else was there?

But now…money on the horizon, Sally seemed to be flipping out.

I woke up and went out to a house in chaos.

Sally had taken everything out of the cupboards and the fridge and put everything on the counters and table.

“What are you doing?”

She looked up from where she was scribbling on a spiral ring notebook. “”What have you been eating. Maybe there’s a combination of chemicals that caused you to bust out up there. And could you put some pants on?”

“Sorry,” I said, “But my cock is so hard…”

“It may be, but…it’s sort of obscene sticking out like that.”

“Maybe if we went to the bedroom and, uh, relieved me?” I was hopeful, raising my eyes in question.

“You know better than that. We don’t want to change anything. And I mean especially masturbating.”

Feeling a touch of bitterness, I said, “What? If I squirt my boobs will deflate? I wouldn’t mind that.”

She focused her gaze on me. “Don’t even joke about that. Those ta tas are money in the bank. You know what I found out?”

“What?”

“There’s people who are transitioning that would pay big bucks for a pill that wold change them, give them boobs overnight.”

“So?”

“So we have to tap into that. There’s money to be made here.”

“But I’m happy now! Sure, a little extra money would be great, but…like this? With these?” I cupped my tits and held them towards her. I shouldn’t have. Just touching them caused a hot sensation to rush through me.

“We’ll be happier when you’re rich. No go put some clothes on.”

I started back towards the bedroom.

“Wait a minute…”

I turned back towards her.

“Turn around. Slow.”

Puzzled, I did so.

“You’re bigger.”

I looked down. Damn. She was right. I was as big as oranges. Maybe not huge for a woman, but pretty well proportionately. But…for a man? Worse than huge. This was crazy.

“Crap,” I muttered.

“I’m going to have to get you a bra.”

“What?”

“We need to take care of your bosoms!”

“Not a bra!”

“Trust me, it will feel better. Big tits can weigh a lot. You need to take the weight off. Believe me, it will feel good to be supported.”

I said a dirty word and headed for the bedroom.

In the bedroom  I took a moment to stare at the mirror. Yes, I was bigger. I wondered how much bigger I would get.

And, Crap, I was going to have to wear a bra. I could feel my muscles working to hold my boobs up. They were going to get sore after a while.

Feeling pretty low, I pulled on a tee shirt, then some pajama bottoms. My dick stuck out ridiculously, tented that material way out there, but it was the best I could do.

Suddenly I heard the doorbell, then voices. I walked out, very aware of how stupid I looked with my dick on display.

There were four people in the front room. My wife, Dr. Smith, a very businesslike guy in a suit, and a nurse. The nurse was pretty good looking. I became even more aware of my boner.

“Oh, hi, Mr. Hobbins,” Dr. Smith said. “This is Charles Crandon and Cyndi Smith. No relation to me.” She smiled.

Sally grinned at me. “Mr. Crandon represents Transfem Pharmaceuticals. He’s interested in investing in you.”

“Call me Charles, and it’s actually more than a simple investment.”

“Oh?” I asked. Nurse Cyndi was looking down at my groin. I forced my desire to die of embarrassment down and kept my eyes on Crandon.

“We would like to move you to a larger facility. You could like in a mansion behind our company headquarters, and we would monitor you closely. I’ve brought Cyndi today in the hopes that you will begin our program right away.

Cyndi looked up at me and I met her gaze. She was a really good looking woman. Large breasts and good shape, shoulder length brunette hair, green eyes that really seemed to take my measure.

“What would Ms Smith be doing on this…’program?’

“Monitor your daily activities, begin the procedure of finding out what chemicals you might have come in contact. Mainly, watch over you, make sure you’re happy sand well fed, see to your needs.”

I ignored the double entendre. I wasn’t particularly happy with all these people disturbing my peace and quiet.

I turned back to Crandon. “And what is this program all about?”

A simple research to find out what has caused your…’blossoming.’ He looked at my chest, and he gulped. Odd. It was like I made him nervous.

Actually, thinking about that, I could understand his nervousness. I mean…I was a guy with tits.

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey? We’re going to be living in a mansion!”

“Well, I wasn—“

“You’ll have access to a swimming pool, exercise equipment, everything. You’ll have Netflix and Apple TV and…”

Crandon blathered on and I looked at Dr. Smith, who was watching me closely. When Crandon wore down she cleared his throat. “We want you and your wife to be happy.”

“And what are you going to be…what will I be…”

Crandon smiled. “You’re a very important person, Rick, if I may be familiar. We hope to develop medicines, cure diseases, and—“

Sally: “They’re going to make a pill that will enable a man to change into a woman over night.”

I realized what the ‘Transfem’ name meant.

“So what do you say, Rick, can we take you ‘uptown?’” he grinned jovially.

“Well, I don—“

“Of course we will,” snapped Sally.

I looked at the floor. I was thinking. I didn’t want to move. No real reason. Except that I liked work, and I didn’t think Transfem would want me to be out driving my bulldozer.

I was about to say no, to take a stand, when I looked at Nurse Cyndi.

She was watching me, her lips slightly pursed, deep in thought. Now, I tell you this honestly, I didn’t have any lust for her. Well, I had lust for everything, my dick was so damned hard. But I looked at her, and she seemed…concerned, like she actually cared what I thought, and I found myself saying, “okay.”

Sally actually gave a little jump and clapped her hands. Dr. Smith and Crandon looked at each other, and there was victory in their gaze.

Nurse Smith just nodded slightly. Not in approval or disapproval, just…okay. The deal was done.


PART TWO

I should say, before I continue, that I signed a lot of papers. I was careful, but even then, I could see that there were certain things that I would have to be careful of.

The main thing was that, even though I was signing my life away, I was doing so with open eyes.

The point is that I knew, no matter what I signed, that I could walk out the door and say the hell with them, and the most they could do was take me to court.

And what could they get? Money? Good luck with that. Even with all their bonuses and stock shares and all that, I only had about $5,00 in the bank.

But that’s the way it is with rich people. It’s usually all on paper, and it’s usually hidden away.

So I was getting rich on paper, and there were certain things that I did do, incorporate, for instance, that enabled me to squirrel away a good chunk of money.

So I was okay with all the papers that I was signing.

And the mansion…it actually was a mansion. When Transfem bought their corporate property there was a big, old house sitting in the back of the property. At first they intended to just demolish it, but they just never got around to it.

So there we were, living in a 20 room, turn of the century, monster mansion. Gables and chimneys, big fire places and a basement, it was sort of cool.

And, we had access, just a short walk, to the gym at the rear of the Transfem building. State of the art weight equipment, a large swimming pool, and just to the side was a large room with lots of books, a billiard table, a ping pong table, and all sorts of other amenities.

So when I wasn’t being poked and prodded, which actually wasn’t really all that much, anyway, I was working out, reading, and just enjoying myself.

And so the time passed.

I gave blood, was measured by devices, saw Dr. Smith a lot, she actually gave up her practice to be part of the research into me and my mystery boobs, and Sally and I settled in. Sort of.

Sally seemed to be intensely interested in where our money was going, stock options, the stock market, and so on.

Fine with me. I had my million dollars socked away, so how much is enough? Would Sally be a better person if she had ten or twenty mill in the bank?

Apparently she thought she would be. But I’ll get into that a bit later. Right now I want to talk a bout my boobs.

My mysteriously growing chest stopped growing after two weeks, my boobs stabilized at a good triple D.

I know, it sounds big, but remember that I’m a man, so while big, it wasn’t ridiculous.

A triple D sticks out six inches from the rib cage, but they are wider, especially since I was a man and had a larger chest. So they were proportionate to me.

And I wore a bra. All the time. At first it was weird, being in a harness, being all tightly wrapped, but women get used to it, so I pretty much got used to it.

The funny thing was that Sally still viewed me as a freak. She wanted to be by my side, protect her investment, as it were, I was a chunk of dough, after all, but she didn’t want to touch me, and she especially didn’t want to have sex. This came to a head about three weeks in.

“Honey, don’t you want to have sex?”

God, I was horny.

She considered me. “I’ve talked to the doctors, I’m not sure sex is good for you in your condition.”

“What condition? My tits aren’t growing any more, I’m just a guy with, uh, boobs, and I have sexual needs and wants.”

She patted my arm and smiled. “Now you just relax.”

That was it for the conversation. And when I tried to bring it up again, or to touch her in a sexual way, she shied away, and once she even shivered. Like in disgust.

Now, my dick wasn’t super hard anymore, it seemed to relax a bit once my boobs stopped growing. But I was still a man with a man’s needs.

So one morning Sally went off to meet with a lawyer and I was lazing in bed, and my dick got hard, and…and I began stroking myself.

We lived in the top floor of the mansion, so I didn’t think anybody was around. Two security guards usually played cards in the small desk area set up in the foyer. I didn’t think Cyndi was around, she usually worked an hour at the company headquarters than came to watch over me. So I push the covers back, I grab my cock and start stroking and stroking, and I’m playing with my balls and rubbing my nipples, and I felt close, real close. I closed my eyes and felt one of my tits. I squeezed, and it felt so good. I could feel the ignition deep down, I could feel the hot sperm creeping up my shaft. Almost…almost..al…YEAH!

Sperm shot up and squirted, and it felt so good, and…Cyndi walked into the room.

“Rick, do you want—“ she froze. She was already a few steps into the room, had been looking at a clipboard, but now she was staring at me.

I was squirting and couldn’t stop.

I panicked, I couldn’t reach the blankets I had pushed down, and I began wiggling, trying to reach them, all of which made it look like my body was having massive spasms as I squirted my huge load into the air, onto my body and the sheets.

Her hand went to her mouth in shock.

I was trying to talk, but…shit. In the middle of one of the strongest orgasms I had ever had…and the squirt went on and on.

Then she giggled.

I was red-faced, totally embarrassed, but…what was I to do. And I found myself giggling.

Then we were laughing. Really laughing.

Then we were silent.

“I’m sorry,” I started.

She just gave a big chuckle and strode into the bathroom. She appeared a moment later with a wet hand cloth.

“Don’t be. Sometimes…you just have to do it.”

I started to move, to get up, but she pushed me back. “Don’t make a mess. I’m a nurse, I’m used to this stuff. Of course usually it’s bed pans and stuff, but…” she wiped the goo off my body.

I lay there, for the first time in a long time a woman laid hands on me.

“Doesn’t…aren’t you and Sally active?”

I grunted. “She doesn’t want to since this started. She thinks I’m a freak.”

Cyndi grunted. She lifted up my cock and ran the warm cloth around it.

“Well, you’re not.”

“Thank you.”

She wiped some of the spooge off the sheets and stood back. She measured me with a look. She looked at my tits.

“I don’t think you’re a freak,” she spoke softly, almost tenderly. “Matter of fact, I think they’re kind of…cute.”

“My tits?”

She nodded. She was biting her lip gently, and that concerned look came into her eyes.

“They’re cute?”

“Hell, Rick. They’re sexy.”

“What?”

Now she looked a little embarrassed, but only a little. “Sure. You’ve got a rack many a woman would die for. It looks as sexy on you as it would on a woman.”

“Wow.” Her words made me feel so good. After being poked and prodded, tested and measured, treated like a piece of meat on the butcher block, somebody was actually treating me like a human being.

“You realize, of course, that you’re wearing the wrong type of bra?”

“Really?” I looked down.

“Really. Do you want me to bring you a couple?”

“Sure.”

“Okay, tomorrow. Right now I have to take your blood pressure and that sort of stuff.”

“Okay.”

And she did.

But, for the first time since I had arrived in the mansion, since Charles Crandon had enlisted me, I felt happy. I was actually just talking. To another human being. Passing the time of day.

Of course, it helped that Cyndi had actually picked up my dick and wiped it off. That was a form of intimacy that gave me hot flashes for a week. Every time I thought of it I got hard.

The next day Cyndi brought in some bras. Sally was there, and Cyndi simply strode into our room and said, “The doctors want me to outfit him.”

Normally, a wife would get weird about that. Another woman attending to her man’s body. But Sally didn’t get weird. She just nodded and continued working at a little writing desk by the window.

“Take your shirt and bra off,” Cyndi said to me. And there was a wild secrecy about it all. She had handled my cock, and she was going to handle my tits, and not in a clinical way, and my wife was in the room.

I slid out of my shirt and unfastened my bra. I put it aside.

“I got you three different types. This first one is a sturdy bra. Good for athletics, you won’t bounce around too much. You’ll find it comfortable, but constricting.”

She put the thing on me. I could smell her hair, and she looked up at me and our eyes met, and that secret was in them. She backed off and placed her hands under my boobs. She hefted, and squeezed, and it definitely wasn’t a scientific assessment. There was an emotion here, a sexuality.

Sally kept scribbling in some little notebook.

“Have a look.”

I stood up and went into the bathroom. Sally followed me.

“Wow. This is a lot more comfortable. But I can see how it would get tiring after a while.”

She stood next to me, we were just out of range from Sally’s line of sight. She reached up and held my boob, gave it a little bounce, pulled on the material. She acted like she was fitting me, but we both knew she was just feeling me up.

“Let’s try on the other one.”

We went back into the bedroom and I took the first one off. She put a second one on me. She kept looking up at me and her hair was tickling my face.

“This is more of a day to day bra. It conceals, lifts, isn’t too tight. You’ll need a few of these, but wear it a few days and we’ll talk about how it feels.”

I went into the bathroom again. Wow. It made me look big. But I felt supported. “This is comfortable, but I can feel the stretchiness of it.”

“Absolutely. Not for athletics, but it’ll last a month. Most bras are disposable, built for a limited time span. The material in that first one is stiff, it’ll last a long while, unless you get really heavy into strenuous sports. Now the third one…”

We walked back out to the bedroom.

“The third one I just bought on a whim. I thought you’d like to see what it feels like to be sexy.

My ears went up like a rabbit’s, rotated around and listened to her. I mean, sex is my middle name, right?

At her writing desk Sally was chewing on a pencil and staring out the window. She was oblivious to us. I almost felt sorry for her. No sex, nothing but calculations in her brain. And here I was, getting a big, old boner, and she didn’t even notice it.

Cyndi put the bra on me, and man, that big, old boner changed into a BIG, OLD BONER!

My breasts overflowed the cup, my nipples hung in the wind, and I was reminded of how horny I had been when I had first started growing my tits.

I wanted them sucked on. I wanted my dick fucked. I wanted to run around the room and hump table legs and stuff.

Cyndi knew it. She felt the rush in me. She kept her face carefully guarded, but she knew I knew, and she was breathing harder.

“This is called a half bra. You can see how it exposes the breasts. They aren’t good for the long haul, but on a night out you’re going to be feeling like a million. Want to look?”

“Sure,” I tried to sound nonchalant.

We walked into the bathroom and I almost fell over.

I always thought that women’s tits are the sexiest thing in the world. But mine had been…freakish. And I had just covered them up, and tried to support them without thought for comfort or fit.

But now I had…the sexiest things in the world! Big. Thrust out. The nipples erect.

I was almost gasping, trying to come to grips with my sudden horniness, and the Cyndi, watching me, biting her sexy lip, reached forward and touched my nipple.

I groaned.

She pinched it gently.

My knees actually buckled.

She twisted it.

My dick was pulsing so hard I thought I was going to cum.

She was holding her laughter in as she let go and said, “What do you think?”

“Wow.” And then, maybe some bit of intuition trying to save my marriage, I said, “Let me show my wife.”

Cyndi nodded, and her eyes were dark, but accepting. I think, at that time, she had no intention of going further. She was just having fun.

I walked back out into the bedroom and over to Sally. “What do you think, honey?”

Sally looked up at me, and that was a moment that will live forever in my brain.

She had no emotion on her face. Her eyes were black, staring, and it was like she was regarding a pig with a broken leg.

“Lovely, dear.”

I was crushed. And I backed away. After a moment she went back to her little notebook.

I turned to Cyndi, and I almost felt like crying.

She just nodded and said, “I’ll pick you up a couple more, now that we have you sized right.”

I slipped out of the bra and handed it to her. She gave me the middle, more serviceable one. I started to put it on.

She reached out and placed a palm on my forearm. She nodded, and in that nod was, ‘It’s okay. Don’t worry. Everything is fine.’

I nodded. And I felt better. But as I fastened the bra and got my girls settled in the cups I realized: this marriage was over.

The end of a marriage is…weird.

On one hand, you live with the other person. You go places with them. You do things together.

On the other hand, it is like you are with a stranger. There is a distance between you that can’t be covered, not no way no how.

It was like that with Sally and I.

We talked, mostly about money and investments she was planning to make. We ate dinner, and I could feel a resigned emotion coming from her. She even kept watching over me when I was tested by the scientists of Transfem.

I was still her investment, after all.

But we were done, and the closeness was gone, and she started staying apart from me more and more.

In the beginning we used to go swimming, hit the weight room, play billiards, but now she went out for long hours. She had meetings with lawyers and investment counselors.

I was left alone.

And what does the mouse do when the cat is away?

Play.

To my credit, I made no secret of it.

Cyndi was taking my vitals one morning and I turned to my wife: “You’re going to be gone this afternoon?”

“I have meetings right up to five.”

I looked at Cyndi. “Do you want to shoot a little pool?” I turned to my wife. “Is it okay if I shoot a little pool with Cyndi?”

Sally stared at me, and I knew that the woman knew.

I had not cheated, I was honest, but…in that woman’s way of intuition she knew that Cyndi was going to be the one.

But she also knew our marriage was over. So what did it matter if I went out with another woman?

Slowly, she said, “I think that would be fine.” Then, to Cyndi. “I’m awful busy these days, so if you can keep my husband company…that would be fine.”

A few minutes later she left. Out the door. A spritz of perfume in the air, the curves of her ass hidden by a suit, and…Cyndi and I were alone.

Alone with a lust unstated. And unstated. How do you start to cheat on your wife? Even if it’s not really cheating? How do you court a woman in such an odd situation?

You don’t. You go play pool.

So we sauntered over to the rec room and played a couple of rounds of pool, and we talked.

Talked, like actually communicated. Something Sally and I hadn’t done for ages.

Cyndi had been trained for the ER, but she became tired of the intensity of emergency trauma. So she wound up with a job with Transfem, and that was fine with her.

“So what did you do before you became my babysitter.” I sunk the four ball in the corner pocket.

She walked around the table and sized up her next shot. She tilted her head one way, then the other, her hair moved and I was impressed by the intelligence in her eyes as she estimated angles.

“Transfem does a lot of work to help people change from men to women. This involves everything from make up to hormonal medicines, to even Adam’s apple shavings, and so on.”

She missed. And she left me nothing. I grabbed the bridge and set up for a long shot. “Did you have much to do with people undergoing transition? Personally, I mean?”

I missed.

“All the time,” she grinned. She had an easy shot to a side pocket. “I actually like them.”

“Trans people?”

She shot, clipped the eleven ball, and said a moderately dirty word. “I thought I had that one.”

“You got a little anxious,” I grinned at her. I made an easy corner shot, then hit the ball a little too hard on the next shot. The white ball bounced around and left her in the middle of nowhere. She cursed again, and smiled at me. “Do you like it when a girl talks dirty?”

“I like it when you talk dirty.”

“Flatterer.” She did a ‘hail Mary’ shot, and actually knocked a ball in. Unfortunately for her, it was mine. “Are you lucky Or am I unlucky?”

I smiled, “We make our own luck.” I took a shot, and the ball rolled around for a while, then stopped on the edge of the side pocket.

She laughed.

“So why did you like these trans people?”

She stared at me. “They take a softer view of life. They make big decisions. They have a harder shell sometimes, but when you get inside, it’s…it’s…” she shrugged and set up her next shot.

I won.

I was a better player and I usually won, and we usually played a couple of games every afternoon.

But we didn’t do anything.

Sally had left the door open. Hell, she had kicked the door open. But except for a friendly pat on the butt, which left my cock a rock, or a brush of the breasts, which made her gasp in pleasure, we didn’t do anything.

Sally kept giving us more and more room. She went out with friends. She had power lunches that lasted for half the day. Sometimes she just disappeared and I had no idea where she was.

But I think she was just waiting for something to happen. Underneath it all…she wanted to move on.

Then her mother became ill.

“I’ll be gone a couple of weeks.”

“I’ll miss you.”

She was packing her suitcase, and she stopped, and sighed, and turned to me. “No. You won’t.”

I didn’t say anything.

“I’ve been waiting for something to happen, but you know and I know…we’re at the end game. We’re not a couple anymore. We have different interests.”

I was frozen.

“You’re a soft person, Rick. And I loved you. But this new game, this being rich, it calls for a harder person.”

“Like you.”

“I like it.”

“So what now?”

“Do you want a divorce?”

“I probably will. Tell the truth, I actually haven’t thought about it.”

“Well, think about it. I know you’ve got a couple of million squirreled away, but we’ve got over twenty mill total. We need to—“

“Take it.”

“What?”

“I’m not a money person. Never will be. You give me half, which is the law, and I’ll just waste it. But you take it all and we both know you’re going to make a hundred million in the next few years. You let me go with my small amount and I can live on it. That’s all I want.”

She stared at me, and I knew what she was thinking: soft. He’s a soft person.

And, maybe: he’s a fool.

“What about your girlfriend.”

“Are you speaking of Cyndi?”

“Have you fucked her yet?”

“No.”

“Well, make hay while the sun shines. When I get back we can have the lawyers play their games. So…do what you want.”

She snapped her suitcase closed, walked over to me, touched my cheek softly, and shook her head. “I don’t know what to think about you.”

But I knew what to think about her. But I was too soft to say it. Besides, when you have made love to somebody there is always a piece of you that remembers, that cherishes, that holds that memory tight.

Yes, she might be too hard, but…it was a good thing that I wasn’t, or we would have destroyed each other.

Sally walked out, suitcase in hand, past Cyndi, who was coming up the stairs and greeted her, and didn’t say a word.

But Cyndi was used to Sally’s closed mouth attitude.

“Where’s she going?” she asked, laying out her blood pressure machine.

“Mother is sick.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.” And she was serious.

She pumped up my arm, watched the dial, then took off the band. I watched her.

“What?”

“Push has come to shove.”

“Oh?” Her eyebrows went up in mild curiosity.

I unbuttoned my shirt, sat on the edge of the bed in my bra.

She watched me, suddenly wary. She stared at my boobs, and I could see her mentally lick her lips.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you really think they’re sexy?”

“Oh, God,” she whispered. She was mentally drooling.

“Prove it.”

“What?”

“Touch me. Let me know you love them. Make me feel like…like…”

“Like a trans?”

I nodded.

“But you don’t want to be a trans.”

“But I want to be what you want. You like trans, and at this point it’s merely a matter of clothing.”

“Unless you want to lose the dick.” She was standing in front of me, wide-eyed, breathing hard. “Do you want to lose the dick?”

“I want to fuck you with the dick.”

She nodded. “Good, because while I like trans, my personal preference is for men to have penises.

“The best of both worlds.”

“Exactly.”

She reached out and touched my beasts. I shivered. She watched me, and her eyes, I could see she was making mental adjustments.

“Are we going to do this?”

“Yes. But I am wondering how far I can take you.”

“All the way,” I answered without hesitation.

“Define ‘all the way.’”

“Whatever you want. Make me into whatever you want. I want to be whatever you want.”

Her head went up and down, and the calculations inside changed. “Stay here. Take a shower. Shave all your body hair off. I’ll be back.”

She left, and I went to work. I found some Nair and grinned. Shaving is for sissy’s.

And, as I watched my hair go down the drain, I wondered at the vagaries of fortune, at how the wheel had turned for me. I had grown boobs. I didn’t know why. Toxic spill? Alien rays from outer space? Who knew. And that had destroyed my marriage, which, truth be known, must not have been much of a marriage in the first place, and led me to this wonderful person.

A person who appreciated the ‘soft’ in me.

A half hour later she came back into the room. She was pulling a rolling suitcase.

I raised my eyes.

She opened the suitcase. “We have lots of stuff, stuff that transgender people have left over the years. First, sit down at the make up table.”

I sat down and she brought over a make up kit. She began cleansing my face, putting on primer. “This is expensive make up. Trans people don’t usually spare the expense when they try to become who they are.”

I nodded.

“Don’t move.”

Shortly she was coloring my eye lids. I watched as my eyes took on a smoky, mysterious look.

She put lipstick on me, and I couldn’t believe how hard my cock was.

“Blonde, brunette or redhead?”

She had three wigs, and I looked at the brunette. “That one. It’s like your hair.”

She fitted it to me. Whispering: “You’re going to have to grow your own hair.”

“Okay,” I was gulping now, stunned, maybe even scared, by the face that was staring at me from the mirror.

“Okay, clothes. Thank God yours are real.” She put the sexy shelf bra on me, then she pulled a red dress down over me. It was low cut, and my boobs bulged.”

“We’ll eventually get a corset for you. But you’re pretty slender, anyway.

She fastened a garter on me, then stopped. She bit her lip. “We need to paint your nails.”

So we painted my nails. A bright red. She brushed the paint on delicately, and we kept looking at each other and blushing. And exulting. This felt so right.

Then she rolled nylons up my legs, and pulled out a pair of high heels.

“These should fit you,” and they did.

We looked at the bathroom mirror. I was perfect. I was a man, the bulge in my dress was proof, but I was a woman. And there were always ways to handle the bulge in my dress.

She loved me.

We walked down to the kitchen. The security guards’s eyes near popped out, but we sauntered past them, hand in hand, totally happy.

Oh, I was awkward in the high heels, but she helped me, steadied me, kept me going.

We poured a couple of drinks, then walked back up stairs.

There was a small balcony outside one of the rooms, and we took a couple of chairs out there and sat and sipped our drinks and chatted. Just chatted.

She kept looking at me, as if surprised. She kept touching my lips, marveling at the color, and a couple of times she re-applied lipstick.

I felt so sexy. On top of the world. I felt like I finally deserved my boobs.

Finally, we moved our chairs to face each other, and we sat, face to face, and we explored.

She felt my boobs and I felt hers. She kissed me and I kissed her. We grew hornier and hornier.

She placed. a hand on the bulge in my dress and smiled at me. “God, are you beautiful.”

“Takes one to know one,” I responded.

We giggled. Giggling is so much better than laughing.

Finally, we went back to my room.

“Half the fun of getting dressed is getting undressed,” she explained. Then she stopped. She froze, she looked at me with an inexplicable expression.

“What?”

“We could fuck, and it would be great, but…”

“But what?”

“What if you didn’t fuck me?”

I looked confused. I certainly felt confused.

She said, “What if I fuck you?”

It was like the world stopped. “What?”

“What if we didn’t just fuck, penis in vagina, but instead I de-flowered you? What if we took this fantasy further, to the extreme. Would you like to feel what it is like to be fucked? Woman style?”

I was silent, and she was breathing hard, but she forced herself to let me think.

Finally, I whispered, “I want to do what you want me to do. I want to be you.”

She moved her head up and down. “Then I’m going to fuck you.”

That was a forever moment. That was a bargain, and a light in the wilderness.

“Okay.”

She reached into the suitcase she had brought and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. She held it up and looked at me. “Can you handle this?”

“For you? Anything.”

She put on the strap on and the dildo stuck out from her groin.

“Wow,” I said.

“Get on all fours, I’m going to fuck you like the dog you are.”

“Woof!” I said, getting on all fours.

She went into the bathroom for a second, and came out with a jar of lube. She scooped some out. “Pull up your dress, lower your panties.”

I did so. Suddenly my ass felt the cool air. Between my legs my cock was suddenly free. It pointed down and was hard as steel.

She placed the lube in my asshole. She smushed it in, made sure I was ready.

“Okay, lover. A night to remember.”

“Forever,” I agreed.

She grabbed my cock and stroked me. With her other hand she reached under me and grabbed one breast. she let go. “Take them out. Let them hang.”

I pulled my dress down and my boobs hung, brushed against the mattress.

“Okay, baby. Here we go.”

She felt my breasts, pulled my nipples, and inserted a finger.

I gasped. The finger was…cold, but hot. My breasts felt like they were a furnace.

She reamed me, moving her finger around and around. Almost immediately I began moving with her, trying to get the most out of the contact.

Two fingers, and I felt light headed. Now she was pulling my nipples, stroking, pinching, pulling, and my chest felt like it was on fire.

Three fingers.

“You’re almost ready,” she whispered. My hair hung down over my face, but her words penetrated and made me feel so warm. I could feel her knuckles pushing against the ring of anal muscles. Then she pulled her fingers out and moved closer to me. I felt the tip of the dildo touching my asshole.

I was scared, breathing high in my chest, dizzy.

She pushed forward, slowly, lovingly, and I began to fill up.

I had fucked women like this, I had filled them up, and they had gasped and moaned, and now I knew why. I was filled with meat, heat and love.

Slowly, she slid in, and the filling sensation became greater and greater. I felt like my asshole was going to bust, but not in a painful way.

Then she was in.

“Okay, baby. Time for the ride.”

I gulped and nodded, and she began sawing gently in and out. Sliding that big hunk of fake meat through my ring, feeling the plastic veins ripple along my insides. Then the exit, like I was being pulled inside out.

My limbs became weak and I started to collapse.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, “I’ll stay with you.”

I fell forward, and she threw her weight on me, stayed with me, and suddenly her whole weight was driving the dildo to the deepest depths.

“Oh…” A simple word, but filled with life and guts and gusto.

She kept pounding into me. Slamming down on my rump, splitting me open, letting the real me out.

I pushed back, ground my ass upwards, then I felt a strange laziness assail me. “Oh,” I said.

“Are you peeing?” she asked.

“I…I think I am.”

“It’s okay. We pressed on your prostate. That’s cum coming out.”

“Really?”

She was heavy on me, but good. I just let myself go. It was weird. It was like an orgasm, but without being one. i didn’t get the big bang, but I got that intense, warm feeling that results from a big O.

Finally, she pulled out. I was obviously done. It felt so good, it was like I was immersed in a big ballon of good and warm. She smiled, stepped out of her dildo harness and lay down next to me.

“Wow,” I said, looking at her.

“Was it good?”

“It was better than regular sex.”

She smiled.

“What about you?”

“Well, you’ll find that you won’t be able to cum, but your dick is extra hard. It’ll stay hard, give me lots of pleasure. A few minutes from now we’re going to explore that.”

“I won’t be able to cum? So…what? I just stay hard?”

“Yup.”

Then I had a thought. “Are you going to do this to me all the time?”

She looked at me, a grin on her face.

“I mean, are you going to fuck me until I…I pee out all my sperm? And then I fuck you? And can’t even cum?”

“Yup.”

I thought about that for a while. Then: “Does that mean I won’t be having any more male orgasms?”

“Yup.”

I blinked and thought about it.

She leaned towards me, whispered into my ear. “Do you think you can handle that?”

I said, “Yup.”

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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