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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from Grace!

Didn’t you just love college? All those great extracurricular classes?

Feminization 101

Female Domination 1A

Advanced Femdom?

And I absolutely loved Anal Calculus!

I tell ya, there is absolutely nothing like having a few thousand innocent males to play with.

And I do mean play!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Pegged on a College Campus!

He thought he was a manly man

until he was caught by a sorority!


PART ONE

“Alyce, Logan is cheating on you.”

Alyce looked at her friend, Jesse. Jesse was blonde with blue eyes, a pert nose, and a body. A real body. The kind that men lusted after.

Alyce felt her heart sink. Alyce had known something was wrong for a while now. She knew Logan was holding out on here, that he had done something.

But how do you get a swinging dick to admit to anything?

He was so proud of himself, he thought he was the cat’s meow. He had been so nice and even humble when they first started college. But leaving home, leaving his community of high school friends, he had changed.

He didn’t have to be home on time. He could drink when he wanted to.

And he could cheat.

Not that Alyce had any proof. Just a sneaking suspicion.

“Why do you say that?” Alyce asked her friend.

Alyce was  brunette. She had a thick, rich head of hair and red lips. She stared at Jesse.

Last month Jesse had said Logan had made a pass at her. She hadn’t believed her, but…she had become suspicious of Logan.

Jesse looked into her Coke. They were sitting in a pizza parlor, drinking Coke and ruining their figures with the cheese pies.

“Oh, heck. You’re not going to believe me. Again.”

“Try me.”

Jesse sighed. “I saw him talking to a girl at Tri Pi.”

Alyce half believed her friend right then. The Pi Pi Pi sorority was the raunchiest sorority house on campus.

“Talk isn’t fuck.”

“They went into the sorority house.”

“So?”

“And didn’t come out for two hours. I was helping Rhonda Lessings study, and I had a clear view of who went in and out.”

“That still doesn’t prove…” Alyce trailed off.

Tri Pi for two hours. That was a fucking indictment if ever there was one.

“What’s it going to take for me to convincer you?”

“I need to catch them in the act.”

Jesse nodded. “Then that’s what we’ll do. I’ll find out who the girl is,  and the next time he goes in I’ll call you.”

“And what? We just walk in and bust into their room?”

“Exactly. The worst that happens is you’re labeled a kook. People will laugh at you. Logan might dump you. But…if he is cheating…”

Alyce thought about it. She didn’t like the idea of going all ninja on her boyfriend, and he might really dump her. But, dammit, there was so much smoke there had to be fire. Jesse wasn’t the only one who told her that her boyfriend was cheating. Add to that the fact that sometimes he didn’t want to make love…what boy doesn’t want to make love? There had to be something seriously going on for him to refuse her charms.

“Well?”

Alyce looked at her friend. “Okay.”

“Okay. I’ll be tutoring Rhonda on Tuesday. If it happens I’ll give you a call.”

“I’ll be ready.”

Logan felt guilty. He had a girlfriend, and he loved her, but these other girls…they kept throwing themselves at him. What was a guy supposed to do?

What he was supposed to do was be strong. What he was supposed to do was tell any girl that came on to him that he was taken…no thanks.

He sighed. He had no willpower.

“Hey, Logan. How’s it hanging?”

Jimmy Reardon entered their room and tossed a bundle of books on his bed.

“I’m a slut,” admitted Logan.

“One of the lucky ones, eh?”

Logan snorted.

Jimmy sprawled in a the chair next to Logan’s desk. He reached into the small refrigerator under the desk and brought out two beers. He popped them, handed one to Logan, and said, “Come on, buddy. Tell pappa what’s going on.”

Logan took a big sip. Ah. Nectar of the Gods. And he decided to be totally forthcoming.

“I’ve got the greatest girlfriend in the world.”

“That could be good, and it could be bad.”

“It’s good. Believe me. But every girl on campus seems to think I’m ready to move on. In English they want me to help them study. In gym they want to take me out. In math they think that if they take me home and cuddle me it’ll get me through all my tests.”

“Oh, poor boy,” Jimmy snickered.

“No. I’m serious. I want to be true to my girl. She’s special. But these other girls are really coming after me.”

Jimmy leaned forward. “You need somebody to take your place. To be your proxy, to handle the deluge of horny babes for you.”

Logan chuckled. “If only.”

“No. I’m not kidding. You don’t want to be a horn dog, but I do. We’re pretty similar in build and appearance. We’ve both got killer personalities…why don’t you let me take on your next girl. You don’t want her, I do. When is your next, uh—let’s call it a complication.”

“Complication. Hunh! I like that. And what do we tell these girls? I’ve got a tutoring situation in Tri Pi on Tuesday. You’re just supposed to show up and say ‘I’m roto rooter, here to tutor.”             

“Aw, hell. You know I’ll be smooth. I’ll tell her you were feeling under the weather, and then I’ll turn on the charm. Maybe she’ll go for it, maybe she won’t, but it’s worth a try.”

Logan found himself thinking about it. He sipped some more suds. Jimmy was pretty slick, and he wasn’t one of these guys who would abuse a girl…he just wanted fun. So what if… “Okay.”

“All right!”

And the two boys high fived.

The next day was Tuesday, and Jimmy toted his math books over to Tri Pi. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door. He was wearing jeans and a school sweatshirt. From the rear he looked just like Logan.

Across the street Jesse sat up straight.

The girl she was tutoring asked, “Is something wrong?”

“No. Is that Logan over there?”

Rhonda turned and looked across the street. She caught a glimpse of Jimmy entering the Tri Pi sorority house. “Looks like him.”

Smiling, Jesse dialed her cell phone.

“Hey, girlfriend. Come on down.”

On the other end of the line Alyce frowned, then hung up. She felt like crying. She pulled on her shoes and hurried out of her sorority house.

“Where’s Logan?”

“He wasn’t feeling well. It happened fast, probably food poisoning, but he sent me over. We’re in the same class in math, so he thought maybe I could help.”

“Well…”

Jimmy smiled, and he had a real charming smile. “I understand, sort of weird, and I’ll understand if you want to skip it. But we can study where everybody can see us, and I guarantee…Logan said you had a test…that I can help you ace it.”

Nancy studied the slender lad before her. She liked Logan, and her grades had gone up, and she wanted to continue with him.

Of course, he hadn’t tumbled to her advances, but she really did need help in math. “Okay,” she said.

They entered the sorority house.

For such a bad reputation the sorority house was pretty normal appearing. Most times.

There was a big downstairs where the girls could relax, watch a big screen, and hold parties. Across the living room was a dining room. It had a large table and a half a dozen girls were already crowded around it.

Nancy frowned, then said, “It’s pretty crowded. Let’s go upstairs, there’s a room we use for studying up there.”

Jimmy followed Nancy up the stairs, and he liked the way her round ass swayed. Damn, what was wrong with Logan? This was one good looking babe!

They reached the second floor landing and walked down to the study room. The study room had a picnic bench in it, and a bunch of girls were playing cards on it. Nancy decided she was going to have to receive tutoring in her room, and she led Jimmy to it. She opened the door and Jimmy, an innocent smile on his face, walked in.

Across the street Jesse waited for Alyce. She knew Alyce had to come from across campus, but she also knew they had plenty of time.

An hour passed, and Alyce pumped her bicycle down the walk and into the bike rack in front of the house. She climbed the stairs and Jesse met her.

“He’s been in there for an hour. Probably be another hour. Let’s go.”

Alyce and Jesse walked across the street. Their eyes were grim and focused and they marched up the stairs.

It was supper time in the Tri Pi house and there was nobody on the porch. They walked into the house and Jesse asked a passing girl, “Where’s Nancy Nagle’s room?”

“Upstairs. Second on the left. Her name is on the door.”

Alyce and Jesse marched up the stairs and stopped at the second door on the left.

‘Nancy Nagle’ read the little plate on the front of the door.

Jesse grabbed the knob and looked at Alyce. Alyce nodded, and Jesse opened the door.

Nancy sat down at her desk and opened her books. Jimmy sat down in the chair at the corner of her desk. He was holding a proper distance, and a proper attitude.

Nancy showed him where she was in her work.

“Oh, no problem. This is easy to understand.”

“It is?”

“Sure. Now congruent angles will always be…”

Jimmy, truth be told, was a little better at math than Logan.

Shortly he had Nancy understanding the formulas, and the more she understood, the more friendly she was.

“I never knew it could be fun,” she sighed.

Jimmy sat back in victory. First stage, make them like you.

Nancy sat up straight and considered him. She was young, and she had youthful blood.

Jimmy could feel all that blood.

Then Nancy felt his lust, and she realized that she had given him the wrong signals.

She grabbed her chair by the seat and turned it, intending to become less available.

Jimmy stood up and took a step and grabbed her and kissed her.

At first Nancy panicked. Then she remembered the karate lessons she had taken. She hadn’t been very good, and she didn’t like the thought of violence, but Jimmy was forcing himself on her, and she raised her knee right into his apples.

Jimmy bent forward a little, his butt pooched back, and he grabbed his groin and groaned.

And Nancy kicked him in the knee. Jimmy’s foot went back, slipped on the floor, and he fell.

He pushed Nancy in falling and she sat down in her chair.

Then Jimmy’s face hit the chair. Hard.

Behind Jimmy the door opened and Alyce and Jesse stepped into the room.

Jimmy was on his knees with his face in Nancy’s pussy. He made a groaning sound. He was half out of it, and he started to push up with his hands.

Alyce, seeing the same sweatshirt and jeans that Logan wore, yelled, “Logan!”

Jesse took a step and planted a foot right between Jimmy’s legs.

Jimmy went forward and his forehead smacked into the edge of the chair Nancy was sitting in. He collapsed on the floor. He wasn’t totally out, but he was dazed and would be for the next five minutes.

Alyce started to cry and Jesse held her, moved her back out of the room.

Nancy looked up, “Who are you?”

Jesse turned to her and snapped. “That’s her boyfriend you’re fucking!”

Nancy was now in a bad position, and she said the only thing she could say to say her reputation. “He was trying to rape me!”

In the hallway girls were gathering, and they heard Nancy make her accusation.

They say that rumors spread faster than wildfires. The truth is that rumors spread a lot faster than wildfires. They spread as if by telepathy, and when Alyce and Jesse made their way down the stairs, girls were already making their way up, pushing past them, and ‘rape’ was on everybody’s lips.

The Tri Pi sorority house was a raunchy house. The women were wild, made their own rules, and they didn’t take kindly to rapers. They crowded at the door to Nancy’s room and glared at the prone Jimmy.

“He tried to rape Nancy!”

A raper! What are we going to do?”

And… “Let’s get him!”

The Tri Pi girls crowded into the room and grabbed Jimmy. They dragged him out into the hallway.

Jimmy was still out of it, and it didn’t help that when they dragged him out of the room his head had collided with the door frame.

“Tie him up!”

“What are we going to do to him?”

“What’s a good punishment for a raper?”

Some of the girls dragged the picnic table out of the study room and placed it in the center of the corridor.

Jimmy was lifted over the table, hung over it sideways, and girls produced stockings, some of them pulling them right off their legs, and they tied him to the picnic table. A nylon looped over his neck and held his face down on one side. Other nylons, and a scarf, fastened his thighs to the seat on the other side.

Jimmy stared at the floor, was trying to figure out what had happened, and one of the Tri Pi-ers yelled. “Take his clothes off!”

Jimmy yelled a gargle sort of ‘“Hey!”

“Don’t move, raper!” yelled one girl. Three other girls attacked his clothes with scissors. They snipped and snipped, and shortly he was shorn of his jeans and sweat shirt.

Jimmy had a dirty, little secret. Nobody knew it, but he liked to wear panties. He had worn panties that night, and now he was sorry.

“What the fuck?”

“He’s a pervert!”

“He’s wearing panties!”

This fact seemed to drive the girls wild. They laughed, and some of them even cheered. They ripped his panties off and revealed his cock. And his cock had, courtesy of rough handling by sexy girls, become hard.

He lay across the picnic bench and the girls started grabbing at his manhood. Hands fondled his balls, roughly. Somebody stroked his weenie.

“He isn’t so big, is he!?”

“Slap those balls.”

Somebody did and he jerked and yelped.

“Look how hard he is!”

The girls quieted down a little and some started considering Jimmy in sober lights.

“Do you think he likes this?”

“He’s wearing panties, isn’t he? That makes him a pervert!”

One of the girls lifted his hair and pulled his head up. “Hey, pervert, do you like wearing girly clothes?”

Jimmy did. But he wasn’t about to admit it.

Still, the damage was done.

Jimmy lay there and a bottle of whiskey made its appearance. The girls sat around on the picnic bench. They put their hands on his ass, felt his dick, and discussed what they should do with the raper.

Jimmy, listening to the discussions, had two reaction.

One, his face turned red and tears welled in his eyes.

Two, his cock got harder.

And the night was just starting.

Jimmy was caught at about ten minutes after six. Most of the girls had been eating, and many of them decided they needed to finish their meals.

Not all the girls went back downstairs, but a lot of them did. About a half dozen girls were left sitting on the table and chatting. Jimmy was not pleased by the conversation.

“What are we going to do with the raper?”

“We castrated one at my last school.”

“Really?”

“Really. We auctioned off his testicles. They ended up being earrings.”

“Hey?” Jimmy blurted.

“Shut up, raper.”

“I didn’t try to rape anybody!”

“Says you, laying there without any clothes on.”

“Somebody else took my clothes off!”

“That’s what they all say,” and the girls all sniggered.

Downstairs Nancy was the center of attention.

“What was it like?”

“Did he get inside you?”

“Did he shoot his load in you?”

“Are you going to get pregnant?”

And one girl had the temerity to ask, “Did he really rape you?”

All the girls in the room glared at the offender, and that girl lowered her head and mumbled an apology.

The talk turned to what they were going to. do to Jimmy.

“I think we should call the cops.”

“Nah, they’ll just let him go.”

“We can’t keep him prisoner, can we?”

There was a bit of fervor in this last statement, and the girls began thinking about what would happen if they kept Jimmy prisoner. If, instead of turning him over to the authorities, they held their own trial, pronounced their own punishment, saw to justice being meted out as it should be.

As the discussion turned to matters of law and order and vigilante-ism, Nancy sat silently and thought about what had happened.

Now, in the calm after moments of her rape, she turned over the events that had happened.

She was fairly well convinced that Jimmy had tried to rape her. All the girls said so, so it had to be.

Of course he only kissed her, and he hadn’t been overwhelming. He didn’t try to hold her or do anything except kiss her, and then she had kneed him and the whole thing had gotten a little crazy.

But he hadn’t even gotten his weenie out. Which, (for some unfathomable reason) made her a little sad.

After all, the girls were carrying on about how he had used his penis to try to penetrate her, and they were getting lurid in their descriptions, then asking her if that was right, but…he didn’t even have his penis out.

She suddenly said, “He’s good in math.”

For a stark moment there was no talk. Every girl looked at her, but not in judgement. They just looked at her.

“Then they turned back to their discussion of crime and punishment.”

“I say if he takes it out we chop it off.”

Nancy blinked.

“We could stuff it and put it over the mantle.”

“Is he big enough for that?”

That caused a moment of group reflection.

One girl said, “He was wearing panties. Is that an extra charge of perversion? Or do we show mercy because he’s trying to be like us?”

That caused a lot of thought.

Upstairs the girls were talking to Jimmy.

“I just tried to kiss her. Look, I was just tutoring—“

“You’re not the regular guy who tutors Nancy.”

“I know. My roommate wasn’t feeling well and we thought that maybe I could fill in.”

One of the girls was sitting on the bench next to him. She had a tube of lipstick in her pocket and she twisted the base one way, then the other. The pillar of lipstick went up, then down. Up, then down.

Jimmy: “Look. I’m one of you guys. I’m a student with a math major. This is all a misunderstanding.

The girl sitting next to him said, “You should shut your lying mouth.”

“But I’m not—OW!”

The girl had grabbed his hair and lifted. The nylon wrapped over his neck stopped the upward travel of his head and it hurt.

The girl then painted his lips red. “That should shut you up,” she murmured.

Jimmy’s boner got bigger. The way these girls were touching him, slapping his ass, fondling his pecker, he was just getting hornier and hornier. And this last incident, of the girl putting lipstick on him, was the living end.

Downstairs dinner was finishing up, and most of the girls were in an impromptu ‘round table,’ throwing out ideas of how to handle Jimmy.

“I think that whole frat house he belongs to should be shut down.,” said one girl.

“Nothing but a bunch of rapers!” agreed another.

“What is that frat house called?”

“Alpha Kappa Pi.”

Some of the girls were doing dishes now, and a couple of them wandered upstairs, where they went into hysterics  on seeing Jimmy’s red lipped mouth.

“Not funny,” yelled Jimmy.

Jimmy was fully aware of what was going on, and he was not happy. “Look! I’m going to have you all arrested for kidnapping and cruel and unusual punishment and just about everything else I can think of!”

That was something the girls didn’t want to hear. The president of the sorority, Julie Smith, snapped, “Somebody gag him.”

One of the girls, giggling, went into her room and came out with a penis gag. The other girls gathered around and examined the tool and made remarks.

“It’s not big enough.”

“What’s the strap for? Is it a strap on?”

The rest of the girls laughed and booed.

“It’s a penis gag,” stated the girl haughtily. “It really comes in handy on dates.”

Most of the girls nodded at that, and they decided to get their own gags.

Julie took the penis gag and put the band around Jimmy’s head, then popped the rude, little thing into his mouth.

“Mummphmmmum!”

The girls laughed.

“At last, a boy who makes sense!”

Across campus Alyce was crying. Jesse was walking with her, one arm around her shoulder as she tried to calm her girlfriend down. They were walking past Alpha Kappa Pi when a shadow came down the walkway.

“I can’t believe he cheated on me!”

“And they’re saying he raped that girl!”

Both girls were running waterworks at the cruelty of it all.

“Alyce?”

The girls froze and looked up the walkway to the frat house.

Logan stepped into the light.

“Logan!”

“Rape!” Jesse yelled, and she took off. She ran back towards the Tri Pi house.

“Alyce? What’s wrong with Jesse? What’s going on?”

Alyce stiffened her lips. “I know about you now. You’re a raper and you took advantage of that girl at Tri Pi!”

“Tri Pi? I haven’t even been over there!”

“You have so! You’re tutoring that Nancy girl!”

“I have not! Jimmy took my place tonight.”

It was dusk, getting dark, but Alyce could see the surprise on Logan’s face. She suddenly had a sinking feeling in her chest.

“Wait a minute. You aren’t tutoring over at Tri Pi?”

“I’m right here! I’ve been studying for the last two hours. I was just going out to get a slice of pizza.”

“But…then…who is the raper?”

“What raper?”

Alyce heaved a sigh. “Come on. Let’s go to the pizza parlor. I’ll tell you what happened and we can figure out what’s going on.

Meanwhile, Jesse was running on a straight line back across campus, and that straight line ended up at the Tri Pi sorority.

She ran up the walk, up the stairs, and burst into the front room.

The front room was filled with girls just starting back up the stairs to deal with Jimmy.

“Rapers!” screeched Jesse.

Girls crowded around her. Sympathetic hands patted her shoulders.

“More rapers?”

“Where?”

Jesse blurted, “Over at Alpha Kappa Pi!”

“Oh, these evil boys!”

“Can’t they control their penises!”

Julie Smith heard the hub bub on the first floor and she came to the landing. “What’s going on down there?”

“The boys of Alpha Kappa Pi! They’re raping everybody!

“What?”

Julie turned to the girls down the hall. “More rapers!” she cried out. “Bring that table downstairs. We’re going to get to the bottom of this!”

Julie headed downstairs to where Jesse was blurting out her tale of incredible male cruelty.

The table was awkward. It had been taken off the quad by the Tri Pi girls, and it had been hell to get it upstairs where they could use it. And it was hell getting it downstairs, especially with Jimmy Reardon tied to it.

Still, get a dozen girls to work together, and anything is possible.

Well, almost anything.

The girls got the table over the bannister. They had ropes supporting it, and Jimmy was making mumbling sounds at the top of his plugged up voice.

The table was halfway down when the girls lost control. The ropes slipped from their hands and the table crashed onto the living room floor.

BANG!

Jimmy was hurting. His head had bent down against the nylons and suddenly he was choking and gasping.

But, since he was a raper, the girls didn’t care. They shoved the table over to the center of the room and sat on the benches and on the top and generally gathered around.

Jimmy was making sounds like, “Oh…fumph….oh…fumph!”

“Shut up, Mr. Man,” snarled one of the girls, and she slapped his ass.

Jimmy lurched under the heavy swat and yelped.

Which was so funny the other girls started spanking him.

Julie: “I call this meeting to order. Now who says the Alpha Kappa Pi boys are rapers?”

Nobody said a word.

Jesse, seeing Jimmy being hoisted over the bannister, had taken off. She didn’t want to be recognized.

Besides, now that her message was known, and repeated by the girls of Tri Pi, she thought maybe she should go home and take a shower. Wipe off some of that boy goo that she must have gotten splattered with when she was…and then she got confused. She had been yelling rape so much, so determined to let the world know about the evil Alpha Kappa Pi boys, that…she realized that she hadn’t been raped.

Well, wasn’t that a surprise!

But she still wanted to go home and take a shower, so she had left the Pi Pi Pi house and sauntered back to her own sorority house.

But having no victim, or witness, or anything else, mattered not to the Tri Pi-ers. After all. They had a raper in their living room, and that was all the proof they needed.

As Jesse made her way back to her sorority house the girls of Tri Pi were in high dudgeon. One of their numbers had been assaulted, their were reports of males run amuck and raping everything on campus, and they had Jimmy.

Jimmy lay on the picnic table. Having been dropped six feet and having his belly slapped by the hard boards of the picnic table, his insides were protesting. He didn’t feel well. His gut roiled and, suddenly, he felt his insides make protest.

PHHHHHHHHT!

“Oh, Funph!”he muttered behind the penis gag.

The girls perched next to him, and behind him looked at his ass.

“Did he just…”

“Was that a fart?”

“Oh, MY GOD!”

Girls could smell it now, and they leaped to their feet. Some of them staggered, overwhelmed by the smell. A couple of them fell to their hands and knees and…BLAH…BLAH! They upchucked their dinner on the living room rug.

Which smell was also gross, and more women ran from the room.

Julie Smith stood in the middle of the room and glared at Jimmy. She turned to her roommate and whispered something to her.

The roommate took off for the upstairs. She reached the second floor and ran down the hall to the room she and Julie shared. She opened the bottom drawer of Julie’s dresser and lifted out an object. Then she ran into the bathroom for another object. Then she ran back downstairs.

The girls of Tri Pi were getting over the gas attack. Some of them were still green, most of them held their noses, and Julie’s roommate rushed through them and handed Julie the two objects.

Jimmy was feeling better. A little gas expelled had made him right as rain. Acid rain, but still rain. He stopped feeling so good when Julie stepped up behind him and placed a hand on his ass.

“I can’t stand a raper! And I really can’t stand a stinky raper!”

One of the objects her roommate had retrieved was lubricant. Julie poured it on her hands and then pushed her fingers into Jimmy’s rear end.

Jimmy made a sound like a sheep belching.

More of Julie’s fingers went into him.

Jimmy’s eyes rolled up and he pushed back with his butt. Yes, there had been a moment of pain, but now it was all pleasure.

Julie slid four fingers into and out of Jimmy. She corkscrewed her fingers. She held his balls to keep him from moving.

He fucked back. This was a lot better than wearing panties. This was the real thing!

Julie took her fist out of his butt, picked up a big butt plug, and slammed it home.

Jimmy: “ERK!” His eyes were so wide one girl thought they might actually fall out.

Jimmy wiggled his ass, but the hand was gone. He still had something big inside him, but it wasn’t moving. It gave him a little pleasure, but it didn’t give him a lot of pleasure.

“That should handle that!” Julie slapped her hands up and down against each other.

The girls cheered and started coming back into the room.

“Geez,” said one beauty. “That was a real stinker.”

A lot of heads nodded.

Julie said, “Okay, girls. We’ve got a raper, and the Alpha Kappa Pi house is full of rapers, and it’s up to us to do something about it!”

More cheers. This was turning into a party.

“Who’s got a plan?”

Hands went up, voices shouted, and battle plans were put forth.

There wasn’t going to be a frat house of rapers on this campus!

Laying on the picnic table, plugged at both ends, Jimmy stared at the women who screamed and held up kitchen implements like they were weapons.

He wasn’t a raper, but he wasn’t going to be allowed to tell his tale.

No. the only thing that was going to happen was that Tri Pi was going to burn down Alpha Kappa Pi.

And it sounded like he was going to be on the spit!


PART TWO

Logan ordered a pizza for them. He had them put on pepperoni, sausage, bacon, pineapple, onions, and olives. Mmmm.

He also ordered a pitcher of beer. Double mmmm!

They headed for a booth in the back and slid onto the benches and faced each other.

“Now what’s all this about me being a raper?’

“Alyce bit her lip. She had been so sure, but now he was here, right in front of her, smiling and pushing a beer mug towards her.

She took a glug. “Jesse said she saw you go into the Tri Pi sorority house.”

“Tonight?”

Alyce nodded.

“Nope. I don’t know who she saw, but it wasn’t me. I’ve been in there before, I tutor a girl in math, but I wasn’t there tonight.”

“Nancy?”

“Yes, but how did you know?” He was half finished with his beer and smacking his lips.

“That was the girl who got assaulted. Jesse and I went into Tri Pi and we were told that Nancy was in her room. We went upstairs and opened her door, and there you were.”

“There somebody was.”

“Yeah, somebody.”

“Wow. I heard that people have doubles, I think they call them dopplegangers, but I’ve never been one. Or seen one.”

“I have. He had on your jeans and sweat shirt and he liked eating out.”

“Eating out? Like pussy?”

Alyce nodded.

Logan grinned. “Sounds like me…” at the look on Alyce’s face he hurriedly added, “but it wasn’t.”

Alyce frowned and shook her head, then she smiled. “And I’m glad! When I thought you were a raper I was miserable. Now I’m all happy.”

Logan grinned. “Does this mean I might get lucky tonight?”

Alyce felt a growing heat in her groin. Logan was one handsome dude. And he had a long schlong, too.

“Well, I don’t know. I mean, if you aren’t a raper then all your juices are still cooped up within. You’re probably roiling and broiling and need to get a little.”

“Oh, honey. You have no idea. I haven’t even jacked off since this morning!”

“That long?”

“And I’m hurting. My balls are so blue you could put wings on them and call them bluebirds.”

They were into their second mugs now. The pizza arrived and they began munching as fast as they could. Logan was feeling like his balls were going to burst, and Alyce was so hot she thought steam was going to squirt out of her pussy.

“So you saw a raping. Was it exciting?”

“Oh, God! Yes! When I saw his face pushed into Nancy’s pussy I thought I was going to cum! I mean, he was a raper, but he was getting some!”

Cramming another slice into his maw Logan leaned forward and whispered. “Are you hot like I’m hot right now?”

“Oh, I’m hotter. She alternated between large bites of pizza and sucking on his fingers. And drinking another mug of beer.

“If you’re that hot you’d better drink more beer. You’d better quench the flames before you burst on fire!”

She giggled and followed his advice.

Across campus the girls were just getting started.

“Grab your weapons, girls! And tote that raper out onto the porch!”

Julie Smith was the general and the girls leaped to do her bidding.

“Hey!” yelled Jimmy when they turned the picnic table sideways and pushed it through the door. He was looking down and his head clunked on the jamb. His dick, it had never been this hard in his life, flopped over the edge of the picnic table.

Cheering, the girls righted the picnic table and let it drop.

BANG!

Jimmy’s neck bounced against the nylons again, and his dick started to drip.

A ’57 station wagon drove past on the street at that moment. It was four old ladies come to see their alma mater. They heard the ruckus on the porch and they looked to see what it was.

Jimmy was yelling “MOPHPPUMMPH!” as loud as he could, and he drew the old ladies’ attention.

“Nice to see the old place hasn’t changed,” said one of the old ladies.

The Tri Pi-ers carried the picnic table down to the lawn. More girls crowded out of the sorority house, and they were holding big, thick dildos.

They didn’t have machete’s, or baseball bats, but these big dildo’s would do for clubs.

Jimmy lay on the table, trying to catch his breath. Every time they dropped the table his stomach bounced on the planks, and he wasn’t feeling too good. His belly roiled within, and he felt a pressure deep, down in his gut. It almost felt like he had to fart again. But he was determined not to let that happen again. He didn’t want to be spanked again! Especially with that big butt plug in his heinie.

But the girls spanked him anyway. They whooped and circled the picnic table like Indians around a wagon train, and every time they passed Jimmy they slapped his ass.

Jimmy groaned, and tightened up his muscles. He didn’t know how much more of this he could stand.

Logan and Alyce finished their pizza. And another pitcher of beer. Now they were feeling no pain. They were gay and saucy and staggered out of the pizza parlor in each others arms.

“I’m glad you’re not a raper!” chortled Alyce.

“Me, too! Rapers are scum of the earth!” His words came out ‘shum of d-ert.”

“Scum of dirt,” Alyce laughed. “Yeah.”

“Hey. I didn’t be a raper…maybe we could go reward me with a little, you know…bing a bang a bing?”

“You shtuck the wordsh ri’ outa my mouf!”

They staggered down the street. They stopped at every alleyway and stepped into the gloom and attacked each others mouths. Their lips slipped and slapped on each other. Logan grabbed her tits and gave them good squeeze after good squeeze. Alyce did the same for his balls.

“Get a room!” yelled some wit from a passing car.

They were back on the campus now, and they were walking with their mouths pressed together, her hands in his pants, and his hands under her shirt.

They walked across the lawn to Logan’s frat house. They managed to walk up the steps without falling down.

“We can fuck up here,” Logan slurred. “It’s Friday so nobody’s home.”

Alyce giggled and they crossed the threshold and started up the stairs.

And fell down the stairs, landing in a pile of shits and giggles.

And back up the stairs. They went down the hallway to Logan’s room. Logan opened the door, and they began taking their clothes off.

Logan’s cock was beer fueled and ready to take off. It was stiff and rigid and dripping with pre-cum.

Alyce went to her knees and sucked on his cock while she unbuttoned her shirt and took off her bra.

Logan grabbed her boobs and lifted. Alyce came up from his cock and latched onto his mouth.

Logan groaned and kicked off his pants. His cock was sticking out and pointed slightly upward.

Alyce pulled off her dress and her panties. It was a combination of she hopped and he lifted, and then he was lowering her onto his dong.

“Oh, baby!” she hugged him as she slid down the length of his shaft. She felt the hot length of him fill her pussy, and she began to buck.

Logan took two steps then launched himself into the air. He came down on Alyce, and her back hit his bed.

“UNH!” she grunted as he bottomed out. His penis slammed and his balls bounced and they were locked together about as deeply as a couple could be locked.

“Damn!” she squealed, when she was finally able to breath again.

He just kept burrowing into her.

Then they stopped. They could hear a far away rumble. Like an earthquake, or a war, or…a riot.

But when love is in bloom riots don’t mean much. Logan kept rammin’ and slammin’, and Alyce kept humpin’ and pumpin’, and there wasn’t much in their world except the slip and slap of their sex organs on each other.

The girls of Pi Pi Pi marched down the street. They carried the picnic table on their shoulders, and Jimmy bounced on the rough planks as they stepped up on curb, or down, or just accidentally dropped the table.

“Fuck!” he whimpered. He was taking a beating, and he felt like he was going to have an accident right on the table! The pressure in his gut was unbearable, and he felt full to the gills.

To make matters worse, whenever they cold the girls slapped his ass. Sometimes with their bare hands. Sometimes with the big, wicked dildos.

“Come on, girls!” yelled Julie Smith. “They’re right up ahead!”

The Tri Pi-ers turned across the quad, and they were picking up company.

It may have started as a riot, a protest against rapers, but now it looked like a good, old fashioned party.

The girls waved their dildos and kissed the heads.

A few girls had made signs, and they said things like, ‘Death to rapers!’ And, ‘The only good man is a dead man!’

Not that they believed everything that was on the sign, but, dammit, this was a riot! You have to have some tough talk if your riot is going to be any good!

They marched across the lawn, pushing passersby out of the way and collecting friends to the cause.

Nobody noticed the teacher at the corner of the quad speaking into his cell phone.

Up ahead was the Alpha Kappa Pi frat house. A few young men were standing on the high balcony drinking beer and pointing at the oncoming girls.

Jimmy bounced and bounced and groaned. His ass was sore. His lips were red. His gut felt like it had a cherry bomb in it, and the fuze was burning down.

If only he could get free! If only he could run away and hide!

He heard a terrible squeaking sound emitting from around the butt plug. He just preyed it was gaseous and not solid.

Upstairs, unaware that the frat house was about to be besieged and burned to the ground, Logan rammed his dick yet again into the insatiable Alyce.

Alyce cried out. She had never been so delightfully fucked in her life. She could feel Logan’s thick shaft opening her up and she cried out and hung on.

“Come on, baby! Cum!”

Being an obliging sort of babe, Alyce did. She felt the building foam inside. She felt the tsunami start. She opened her hips and gave out a lusty yell.

Her muscles quivered and shivered, then her hips started to twitch.

“Yeah! I’m cumming!” she yelled.

Then it hit full force. Her eyes rolled back and her toes curled. Her back arched and the muscles inside her body all clenched.

For a moment Logan was caught as if by a big octopus. He was wrapped up and squeezed, and then he began to squirt.

“Yes! Yes!” Alyce yelled.

“GAH!” said Logan, his eyes blank and his soul white hot.

Then he was simply lying on her, dazed, wondering what had happened.

Slowly, they came to their senses. Slowly. Then Alyce said, “Do you hear something?”

Logan raised his head and listened.

Over the pounding of their hearts they heard the screaming of the crowd, the bellowing of the rioters, the huffing and puffing of the mob.

They struggled out of bed, pulled clothes on, and hurried to the window.

The window faced the quad, and as far as they could see were women!

Women screaming in rage. Women waving dildos. Women breaking up furniture and throwing it onto a bonfire.

OOOoooOOOooo!

Sirens split the night. Bright lights played over the screaming crowd, and three cop cars nosed up to the curbs surrounding the Quad.

The crowd was having none of it. They began lifting the bumpers. they pulled the cops out of the cars and the cops struggled to get free. Eventually the cops ran down the street, their clothes ripped off them, their billy clubs thrown onto the bonfire.

Then the crowd was jumping on the cop cars…and then the cop cars were being overturned and set on fire.

Outside the crowd, watching from other houses, the young men of Alpha Kappa Pi saw the rioters threatening their house. They ran out back doors and sprinted around the circumference of the crowd. They couldn’t break through the legion of screaming girls, but they managed to get into the back entrance of the frat house.

Upstairs Logan and Alyce held each other. The mob screaming for blood, they didn’t know what to do. And they couldn’t get out the back door because all the frat brothers were coming in the back door.

“What’ll we do?” sobbed Alyce. “Who will save us!”

Tied to the picnic table just a little ways from the growing bonfire Jimmy was crying. The girls had pulled out his butt plug, and now they were using the dildos on him.

He wasn’t crying in pain…he was crying for joy.

He had been a crossdresser, and then they had plugged him up and spanked him, and that was better. But now, the assorted dildos going in and out of him, he was in true heaven.

It was sex like he had never imagined! It was the best thing in his life! He wanted to go to college forever!

As the crowd screamed the girls kept pleasuring him, playing with his balls, stroking his weenie, and…and the only problem was the really bad feeling down in his gut.

It had lowered from his gut down to his bowels. They felt compacted, compressed, stuffed to the exploding point.

Possibly the only thing that kept him sane was the fact that the girls kept shoving dildos into him.

Sometimes he squeaked out a part of a fart.

Sometimes he felt gas escape by dribs and drabs.

But there was a lot of gas in him, and it was building and building.

Suddenly the crowd quieted.

“Hold up! Be silent!” A voice yelled over the heads of the crowd. It was the Dean of Students. He pushed through the crowd, put his palms down for silence, and his voice, though loud, was small for the size of the quad.

He pushed through the crowd and climbed the stairs. He turned and faced the crowd.

He yelled: “Is this any way to behave? Is this how the future leaders of society are to conduct themselves?”

A few of the crowd looked down at the ground. Perhaps they would have been shamed. Perhaps they would have started the exodus from the quad, and from the burning of Alpha Kappa Pi.

Perhaps.

But Julie Smith stomped up next to him and addressed the mob. “We caught a raper! What should we do to him?”

“Turn him over to the cops,” yelled the Dean.

But he was drowned out by the thousands of voices of the enraged women of the campus.

“Bring him up here!”

A dozen woman lifted the picnic table and carrie it through the crowd.

Now the mutterings became surly as the women looked upon the naked body of the raper. Now they pressed forward and reached to slap Jimmy’s ass one last time. To insert a dildo one last time.

They carried the picnic table up to the porch. Jimmy was facing the house, his ass was facing the crowd. His bowels were growling like a rumbling dump truck. He could feel his innards churning and churning. Tears leaked form his eyes.

“Release this boy!” screamed the Dean.

“Fuck you!” screamed Julie.

Young men started crowding out of the front door of the Alpha Kappa Pi frat house, dozens of them, all of them, and when the porch was crowded to the bursting point the boys yelled the one thing that could derail even a riot.

“PAR-TAY!”

At that the emotion of the crowd changed. Why torment some idiot who couldn’t keep his prick in his pants, especially when there was a party to be had!

Kegs of beer started making their appearance. Girls took off their blouses. And Jimmy…

Jimmy was in a world of hurt. He was going to bust, he knew it. He was going to explode and…and he did.

The crowd closest to Jimmy’s ass heard the rumbling and grumbling. It was ominous, like a herd of choo choo trains descending on them.

Then Jimmy lurched up, his ass pointed towards the bonfire, and…he…

PHHHHHT!

There have been farts in this world.

Og the caveman was said to have killed a dinosaur with a fart.

The Duke of Wellington was rumored to have fed his limeys beans the night before, lined them up and given them the about face order, and…changed the face of western civilization.

There is even conspiracy theory that the Hiroshima bomb wasn’t a bomb, it was the collected musings of Washington politicians brought to bear on the Land of the Rising Sun.

But, truth or rumor, none of those blasts could compare to Jimmy Reardon’s Bonfire Blast, as it is called, and which it is referred to in the anals…uh, annals, of collegiate history.

His fart blew people over, knocked hats off heads, and then it hit the bonfire.

A mighty explosion leaped into the night, illuminating the whole town, and even the far stars.

Everybody on the Quad was knocked down, along with several frat houses and sorority houses.

On the far side of the bonfire hair was scorched and dresses burned off.

A whole tree popped into flame and was almost instantly made into a bony skeleton.

And Jimmy, finally relieved, smiled.

And though they had been rocked, the party went on.

People got up and dusted themselves off, or tried to pull the threads of their scorched clothing over their naked flesh.

The dean was carried away by a wandering ambulance.

Julie Smith found herself under a pile of boys, and she knew what to do about that!

Upstairs in the frat house Logan and Alyce held to each other and cried for joy. They were saved! They wouldn’t be burned alive!

Logan looked at Alyce and said, “Wanna fuck again?”

Alyce nodded eagerly and reached for his pants.


EPILOGUE

Logan and Alyce untangled their bodies. It was dawn, and the riot of a true college party was gone. The noise was gone. People were laid out on the quad in various stages of undress.

Police wandered through the debris, checking for bodies that had stopped breathing.

Julie Smith pushed several young men off her and sat up and looked around and grinned.

Logan and Alyce came through the front door and looked at the  damage.

“Now that,” said Logan, “is a party!”

Alyce held his arm and nodded, and wondered if she could get him back upstairs for a while.

Next to them on the porch Julie Smith stood up.

“Hey, Julie. How’s it going?”

“Pretty good,” she grinned back.

At the bottom of the stairs was the picnic bench. Tied across it was Jimmy.

Logan stepped down next to him, turned to the girls and said, “This is my roommate, Jimmy Reardon.”

Jimmy looked up. He smiled. “Hiya.”

“This is your roommate?’ blurted Julie, “We thought he was a raper!”

“Jimmy? Naw. He’s a jacker, a masturbator, and sometimes he gets lucky, but…raper? Not a chance.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, buddy,” Jimmy said wryly.

“Think nothing of it. You want me to untie you?”

Jimmy looked up, his head slightly confined by the nylons around his neck. “What?”

“I just thought you might want to get loose.”

Jimmy look up at Julie. “No, I think I’m in love. But if you guys could carry my table back to Tri Pi…that would be good.”

Julie studied Jimmy carefully. He had been conked on the head multiple times. He had been tied up and plugged in a variety of ways.  He had popped out a fart of legend, one that would go into the history books. On top of that…he liked women’s underwear.

She smiled. “I’ll get some girls and we’ll take you home.”

Jimmy smiled. “At last. Somebody who understands me.”

END


Full Length Books from Gropper Press

[image: fem games cov use.jpg]

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


Feminized for a Sorority!

Feminization, chastity

and female domination!


PART ONE

“I don't believe you!” Allison snarled, throwing her purse on the couch.

“I didn’t do anything!” Jim followed her through the living room.He had his hands out, palms out, protesting his innocence.

“Yes?” She spun about and grabbed his shirt. “Then what about this?”

Jim blinked and tried to see his shirt collar, but the collar was too close and he couldn’t exactly bend his head in double. “What?” he asked, confused, and he unbuttoned his shirt, grabbed it and pulled it out so he could see what she saw.

A red smudge. “What? What is this?”

“It’s lipstick, as if you didn’t know. And it’s not my lipstick, and it’s on your shirt. How do you explain that, Mr. Innocence?”

“I can’t explain it! I don’t know how it got there!”

“You come home with lipstick on your collar and can’t explain how it got there. Right. Now what’s her name?”

“There is no her, there is no other name, I honestly have no idea how that red stuff got on my collar! Os it really lipstick?”

“Is it really…is it…ARGH!”

Allison stomped down the hallway, slammed the bedroom door, and locked it. Click. And that meant stay the fuck out leave me alone you aren’t sleeping in here good bye!

Jim stood at the other end of the hallway and stared at the bedroom door.

Great. Allison was usually lovey dovey, but when the jealous bug bit her it was Katie bar the door.

Jim sighed heavily. So he was sleeping in the den this night. Fine. The couch was comfortable. But the one thing that he didn’t understand was where the lipstick came from. He had been to a late night meeting at his company, the meeting had been transferred to a bar, and he had imbibed in his fair share. Nothing wrong with that. But he hadn’t kissed anybody, he hadn’t hugged anybody, he had done nothing to cause the red smear.

Sadly, he went to the closet and got out an extra blanket. He went to the hall bathroom and brushed his teeth. He went into the small guest bedroom and got undressed.

He thought over what he had done that evening. Certainly no contact with women at work.

Then he had piled into Buddy Edison’s car and traveled to the bar. No women in the car. Just him and Buddy and Gary. No lipstick there.

At the bar there were plenty of women, but he had taken a table with Buddy and Gary and they had drunk a couple of whiskeys, then switched to beer so they wouldn’t be too shit-faced.

He had gone to the bar a couple of times, and he had squeezed through the crowd. He had been next to a few women, but nobody hugged him, nobody really brushed up against him.

When the spontaneous party dwindled out he had left the bar with Buddy, gotten a ride back to his own car, and come home. No contact with any woman at any time.

So how had the lipstick come to be on his collar?

Shaking his head, mystified, he crawled onto the narrow couch and closed his eyes.

The beer made the room circle and tilt a bit, but nothing serious. He just lay there and enjoyed the ride…except for the mystery of the lipstick.

Down the hall Allison got undressed and checked out her body in the mirror. She smiled.

She worked out at the gym every day, and she had the most glorious implants money could buy, and she had one hell of a hot body. Her waist was narrow and her hips and boobs flared outward. Perfect hourglass shape.

Her toe nails were painted a bright red, her hair was dark and wavy and down to her shoulders. Her face was a delicate oval and her features pert and interesting. Her lips were as red as her fingernails, and…she had what it takes.

The only problem was her stick in the mud husband. He was a good man, but he didn’t know how to have fun. Drinking a six pack counted as fun for him, but she wasn’t about to do that. She had worked too hard to be body perfect to risk it all on a few cans of suds.

She listened and heard Jim get the blankets out of the closet. She smiled. Yes, he was a good man, and quite innocent, and he needed to be brought out of his shell.

She turned and went into the bathroom. She took off her make up, and was still a gorgeous woman, then she stepped into the shower. As the hot water sluiced over her sext body she glanced at her hand. The lipstick she had smeared on his collar was still there, and she picked up the soap and began scrubbing her hand.

She grinned.

Jim was good, but he had to learn, and who better than her to teach him?

Jim spent a restless night sleeping. Sometime beer would make him sleep shallow, even have nightmares. Sometimes it made him sleep deeply. He never knew which type of sleep he was going to get after drinking beer.

This last night had been shallow, and add to that the upset of his wife and he didn’t really have sweet dreams.

He woke up suddenly. It was light out and his mouth tasted like a frog barfed in it. Working his mouth and trying to swallow he got up and went to the bathroom. He sat down on the john and marveled. For all the beer he had drunk he had surprisingly little piss. But he did have morning wood. So he tried to pee, dribbled a little, then drank a bunch from the faucet.

He heard Allison come out of the bedroom and walk down the hallway. He sure hoped she wasn’t still mad.

She was.

When he slipped his pants on and headed for the kitchen she glared at him like he was Jack the Ripper.

“Good morning,” he tried.

“Humph!” she grunted.

He made toast and buttered it, slathered a bit of grape jelly on it.

Allison was busy at the stove and he hoped she was making breakfast for two.

She wasn’t.

She walked to the table and sat down and began eating bacon and eggs.

He cleaned the skillet and started the bacon. While the bacon sizzled he scrambled the eggs. His stomach was a bit queasy, but nothing he couldn’t handle. What he couldn’t handle was the silent treatment his wife was giving to him.

He sat down and started eating. Allison’s face was buried in her iPad and she ignored him.

“I don’t know where that lipstick came from.”

She gave him the gimlet eye.

“I’m serious. I went to the meeting, we went to a bar afterwards, but I sat at a table with Buddy and Gary. The only time I was even near a girl was when I bought a pitcher of beer at the bar. That was a crowd, but nobody brushed up against me, especially not a woman, and I have no idea how lipstick got to be on my collar.”

Midway through his explanation she looked up from her iPad. When he was done she said, “I can’t trust you.”

“Honey, I have done nothing. I am not guilty. You can trust me with your life. I don’t know where that red smear came from…but I am as innocent as the day is long.

“Oh?”

“Yes,” he stated emphatically.

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

“But I don’t believe you.”

Desperate to get this silly situation over with he leaned forward and said, “What can I do to prove to you that I am the same loving, able to be trusted husband that I have always been?”

She stared at him. Her lips tight, and suddenly she nodded. “Okay. I’ve got something. You’re going to be working at home today, right?”

“I do every day.”

“Then you can prove your trustworthiness by wearing my lipstick all day.”

“What?”

“You wear my lipstick. I’ll take the tube with me so you can’t wipe it off, go out, then reapply it. I’ll take the COVID masks, and if that lipstick is still on when I get home than I’ll know that you are trustworthy.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“I knew it,” her eyes narrowed. “You—“

“No! No! Wait.” He held a palm up. “If it’ll make you happy then I’ll wear your lipstick. How do I know it won’t wear off?”

She frowned, and came up with a plan. “I’ll get ready for work now, but I’ve got a way to be sure. I’ll tell you when I’m ready to leave.”

Jim sighed and nodded. “Okay.”

Allison finally gave a small smile, and the tension in the atmosphere lessened.

Fifteen minutes later Allison was ready for work. She was wearing a pencil skirt, a blouse and jacket, and standing tall in high heels.

“Okay, Jim,” she marched into his office where he was already working on the computer.

He turned and she lifted her skirt a bit so she could spread her legs and sat on his lap. She planted her pussy right on his cock, and that made him gulp. He was only wearing a thin robe.

She took his chin in one hand and painted his lips with a bright red. She took her time, changed her position to inspect, and rubbed her pussy on his cock. There were only panties between their sex organs.

She put it on thick, and smiled. “Somebody’s getting excited down there.

Somebody is rubbing their pussy on that other somebody. Is it any wonder that that somebody is getting horny?”

She screwed the lipstick tube in and replaced the cap, then she took out a bottle of lips gloss.

“What’s that?”

“To protect your lipstick. It’ll help it last longer. You want your lips to stay beautiful all day, don’t you?”

“Well, I…” such a weird statement, he didn’t want any such thing, but before he could figure out a response she patted his cheek. “Wow. You are sexy.” She leaned forward, hesitated with just an inch between their lips. “Don’t move,” she said, breathily. Then she touched her lips to his. She backed off an inch. “You taste good, too.”

Jim was turned on. His cock was pressing against the material of her panties, he could feel her labia  on him.

“Why don’t you be late for work?”

She stood up. “The lipstick turns you on that much? We’re going to have to go further.”

“What?”

She swung a leg off him and walked out of the room. “Text me a picture every hour. Show me those beautiful lips.

Jim blinked. Take picture of his mouth and text it? Well, he could, but… “You can’t let anybody see the pics.”

But she was already in the kitchen and apparently hadn’t heard him. He stood up to follow her, and his cock stuck straight out. Oh, fuck! that felt good.

He trotted to the kitchen, but she was already in the garage and the door was opening. He opened the door from the kitchen and stuck his head out. He couldn’t run after her now, with the door open, as his cock was front and center.

She was looking back over her shoulder as she backed up and didn’t see him. When she reverse direction in the street she saw him and waved, and he was left with the incomplete communication.

At that point he should have sent a text, called her on the cell, but he was a little horny, his cock was excited, and he closed the door and sauntered back to the computer room. His stiff and engorged penis led the way.

Jim was in finance. He had been a Broker for years, and he actually didn’t need money. He had a huge nest egg stored up. Of course, you can never have enough money, but now he got to choose how he made it. His preference, now that he was a bit free, was bitcoins. He spent the days researching that intriguing concept of virtual money, and now he was a virtual millionaire. There was no problem making the bitcoins, the difficulty was in translating them into real money. But with his experience it wasn’t really a problem. Actually, for him it was sort of hack work.

So he spent an hour working on the net, and his cock went down, and…his lips tasted so funny. They had a coating on them. They had a taste. There was a feel that wasn’t exactly rubbery, or plastic, but…it was something.

He found himself smacking his lips and feeling the lipstick, which made him worry that maybe he was wearing the stuff off. But when he got up and looked his lips in the mirror they were still bright red.

And sexy.

And suddenly he had a hard on again. And it was big and intrusive and…he liked it.

The result, of course, was that he started to like the feel of the lipstick on his lips, the idea of walking around with women’s lips. It was sexy and horny and cool.

Ten o’clock and…DING! His cell phone rang. He opened the messages and saw the one symbol.

?

He picked up his phone, focused on his lips and pursed them as if he was blowing a kiss into the camera. Click.

Ten seconds later he received a kiss back. And the sight of her red lips puckered up made his boner go…DING!

Or Sproing, or whatever ‘sound’ boners made when they boned.

He went back to work, and now he was horny and he didn’t really need the money, and…damn!

Still, he was a disciplined fellow and he forged ahead, and his erection was gone an hour later when…DING!

Fuck!

He snapped a picture and sent it off.

Then another hour and…DING!

He sighed, snapped a picture and sent it. Two minutes later he received a massive group kiss pic.

He stared at the picture. Allison and three other ladies from the realty office she worked at. All standing in sexy poses, hands on hips, hand behind hair and posing, and one of the girls even had a finger pointing at her groin.

No! Not at her groin!

Jim downloaded the picture to his computer and blew it up. Yep. Pointing at her groin.

And they were all laughing.

He texted,

You weren’t supposed to show anybody!

Allison texted back.

Oops. I didn’t know that.

The girls are really impressed with you.

They all want to come home and kiss you.

SPROING!

Jim stared at the screen. Women wanted to kiss him? It was like being a rock star and his cock was suddenly bouncing.

He stared at the women in the picture. They were all good looking. And he could even see a couple of nips in the pic. Fuck!

He sighed and closed the picture. No way he could work now, and it was time for lunch, anyway.

He made himself a bacon and cheese sandwich, opened himself a Golden Monkey, and went out to the patio and ate.

He could see traces of lipstick on the beer bottle, and he tried to eat little bites with just his teeth, not smearing his lipstick.

He was still wearing just the robe, he often did in the mornings, and his dick was standing up like a flagpole. Stiff, throbbing, wanting.

He finished the sandwich and took hold of his cock. He slowly stroked himself while he sipped the beer. God! That felt good!

But he knew Allison wouldn’t like it if he jacked off.

Heck, he would prefer to wait for her, anyway. And it sounded like she might be amenable to a little in and out when she got home.

He smiled, then stood up, shook off his robe and stepped into the pool. He did ten laps. Naked, he felt his cock sluicing through the water. And he couldn’t stop feeling his lips. He wondered what the water was doing to his lipstick.

He got out of the pool and went inside and picked up his cell phone. Hmm. It was wearing off. Eating, then swimming, his lipstick was a little pale.

He snapped a pic and sent it, and said, “I ate and went swimming.” He thought about it, then added, “Am I still presentable?”

The answer came back a minute later.

‘Nope.’

‘What am I supposed to do.’

That was actually what Allison was waiting for. Her putting lipstick on Jim was good, but Jim putting lipstick on Jim was great. It made him part of the action. He was no longer a lipstick victim, now he was a lipstick wearer by choice.

Vanity. Right drawer back.

Pick the reddest shade.

Use gloss.

She waited, imagined him walking down the hall, and sent another text.

Show me your body.

Which message, she knew, he would translate as ‘show me your penis.’

Yep. He sent her a pick of his throbbing penis.

She texted,

Put a pair of my panties on,

you big dicked horn dog!

One of the girls she worked with, who had been in the group picture, stopped by her cubby. “How’s your horn dog?”

Allison showed her the pics and they both giggled.

“Men are so easy. How far are you going to take him?

“All the way, baby. All the way.”

The woman laughed, fist bumped her, and continued to her station.

Jim walked down the hall, his cock waggling back and forth and feeling mighty big. He entered the bedroom and sat down at the vanity.

He stared at all the potions and brushes and things on the table. Man, woman sure did a lot of things to their faces.

He opened the drawer and rummaged through the half dozen colors. He picked out the brightest and took off the cap. He screwed the pillar of red up and leaned closer to the mirror.

He stopped.

He was a man. Why was he doing this?

Because it made him horny. Because his wife had told him to and…it was really making him horny.

He rolled the color over his lips, puckered and smacked, then put on the lip gloss.

There. His lips were female again. And…they were larger.

He frowned. They sure looked larger.

But it had to just be the perception. Brighter lips looked bigger.

But…no. He understood about perceptions.

He went out to the front room. On the mantle Allison had placed a picture of him. He tried to duplicate the facial pose and took a picture, then he compared the cell phone to the picture.

It wasn’t a perception, his lips were bigger.

Fuck! And, kneejerk reaction, he read the label of the lipstick tube.

‘This product has the latest lip plumpers.’

Lip plumpers? He had never heard of the phrase, but it was obvious what ‘lip plumpers’ were.

He trotted back to the bedroom and opened up the vanity drawer. He took out lipsticks, one by one, and read the labels.

Lip plumper. Lip plumper. Lip plumper. Every single tube had the plumping ingredients in them.

He went to the computer room and looked up ‘lip plumper.’

Fruit extracts, ‘capsaicin,’ from peppers, and…lips were easily plumped up.

He looked up ‘How long does lip plumper last?’

There were a variety of answers, but the real answer depended on the product.

He ran back into the bedroom and grabbed a handful of lipsticks and brought them into the light of day. He read individual labels and queried the net, and…oh, fuck. Allison’s lipsticks were prescription, and the plumper was guaranteed to last weeks.

He stared at himself.

Then he sent a text.

Your lipstick plumper is supposed to last weeks.

She wrote back,

Goodie!

You’ll be sexy for weeks!

I can’t wait to use your lips on my landing flaps.

Allison had a bawdy side to her, and she referred to her labia as landing flaps.

Jim sat there, a little dazed. He was going to have big, fat lips for days? Maybe for weeks? And he couldn’t just wipe the effects off?

DING

You’re going to be doing a lot of kissing,

my fat-lipped pussy boy.

He stared at the message.

He was a bit stunned. It was supposed to be a lark. He would prove he was trustworthy, now he was being…being…disfigured!

He went to the kitchen and opened another Golden Monkey.

Golden Monkey is a potent brew, one bottle dazes you, two bottles makes your eyes work independently of each other. A six pack is equivalent to a bottle of whiskey.

Jim had four bottles left, and a desire to quaff them. All. Now.

He walked into the computer room and sat down and stared at his screen.

He was done working. His dick pointed up obscenely and happily. He stared at the screen. And what do horny, little boys do when they are left to their own devices in front of a computer?

Jim powered up the beast halfway through the Golden Monkey. He pulled up Milfmovs and started perusing.

Large breasted women smiled back at him.

Doggystyle. Cowboy style. On their knees. Big dongs. Jim slowly cruised the site. Then he found himself on Xvideos, looking for large boobs.

Ava. Brandi. Richelle. Woman after woman flaunted her charms for him, and he stroked himself and finished his beer.

He got another beer and started perusing Kink. Then House of Gord. He grinned. So much porn…so little time.

Somewhere in there he went to the kitchen where Allison’s lipsticks were arrayed on the table. He picked up the red one and coated his lips. There was a slight tingle to the lipstick, and he knew what that was now. That was the plumper doing its work.

He was going to have big, red lips. Angelina lips. It frightened him, even as it excited him.

He looked down at his cock. She had told him to wear panties, but he had lost those somewhere during the afternoon.

He stood up and went to get another pair.

Turned loose in her underwear drawer he found red, satin high cuts. He slipped them on. They stretched a bit, and had trouble holding his balls. The fact that he was erect and pressing the material out didn’t help.

He looked at the matching bra. Wow. A bra. But he didn’t put it on. He just rummaged through her drawers and took out items of clothing and looked at them.

He was drunk, wearing panties, and he went back to the computer room. He sat and watched porn and stroked himself. He was getting close now. He was going to shoot the juice if he wasn’t careful.

He stroked a little faster. He was just drunk enough to not care what Allison would say if he jacked off. Heck, his dong was big and powerful, and it was ready. He hadn’t had any for a few days, and…and he was close…almost there…almost…alm—

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING!!”

He sprang out of the swivel chair and faced his wife. His dick was rigid like a pole and shivering from his motion. He looked at the clock. It was early. He looked out the window and the sun was still up in the sky.

“I give you one simple thing to do and you become the world’s biggest pervert. Is this supposed to make me trust you?”

“But…honey…”

His words slurred and her eyes widened. “And you’re drunk!”

For a long moment she didn’t ay anything, then she blurted out, “ARGH!” She turned and stomped down the hallway. She had to turn because she was starting to smile. She certainly didn’t want Jim to see her smiling over his actions.

Jim followed her. “But…Allison…I didn’t mean to…and I didn’t…you stopped me before I could…”

She whirled on him, “But you would have if I hadn’t stopped you.”

Though drunk, Jim realized there was something wrong with the reasoning here.

She walked into the bedroom, stopped, and screeched, “JIM!”

He was right behind her anyway, and he stopped and blinked.

“What did you do with my underwear?”

He looked around. The underwear was out of the drawers.

She went to the drawer of the vanity and pulled it all the way open. “And where are my lipsticks!”

“In the kitchen,” he responded, feeling quite helpless.

“Oh, my god!” she put her hands on her hips and glared at him. Inside she was celebrating. It was difficult to not just throw up her hands and yell hallelujah.

She grabbed his ear and marched him into the bathroom.

“What…what…”

She stripped his clothes off him and picked up a spray can.

“What are you doing?”

“You want to be a woman so badly…” she sprayed his arms and legs, and the spray turned into a kind of foam. She used her hands to slick it all over his limbs. Then she did his torso and chest. She spent a lot of time smushing the stuff into his groin area.

“But what is this?”

She finished smearing his whole body with the foam and said, “This, dear hubby, is a depilatory.”

“A dippy who?”

“A depilatory.” Before he could ask what a depilatory was she  looked into his face and whispered intently, “Why didn’t you tell me you wanted to be more ladylike?”

“But I don’t want to—“

“I really don’t mind, honey. I don’t mind if you want to take hormones and grow big, old boobies. I don’t even care if you want to shrink your cock…”

“Shrink my cock?” he protested.

“…because vibrators are cheap. Heck, I’ve still got some left over from before we were married. I’ve even got butt plugs if you want to…”

“Butt plugs?” His mind was screeching, but his tone was just helpless. He was getting totally overwhelmed by the situation.

“Are you gay? Do you want another man? It’s okay if you do, just let me know so I can find a few good booty boys. Men for you, and men I can call when I need to get laid—“

“Stop!” he finally managed to summon up a bit of backbone. He grabbed her arms and shook her. “I don’t want to shrink my dick. I don’t want men. I love you and—“

“I’m glad to hear that,” she cut in. “Not that it would have mattered. But you are a sexy hunk. In your own way. A soft and feminine way. I’m totally happy to help you explore this—“

“Allison!” his eyes were haunted.

“Now go get yourself another Golden Monkey. We’re going to have some fun this afternoon. Go.”

She turned him, slapped his butt, and pushed him out of the bathroom.

“And bring back my lipsticks!” she called after him.

Jim walked down the hallway. He wasn’t as drunk anymore, and he had this goop all over his body, and what the heck was going on?

He opened the fridge and took out another Golden Monkey. He opened it, took a giant swig.

“JIM!”

He jumped. He picked up the tubes of lipstick and headed back to the bedroom.

He placed the lipsticks on her vanity table and murmured, “My skin is burning.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” She pulled him across the room, into the bathroom, and shoved him into the shower. Then she stripped her clothes off and stepped in after him.

Jim was standing there, drinking, and she began to soap him and rinse him. In a couple of minutes she had washed all his hair off him. He watched as the little curlies slipped into the drain. He looked at his body.

“This feels funny.“

“Well, it doesn’t look funny. I definitely like you better with no hair.”

She pulled him out of the shower and toweled him off.

His cock was pulsing, rising and falling, and it brushed against her body.

“Oh, Jim,” she said, taking hold of his cock and moving his face close to hers. “What are we going to do with you?”

“Nothing. I’m—“

She kissed him. She kissed him deeply and profoundly. He was in a fragile state and she had to imprint herself on him. She had to be the controller.

He responded—how could he not?—by holding her, feeling her, pressing his hips into hers.

Their mouths did battle, and she reached for his cock and started stroking.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, totally turned on.

She pulled him towards the bed. “Jim…”

“What?”

“I can’t have you cumming right now.”

“What? Why?” his drink addled brain wasn’t that addled.

“Because I can’t have you cumming like a man. Not if we’re going to do this.”

“Oh.”

Maybe he was that addled.

“Do what?”

“Make you sexier. Make you hot. Make you into something that is totally fuckable. You want to be totally fuckable, don’t you?”

“Well, uh…”

Of course he did. Who doesn’t want to be fuckable? The world is built on being fuckable. The only really successful advertising has to do with sex and being fuckable. Movies succeed or fail based on the perceived fuckability of their stars. From the first stirring of puberty in school to the limp dicks of old men…sex sells, and everybody wants to be loved, and fucked, or fuck, everybody else.

That is simply the human condition.

“But I want to cum like a man!”

She stared him and frowned. “I didn’t want to do this, but it’s obvious you’re going to need a helping hand.”

“A hand…helping…what?”

She rummaged through her drawers. “Damn. It’s not here!”

“What?”

She went into her closet and started digging through shelves and boxes. Finally she came out of the closet. She was holding a small, black garment and smiling.

“What’s that?”

“I’ll show you.”

She pushed him on the bed and put his feet into the leg holes. She pulled the panties up his legs.

The panties were tight, squeezed his flesh, and she had to tug to get them all the way up. Once up she pushed his cock into a little hole in the panties. That was really a tight fit, his cock being so hard.

“What is this?”

She pulled the built in belt and forced the buckle closed. There was a little round projection with a hole in it. She took a padlock and pushed the end of the loop through the hole, then clicked the lock shut.

“What?” Jim looked down at his skin tight, cock constricting black chastity panties. “What is this?”

Allison smiled. “These are chastity panties. I forget where I got them.” She hadn’t forgot, she had bought them special for an occasion like this, “But they’ll fit you and help you have a little self control. Just let me know when you have to pee, or just go jump in the pool and pee, then sunbath until they’re dry. She patted his cheek. “You’ll love them.”

Jim looked down at the panties. His cock struggled within the panties. He was horny. He wanted to fuck.

But Allison just smiled at him.


PART TWO

Jim sat in a chair in the computer room while Allison went shopping on his computer.

“We need to get you sissy panties. And a real chastity tube. Those chastity panties are okay for a day or two, but we need a better solution. After all, people will be able to see the lines of those panties through a dress.”

Jim was fairly well under the influence now. He was on his fourth Golden Monkey, and he just say there and tried to remember how to actually think.

He mumbled, “Don’t wanna dress.”

“Nonsense. Stand up and let me measure you. Excellent. And look…the breast forms are 50% off!”

“I don’t want…”

Allison spun the swivel around and stared at him. “This is your choice, so stop complaining.” She spoke forcefully and Jim blinked and backed off.

She stood up and walked back to the bedroom. “Come on, Jim. Let’s get you all fixed up for the rest of the day.”

“What? Fixed where?” He staggered down the hallway after her. He wandered into the bedroom and stood silently. He wondered where Allison had gone, then she came out of the closet. She held a bra and she put it up to his chest.

“I’ve heard it said that a man isn’t a man until he has boobs.”

“Who said what?”

She ran the bra around him, fastened it, then brought it up and pushed his arms under the straps.

“What the fuck,” his eyes were bleary.

She went back into the closet and got a pair of breast forms. They were cheap ones, but they would do until the ones she had just bought arrived. She slipped them into his bra and stood back.

“Oh, yeah. Now you’re looking good.”

“Honey, are you sure about this?”

She smiled. “It’s you that’s sure about this. I just put a little lipstick on you. You’re the one who went hogwild horny.”

“But I…”

“Here are some nylons. Roll them up your legs. You’ve seen me do that. Fasten them to the straps on the garter belt.”

She pushed him onto the bed and placed the nylons in his hands. He stared at them, then started figuring out how to put them on.

She smiled, and headed for the front room. In the front room she tapped a number on her phone and waited.

“Yo,” came the voice.

“I’m doing him. Get Kathy and come on over.”

“Already? Holy moley! You are fast!”

“Nah, he’s just easy.”

“Men,” came the snort from the other end of the phone.

Allison headed back into the bedroom. Jim was having a terrible time with the nylons and she took over, smoothed them and straightened them, and shortly he had the sleekest stems a man ever had.

“Okay, I’ve got some help coming for the make up, but let’s take a few minutes and get used to heels.”

She brought a pair of heels out of the closet. They were an old pair of hers, and they were quite strappy. She slipped them on his feet—his toes didn’t hang over hardly at all—and helped him to stand up.

He swayed and put one hand on the bedpost and the other on her shoulder.

“Tough, eh?”

“Yeah. I couldn’t play golf in these.”

She chuckled. “Okay, walk up and down the hallway.”

She helped him at first, but slowly he gained confidence. His ankles wobbled, but at least he wasn’t falling on his face.

“That’s it, let the heels click. And try to place your feet on a straight line.”

“How come?” he wondered out loud.

“It makes your ass sway.”

“It does?” He looked over his shoulder at his ass and fell against the wall. She laughed and righted him.

“Allison?” a voice yelled.

“Back here!”

“Who’s that?”

“Kathy and Barb. They wanted to see you through your transition.”

“Transition? What  does…”

He was interrupted by the two girls rushing down the hallway.

Kathy was a tall brunette, and she gave a quick hug to Allison, then a big hug to Jim.

“Jim, baby! You look scrumptious!”

“Scrunchous?” he asked.

Barb gave him an even bigger hug. “You are the prettiest,” she gushed. “But we really have to help you with your make up.”

“Oh, yeah.” he blinked, not understanding a thing.

Kathy linked her arm into his and walked him back to the bedroom. Behind her Barb whispered to Allison. “You’ve got him drunk.”

“He got himself drunk. It just makes it easier.”

“Did you know he was going to be a sissy boy when you married him?”

“I suspected. All the little signs were there. He likes it when I take charge. He has soft mannerisms. He was just waiting for a woman like me.”

“Like us, girlfriend.” the Two giggled and headed for the bedroom.

Kathy had Jim in the vanity chair and was examining his skin. “He needs a good cleanse, but he has excellent color.”

“Start cleaning. Did you bring a wig?”

“Oh, it’s in the car, I’ll go get it.”

While Barb ran out to get the wig Kathy and Allison ran their fingers through his hair.

“Awfully short.”

“For a guy.”

“You want to shave him bald or get him to grow it longer?”

“Grow it longer. I prefer natural locks. Besides, his hair is so thick.”

“What are we talking about?” Jim mumbled. His eyes were looking like road maps. Red lines squiggling all over the place.

“Make up, dear. Just sit quietly and we’ll get to you.”

Barb returned holding a wig of long, blonde hair.

“Ooh, how do you think he’ll like being a blondie?

“He’ll love it. Why don’t you do his face while we work on his nails?”

So Kathy began cleansing him, and Allison and Barb prepped his toes and began painting them.

“What are you doing?” asked Jim. He tried to stand up but was easily pushed back.

“Hold still, Jim. This is delicate work.”

Toes done, the girls stretched his hands to the sides of the vanity table and began prepping the finger nails. They chose long ovals for his nails and began gluing them on. Then they painted them red.

“My, my. Jimmy boy has a boner.”

They all looked at his lap. Jim giggled.

“You like this, Jim?”

“It’s funny, “ he admitted.

Kathy had him close his eyes and she did his lids, then lengthened his lashes. His face was becoming more and more feminine.

His nails were done now, and the girls blew on them.

Kathy touched up his lipstick. “His lips are perfect. How’d you get them so plump?”

“”I ordered some special plumper. He gets fifty per cent more lip and it last three times longer than the norm.

“Wow. Are you ready for the wig?”

They placed a skull cap over his head and applied glue to the strip. Then they pulled the blonde wig down and made sure it was on correctly.

Finally, they were done. They stood him up and inspected him.

His body was a bit angular, but the clothes hid that. His boobs were really big, and he definitely looked female.

“Okay, girls, time for the show.”

The girls giggled and gathered in the living room.

“Okay, Jim, pretend you’re a model.”

Jim was on his fifth Golden Monkey. He was barely aware, but he still responded to what he was told.

“That’s it, put your hand on your hip and look at us disdainfully.”

He sashayed back and forth, almost falling with every turn, but his walk was getting better and better.

“No, don’t smile…pretend that I just put shit in your shoes and you put them on and it’s all my fault…yes! That’s it.”

Back and forth he went eventually achieving a classic stride. The girls snapped pictures and took videos with their cells. After a half hour of this they took his arms and led him out to his car.

Kathy jumped behind the wheel. “Whee! I always wanted to drive his Maserati!”

“Hey,” Jim leaned this way and that, “Thash my car! I want to drive!”

They just laughed at him and pushed him over the side of the car. He was upside down on the seat, his dress riding up and his panties exposed. The girls piled in and Kathy headed down the street.

Jim struggled and tried to right himself, but the girls kept pushing him back to the upside position.

“Lemme up!” he hollered.

They passed cars and there were honks and cheers.

WOOOooooOOOO!

“Uh oh. Police time.”

Kathy pulled the car over and a motorcycle cop pulled in behind them. The cop dismounted, grabbed his ticket book, and sauntered up to the driver’s side. He looked at the upside down Jim and shook his head.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?”

In the backseat Allison said, “Because you wanted a blow job?” Barb had her phone out and was videoing.

The cop blinked and his face colored. He did keep his aplomb, however. “License and registration, please.”

“You don’t want a blow job?”

The cop heaved a sigh.

“Big, strong man like you doesn’t want to get his weenie sucked?”

Jim finally managed to right himself. He looked around, blinked, and said, “I been kidnapped.”

“What?”

“They dressed me like this and kidnapped me.”

The cop stared at Jim. Jim looked like a girl, but he had the voice of a man.

The girls were giggling and laughing. Kathy said, “How about if we make sure he wears his seat belt.”

The cops lips were moving, he was biting them, but suddenly he burst out in laughter.

The girls cheered.

Jim looked around stupidly and said, “Yea?”

The cop folded his ticket book up, said, “Yes. Make sure the seat belt is fastened, and with him in the upright position.”

“Thank you, officer. Are you sure you don’t want that blow job?”

The cop just waved a hand and got on his motorcycle. He waved Kathy on and she signaled and joined traffic.

They pulled into the parking lot of Charlie Coyote’s, the swankest nightspot in LA. It wasn’t night, so the place was working as a restaurant. They piled out of the car and headed inside. They surrounded Jim on either side and made sure he didn’t fall.

They took a table on the patio, back in a corner, and ordered Margaritas for themselves, and A Coke for Jim.

“Oh, good, Coke,” Jim blurted.

Then they ordered him food.

“Wash happening?” he asked. He had a severe case of double vision and thought there were six girls around the table.

“We need to sober you up, honey,” Allison explained.

“Oh.”

For the next hour they chatted amongst themselves. Jim ate a big Fajita, drank Coke after Coke, and slowly he began to sober. He tried to ask questions, but the girls ignored him.

Finally, when he could move without stumbling, they took turns taking him into the main room and dancing with him.

He was getting a little tired now, and he yawned a few times.

When it was Allison’s turn to dance with him he hung on and she guided him around. It was more like she was leading, but that was okay with him. He was becoming more and more aware.

“Why am I dressed like this?”

“You asked to be dressed like this.”

“Did not,” he yawned.

“Honey, we’ve got pics and vids of you dancing and prancing around. Believe me, you asked to be made like this. You wanted to be our little girl.”

Jim burped, and thought about it. He didn’t remember asking, but the way Allison was talking…

They returned to the table and Kathy took over.

“Why we got to keep dancing? I wanna go home and sleep.”

“Oh, no,” murmured Kathy, guiding him around the small, parquet dance area. “You need to wake up, get your second wind. We still have surprises for you.”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. We have lots of fun in store for you.”

“Oh.”

Another hour he was almost out on his feet. The girls were getting a little tired of dancing, which was them holding him up and moving him around, so Kathy found a couple of young men and brought them back to their table.

The two men were muscular studs, and they were gay. Their names were Lance and Dick.

“Hey, gentlemen. We’re playing a practical joke on my husband, could you keep him dancing while we take pictures.

Lance grinned. “I love a good joke.”

“Just don’t get carried away, honey,” Dick murmured to him demurely. “Remember who you came to this party with.

“You know I can control my dick.”

“Listen, he’s got chastity panties on, so you can get as frisky as you want.”

Both men oohed.

So Jim was now being squired about the little dance floor by a man. Pics were clicked and vids were shot.

Jim slowly realized that he was dancing with a man. “Hey…who are you?”

“I’m your date, honey.” Lance swirled him, dipped him, and brought him back up. The girls were all at the edge of the dance floor and clapping and cheering. The other patrons in the restaurant were pulled in by the action, and shortly a crowd was cheering and yelling. The attention, being in physical motion, Jim started to perk up a bit. He was tired, but he was now getting over the drink and actually perking up.

“But you’re a guy?”

“I know. Isn’t it grand?” A quick pirouette under Dick’s hand and then Dick was holding him in his arms.

“But…”

“Shush up and enjoy, honey.”

On the sidelines Lance said, “Dick works as a professional dancer.”

The girls snapped more pics, took more videos.

Finally, Jim said, “I have to pee.”

Dick brought him back, the girls thanked the two young men, and Kathy and Barb steered Jim down a short hallway to the rest rooms.

“Dicks or cunts?” asked Kathy.

“Better dicks,” grinned Barb.

They laughed and guided him into the ladies’ room.

There were half a dozen women in the room, two in the stalls and four preening at the big mirror. They turned and looked at Kathy and Barb.

“Got a cross dresser here, ladies. Anybody who doesn’t like it can go across the hall to the men’s room.

Smiles appeared on faces. Two of the women laughed and left, two stood back and watched. A flushing sound was heard and one of the women in the stalls opened the door to watch.

Kathy lifted his dress and Barb used the key to unlock the panties. She pulled them down and Jim’s cock popped out. It was doubly hard; it was full of pee…and horny.

The girls in the restroom considered his member. “Not bad, for a white boy.”

“How much do you think he’ll pee?”

“How much has he had to drink?”

“A six pack of Golden Monkey, half a dozen Cokes.”

“Oh, Lord. He’s ready to pop.”

Kathy started to turn Jim to the toilet, but the. other girls in the room  pushed Jim back to the sinks. “We want to watch!”

They pushed Jim up against the counter and pulled his dick out and aimed it into the sink.

“Let it loose, Jim, baby.”

A small chant erupted.

Jim looked down at his cock. He had to pee, but sometimes it was hard to pee through an erection. He grunted, his face turned a little red, then the stream started. One of the girls was taking pictures on her cell and another one went to her stop watch app and started timing him.

Jim peed. At first a big, healthy stream that splashed against the back of the basin. Then the stream relaxed a bit and just came out.

“One minute,” stated the girl keeping time.

“Keep it going, Jim. Relax and pee slowly.”

Jim didn’t really try to relax because he was already relaxed.

Barb held his dick and Kathy reached under and squeezed his balls. “He’s got a load still,” she grinned, “but it ain’t all pee.”

A woman came into the restroom, took one look, laughed, and stepped into a stall.

“Two minutes.”

A bladder is an interesting thing. It stretches. It’s like a balloon. It can hold an amazing amount of liquid. At two minutes and forty-five seconds Jim dribbled…and stopped.

“I don’t know about his fucking, but he sure can pee.”

The girls chatted about Jim’s feat and Barb and Kathy pulled his panties up and buckled them. It was hard getting Jim’s cock into the little sheathe inside the panties, but they managed it, and they finally exited the bathroom.

Peeing had emptied Jim, and he was becoming even more aware.

“What am I doing here?” he asked.

“Drinking and dancing and having a good time,” answered Allison.

“But why did you dress me up like this?”

He was sitting with his elbows on the wrought iron table and his hands surrounded a glass of Coke.

The girls all glanced at each other. Jim was getting sober enough to explain the situation to. The only question was how was he going to take it?

Allison, being married to him, decided to do the honors.

“Jim, you’re a wonderful man.”

“Well, thanks. I love you, too, but I don’t understand what’s happening here.”

“What’s happening is that we three girls were all members of a sorority. Pi pi pi. Triple Pi, or Tri-Pi.”

“You are? Were?”

He stared around the table. His double vision had disappeared and he studied each girl individually.

Allison, shapely, sexy, he loved.

Kathy, shapely, sexy, but…he had only talked to her a few times. She was a friend of Allison’s, but…he remembered how Allison had left him alone with Kathy a few times and they had gotten into interesting conversations.

Barbara. Barb. Shapely, sexy, and he hardly knew her. But it was obvious these three girls all knew each other. They acted like old friends, they conversed like people who knew each other well.

“So why have three beautiful women decided to gang up on me?”

“We made a pact while we were at college. It concerns the men we would marry. Any man chosen by one has to be approved by all.”

Jim frowned.

Allison chuckled and patted his hand. “Jim, you’re about to be handed around like a party favor. You’re not going to cum because we want you to last through all of us. Finally, we will initiate you to our little group. If you pass the test, that is.”

“What test?”

“You have to please us. All of us. You do that, then we initiate you and you and I stay married.”

His eyes opened a bit wider.

“You’re going to leave me?”

“Not if you pass the test and get initiated.”

“Oh.” he was sober, but just barely. He was confused, but coming around. Mostly, he was horny. “How are you going to stop me…how can I not cum…if I’m going to fuck three beauties?”

“Don’t worry. We’ll help you.”

Allison said, “The girls know I love you. They want you to pass this test. We’ll do everything we can to make sure you pass it. But it’s still going to take some work on your part.

“Some real discipline,” Kathy said, and Barb nodded.

It was dusk when they exited the restaurant, now starting to function as a nightclub. The parking lot was filling up and the night was one of those sweltering LA nights.

They laughed and they joked, but not as much as when they had arrived.

Jim managed to get in without falling down, and he sat in the backseat with Allison. Barb drove his car and Kathy rode shotgun.

They meandered through Hollywood and up into the hills. Fifteen minutes and they drove through the gate and stopped in front of Jim’s house.

They piled out of the car and stood for a moment and looked over the city. It was dark, but with the glow of the lights of the city you wouldn’t know it. Layers of smog colored the horizon. A plane was gliding into LAX. It was a big plane, but delicate in the sky.

“Okay, girls,” Allison said. “It’s time.”

The three women and Jim walked into the house. From the rear they looked like four women.

They took Jim to the bedroom and Kathy lifted his dress and once again the black panties were taken off, this time all the way off.

Allison brought out a small spray can and sprayed the head of Jim’s dick.

“What’s that?”

“It’ll numb your penis.”

Kathy began putting condoms on him. She rolled three condoms down his shaft, smiled, and his his balls a squeeze.

“Who’s first?”

“Barb, why don’t you sample the goods?”

Barb was only too happy to. She stripped out of her clothes and joined Jim on the bed. “Lay back, baby, let me take charge.”

Jim lay on his back and the woman squatted over his erect penis. His penis looked bulky with the rubbers on it, but she slid down his shaft with no trouble and let out a big groan.

She smiled and moved up and down. Her big breasts bounced above him and he reached up and felt them.

“Oh, yes!” she groaned.

Allison went to the kitchen and brought back a tray of cookies, cheeses, meats and veggies.

Kathy undressed and pulled a chair around. Allison sat on a corner of the bed and the two women commented on the action as they snacked.

“Nice. He’s got nice hip action.”

“Wait until he gets on top.”

On top of Jim Barb had pushed her legs back and she was sitting like a frog, grinding her pussy onto his cock.

Jim was having no trouble not cumming. His cock felt nothing. It was like he had a dildo for a cock, no sensation, and he watched Barb groan and moan and he marveled at her horniness.

“Flip her over, Jim.”

Barb looked up, Jim grabbed her hips and pushed one of her legs down, then he turned her over and dropped his weight onto her, driving his cock into her depths.

“Oh, fuck!” She wheezed. “Fuck!”

Allison giggled. “I love it when he does that to me. It feels like his dick is going to shoot right through your whole body.”

“Are you feeling anything, Jim?” asked Kathy.

“Nope,” he grunted. But he was sweating.

“Better hurry. The numb spray only lasts a half hour, and if each of us takes 15 minutes…” she shrugged.

“He’ll make it,” murmured Allison. “He can do it.”

Jim wiggled his numb cock inside Barb and sucked on her tits. He managed to snake a hand down and began rubbing her clit.

Barb gasped, then, “It’s harder when you don’t feel the flesh.”

“Poor girl,” said Kathy, and she and Allison laughed.

At almost exactly fifteen minutes Barb gave it up. Her toes curled, her eyeballs rolled, and her back arched. She was sodden with sweat and Kathy and Allison pulled her off the bed. Kathy hopped on and grinned. “Okay, tiger. Show me.”

Jim nodded. He was totally sober now, and he was wired. His cock was not feeling anything, but the idea of fucking was so totally exciting…he slid his penis into her and began ramming.

“Fuck!” Kathy muttered. “It does feel big.”

He grabbed her hips and lifted them and held them while he punched his cock into her.

For ten minutes he ground into her, swizzled his dick in her depths, pulled and sucked on her tits, and then she popped.

“Fuck!” Little tears squeezed out of the corners of her eyes as she held on through the grand bang. Her hips were spasming, out of control, and Jim rag dolled her ruthlessly.

“Two down, honey,” said Allison. “Are you feeling anything yet?”

“I think so.”

“We better hurry then.” She climbed on the bed and kissed him deeply.

Now he was in familiar territory. This was his wife and he knew her quirks and preferences. He began taking long, scooping motions into her. He drilled her, he poked her, he savaged her hole with his rubber clad penis.

But he was starting to feel his dick now. Sensations were starting to run through him, and he groaned.

“Hurry, Jim. Hold on. Don’t cum.”

The other two woman stood by the side of the bed. Kathy leaned forward and slapped his face. “No cumming!” Barb grabbed his shaft at the base. “Don’t even try!”

Jim was almost crying when Allison broke. His face was red, and his cock was purple, but Allison grabbed him with her arms and held on and and eked her orgasm out.

Then they were done.

For the moment.

One last thing to do.

Kathy and Barb got off the bed and put on strap ons. Their dicks were about the same size as his. They grinned.

Allison said, “We all have to own you, Jim. You have to make it through this.”

He gulped. Allison had put a finger up his ass while making love, but this was dicks. Three dicks, when Allison put hers on.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Barb said. “I’ll be first for this, too.”

Jim knelt on all fours. His butt was pointed out and Allison began rimming him with lubricant. She ran her finger in and out, pushed lube into him, and went to two fingers.

Jim moaned. He had never known anything could feel so good.

Allison took her time, added fingers, and when she had four up his chute she nodded. “Okay, girlfriend, it’s time.”

Allison withdrew her fingers, leaving Jim with an empty feeling, but the feeling only last a few seconds, then Barb was knocking at his back door with her plastic penis.

Allison went to the other side of the bed and faced him. She took his ears and held them and kissed his mouth tenderly.

“Her dick isn’t as big as my four fingers, so you can do this.”

With that bit of advice Barb slid her penis all the way into Jim.

He jerked, arched his back, and almost collapsed his arms.

Allison held him up, kissed him again, and then the fucking started in earnest.

Barb knew how to fuck like a man. She had certainly been fucked by enough men, and she had used the strap on on many men. She took her time, grinding it in, rubbing the veins on the side of the big cock against the walls of Jim’s anus.

Jim had never felt anything so good in his life. The way it filled him, the sensations were better than when his dick was being used. Suddenly, he understood women and what drove them. He realized that  most men never knew how they were missing out.

Kathy, meanwhile, was playing with his balls. She lay sideways to him and had her head under his belly. She played with his balls and sucked his cock. Never enough to get him off, just enough to keep him on the edge.

After five minutes Barb said, “Time for the second team?”

“I’ll do him,” said Allison. Kathy’s busy down under.

The two girls switched places, and Allison, as she drove her peeny into Jim, asked, “How’s he doing, Kathy. Is he close?”

“Mmmph mumpp.”

The other girls laughed and Allison went to work. As when Jim had known what she liked, she knew what he liked. She took her time, sliding and corkscrewing and listening to his guttural moans.

Jim was out of his mind. His body was pushing back, his butt screwing the dick for all it was worth. Suddenly he had the urge to pee. Before he could tell anybody, however, Allison withdrew. “All right, Kathy. Time to get your dick dirty.”

Kathy came out from under him, took her place behind Jim and inserted her dick. He was gaping now, and it went in smooth and easy. “He’s close,” she said. Then, “Do you feel like peeing, Jim?”

“Uh huh,” he grunted as she plumbed his depths.

“Let it go. Don’t hold on to it.”

While Kathy fucked him Allison and Barb crawled under and looked at his penis. They didn’t jack him, or give him head. They played with his balls and encouraged him.

“Come on, Jim. Let it go.”

“Go, Jim. Go!”

The need to pee arose again, and he started to say something, but then it was too late, he could feel the pee draining out of him. It felt good and warm and he felt his insides relaxing. For a minute he peed, fits and starts, and it even felt like little globs and strings, then he was done.

“He’s done.”

“Good,” said Kathy. “That’s a bit of work.”

“But fun,” Allison smiled.

“A lot of fun.”

The girls standing up and taking off their strap ons, Jim felt loosy goosy. He rolled over and yawned. “What…are we done?”

“What? You want more?”

“No…uh…sure…I mean…”

The girls all laughed. Allison came and sat down next to him. “You did well, Jim. You passed all tests and I’m going to keep you.”

Kathy said, “Yes. Flying colors. And tomorrow is going to be fun.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Oh, he doesn’t know.”

The girls glanced at each other and chuckled. Allison turned to him. “You’ve been drained, Jim. You didn’t pee, that was all your cum draining. You probably don’t have a speck of semen in you right now.”

Barb added, “It’s much more efficient than regular squirting during sex.”

Jim looked puzzled. There was something they weren’t telling him.

Kathy: “You are empty, but your head doesn’t think so. Your mind is still thinking that you’re full. The result is that you’re going to be harder than ever…”

Allison: “But you won’t be able to cum.”

Barb: “And the other girls are coming in tomorrow.”

Kathy looked at her watch. “They’re probably already arriving, we need to get to the airport.”

“But I don’t understand,” blurted Jim. “What other girls?”

Allison, touched his hand and said, “Surely you didn’t think that we three were the whole sorority, did you?”

“Kathy, “We’ve got over fifty sisters coming in tomorrow, and they’ll all be wanting to fuck you, and be fucked by you.”

Allison smiled, “And we’ve prepared you for them. You’ll be horny, erect, and unable to cum. It’ll be fun.”

Jim stared at the three women, who watched him with big grins.

“But…but…but…”

“Truer words were never spoken,” said Kathy. “Butt.”

Allison slapped him on the ass and the three girls walked out.

Jim sagged back on the bed.

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


Feminization by Sorority!

Ancient rite changes him into a woman!


PART ONE

“Come on, buddy, it’s party time!”

Rex looked up at Ron and sighed. “I have got to finish this paper.”

“The bull shat! I have three girls lined up. That’s three! And they’re all horny and when I told them what a big dick you had…well…”

“You are so full of it,” Rex grinned.

“No, I swear, and one of these girls has a dread disease called stuffitinmeitis.”

“I’ve got to do this paper!”

“I took that class last year. You can have my paper. B+, and a different teacher.”

“Ron!”

“And another of the girls is thinking of joining Nymphos Anonymous.”

“Oh, Geez.”

“And the third girl wants to join the navy because…”

“I know,” groaned Rex. “Everybody wants to join the navy and ride the waves. That is so stupid!”

“Look, I’m trying to save your life.”

“Yeah, and these girls are probably skanks of the first degree. They have to shave their butts every day and they have one snaggletooth in their head and—“

“Hold it!” Ron raised a hand like a policeman stopping a careening car. “Look at this!”

He held up his cell phone and Rex glanced at it. Then snapped his head back and studied it.

“Crap.”

The three girls were posed on the steps of a sorority house. They had rocking bodies, and one was a redhead, one was brunette, and the other was blonde. Their chests were half exposed and looked like the Andes. They all had beautiful faces with twinkling eyes. On one hand, they looked sweet and innocent and full of fun. On the other hand, there was a certain deviousness to their grins.

“Look at those boobs.”

Rex shook his head. “There is more to life than boobs.”

“Heresy! And you call yourself a college student! Besides, what are you doing? Looking to get married? We’re in college, we want to have fun. These girls are in college and they want to have fun. And we’re all in college and we all —“

“—want to have fun. I know. I know.”

Rex closed his book and went back on the rear legs of his chair. His grades were sky high. If Ron really did have a B+ paper…

“I tell ya, buddy. We are going to have so much fun. We’re going to have more fun than a barrel of monkeys fucking another barrel of monkeys.”

“I don’t know. You know I’m not a party dude.”

“Not until you’ve had a couple of drinks. Then there is nobody better for a party.”

Rex chuckled. It was true. He tended to go crazy with a little alcohol in him. But…should he ditch his discipline for a night and let the beast out?

“Come on, dude. Say yes.”

“How about Johnny Rocket?” Rex suggested one of their frat mates.

“Johnny Rocket fizzles. Come on. You have a way with the babes. I can’t handle three, but with you at my side…” he grinned a happy lecherous grin.

“Okay, but I have a couple of considerations. Call them rules.”

“Rules? What? Are you kidding?”

“Nope. If I do this with you then you have to promise…”

“What? Promise what?”

“Not to have sex with these girls.”

That was too much and Rob charged.

Rex went sprawling and the two friends wound up wrestling on the floor trying to rub each other’s head with their knuckles.

A yell from their open door: “Noogie fight!”

More bodies flew into the room and the wrestling match expanded, Nothing was more fun than knuckling a noggin, and shortly a dozen young men were rasslin’ and screaming and having a good time.

At seven o’clock that evening Rex and Ron were walking across the campus. They wore shorts and tee shirts. Rex’s had a graphic of the yellow Batman symbol.

Ron’s read, ‘I didn’t fart, my ass blew you a kiss.’

“I can’t believe you wore that,” Rex grinned.

“Believe, buddy. And do you think anybody’s going to be impressed by the Batman symbol?”

“Robin was.”

“Oh, ho, swinging that way tonight, are we?”

They joked their way to the Pi Pi Pi sorority house. It was the ‘Tri-Pi’ house, usually referred to as the ‘try pie’ house, and it was rumored to be the raunchiest bunch of bitches on campus.

They ascended the stairs and looked around. A couple of girls were sitting on a swinging bench on one side of the porch. They ignored Rex and Ron and were in a deep conversation. It could have been about the longest book in the English language, or where to get the cheapest abortion. You just never knew.

They stepped onto the doormat and Ron hit the doorbell.

They listened to the chimes ring through the house. Somebody yelled something somewhere. The two girls on the swing ignored them. And the door opened.

“Yo?” She was a cheerleader. Stacked. Sweet face and blue eyes.

“Looking for Melissa, Sandy and Charlotte.”

The girl turned and yelled up the stairs, “Missy! Batfuck and Assfart are here.”

Rex and Ron looked at each other.

She turned back and laughed at them. “Sit on the bottom of the steps.” She opened the door and they went to the steps and sat.

She watched them, grinned. “My, aren’t you the well behaved goons.”

Rex grinned. “That’s Mr. Goon to you.”

“Ah, ha!” She laughed and ran down the hall. Rex and Ron turned to watch her bouncy butt waggle happily.

Ten minutes later three girls came down the steps. Rex recognized them from Ron’s cell phone, and the boys stood up.

“Hey, Ron. Pizza and beer okay?”

“Absolutely. This is my roomie, Rex.”

“Hey, Roomie Rex. Should I call you that or Batfuck?”

“Just Rex will be fine.” He smiled.

“Aw. You’re no fun. I’m Missy, that redheaded wench is Sandy and the brunette with the oversized chest muscles is Charlotte. And she is a lot.”

The girls pushed them out the door and the quintet started off across the campus. Missy took center, Rex on the right and Ron on the left, and Sandy outside Rex and Charlotte outside Ron. The girls were laughing, very friendly, and they snuggled up against the boys’ arms and chatted to them, around them, and seemed very uninhibited.

They exited the quad and headed down Third Street, and the pizza parlor was right in front of them.

‘You Gotta Try Pie!’

“It was named for us,” laughed Missy.

On the windows were various snappy sayings. ‘Let’s Dough It!’ ‘I Knead You!’ ‘Real men eat pie.’

They entered, and it was a happening place. Tables were crowded, people laughing, the kid’s area had kids playing in a huge box of balls.

The smell of pizza was overwhelming and there were empty pitchers everywhere.

“All right! Let’s take that table in the corner.”

They crowded into a booth and sat on hard benches. There was a call box in the back center of the table and a little sign said, “Choose your pizza and press the button.”

“Two meatzas for the bastards? Three veggie platters for the bitches? All medium?”

Everybody nodded, and Missy hit the button.

“Five pitchers of beer and five pizzas. Two with full meat, three with full veggies.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A minute later the pitchers arrived, the pouring started, and the party commenced.

Rex had been holding his own with the conversation, but he wasn’t much of a party man. The girls, intuitive, picked up on this, and they tended to cluster around Ron. Then Rex poured a half a pitcher down his throat and grinned.

Missy looked at him. “What are you grinning about, Batfuck?”

He picked up a pitcher in each hand and said, “You know what this is?”

Missy blinked. Sandy, who was sitting next to Rex, “Okay. What?”

“A balanced diet.” he snickered.

Total, dead, utter silence. Except for the roar of laughter and the rumble of talk everywhere else.

Ron groaned.

The girls looked at each other, then snickered. Then chuckled. Then laughed. Suddenly the table was a roaring madhouse, the girl’s pounding on the table.

“That was so bad!” yelled Missy.

“Did you see how he kept a straight face?”

Rex held up his half full  pitcher. “Is this half full or half empty?”

The girls all looked at each other. Ron was grinning. He could tell that Rex was hitting his stride. This was going to be a good party.

“Half full!”

“Half empty?”

Rex said, “Halfway to the next beer.” He tilted the pitcher to his mouth and started chugging. The girls chanted ‘Chug…chug…chug!”

Rex drained his pitcher, looked around blearily, and moved his head a couple of time and…”BBBBBBUUUUUURRRRRPPPPP!”

It was awesome, it went for ten seconds and other students in the place turned and were respectful. When he was done they gave a cheer and the guy at the taps rang a bell.

Charlotte was sitting on the other side of Rex, and she grabbed his arm and said, “I want this one.”

Rex turned to her and said, “God, you’re beautiful.”

Sandy reached right into his lap and squeezed his package. “Who is beautiful?”

Rex swiveled to her as his groin woke up and blurted, “You are the light of my life.”

“Then Charlotte and Sandy began fighting over him, calling each other names.

“She’s got a stinky cunt!”

“She is a stinky cunt!”

“She likes to lick stinky cunts!”

And so on.

Rex grinned stupidly and waved for another pitcher. On the other side of the table Missy was trying to crawl down Ron’s throat and eat his tonsils.

And the pizza arrived.

A half hour later five kids sat back and drank beer and presided over platters of crusts and crumbs. All were pleasantly drunk, and things were looking good.

“Hey, Charlotte,” Missy belched, “Why don’t you show your new discovery?”

“Hey!” Sandy agreed.
“Oh, these guys don’t want to kiss gorgeous babes.”

“What?” squeaked Ron.

“That’s a damn lie!” laughed Rex.

“Are you sure you want to kiss me?” asked Charlotte.

“Baby, I wanted to kiss you before I knew you.”

Charlotte looked at the other two girls. “He’s good,” back to Rex. “You’re good. Did you know that?”

Rex belched agreeably.

“Okay, big boy, if you’re brave enough then I am going to kiss you. And, believe me, you have never been kissed until you’ve been kissed by me.”

“She’s not just rockin’, she’s sockin’,” nodded Sandy.

“But first I have to prepare my luscious lips for their dastardly deed.”

Rex smiled.

Missy said, “Get ready, Batfuck. This girl is going to change your life.”

Sandy: “Never again will you kiss with such bliss.”

“I want a kiss,” whined Ron.

“We’ll get to you, Assfart.”

Charlotte took a tube of lipstick out of her purse and painted her lips. There wasn’t much color, but she didn’t care. She was careful as she looked into her compact and painted.

Then she pulled out another tube, and this one had the color in it. It was a beautiful, bright red. She took her time and coated her lips thickly. Then she replaced the tube in her purse, grabbed Rex by the sides of his face and pulled him to her.

There have been kisses in the universe.

Helen of Troy had a kiss. She launched a thousand ships.

Cleopatra was special. Her kiss caused battles and wars.

But there have been few kisses like the one Charlotte Evans planted on Rex Johnson. That kissed closed in with wet, hungry intent. Lips pressed together like yin to yang. No tongues, just a splat and hold, and Rex’s eyes went open as time passed and he ran out of air.

Charlotte’s eyes were open, and if it is possible for eyes to grin, that’s what her eyes were doing.

Finally she shifted her hands to his hair and pushed him away.

Rex went back into Sandy, who had been putting her own lipstick on. She grabbed him and plastered her mouth on his, and Rex didn’t even get a chance to catch his breath before he was light headed again.

“Fuck,” said Ron, appreciatively.

Rex was in the corner of the booth, gasping for breath, his eyes dazed. “Man…” he said, then he started to clap a hand over his mouth.  The girls grabbed his arms and held them down.

“Don’t touch your lips, Batfuck.”

His eyes were wide and his lips felt on fire.

“Don’t worry, Batfuck. Your lips will only burn for a minute.

Rex wanted to get out of the booth, but the girls had him cornered. They pressed their bodies on him and get him from moving.

He looked desperately at pitchers on the table, but they were all empty. The girls were pushing him back, making sure he didn’t get up, and for a long minute he suffered while the girls laughed.

After a minute, which Missy checked with her cellphone, she said, “Okay, girls. Let him go.”

Charlotte and Sandy let go of his arms and moved away from him.

“Rex’s lips were swollen to twice their size. They were burning up, and they were bright red. His eyes were large.

“Another pitcher over here,” called Missy to the barman.

Rex moved his lips. They looked like Baby Huey’s lips, big and plump, and the red color was getting redder and redder.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Ron, staring.

“It’s okay,” explained Missy. “Charlotte put on a substance to protect her lips, and what you got is a super plumper we’re working on in the bio labs.

“But…but…” Rex’s voice was stumbling and his voice was slightly higher pitched.

“Don’t bother trying to talk,” said Sandy. “The stuff we put on you is causing your lips to swell, and that changes the color of your lips. You won’t even need lipstick when they reach full size.”

Rex tried to breath. A pitcher arrived and the girls just handed the whole pitcher to him. “Drink, Batfuck. The night has only just begun.”

Rex tilted the pitcher and let the cold beer run over his exploding lips. The relief was instant, even if it didn’t stop his lips from becoming even bigger.

“Man, he looks like Angelina Jolie,” giggled Charlotte.

“How long does it last?” asked Ron.

“A few days. Not really sure. We know it works, but…” Missy shrugged.

“A few days?” Rex gasped in a now definitely higher voice.

The girls giggled and Sandy said, “As your lips plump up your vocal cords get a little stretched. Not sure why. But you sound cute.”

Rex was halfway through the pitcher now, and his lips were starting to relax. His lips were bright red and looked like satin pillows on the glass walls of the pitcher.

Missy turned to Ron. “You want some?”

“Not on your life.”

“Too bad. We only like to fuck men with big lips. Big lips feel so incredible sucking on our pussies.”

For a second Ron almost gave in, but the idea of looking like Rex was too much.

“Sorry. Count me out.”

“Okay, Assfart. You can run along home then. We’re done with you.”

“But what about Rex?”

“Rex is coming with us. The sorority is waiting, and we’re going to have some real fun with Rex. Right Rex?”

Rex put the empty pitcher down and burped a good one. So much beer so fast and he from high to drunk. “Shure.” His voice sounded almost soprano.

The girls got up, pushed Ron away, and surrounded Rex. Arms around him, one hand in his pants, they walked him out of the pizza parlor and back to the campus.

Rex staggered across the quad. The girls were giggling incessantly, and he kept feeling his lips. They felt positively gigantic. Add to that the fact that he was really feeling the beer, and he was in a world of no pain that he knew he should be worried about.

“When will my lipsh be back to…back to…regular.

“Oh, Rex, we have no idea. This is all experimental.”

“But I want to be normal.”

“Everybody’s normal,” said Sandy. There’s no fun in that. Better that you just let us have our way with you. We’ll set you up just fine.

She had her hand in his pants and was stroking him. He smiled, trying to figure out what was so wrong.

They approached the Tri-Pi sorority house.

“I’d like to try some pi,” Rex blurted.

“Oh, honey. You’re going to. And some Tri-Pi are going to try you.”

“Whee!” he grinned.

On the porch a dozen girls were waiting.

“Hey! You caught a good one!”

“How big is he?”

“Is he an anal virgin?”

The three girls ignored the hoots and cat calls and guided Rex up the stairs.

Rex tripped and stumbled, then he was surrounded by even more girls. “Hey, cool,” he muttered happily.

They took him into the big, old mansion and several more girls were waiting. These girls were wearing see through night gowns, and a couple of them had dicks.

He looked at the dicks, bent over and examined them.

“Hey!” he objected. “These aren’t real!”

The girls laughed and one of them said, “Would you prefer a real dick?”

“No…no. I just thought…” It wasn’t quite clear what he thought, even to him.

“Okay girls, off with his clothes.”

They ganged him then, drove him over a couch and ripped at his shirt, his shorts, everything right down to his shoes.

“Hey!”

Somehow he ended up bent over the couch and one of the girls with a fake dick was trying to spread his legs.

“Come on, Wanda. He’s nowhere ready for that, yet. Back off.”

“Aw, crap!” yelped Wanda as the other girls pulled him back.

“Okay, let’s take care of the legals.”

They helped him off the couch and sat him down at a dining table. Missy sat across from him and he looked around.

“Wachoo wan?”

“Boy, he’s blotto.”

“Start again.”

The girl at the end of the table was aiming a cell phone and she taped it a couple of times. “Okay, go for it.”

Missy said, “This is Batfuck. Sometimes known as Rex Johnson.”

“In another life,” chimed in a girl and everybody laughed.

Although he was drunk, Rex’s cock was standing up. It helped that every girl int he room wanted to touch it, feel it, stroke it.

“Batfuck ain’t bad,” he spoke appropriate of nothing.

“Okay, Rex. We have to make a deal.”

“What kind of a deal?” he felt his lips again. One of the girls looked like she was trying to get a closeup of his mouth.

“Once a year, about this time, the girls of Tri-Pi invite a man to partake in our sorority rituals.”

“Oh, okay.”

“This year you have been selected.”

He smiled, not sure what was going on.

“But before we continue we need you to agree to become an honorary sorority member.”

He looked around owlishly and the girls, some of them quite serious, nodded.

“Oh, okay. Do I win a prize?”

“You are the prize!” somebody chirped.

More laughter, and Rex laughed along, not knowing what he was laughing at.

“So, are you willing to subject yourself to our will? Are you willing to do whatever it takes to become a member of Tri-Pi?”

“Be a member of all you girls?” He wondered, tilting his head.

“Will that get me my lips back?”

Missy smiled.

“Rex. To be honest, your lips are the least of your worries. They will return to normal, but we’re not sure when. You may face a few days of…embarrassment.”

“Oh,” he felt his lips again.

“But are you willing to do what we say? No matter what it is? Do you subject yourself to the will of Tri-Pi of your own free will?”

“Oh, sure. You’re pretty. No. You’re beautiful. In fact, you’re all pretty beautiful.”

Girls smiled and nodded.

“Okay. The deal has been made. Face the girl with her cell phone and repeat after me.”

He turned and grinned stupidly.

“I…”

“I…”

“Rex Johnson, also known as Batfuck…”

“Rex Johnson, also known as Batfuck…”

“Do enter freely into covenant…”

“Do enter freely into covenant…”

“With the bitches of Tri-Pi.”

“With the bitches of Tri-Pi.”

“I will do what I am told…”

“I will do what I am told…”

“On this night of welcome.”

“On this night of welcome.”

“I will become the woman I am meant to be.”

“I will become the woman I am meant to be.”

“So help me Aphrodite.”

“So help me Aphrodite.”

With that the swearing in was done and the night of welcome was begun. The girls raised up a mighty cheer and crowded around to touch Rex. Suddenly he was lifted up, the girls supported his prone body with their hands and they marched him towards the back of the house.

“Hey! What’s happening?”

But nobody heard him over the roar.

In the back of the house, on the other side of the kitchen, were the stairs to the basement. The girls crowded together and squeezed onto the stairs and carried Rex down the stairs. It was dark, but somebody turned on a feeble light and Rex looked around.

It was a large basement. Much of it was crowded with boxes of ancient texts, clothes, things needed for putting on plays, and at the end of the basement was a vanity table, complete with bright, circular light globes. In front of the vanity table was a weird sort of a horse. It had a wide, padded plank on top, and four legs with little platforms halfway up the legs.

“Horsie ride,” said Rex.

Several of the girls grinned, and one of them slapped his ass. His dick was still hard as a rock.

“Okay, time for the investiture.”

“In vesti who?” Rex looked around.

“Sit there, Batfuck.”

He was placed in a chair and the girls all surrounded him.

Missy appeared before him. She sat down on a chair and faced him.

“Rex, Tri-Pi has come across some interesting formulas. Many of us work in the bio labs, and…”

“I like formulas.”

“Excellent. We hope you like these.”

Missy made a motion and two girls stepped forward. One of them had a spray bottle and she sprayed something on his chest. She wiped the liquid in a circle around his nipples, then she stepped back.

The other girl moved forward and sprayed a solution on his penis and balls. She wiped the substance into his package. It felt cool.

“Want a drink, Rex?”

“Shure.”

He was handed a small cup. About half the size of a teacup and with no handle.

Rex looked around, then tilted the half cup. The contents poured down his throat, it wasn’t much more than a gulp, and he coughed, then smiled.

“Thash bad shtuff. What is it?”

“It’s called ayahuasca. It is used during shamanic rituals. With this drink you will communicate with supernatural forces.”

“Cool. Shupernashural.”

“Okay. Rex, it takes a an hour or so for the changes to occur. Until then, you may sleep if you wish.”

He was getting sleepy. All the beer. The ayahuasca. He was doping off. “I don’t wanna sleep. I wanna stay awake.”

“Okay.” She turned to the girls. “Batfuck and I are going to wait for the changes. Anybody is welcome to stay.”

Most of the girls stayed, a few wandered upstairs, and Rex sat on the chair and looked around. He found himself yawning.

“Why don’t you sit on the couch.”

Rex tried to stand, started to fall, but was caught. The girls moved him across the room and onto a couch. Several of the girls sat with him, and he yawned some more, then found himself leaning back, and looking at the ceiling, and…

Rex was running through a forest. He wasn’t human…he was a satyr. A man with goat legs and a super big cock. His balls were loaded and bounced heavily. It felt good to feel his balls bounce. All he needed now was a willing hole.

He ran down the trails, stopped in front of a tree and smiled at a knothole.

He moved to the tree and began humping it. His big cock was a tight squeeze, but it felt so good when he started moving back and forth. His big balls slapped against the trunk of the tree and he loved the stroking feeling on his cock…it felt so…it felt so…

He sort of woke up, but not really. He was lying on the couch and girls were whispering. They were ganging up on him.

“Look how small it is.”

“It’s a teeny weeny.”

“Wait until he sees what we’ve done to him.”

Running through the forest. His goat legs helped him spring through the air. Over the roots and even the branches. When he landed the head of his cock slapped against the ground. It hurt, but in such a wonderful way.

He jumped higher and higher, and then, at the peak of a jump over a high limb, he looked down.

On the trail, in the middle of the trail, was a gopher hole.

He grinned. His cock was big and rigid. Maybe there was something in the hole.

He sailed towards the ground, did a belly flop over the hole and his huge penis drilled into the earth.

He could feel roots to trees as he slid through the earth. He could hear gophers screaming, then it felt like they were biting the head of his cock.

It felt so good. An animal blow job. He humped up and down on the hole and felt his monster cock rubbing against the earth, and he felt…he felt his big, full balls swelling, getting ready to push their sperm through his shaft and…he was going to cum…he would fertilize the earth and there would be good crops for thousands of years. He humped, and humped, and he was close, he was about to…

He sort of came awake again. Girls were clustered around him, feeling his chest.

“Look how big he is.”

“She is.”

“And those nipples! I can’t wait to drink her milk.

He felt so funny. He looked down but couldn’t see anything over the far mountains.

And his hair fell in front of his face and obscured his sight.

And he felt…what was…what was…

He slept, this time a real sleep, but not for long.

“Okay, girls, she’s waking up.”

Rex mumbled something, and his voice sounded so high.

He rubbed his face, oh, yeah. His lips. When was he going to get man lips back?

“Hold her hair back. They usually puke about now.”

Rex blinked, not seeing anything, but….he felt funny. Really funny.

He was on the couch. He felt weak. His throat…he had drank so much, and he suddenly knew he had drunk too much. His body couldn’t stand that much alcohol, and it really couldn’t stand that ayahuasca stuff.

Whatever the heck those girls had put in that piss was…his stomach roiled…and…BLAHHHH!”

His body rippled forward and he bent over. He was sitting and didn’t know why, and he puking, and a girl held a large bucket below his face. Another girl held his hair back.

His long hair.

But he didn’t have long hair!

He wiped his mouth, again feeling his huge, red lips.

He looked up and one of the girls wiped his face.

His skin felt so different. And the whole world was…different.

“What…” and he shut up. His voice was high pitched. He sounded like a little girl.

“How you feeling, Roxie?”

The bucket girl had moved a way and Missy knelt in front of him.

“My face,” he whispered, his voice sounding so…so…feminine!

“It’s a beautiful face,” nodded Missy. What do you think of your tits?”

“My…tits?”

“Look at your chest.”

Rex looked down and his eyes widened. His body was changed. His waist was small and his chest had a large pair of knockers on it. The nipples on his boobs were large and stiff.

And hot. He was horny, but… “What…what…”

“Look further, Roxie. Look between your legs.”

Roxie had to lean forward, and then he had to hold his breasts and pull them back before he could see past them.

His groin. It was…his dick was…small. It wasn’t much bigger than a clitoris. And his balls, they were really teeny weeny, like little raisins.  But he didn’t have a snatch, so he was a man.

Or was he? He had tits and his cock was near non-existent. Was he really a man?”

“How are you doing, Roxie?”

Rex looked up at Missy. “Roxie?”

“That’s the name we decided for you. When you change back we’ll call you Rex again. Or Batfuck.”

“Batfuck?”

The world was spinning, he felt like throwing up again, but he knew he wasn’t going to.

“What have you done to me?”

Missy smiled. “Made you into a girl. A woman, actually. No girl ever had such wonderful and gargantuan boobs.

“But…my cock!”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. Some day it will grow back. We’re not sure when, but until it does…you’ll always be welcome here.”

“But…” his mind was quavering, everything was wrong, and he suddenly wailed… “I don’t want to be a woman!”

The girls around him all just grinned, and one of them said, “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

Rex started to cry.


PART TWO

Rex cried, and the girls moved around him and comforted him.

“It’s okay, honey.”

“You’re going to like being a girl. You’ll wish you could remain a girl forever.”

“But…but…”

Missy took his hand and patted it. “You’re experiencing hormones, Roxie. Just relax and let yourself stop crying.”

Rex nodded his head and two of the girls wiped the little tears coming down his cheeks.

“Okay, then.” Missy pulled his hand and he stood up. “You are beautiful, but you’re also a skank. You’ve still got some hair left on your body, and we need to fix your hair and your nails. Come on, honey, let’s go upstairs.”

Rex let himself be led up the steps. The girls were moving with him, laughing and giggling and hands were constantly feeling his body, his boobs, his lips, his…’almost snatch.’

They took Rex upstairs, down a hallway and into a room with a large shower. Girls pulled off their clothes and turned on the shower. They moved him into the shower and began soaping his body. Then several razors made their appearance and they began scraping his flesh.

“What are you doing?” He was still feeling emotional.

But the girls just laughed and kept doing what they were doing.

The razors felt very sexy on his new, soft flesh. His scalp felt all prinkly, and two of the girls smushed shampoo into it and began massaging his scalp.

“Close your eyes, Roxie,” somebody said.

They rinsed his hair and body thoroughly, then pulled him out of the showers. Two girls were waiting with fluffy towels and they began drying him off.

Now that fifty girls weren’t trying to get close to him Rex realized that his whole body balance had shifted.  His chest was making him lean forward and hurting his back at the same time.

One of the girls pressing a towel against him suddenly leaned forward and took one of his big nipples in her mouth.

Rex tried to push her head away, but she had clamped on to him. He felt the delicious sensation of his nipple being caught by teeth and stimulated, and the feeling went right down to his center and then focused on his…penis.

Could he even call it a penis?

Then, almost in tune with his thoughts, the girl reached down and cupped his groin. His little peeny/clitty slipped between two of her fingers and she moved her hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Girls giggled at his response, and another girl started sucking on his other nipple.

Oh, God! It was worse than ten hard ons! Or better!

“Come on, girls, we have to finish fixing her up. There’s plenty of time for that later.” Missy moved through the crowd of dripping, naked girls and pulled him away.

Down the hall and into a room that seemed to be designed only for girls to primp and preen. There were a half a dozen vanity tables, it was brightly lit, and there were bottle and jars and creams and. powders and all the make up known to man. Known to woman.

One of the tables had been pulled away from the wall and Missy pushed Rex into the chair in front of it.

“Sit right here, Roxie. And try to relax.”

Rex sat and the girls clustered around him, but now they were moving with less laughter and giggling and with more purpose.

His hands were pulled to the sides and they began prepping his finger nails. Girls worked on his toes at the same time.

He watched for a minute, then one of the girls pulled his hair back and began brushing it, snipping it with scissors.

He wanted to ask what they were doing, but it was obvious what they were doing.

He wanted to fight back, but…he couldn’t. He was a woman in body now. Maybe he didn’t have a pussy, but…he had big breasts, and his skin was so smooth and his hair was long…

One of the girls began scrubbing his face with a little sponge.

“You don’t need to cleanse her. Go right to the primer.”

The girl put the sponge away and said, “I always like to check, but after they change they are so clean.”

“Wish I was that clean.”

“So do your three boyfriends.”

Laughter.

The girls at his fingernails were sizing fake nails and gluing them to his digits. The girls at his feet were already painting his toes. they had selected a bright, red color, and they were putting on coat after coat.

Rex gulped. He was feeling emotional again. He wanted them to stop, but he loved being pampered like this. He had always watched girls combing each other’s hair and fixing their faces and he had always wondered what the big deal was. Now he knew. It was a very intimate feeling, very caring, and he liked it.

“Sex break!” somebody yelled.

The girls leaned in and touched him. One of the girls managed to edge the others out and kissed him. It was a long, slow kiss, and it was hot, and girls giggled and pinched his nipples and pulled them, and one hand was in his groin, rubbing his little nub.

Rex found himself groaning happily as warmth exploded through his body.

Then everybody backed off and went back to making him up.

His toes were done, but he wasn’t able to see them over their work and his boobs. His fingers were being painted now. Coat after coat, and the aroma of nail polish was strong.

Two girls worked on his eyes. They trimmed his brows, curled his lashes, applied mascara, and added color to his lids.

He felt like his skin had suddenly come to life. His flesh was sensitive, and it was a world he had never known.

He began to feel feminine, the masculine aspect of him was waning. He kept moving his mouth, feeling his lips, wondering what he looked like.

“Okay, dainty under garments!”

Two girls moved forward with panties and bra. Two girls behind them were holding nylons and a garter belt. Behind them were more girls with dresses.

“Okay, honey,” Missy pulled his hand again and got him upright. He stood and wavered and girls helped him into panties and pulled the bra onto him.

“Uh oh,” muttered Sandy, who was fitting the bra to him. “Houston, we have a brablem.”

“What’s the matter?” asked Missy.

“She’s gone coockoo for coconuts.”

Missy nodded. “Yep. Looks like some real tit spillage.”

Other girls were watching, and they started contributing.

“Milk monsters.”

A finer case of breasticles I have never seen.”

“That’s chesticles.”

“Whatever, we’re going to need a bigger moobulator.”

“What’s wrong?” asked Rex, trying to make his voice a little lower and failing.

“What’s wrong, girlfriend, is that you have a real pair of jigglenauts, and we don’t have a bra to fit.

“What…what are you going to do?” Oddly, he was concerned more with a bra than his transformation.

“The rope a dope.”

Girls grinned.

“What’s that?”

A Japanese girl, Sukey she was called, appeared with a long length of rope. The rope was soft, not abrasive, and she wound the soft cord around one of Rex’s boobs, ran the rope behind his neck, and circled the other boob. She then tied the thing off so you couldn’t even see the knot.

Rex looked in a mirror and was stunned. The ropes didn’t cut into his flesh, but they did pull up his boobs up.

“That’s pulling yourself up by your brastraps,” quipped one girl.

Charlotte appeared and helped Rex into a blouse.

His tits, already huge, were supported and thrusting wa-a-ay out to the front. The compression of the rope caused the blood to rush into his boobs, but not to leave. His breasts could be seen, a dark red under the white blouse. The nipples swelled up and pushed the material even further. His nipples looked as big as fingertips. Big fingertips.

Missy frowned. “No.”

The girls stood in a circle and stared at Rex’s tits. He wanted to shrink, even as he wanted to push his boobs out. He thought they were quite magnificent.

“Aside from the fact that she’ll get arrested showing her nubs like that…”

“That’s the point. Marsha,” Missy called to a girl in the back of the crowd. “Do you still have those nipple shields?”

“We can’t put nipple shields on her,” blurted Charlotte.

“Why not?”

“How will we milk her?”

“We take off the shields.”

“But we’re going to have to pierce her nips.”

“That’s okay.”

“But when he goes back to being a man…”

“Let’s not worry about that,” grinned Missy.

For a second nobody said anything, then a few grins broke out, then there were chuckles and smirks.

Suddenly the Japanese girl came through the crowd. She was holding two little curved plates. They were about an inch and a half in diameter.

Missy: “Can you take this like a girl? Or do you want us to hold you down?”

Rex looked at the nipple shields. He had figured out what they did, and he knew he was going to get his huge nipples pierced.

“Maybe you could just get me some bourbon?”

A cheer rose up and somebody handed Rex a half pint.

Rex asked, “Where you want me?”

“Lay on that couch over there,” said the Japanese tit piercer.

Rex nodded. He sat down, lifted the half pint to his lips…and therein was the problem. His lips were so big he couldn’t get a tight mouth on the lip of the bottle. He actually dribbled a bit of bourbon down his front.

He looked up and was embarrassed and helpless.

“Aw,” don’t worry, honey. We’ll help you.”

The girls took turns taking swigs from the bottle, then kissing him, spitting the bourbon into his mouth. A minute later Rex gasped, “You can keep kissing me, but I’m full.”

So the girls did kiss him. They knelt and pressed their small lips to his big lips and sucked and chewed and he felt like he had a boner, except it was more a cliteroner.

Sukey knelt at his chest, put a needle into a bottle of alcohol, and pressed the needle through Rex’s nipples. She then slid a pole through the nipple and secured the blank disks. Now he wouldn’t be arrested for indecent exposure, and yet…his nipples were even harder.

“Oh, God!” he groaned. “That makes me horny!”

“Nipples are erogenous zones, or hadn’t you heard.”

“I heard! I heard!”

He felt his nipple shields, pushed them back into his ample flesh, and moaned.

With his nipples covered the girls started focusing on his little peeny. They touched, they kissed, they rubbed.

Rex got hornier and hornier. He wanted to cum, but there was no way his little weenie was going to erupt. The girls could put their mouths on it, but there wasn’t enough shaft to stroke.

Rex looked up at Missy. “How am I going to stand this?”

“That’s the point, honey. You can’t stand it, and we’re going to drive you crazy, and when you’re at your craziest something is going to happen.”

“Something more than what has already happened?”

Missy laughed and shouted, “Clothes, girls.”

Again, the women put the blouse on him. Now all that was visible was the silvery disks, very sexy, under the thin material.

But it made his nipples burn. He wanted to massage them, have them sucked, but there was nothing he could do.

They put the garter belt on him, then the girls rolled stockings up his legs.

“What are we doing?” Rex whispered. “What are we doing?”

They pulled a dress onto him, put him in high heels, and stood him front of a full mirror.

Rex couldn’t believe it. He was a woman. A woman with massive charms. Huge, red lips and big, big tits. His butt was pooched out because of the unfamiliar heels, and his hair was long and wavy.

“Oh, my God!”

“Okay, girls! Time to take a walk!”

Girls were whooping and yelling and they headed for the front door. Rex was caught in the flow and found himself pushed out on the porch, then down the stairs.

They were a hundred strong as they marched across the campus, and Rex was the center of attraction. As they flowed onto the quad girls started splintering off. They would see other students, teachers, passersby, and they would arrow in on them and start talking.

“What is everybody doing?”

Missy was standing next to him, watching him with amusement. “Finding customers.”

He turned to her. “Why are you doing this to me?”

For a second he thought she wasn’t going to answer, then she turned and leaned closer to him. She spoke so the conversation was only between him and her.

“Every year we choose one man to convert.”

“Convert?”

“Into a woman. We do that because we are women on the edge of life, and because we need to learn how to control our men. Maybe to change them, who to leave a man and who to not…”

“But—“

She shushed him with a finger to his monster lips.

“We also have to let men know, on a deep and mystical level, just who is in charge. Who’s in charge, Roxie.”

He answered without hesitating. “You are.”

“If we don’t prove it, show that we are in charge with one specific man, then the world will experience a year of men who are out of control. There will be more rapes, murders, and other crimes. More marriages will end, less children will be born. But if we do this to you then the world will have a happy year. You men rascals will know the truth and you will be happy. You want to be controlled.”

Rex said nothing. What she said sounded…ridiculous. And, yet, there was something in her words…and he believed.

“But what happens to me?”

“You’re about to find out.”

She walked him around the quad, and even out into the street passing in front of the college.

The hundred girls that had accompanied him had swollen their numbers. There were probably two hundred women on the quad. They stood and watched him and smiled, and there were a hundred different conversations concerning him.

There were also fifty or so men. They stood in small groups and the girls talked to them.

Now there wasn’t much noise. It was a conspiracy and everybody whispered.

“I don’t understand,” whispered Rex, but he really did.

And something in him, some deep rooted belief in what Missty had told him, or perhaps just the ceremony with the ayahuasca, made him unable to resist.

The crowds of men and women had swollen even more. There were probably 500 people on the quad, a high percentage of which were women.

A cop car came by, but three of the girls went and talked to the cops and they drove off.

It wasn’t a boisterous, rambunctious mob, after all. It was just a lot of people talking to each other, eyeing Rex like he was a piece of meat.

“What do you think?” Charlotte asked Missy. She had come over and taken Rex’s arm. Of all the girls, she seemed the most interested in him. Sort of. As a person. Sort of.

“We’re good to go,” Missy said.

Charlotte and Missy guided Rex back across the campus. As they walked the little clusters of people fell in behind them. Some formed bigger groups, and some just kept to themselves, but they were all following Rex. They watched the way his buttocks swayed and his breasts jiggled. They studied his red lips and his beautifully coiffed hair.

Rex and the two girls walked up the steps and disappeared into the Tri-Pi house. Several girls took positions on the porch.

“Okay, people. We have folding chairs over there. We’ll be serving hors d’oeuvres shortly, if anybody wants to make runs to the liquor store please report to Janice over there.”

A pretty red head waved from the back of the crowd.

In short order everything was in order, the party was continuing, and the uproar was kept to a dull rumble.

Everybody understood that something sacred was happening.

Inside the house Missy and Charlotte led Rex down to the basement.

In the basement the area had been cleaned up. Everything was in the proper place, there was no debris, and the weird looking horse was standing in the center of the room and was now bolted down.

“Lay down on the horse,” said Missy.

“What’s going to happen?” asked Rx, putting a knee on the center plank.

“You’re going to save the world for a year.”

“Oh.” He was confused, but he lay down and the girls pulled a strap over the small of his back. The center plank curved downward, and this make his butt stick up. His face was over a padded ring, but that ring could also be raised.

“Do we have to do this?”

“I’m afraid so, honey. You don’t want wars in foreign countries, more people homeless, more COVID, do you?”

“No. No…I don’t.”

“And we thank you for that.”

They fastened his arms and legs to the legs of the horse. It was surprisingly comfortable.

Charlotte sat down in front him, cross legged, on the floor. She had a layer of cushions so she could lay on her back and look up at him if she wished.

“I asked to be your keeper, Roxie.”

“My keeper?”

“Yes. I felt a connection with you right away. I think you might have felt it, too.”

“I did.”

“So we shall see what we shall see…after tonight. But right now I am charged with making sure you are happy. Between people I will massage you. Anything you want, just ask. Would you like a drink, to start?”

“Sure.”

She had a bourbon and Coke in thirty seconds, and it was obvious that she was dedicated to efficiency.

He sipped through a straw as she held the glass.

“When is whatever is going to happen going to happen?” he asked.

Charlotte looked up, “Right now.”

Several girls entered the basement. They were laughing and chatting and they had little strap on penis dangling from between their legs.

Rex looked at their little dildos and gasped.

“Don’t worry. Everything’s going to be fine.”

Charlotte said to Missy, who was standing behind Rex. “Grease him up. I’ll let you know when.”

Missy lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. His rectum was tilted up and the girls behind him grinned and chuckled.

“This is going to be fun.”

Missy had several types of lubricants at hand. She scooped some heavy duty vaseline out of a jar with her fingers and pushed it into Rex’s hole.

Rex jerked, and he made a sort of small wailing sound.

“It’s okay, honey. Charlotte kissed him.

Missy swirled the lube into his asshole. She inserted her middle finger and began rimming him.

Within a minute Rex was groaning. the fact was…it felt good.

A minute later he was arching his back and pushing his butt back.

“Okay, missy.”

Missy called softly to the first girl. “Be gentle. You’re the first, and you want to prep him for everybody else.”

The girl nodded and moved up between Rex’s legs. Missy helped the girl put her plastic peeny into him, and Rex closed his eyes and started grinding. It helped that Charlotte kept touching his lips with hers, reaching under the horse and pressing and pulling and turning the nipple shields.

After a minute the girl was done and another one took her place.

Rex loved it. They were so kind and gentle. His asshole felt like a real pussy. They rook him in the most loving way.

Another woman, another fake peter. And another and another.

Rex groaned, and the penises grew larger. Soon he was taking regular sized dildo’s.

He didn’t even know when the first man stepped up behind him. By then there was just a pleasurable grinding into his asshole, and he wasn’t experienced enough to know when a dick was real.

After a few men, however, he realized something was coming out of his asshole and dribbling down his legs.

“What’s that dripping down my legs?”

Charlotte didn’t even hesitate. “That’s semen, honey.”

Rex blinked.

“Semen? Like…man semen?”

“Yep. Here, have another sip.”

He sipped bourbon, felt the dick going in and out, and his mind went through a little crisis.

He was getting fucked, and he was okay with that. But did it matter whether the fucker was a man or a woman?”

He realized that as long as he didn’t know it didn’t matter, so why should it matter now?

“Why don’t you take off the nipple shields, Charlotte.”

Charlotte crawled under him and pulled his blouse apart. His clothes were getting pretty sodden with semen, and ripped and torn here and there. She managed to release the nipple shields and his nipples were suddenly free and in the open air.

Pleasure hit him like a monsoon. It was like his nipples were spark plugs and his big tits were the motors. He cried, “My tits! Massage them!”

Charlotte smiled and reached under the began fondling his big breasts. At the same time she kissed him, was engulfed in his lips. At the same time somebody, maybe man, maybe woman, shoved a big penis into him.

The night went on and on. Charlotte fed him whiskey and kissed him and felt his boobs. Missy wiped semen off his ass, his legs, his back. The long line of men and women never seemed to end. then everything changed.

Rex was in a reverie of sexual heaven, his whole body was humming, then he felt it; he felt a discordant vibration thrumming up from inside him.

Charlotte took her hands from his tits and looked at them. “It’s time!” she shouted.

Suddenly the party was over. Tri-Pi girls were shoving strangers out of the basement, up the stairs and out of the old mansion.

“Out! Out! It’s over! Party is over!”

Downstairs the girls unstrapped Rex and loosened his arms and legs. They lifted him off the horse and hurried him to a chair.

“What…what…”

“It’s time, honey.”

Finally, sitting in a chair, he looked at his boobs. He was lactating. Droplets of milk were seeping out of his nipples. It felt…weird. Like somebody was sticking a pin into his nipple. One, very small pin, right down the center.

Missy and Charlotte were the first. They put their mouths on his nipples and sucked.

Rex was frozen, as in petrified, as he watched the girls suckle him.

They only got a couple of gulps, however, before they were literally shoved aside and more girls crowded in.  There was some kind of order to it, but just barely. There was pushing and shoving, and it felt like eight dogs trying to get to four tits, but, somehow, it worked.

Rex slumped back in the chair. Nobody cared about him now. Now he was just the cow, and it was feeding time.

He lay back, his eyes open and dazed. He couldn’t fight back, and he knew, somehow, that he wasn’t supposed to.

Through a high window in the back of the basement he could see the false dawn showing.

Greedy women assaulted him, loved him, but only for his milk.

“What’s happening?” he asked at one point, but girls just kept pushing in, suckling, ignoring him.

It was a tit hungry mob, and it had no sense.

And it went on and on.

Rex woke up in a bed. It was quite comfortable, and two girls snuggled against him. One was Charlotte and the other he didn’t know.

He looked around and realized he was in one of the girl’s bedrooms. Too much pink, bras thrown over a chair, make up on a table.

He tried not to wake the girls as he got out of bed, and they smiled and stayed asleep.

He was naked. There was no sign of his clothes. He could hear voices throughout the house. Not loud, just good morning conversations.

He looked at his chest, and his boobs were gone. The women had sucked the milk out of his boobs until there was nothing left but a few wrinkles and stretch marks.

He looked down at his groin. It was the same. A little clitty instead of a peeny. Fuck. He had hoped that would come back rather quickly.

He felt his lips. Still big. Not as big, but…big.

He looked around, found a bathrobe and pulled it on. He went out the door.

“Hey, Rexie!” A girl came past him, kissed him good morning, and went on down the hall. She had a stack of books under one arm and he guessed she was heading to class.

He walked down the hallway and other girls greeted him. Some of them kissed him good morning, some of them groped his little groin. All of them smiled happily.

Down the stairs, and he heard voices form the kitchen. He suddenly realized how hungry he was.

“Good morning, lover, how’s it hanging?” Missy was at the stove cooking bacon and eggs.

“Not much, I’m afraid.”

She laughed. Probably take a few weeks. Hopefully not much longer. Sit down and I’ll have your breakfast in a jiffy.”

He sat, other girls came through the kitchen. They greeted him, and he wound up with a big glass of orange juice in his hands. He sipped, and found that his lips had gone down enough that he could drink without making a mess.

Missy sat down across from him, shoved a plate of food in front of him.

“You probably need to rejuvenate,” she smiled.

“Probably,” and he attacked the plate.

Women still swirled through the kitchen, still felt him and kissed him, but it didn’t bother him. Nothing bothered him. He was feeling more relaxed than he had ever felt in his life.

“What happened last night?” he mused. Understanding but not understanding.

“You got made into an official woman.”

“But I ended up lactating, and feeding everybody.”

“Everybody in the house,” Missy confirmed.

“But…” he was silent. Frowning. He understood so much, and so little.

Missy took pity on him. She leaned across the table, exposing her own boobs. They lay flat on the formica, her nipples large and pointing at Rex.

“Rexie. Roxie. Batfuck. Whoever you are…”

He looked at her, “Hunh?”

“One man takes it for all men. One man will feed all women, symbolically, and that lets all men know that we, the women, feed all men, and not just symbolically.”

He nodded. “So what happens to me after this?”

“You live your life. Your lips will eventually shrink, though you might have to wear a COVID mask for a while. Your tits have already been emptied and gone to wherever tits come from.”

“And my dick?”

She nodded. “That is the question. We know about lips and tits, but dicks and balls…” she shrugged.

“They might not come back…ever?”

“It’s possible, but not probable. Men in the past mostly grow them back, usually after a few weeks. But there have been instances where the men were as they were for the rest of their lives.”

“But…but…” he went silent again and she watched him.

She leaned closer. “Dick or not, you are a hero among women. Every women recognizes, on some level, what you have done, what you have sacrificed. You will find, from this point on, that as you go through life women will love you. They want to be near you. They don’t care about the state of your sex organs. They just want to be around you. So let me ask you…how important is a dick?”

Rex blinked, and he faded inward and thought about her question.

How important is a dick? Is it worth a war? Is it worth a million men trying to prove their manhood by going around proving they have the biggest dick by killing other men?

A dick is only a large hot dog…should it rule the world? Should a dick build a civilization only to tear it down again?

Should men rule the world just because they had dicks?

And, in effect, were dicks?

And therein lay the crux.

Should women lay down just because a man had a dick?

Many men thought so, but Rex had now seen both sides.

And he smiled, and he said, “Well, if my dick doesn’t grow back…at least I’ll know that I’m in good company.

“That you are, lover.”

END
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PART ONE

“Are you looking forward to being a bachelor for a couple of weeks?” Amy asked as she brought her suitcase out from the closet.

“Not really.”

She threw the empty case up on the bed and looked at him. She was the classic blonde bombshell. Golden tresses that haloed a sultry face. Eyes like blue porcelain. A body that would have put Marylin Monroe to shame.

“You’re not? But I bought you a dozen cases of your favorite beer. You have total permission to cruise the internet. I have asked you to abuse yourself in whatever fashion you wish. Most men would be thanking their stars for such a gift.”

“I’d rather have you for two weeks. All to myself. My personal porn actress.”

She laughed, took out some sexy lingerie and held it up. It was thin material, designed to wrap around the female form and exploit it. She nodded and put it in the suitcase.

“That’s sweet, but you know I’m just going to be going to a class reunion.”

Yeah, he thought, and that’s why you’re packing the sexiest underthings you’ve got.

“I know.”

She was on a record with this stuff, however, because she kept spouting the same stuff she said every year.

“We meet every year for two weeks. Just a bunch of gals. We recharge our batteries. We socialize. We go out and play games…”

“Like volleyball.”

She didn’t even notice the interruption.

“…like volleyball and ping pong and that sort of thing. And we talk about our families. Who’s the latest to have children. That sort of thing. And every once in a while there is a divorce, or we need to schedule an intervention or something.”

She went on and on, and Lee could probably have repeated the spiel verbatim.

And she packed thongs, and half bras, and corsets, and stockings. She packed a full case of make up. The only dress she packed was a simple robe.

She didn’t think he would notice, but he did.

“Oh, I need sandals.”

She picked up a pair of sandals, brand new, high heeled, she had bought them just for this occasion, and put them in the suitcase.

“Well, it’s just rough, being abandoned by the most beautiful woman in the world. I’m going to miss you.”

“You’re so sweet.”

“And they don’t let men up there?”

“It’s a sorority, dear. They don’t allow men in a sorority.”

“If there’s a men’s club women all want to be allowed in. They talk about equal rights and everything.”

She went into the bathroom to get some lotion. Her voice floated out to him, “So you would like to join us in putting on make up, run around in a chemise, flaunting your titties.”

“Uh…”

“I thought not.”

Actually, the idea was pretty kinky, and therefore pretty appealing to him. But he didn’t say anything.

“Honey, this is just the grown up girls idea of a big, old sleepover. A pajama party. And you would be bored of our silly talk in two minutes. Two short minutes.

He frowned.

The truth of the matter is that he was suspicious of her. For the last month she had been getting emails and texts and phone calls, and he had heard snippets of conversation that intrigued him.

‘I can’t wait to hold you in my arms.’ That was mildly suggestive.

“You’re the first one I’ll diddle.” That was even more suggestive.

“My pussy is hot for you.” Yep. Even more suggestive.

So he had glanced at her texts a few times.

‘Remember last year when we were locked in the closet?’ Mildly suggestive.

‘Who gets to wear the strap on first?’ More suggestive.

‘I’m going to put my fist all the way up your…’ Steamy, sizzling, scorching.

He was compelled to check her email then. When she was out at a luncheon he went into her computer.

“Nancy had the most incredible collection of dildos.” Pretty hot.

“Georgina is going to bring a Sybian.” He knew what a Sybian was, and he was startled.

But the corker was, “We’re going to have a lottery. The winner will be the only one without a strap on.”

After reading those messages Lee was fit to be tied.

This wasn’t just a mild case of Brokeback Mountain for girls, this was an orgy of unparalleled magnitude!

He wanted to confront Amy, but he couldn’t do that without telling her he had been spying on her. She was a stickler for personal privacy. She worked for a company that specialized in defeating hackers and malware and such. If she found out that her own husband was spying on her…well, he couldn’t admit to it.

But he couldn't just let this happen! This was raw, filthy stuff.

Of course it turned him on.

But this was his wife!

No way he wanted his wife to be involved in a mass orgy of…of…of Lesbians!

He imagined her coming home, her lips having eaten out a multitude of strange pussies. He imaged a horde of women feasting on his wife’ sex, and he didn’t want that.

But what could he do?

For months he had considered options. Everything from anonymous letters to the editor to slashing the tires of a hundreds of women who lived all across the country.

He hadn’t come up with much.

Then he had an idea. If he could get the goods on them, maybe pictures and videos and things, then he could threaten them with exposure, and even remain anonymous. He could threaten their home lives, make them stop, and he wouldn’t even have to do anything! The threat of exposure would be enough.

But, to do that, he had to infiltrate a virtual army of women. Sneak onto their compound, or ranch, or whatever the place was where they were meeting, and take his pictures and videos.

He would have to worm his way through a regiment of females, without any of them noticing that he was a male.

At first he thought such a thing would be impossible. But as the months from last year’s meeting passed he came up with ideas and solutions, and thought it could be done.

Amy was done with packing and she said, “Could you lug this thing out to the car?”

“Sure.”

He picked up the suitcase. It wasn’t too heavy and he toted it out to the car and put it in the trunk.

He came back in and Amy was in the kitchen. Naked. He stared at her lush form, her pert but big tits, and gulped.

She turned to him and held out a big glass of his favorite, Calumet Farm 12 year bourbon.

“Whoa,” he said, taking the glass happily. He tamped down the bit of guilt he felt for all the things he planned to do. “What’s this?”

“Honey, you let me go off by myself, and I know it’s tough on you. But I am going to ply with you with alcohol—good alcohol, you may have noticed—then I am going to make love to every square inch of your body. I am going to make such mad passionate love to you that it’ll be two weeks before you came back to your senses.”

He chuckled and put it in simpler terms. “Gonna fuck me till I’m stupid, eh?”

“Yep.”

He took a sip of the bourbon and smacked his lips.

She unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down. He stood in his tighty whitey’s his cock poking out against the material.

She moved up against him, pressed her naked breasts against his chest, reached her long, red nails down and cupped his package, and spoke to him with those plump, curvy, red lips.

“There’s something that’s always bothered me.”

“Oh?” he sipped again. The nectar slithered down his throat, burning and sizzling and splashing into his belly.

“Well, these underpants you wear, these tighty whiteys.”

“Yeah?” Between the bourbon and her sultry, steamy presence he was finding it hard to speak.

“The opening in the front, the fly…”

“Yes?”

She had her mouth close to his ear and she was brushing her fingers over his nipples.

“What’s it for?”

He blinked.

“I mean,” she chewed on his ear and red lips were so soft, “you can’t really use it to put your weenie through to pee. So why have it?”

She kissed him then, drinking in his bourbon breath. Her hand manipulated his dong and pulled it out through the fly of his underwear.

“I don’t…I never thought…” his powers of speech were deserting him.

“It’s so useless. Why not have a plain front, and just take your little panties down when you have to pee?”

“Uh, that’s a good idea.”

She Frenched his ear and whispered for him to drink up. There was an emergency in the bedroom.

He sipped, and found that he had been drinking that delicious, expensive bourbon pretty darn fast. He only had a couple of gulps left.

“I think,” she whispered, “When I get back I’m going to buy you some sexy underwear. Maybe a special pouch for your BIG package. A cock ring to hold you like I would hold you.” She circled her fingers, thumb to third fingertip, and began sliding the ring up and down his boner.

He gulped.

“Then maybe I’ll buy you a bra and make you wear it.”

He blinked. He had a mouthful of whiskey ready to gulp, but was stopped by her statement.

“I’ll shave your legs and put lipstick on you…”

He almost choked.

“And hire a bunch of grandmothers without teeth to give you blow jobs.”

He lost it then, snorted out ten bucks worth of good whiskey out his nose, and she started laughing hysterically.

“Oh, the look on your face! I had you so good!”

He couldn’t help but laugh, after he finished coughing.

After a minute the chuckles died down and she said, “Come on, honey, let’s go fuck you stupid.”

“Wha…?” he drew out the half word, like a mentally challenged person would.

She laughed, grabbed his weenie and hauled him towards the bedroom.

They jumped on the bed, and she managed to get on top. She attacked him with her mouth, and shortly he was near delirious with pleasure.

Not just a world class beauty, she knew how to make love.

She grabbed his buns and lifted his hips and deep throated him, and he could feel every inch of his cock as it was absorbed by her luscious mouth.

She grabbed his prick with one hand and lifted and sucked his balls into her mouth in turn.

She snaked up his body, rubbing her flesh all over him, and he could feel the softness of her big tits sliding up his frame.

Then she was over his cock, poised, squatting with the pink flower barely touching the skull of his cock.

“But do you really want this?” she teased. “I mean, you could use your hand, right?”

“Oh, fuck me,” he tried not to beg, but he wasn’t entirely successful.

She had him now, and she knew it. She froze in the squat position, only moving enough so his cock felt the flower of her labia. The exquisite and velvety sensation stopped his breath.

“I mean, it’s just pussy. Right? Just a body part. Nothing special.”

“Oh, you bitch,” his voice croaked. He reached up to grab her hips and pull him down, but she managed to slap his hands away.

“In fact, you don’t need pussy at all. You just need your hand, or maybe those grandmothers—EEK!”

She yelped because he had managed to grab her and pull her down. She lost her balance and her whole weight drove down on his cock. He went in smooth and hard, and her buns slapped his testicles.

“Fuck!” he wheezed. But not even a slap to the testicles was enough to forestall his desire to fuck.

He grabbed her, twisted and flipped, and wound up on top.

She held on, made sure she didn’t fall out, and said, “Oh, I’m being fucked by a caveman. Lucky me.”

Now he was out of control, which was the way she liked him. He drove into her with a grunt. He impaled her and she gasped and held on.

He began to pump, hard and fast, and she held on. He was rag dolling her, and she loved it.

“Fuck…Honey…Fuck…!” Her words were choppy, the ay he was lamming into her, but she just held on and enjoyed it.

She began to climb the peak, as did he, and when they came her first, then him, he growled, “This is for all your grandmothers, bitch.”

She couldn’t stop laughing, even during her orgasm, and that made it all the better.

She woke up at five in the morning, tip toed out of the bedroom and put on the coffee and toasted a muffin. She had a long drive, and she didn’t want a big breakfast to sit in her belly and congeal.

“Boo!” Lee snuck up and grabbed her buns.

She gave a sigh. She had seen him in the reflection on the kitchen window. She turned and nuzzled her body into his.

He hugged her, and though she had just fucked him to a fare thee well a few hours previous, his boner was already surging.

“Uh oh. He doesn’t look stupid enough.”

He kissed here throat, “Baby, when it comes to you I’m always stupid.”

“That’s the most intelligent thing you’ve ever said. Want a muffin?”

“Blah! Are you trying to turn me into a sissy?”

“My big strong man?” she grinned.

“Are you ready for your drive to wherever?”

“I am. Still curious as to where I’m going?”

“Do you guys have a ranch or something?”

“Or something. And it’s on a piece of land in a state.”

“Aha! Clues!”

They sat and she ate a muffin and he drank a Coke.

“That’ll take the hair off your chest,” she said of the soft drink.

“Hey, if it’s strong enough to clean toilets it’s good enough for me.”

She finished her muffin, hefted a boob at him and said, “Take your last gander, baby. I’m about to put them away for two weeks.”

Except for when you take them out for an orgy, he thought.

“Wah! No fair!” he whined.

Fifteen minutes she was dressed and ready to walk out the door. He was still walking around in pajamas. He walked out to the car and she kissed him one last kiss, then got behind the wheel.

“Have a great time at your reunion,” he said, trying to sound as sincere as possible.

“I will. And try not to drink all your beer on the first day.”

“How about the porn? Can I watch it all on one day?”

“Great. I come home to find you dead, your cock exploded by too much cumming, an endless loop of porn playing on your computer, beer dribbling out of your asshole.”

“Hey, what a way to go.”

She reached out and kissed him a tender good bye kiss, and said, “Honey, if you need more beer, get it. If you can watch porn and jack off 24/7, go for it. I feel guilty leaving you like this, so I just want you to be happy.”

He leered at her and put his hand in his pants. “Oh, me and Mr. Happy will be happy. Don’t you worry.”

She laughed, and backed the car down the driveway. A final wave, and she zipped up the street.

Lee watched her go, hands on his hips, and a light frown on his face. He hated what he was about to do. He turned and sauntered into the house. No light step here. He went to his phone and checked an app.

On a map Amy’s car was heading for the freeway. A red line followed the little car that was her. He hated being so sneaky, especially in a marriage that was honest, but she needed help. She needed protection from her ‘sorority,’ and he had put the tracking app into her cell phone the week before.

He hopped into the shower and cleaned up. He put on some cargo shorts, a tee and some sneakers, and headed for his car. in the trunk of his car was a complete outfit of black. Very ninja-esque. He also had camera equipment, and camping gear. He drove his car over to his friend’s house.

“Hey, Ted, I appreciate you swapping cars for a week. This really saves my bacon.”

“No prob, bro.”

Ted was a big guy with a big beard and a big grin. “I’ll check your car over and see if I can find that rattle. Might be hard, car this old, but…? he shrugged.

Lee put the contents of his trunk into the backseat of Ted’s Mustang.

Zowie! Sound system. Tinted windows. And more horsepower than God!

In a minute he was down the street, following a red line on his app.

Amy was on the freeway now, and she was making good time. Lee settled into her rut and added five MPH over her speed, and let the miles pass.

Up ahead Amy was smiling and taping the steering wheel in time to one of the oldies on her cell, Radar Love.’

The road has got me hypnotized

And I'm speedin' into a nude sunrise

And she was heading for a nude sunrise. And a nude midnight and day and everything. She so looked forward to these yearly orgies. She loved rubbing bodies with her sisters, and she really needed their love and support.

She loved Lee, there was no doubt. All of the ladies loved their husbands. But the reason they loved so much was that once a year they met and had orgy, punishment, and let their wild side out.

She slowed for a cop giving a ticket, tapped her cell to alert coming drivers there was a Smoky at that location, and sped up. Heck, if he was giving somebody a ticket he wasn’t coming after her, right?

Thirty miles behind Amy Lee was cruising along. She was five over the limit,  so he was ten over. Then she slowed.

He frowned. Surely she couldn’t be getting off the freeway already? She had gassed up and had him check the car because she was going to travel a distance!

Then she sped back up, and a moment later he heard a ding on his phone. He called up an app and grinned. She was even telling him where a cop was waiting for him.

Twenty minutes later he slowed down, lost a little ground, then passed a cop doing radar from behind a billboard. Heh.

As soon as the cop was out of sight he made up the ground he had lost.

Slowly, he gained on her. He was in no hurry.

They drove for five hours. Lee had to stop for gas once, lost all his miles, but made them up easily. They were in the sixth hour when Amy left the freeway.

He was ten miles behind her, and he watched carefully. She stopped, and it looked like a gas stop, but she didn’t get back onto the freeway. She drove through a small town and into some long, sweeping curves. When he passed through the town he saw that she had entered rolling hills. He had a feeling she was getting close to her destination.

He didn’t bother with gas now, he could gas up when he left. What was important was to stay close enough that he didn’t lose her. They were heading past a big National Park and reception might be spotty.

She turned left, away from the park, and five minutes later he passed a dirt road. Two women were standing at a gate, and as he watched they passed a car through.

Aha. Security. That was okay. He wasn’t planning on going through the front door, and he didn’t expect a bunch of women do be watching the back door.

He drove for another twenty minutes, checked maps, then headed back. Two miles past the dirt road was the entrance to the park. He had camping gear, and he was prepared to do a little over night work.

It was almost dark when he pulled into a slot that was at the end of the regulated parking area, yet as close to his target as he could get. He spent some time checking it out on Google Earth, then set up his camp site.

The sun fell and Lee decided to have a look at his target. He pulled on his black clothes, picked up his nightscope, and headed out.

It was easy to find the target. He followed a well worn trail, saw the glow of lights through the trees, and sashayed through light forest. There was no fence indicating private property.

It was a ranch, but with lots of outbuildings. There was a big corral, and inside the corral were rows of tents. So the girls did a little roughing it.

Of large interest, however, was a big barn. It was interesting because it was guarded. Two women walked slowly around the thing. He could see lights at all four corners.

Now what was so important about a barn that it had to be guarded?

Well, he would find out.

He returned to his tent, cooked a steak and potatoes, ate, and went to sleep.

The next day was observe from afar day.

He woke up early, had breakfast, did a few exercises, and headed through the woods.

The ranch was awake, but not by much. Girls wandered here and there, and they seemed to vie with each other for who could wear the sexiest chemise; there were a lot of women who went full nude.

Lee snapped some pictures, but not a lot. Walking around naked was no crime. He wanted the good stuff. He wanted the stuff that was hinted at in Amy’s cell and computer.

During the day the girls went in and out of the big barn. There were shrieks and laughter that echoed up the hillside. He knew that had to be the place.

The good news was that the women who guarded it were pretty lackadaisical, and at a certain point—breakfast, he thought, and then again for dinner—they walked to the big ranch house, all the girls did, and the barn was unattended. He figured he had a half hour to get in, take a looksie, and get out. And if he had to stay there through the day, no big deal. If nobody was permanently in there.

He was situated behind and under some bushes, he had a telephoto lens hooked up to his cell phone, so he just sat back, munched on candy bars, and watched.

He saw Amy, she was wearing a corset and that was all. Her tits were pushed up and thrust out, and one of the girls actually kissed her nipples.

There was a lot of kissing and hugging and making out going on. But it occurred on the way to the barn.

He had to get into the barn.

Tomorrow.

He returned to his campsite, then drove into town for a regular dinner.

He slept soundly that night. But he woke with that niggle of worry. He was going to spy on his wife.

He returned to his look out place, then worked his way around to the back of the barn. He had a fifty foot run from a stand of trees to the back door. There didn’t seem to be any electronics. The guards walked around less and less, then they stopped.

Breakfast.

He jumped up and ran for the back of the barn.

It was unlocked. He opened, looked in, and slid inside.

He was in what looked like a tack room. Without the tack. Instead, there were…other things.

On the walls were hanging whips. Paddles. Rope. Leather straps.

On shelves were dildos and butt plugs and all sorts of toys. He picked up a thing that looked like a tube for a cock with some rings. He thought it might be one of those chastity things.

Man, what a den of inequity!

He didn’t spend much time there, however. He crossed the room and peeked through another door.

He was looking at the inside of the barn. Except it was not set up for horses or cows or whatever.

The room had a row of BDSM toys around the edges. There were pillories, St. Andrew’s crosses. Cages, big eye rings set in the floor, chains hanging from the walls…everything a budding, or professional, dominatrix could want.

It was the wet dream of the Marquis de Sade.

This was the source of the screams and laughter, and he could only imagine what went on in this place.

To the side, only ten feet from where he was, was a stage. It looked like he could crawl underneath it, and there might even be space to hide behind a curtain.

Could he? Maybe.

Suddenly he heard voices. in the tack room. Oh, fuck.

He darted to the stage and looked under. Yup. Perfect. He could crawl under and just lay there. There were places where the bunting skirts showed light, so he could watch what happened.

He took a deep breath, and slid under the stage.

Time passed. He read the news on his cell phone and waited. Finally, women started coming in to the barn. Lots of women. Breakfast was over and they were about to have their orgy.

He watched as women went to mattresses spaced around the barn. He saw a couple of women placed in stocks and tickled and their private parts handled.

One woman was chained to a St. Andrew’s Cross and people were lining up to spank her.

Everywhere was sex. Lingerie was shredded, boobs were groped and kissed. Woman sashayed around with big strap ons attached to their junction.

Lee filmed it on his cell phone. Then he heard noises above him. Women were doing something on the stage he was under.

He smirked, and kept filming. Oddly, there was no sign of his wife.

maybe that was good. Maybe…but she had come into the barn the day previous.

Maybe—suddenly he felt something clamped onto his ankles. Both ankles. He tried to bring his legs up, but he was pulled, and slid across the ground. Then he was pulled out from under the stage. He began yelling, and women everywhere stopped and watched him. They all had huge grins on their faces. Many of them cheered.

He was hanging by the feet from a chain. The chain was attached to a motor that had reeled him in. And up.

The woman began gathering in front of the stage.

Upside down, he stared, and stopped yelling.

Desperate, frantic, he tried to swing and reach something, to maybe climb the wall to the motor, although that was ludicrous.

Then a woman walked onto the stage and raised her hands, palms down.

“Quiet! Quiet! Let’s have some quiet!”

The happy murmur of the hundreds of naked and semi-naked women died down.

The woman on the stage turned to him and said, “Hi, Lee.”

They knew who he was!

“We’ve been watching you on cameras. We saw you yesterday and wondered if you had the balls to come visit us.”

“Let me go,” his voice was strangled. He was so scared it was hard to talk.

“Oh, no. We definitely won’t let you go. But we will tell you why you’re here.”

He stared at her.

Oddly, he took note of her beauty.

In fact, he had a hard on, had had a hard on since the women had entered the barn.

But, of course he had. How could he not in the presence of so many beautiful and naked women?

“You are now an official guest of the Pie Delta Sorority. We meet once a year to relive the glory of our college life. That life includes lots of sex, as you may have noted.”

Many of the women grinned at her words.

“We meet and conduct an orgy, and in this way we defeat the ravages of a male oriented society. We love, we sex, we torment, we bring life to our sad existence as housewives.

“Oh, many of us are business owners, but we all have to deal with idiot men and their testosterone-y personalities, but for two weeks we can forget about them, and recharge our batteries, and remind ourselves of who we are.

“I’m going to call the police!”

“I’m sure they’ll want to arrest your wife.”

The women in front of the stage laughed and hooted.

“Now, where was I? Oh, yes, for two weeks we are free of men, but we know that some men can’t let this happen. Some men will want to know what we’re doing. But instead of fighting this eventuality, we embrace it. Better to make it happen than be victim to it. Everywoman here, a month before the orgy, begins receiving phone calls, and has a script to follow. Texts are sent, and emails, and we wait.

“We know that somewhere out there is an obnoxious male, proud and stubborn, willing to ruin our private time. This year it’s you.”

“You can’t keep me prisoner.”

There were a lot of chuckles and smirks at that one.

“And now that we’ve caught you, we are allowed to, uh, shall we say ‘vent?’ our frustrations. Through you we will speak back to a male dominated society, and there is not a damn thing you can do about it.”

Cheers rose up.

The blood was rushing to his head, and Lee was getting dizzy.

“For the remainder of this week we are going to use you to. We will purge ourselves of unpleasant thought. We will exercise our love, but in ways that are not considered normal. We will use you. We will transform you.”

“You can’t do this,” he whimpered. “Where’s my wife?”

“Ah, yes. Your wife. Lee. She was a bit surprised when she saw it was you that had betrayed her, for that meant that she had failed us. She is in a similar position as yours. She is restrained and will be brought in later. For right now, however, we must prepare you.”

“Prepare me? What? How? What are you planning to do.”

The woman didn’t answer him, however. She merely shouted, “Let the games begin!”


PART TWO

Lee was lowered until he was dangling with his hands a foot above the stage. His hands were grabbed pulled around his back where they were handcuffed together.

He tried to struggle, but he had no chance. Too many of them.

Then the women parted and a wicked looking lady climbed up on the stage. She was holding a very sharp looking knife.

“Hey, little boy, want to be a little girl?”

Everybody cheered.

They held him still and the woman began slicing his clothes off. She sliced his pants right up the seams on both sides. The pants slid down his legs and she sliced them some more and he was left with nothing but his underwear.

Women were hooting and clapping, and he felt not a few slaps on his ass.

His shirt was sliced off, and she grabbed his nipples and leered, “I’d love to cut these off.”

“No! No!” He started to scream, but they were just waiting for that. A penis gag was shoved into his mouth and buckled behind his head. He gagged, but couldn't make more than unintelligible grunts.

His shoes and socks were taken off and his feet tickled.

He tried to scream, but all he did was drool.

Then the woman knelt so her face was on a level with his face. “Honey. I’m about to cut your panties off. I suggest you hold still, unless you want to lose more than just your panties.

He froze, and felt her hands pull on his underpants. There was the sound of a rip, and then he was naked.

The cheers in the barn crescendoed.

Hands grabbed his cock and balls and felt them.

A woman yelled out, “Look at how hard he is!”

More cheers.

And it was true. He had a king-sized boner.

Hands gripped it, stroked it, and somebody sucked on his balls.

“Would you like to be right side up?” asked the first woman, who seemed to be in charge of the ‘festivities.’

He nodded. He was crying, and it was weird to feel tears flow down…up his forehead.

“Okay, ladies, fix chains.”

Steel rings were placed around his ankles, and chains were attached to the rings. The chains were brought down to the stage and looped through a pair of eyebolts that were sunk in the stage.

Slowly, a couple of inches at a time, he was lowered, and the chains were pulled through the eyebolts. Finally, he was right side up, standing with his feet secured to the eyebolts. The whole time women had been playing with his package, and they didn’t stop just because he was right side up.

“Okay, ladies, stand back.”

Everybody stepped back and there was a space around him. He looked around wildly, and two spray cans made their appearance. He was sprayed up and down the arms and legs, and the stuff turned into foam. He was sprayed on the front and the back, and then on his junk. It was cold and he tried to turn away, but he couldn’t.

Last, his head was sprayed.

“Don’t move, honey, or you’ll lose your eyebrows.”

He didn’t move, and the women smushed the foam into his scalp, then stood back and waited.

The women watched him silently, always grinning. He could see over their heads, and there were a lot of them. Probably all of them.

Except his wife.

And he really worried. He had not just gotten himself in trouble, he had gotten her in trouble.

Minutes passed. Somebody turned on some old rock and roll and some of the women went to dancing. And many of them wound up on mattresses, eating each other out and  making love.

More minutes passed, then he started to feel uncomfortable. The stuff on his body was heating up.

Somebody was watching a watch, though, and yelled. “Time!”

Wet clothes and buckets made their appearance and he was washed down.

“Close your eyes, honey,” and his head was washed. It was a strange sensation, and became stranger when he realized they were removing his hair! All of his hair.

He felt cool air wash over his skin, and his cock grew even harder.

Now that the washing was completed attention was paid to his cock. Women jacked him, deep throated him, and he had no doubt they would have fucked him if they could.

“Don’t cry, honey. You’re going to be beautiful.”

But he couldn’t stop. He felt so helpless.

Many hands worked on him then. It seemed they all had tasks to do, and they were precise in doing their jobs and stepping aside for the next person.

They washed him with perfumed water, then applied lotion to his skin. Every inch of his flesh was treated with soft, gentle hands.

His cock and balls, now hairless, looked bigger.

He again wondered what they were doing to Amy.

Two women used tiny sponges on his face, and he saw the sponges were very dirty when they were done. One of them mumbled about his pores really being clogged up. The other just sniffed, “Men.”

The woman in charge stepped in front of him and smiled. “No doubt you’re wondering what is happening, and the answer is simple. Men are not allowed in our sorority, so we are feminizing you.”

He tried to shake his head, but one of the women slapped him. “Don’t you move.”

“When we’re done you will be perfectly female, and eligible to partake in our games.”

The women were putting primer on his face, foundation and color. Brushes tickled across his cheeks and fingers were used to smudge color over his eyelids.

“The depilatory we used, incidentally, is very long lasting. You won’t need to remove hair for three months. But I’m sure you’re already appreciating the sensations that go along with the absence of hair.”

Two women moved in and pierced his ears. He watched as two strings with silvery triangles and circles on it made their appearance, then they moved past his vision and he could feel them being attached to his lobes.

“Everything we do is designed for the long term. Your earrings are being glued closed with the strongest glue. Your lipstick”—they painted his lips with plumper, then a bright, red color—“is actually lipstain. The real stuff, guaranteed to last for a month.

Your scalp will be very slow to grow, but that’s okay, we’ll glue a wig on you.”

Two women were working on his hands now, and while he couldn’t see what they were doing behind his back, he could feel what they were doing. They were shaping his nails, and shortly they were gluing long, fake nails on him. They were an inch long, oval at the end, very sexy. On women, that is.

Then they painted his nails. He could smell that peculiar smell that nail polish has.

“Your nails are built to last, and we’re using the strongest glue on them.”

Somewhere along the line he had stopped crying. He was cried out, and there was a piece of him that was downright numb.

A wig was brought out and placed on his head, adjusted, then taken off. One of the women coated his scalp with glue, and the wig was carefully replaced, finally adjustments were made, and he had hair once again.

“Stand back, ladies. Let’s take some pictures.”

All the women got off the stage and the woman in charge walked around him and took pictures from various angles. She showed one of them to him, and he couldn’t believe it. From the neck up he was a woman. Make up had softened his look, rounded his angles, and he bore no resemblance to a man.

“Pretty good, eh? When we’re done you’ll be as feminine as any of us.”

Lee stared at her. He was in a light state of shock. He was getting overwhelmed. He didn’t struggle now. He just stood there and waited.

A woman entered the barn. She was wearing a nurse’s cap and carrying a doctor’s satchel. Her hips swaying, she climbed onto the stage.

“Can you lower him back? I want him prone for the best results.”

A table was brought up and placed behind him. He was pushed back until he was laying on the table, his ankles still secured to the floor of the stage.

“Okay. Hold him still. This is delicate work.”

She took a syringe out of the bag, and a large bottle, and another, and another.

“Geez!” one of the women shouted, “He’s going to be huge!”

The ‘nurse’ began injecting solution into his pectorals. She worked around them, and he could feel the skin tightening up. He couldn’t see, though, and he had no idea what was going on.

An hour later he was raised up and the table was taken away. He looked down and saw…boobs!

“They’re called vacation boobs,” said the woman in charge. “They’re for women who want to see what it is like having boobs before getting real implants. By the end of the week your skin will be stretched and pliable, and maybe we’ll fit you with your very own breasts. Or we could use a more permanent solution that will last for a few months. What do you think? Would you like vacation boobs? Or the real thing?”

He shook his head, but the women just chuckled at the look in his well made up eyes.

At this point his body was feminine, a little angular but still feminine, what with the boobs poking out. The woman in charge reached down and grasped his package. He gasped.

“We also have a permanent solution for this little fellow. We don’t want you to have boner bump in any of your dresses.”

She held up her fingers and made a cutting motion.

“Snip, snip. So enjoy it while you can.”

The women all around the stage laughed and cheered.

Lee was sorry he had ever spied on his wife. He was sorry that he had come to this terrible place. He was now a woman, and was going to be one permanently!

“Okay, ladies, Lee is ready to go. Shall we start the party?”

A huge cheer went up then, and the music was turned up. Everybody started dancing, and four women went to the side of the stage and lifted a bulky piece of furniture up to the stage. Lee stared at it.

It was a piece of plywood about four feet square. Fastened to the center of the square was a weird looking horse. It had platforms on the legs, and the center plank was carved so it slooped down in the center. There was a platform at the head of the horse for the head.

The thing was placed in front of him and the chains were loosened. He was lowered so he was lying on the center plank. The curve of the thing lifted his butt up obscenely and presented his cock and balls to the rear. His head was placed on the front platform. Leather straps went over the small of his back and his neck. The metal bands on his ankles were attached to the legs so that he was able to support some of his weight on his knees.

Then several woman moved in and loosened his handcuffs. He would have struggled, but he was sore and stiff, and there were four women to each of his arms. They fastened his wrists to the front legs, and there he was, naked and unable to move. His face up and out, his butt totally exposed, and his package hang down. Well, pointing down. He was quite erect.

Meanwhile, the barn was filled with capering, loving women. They put each other in stocks, on similar horses, to the St Andrew’s Crosses. Women were chained to the walls, and other women made the rounds, and these women had large dicks strapped onto their hips.

Lee stared as women wrestled on mattresses. he watched as two and three women piled on lone women, tormented them with their tongues and phalluses.

The music was turned up louder.

It was a scene of the utmost debauchery, and nowhere was there a frown.

Then the far doors opened, and eight women carried in another horse. On this horse a woman was fastened down. Her butt and vagina were up, her face was on the platform, and she was naked.

“Say hi to your wife, Lee.”

The woman in charge was standing next to him, watching the progress of Amy across the floor.

Lee watched in horror as different women approached the horse Amy was on. They grabbed her buns and her tits, and at one point a woman came up with a dick in her hand and pushed it into Amy’s pussy.

Amy was writhing, moaning, and she was lifted up to the stage.

Her horse was placed sideways to Lee’s, and his was turned so that he faced her.

She looked at him, and now that she was on solid ground many women gathered around her and began to touch her. She groaned as hands felt her tits, cupped her buns. A line of women appeared behind her, and they all wore dicks. big dicks.

Lee stared in horror as the woman plunged their plastic peters into his wife.

Amy groaned, and she couldn’t speak for she was wearing a penis gag. All he could see was her eyes as she was taken again and again.

Then Lee felt hands touch him. He felt the hands touch his tits. He felt soft hands fondle his buns, cup them. He felt an occasional spank.

Then a woman sat down in front of Amy. She kissed her, long and passionate.

And a woman sat down in front of Lee. She kissed him, long and passionate, and he moaned helplessly.

His cock as hard, and women were stroking it and admiring it.

“Too bad he’s not allowed to fuck any more,” he heard a voice say. He didn’t know what that meant, and had no way of asking.

Then he felt the first touch to his asshole.

“Remember, girls,” said the leader. “Be gentle for the first couple of days. We don’t want to break him. Yet.”

Laughter.

Fingers pulled at his rim, opened him up, and more fingers darted inside him. A cool substance was rubbed into his asshole, and he realized they were lubricating him.

Lips kissed him, hands stroked him, fingers explored him. Then he  felt a small but sharp pain back there.

“Try to relax, honey.” The leader of the woman sat down next to him. She was holding a glass with a straw in it. “Here.”

She removed the gag and put the straw into his mouth.

He was thirsty, and was stunned when the sweet taste of Coke and bourbon flooded into his mouth. He drank greedily.

“Amy said you like Coke and bourbon, and as long as you promise to behave yourself I’ll take the gag out every once in a while and give you some. It’ll make the journey easier.”

He sucked, worked his jaw, and asked, “Why are you doing this?”

But she just smiled and put the penis gag back into his mouth.

The party went on. A few feet from him Amy was being fucked non stop. Every once in a while her eyes would focus on him, then she would glaze over and get fucked some more.

He wanted to talk to her in the worst way. He wanted to explain and apologize and beg forgiveness. But he was given no opportunity.

Yes, every once in a while the gag would be removed and he would be given liquid, but as soon as he spoke the gag went back in.

Behind him, women were lining up. They wore dildos. Not as big as the women behind Amy, but they were big enough.

Every once in a while somebody would put more lubricant into his ass. The women seemed to understand that he was fragile, and they took it easy on him.

His cock, of course, was stiff as an iron rod. His balls were full, he wanted to cum, he had to relieve the pressure in his groin, but that wasn’t about to happen.

Dinner time, and everybody left. They were alone. Him slightly dizzy from the alcohol. And they must have been feeding Amy a bit of liquor every once in awhile, because she looked a little dazed.

Of course, it could be she was just dazed from the amount of cock that had been stuffed into her pussy.

They lay there, silent, unable to move, unable to do anything but look at each other.

What was in her eyes, he wondered. Reproach? Hate? Surely she didn’t love him any more.

She sighed. Watched him. Time passed.

The party began again after dinner. And it went right up till midnight. There was no shortage of people waiting to plumb their holes, and there was nothing they could do about it.

Surprisingly, he wasn’t very sore.

And, it felt good.

The constant in and out was massaging him, and he actually liked it. Sometimes it felt like he could even cum from just getting penetrated.

But if cums weren’t allowed for him, they sure were allowed for Amy. She began to cum constantly. Her eyes glazed over and she whined and moaned and groaned and her body shook as she orgasmed again and again.

Midnight, and the party died. All the women simply left.

Several woman came in and fed Lee and Amy. They took the gags off, with the understanding that the gags would go back in, and they wouldn’t get any more food, if they spoke.

When they were done eating the gags were put back in and they were covered with blankets and left alone. They were comfortable enough on the horses, the center planks had thick padding, and they soon slept.

Awoke as the women crowded into the barn, and the party started up. Lines formed, Lee had the feeling they were using bigger dildos on him, but he had no way of knowing. He just knew that pain had become pleasure. He started looking forward to the feeling of a dick entering him. He loved the sensation of having a penis rub back and forth over his nerves.

Lunchtime. The women left. They came back. They fucked endlessly.

Dinnertime.

Night after night, until there was no sense of time passing, it was all a long, endless rut, his asshole felt like gold, and he became aware that he was drooling.

His mouth had been drooling all along, but now his dick was drooling. It felt like pee, but listening to the ladies fucking him he figured out that they were putting pressure on his prostate, and that was causing him to spew semen.

He felt good. He felt golden. Loose and relaxed. Empty of semen, and a lot of other stuff. Mental baggage.

Confined as he was, no choice in the matter, he came to accept, and then to revel in his situation.

The only rain on his parade was that he couldn’t speak to Amy. And she couldn’t speak to him. They had no way to communicate, to know what each other was feeling.

They took him off the horse and injected more solution into his boobs. the nurse commented, “Good skin. I think we can go full implant.”

“Excellent.

Full implant? What did that mean?

Sense and logic left him and he just gloried in being fucked.

Fucking was an act of love.

He was in love.

He just wished he could tell Amy how much he loved her.

Breakfast. Lunch. Dinner. Over and over.

More injections, and he knew that his tits were really big now.

Breakfast lunch and dinner, and he knew they were using big dildos on him. He saw them comparing sizes in front of the state. He saw one woman hold up her forearm and brag to another woman.

More injections.

More sex.

More everything.

Then it was over.

No women crowded in in the morning. He could hear the sound of cars starting up occasionally, but they sounded far away, and they left quickly.

Two women came in and released Amy. They helped her across the barn and out the door. He watched his wife disappear, and wondered if he would ever see her again.

She didn’t even look back.

An hour later they came for him.

They hoisted him up and back onto the table. The woman in charge hefted a pair of large implants.

“These are Chyna 2000s. Biggest implants on the market. You’re going to be a proud woman.”

The doctor worked on his chest for a couple of hours. She drained some fluid, made room, and finally implanted the big sacks of silicone. They were so big that even laid back as he was Lee could see the tips of his new boobs. He could see his nipples raised up.

They raised him up one last time. The woman in charge stood in front of him.

“Your car and campsite are as you left them. We left some clothes for you to wear. Just go out the back door and back the way you came. There’s only one thing left for us to do. Doc?”

The nurse came up and placed a syringe at his arm. It went in smoothly and he felt cool fluid enter his body.

The syringe came out and the nurse smiled, patted his face, and left.

Only the woman in charge was left, and several very large women. Two of which had tasers.

“You’ve had quite the experience, and time will help you understand it. You may even find that you like it, and that you will want to do it again. We’ll be in touch in eleven months, and perhaps you will be allowed. If no husband betrays his wife and tries to spy on us, then perhaps we’ll nominate you. It has happened before. The shot you just had is something called leuprolide. It will cause you to be limp for a year. A little reminder of how serious we are about our privacy, and the punishment that will await anybody who complains.”

She undid his hands, his legs, and stepped back.

Lee struggled to get off the horse. Nobody helped him, and it took a long minute to stand up.

The women watched him. They all had small smiles on their faces.

Naked, with huge boobs on his chest, Lee staggered to the back door, through the tack room filled with sex toys, and into the sunlight.

It was bright, hot, and he had to hold his boobs as he walked back up the hill. They were monstrous. They were heavy.

He walked back through the forest to the camp, very aware of his nakedness.

His campsite was untouched. He looked around for clothes, and fund them on his sleeping bag inside the tent.

He quickly put on the bra, and was relieved when the support took effect.

He looked at the rest of the clothes. A simple dress. Easy to figure out how to put on. Panties. He pulled the panties on and suddenly realized his cock was totally limp. He hefted it. It was a noodle. It fit into his panties easily, and when he pushed it down it made no bump.

Garters, nylons and high heels.

Part of him just wanted to leave, but part of him was compelled. He pulled the garter belt up over his hips, then unrolled the nylons. They felt smooth and sleek on his legs.

He put the high heels on, and was immediately at a loss for balance.

Still, he didn’t want to walk on the ground with nylons, so he kept the shoes on and began packing up.

A half hour later he was packed and ready to go.

He slipped behind the wheel and took his high heels off so he could drive.

He didn’t drive fast, like he normally did. He drove at the regular speed; he didn’t want to draw the attention of any cops.

He arrived at Ted’s house and began transferring the contents of one trunk to another.

“Hey, dude. How—what the fuck?”

Ted stared at him.

“I had an accident,” Lee murmured.

“I guess. Holy fuck! But there was no rattle in your car. Couldn’t find one. Are you all right?”

“I’m okay,” answered Lee honestly.

He actually felt good. Of course he had this twitchy, empty feeling in his butthole.

“Well, okay…”

He arrived at home a half hour later. Amy’s car was in the driveway and he pulled up next to it.

His home.

Their home.

But was it still theirs?

Or would she have locked the doors and called a lawyer.

He didn’t bother unpacking, he would do that later. He got out of the car and walked up to the front door. He was a little unsteady on his high heels, but he made it.

The door was open and he walked in.

Amy came out of the hallway and they stared at each other. She was wearing clothes now, baggy shorts and a boy beater. Athletic shoes.

Her so beautiful.

Him…so beautiful.

Then she hugged him. “Oh, honey? Are you okay? Will you forgive me?”

“Me forgive you?” He was crying, his mascara was running, but he didn’t care.

“But I left you all those hints, and then I let you see me pack nothing but lingerie. I knew you would follow…I set you up!”

“You set me up?”

“I wanted you to get caught. I wanted to be on the horse. Other women told me how wonderful it was, so…I tricked you!”

“But I betrayed you! I peeked at your phone and your email and I followed you and…and I didn’t trust you!”

“Oh, honey!”

They hugged each other, and they cried, and they eventually made it into the living room, where they sat and faced each other on a couch.

“So we’re okay?” he asked.

“We’re so okay,” she blubbered.

“But…but now I look like a woman. And I’ve got tits! And they gave me a shot that is going to make me limp for a year!”

She smiled. “Honey, that’s all okay.”

“It is?”

“Sure, because you know while they had us on the horses and were fucking us?”

“Yes?”

She stood up and unbuckled her shorts.

“I couldn’t help thinking that every woman there was going to fuck you but me.”

She pulled down her shorts and the big dick on her strap on popped up, almost hitting him in the face.

“Oh, my God!”

And they ran for the bedroom.

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


A Sorority Feminized Me

Steamy feminization with a side of humiliation!


PART ONE

I thought I was a big stud. I partied hearty, I was handsome, a jock with lots of muscles, BMOC, the whole bit. And I had the chickies at my feet. They all wanted a piece of me. Ah, paradise. Except, man in paradise is out of place. He is, and I speak from my own personal experience, too stupid to be in paradise.

For instance, I was seeing Kelly, a buxom beauty. We were rocking and socking and doing the dirty, and then along came Josie. And I snuck around with her a bit, and wetted my dipstick. And then there was…you get the idea.

Then, one day, Kelly came up to me. She had been crying, she still had dark shadows on her cheeks from where it had run. Her face was somber, no smile.

“Hey! Kell, how are you?”

“I know why you broke it off with me.”

Uh oh. Time to do a little damage repair. “Look, I’m sorry. It’s just that I met Josie, and my feelings were stronger. I certainly didn’t want to hurt your feelings.

“But you were doing us at the same time!”

“Uh, yeah, I was pretty confused. I mean, I loved you, I thought I did, and then Josie comes along, and…I’m sorry…”

“And at the same time you were doing Mia and Rhonda and Shirley. And before you met me, and pulled me into your little ‘harem,’” Oh, the bitterness dripped out of that fine babe, “you were doing Roxanne and Deborah.”

Now there was nothing I could say. Any apology would have been insincere, which my apologies always were, and…there was no way out.

I turned around and walked away.

Fuck. I had been getting all the nookie I ever wanted. I guess it was only a matter of time until a couple of my babes put their heads together and figured out what a Lothario I was.

“You haven’t heard the end of this, Rex. Not by a long shot.”

Ha. As if I hadn’t heard that before.

Hey, I’m not a bad guy, I’m just a little over-sexed. A horndog, you know? And if the market is there and the babes are willing…why not? Right?

But five babes finding out about each other, maybe seven…that was bad luck. But I didn’t believe in Karma, so I went to my next class and put it all out of my mind. I mean, there’s always another fish or ten in the ocean, right?

A month passed. I had a couple of girls in mind, but, surprisingly, there were no bites. Lots of nibbles, but I was starting to wonder if those stupid girls had outed me. Maybe I should check out the bulletin board, make sure my name and picture wasn’t up there.

I could see it now. A picture of handsome me under the legend…

NOT WANTED
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Rex Fielding is guilty of

INDISCRIMINATE FUCKING

Ladies are warned to be on the look out for…

I snickered. Yeah. Right. Wouldn’t that be a laugh?

KNOCK KNOCK.

Ah, cripes. I was about done studying. I wanted to game a little, then hit the hay. I certainly didn’t want to some bozo, or worse, some gal, busting my ear.

I sighed and stood up, stretched, and walked to the door.

“Hi, Rex.”

My eyes opened and my jaw dropped.

She was blonde, easily eight feet tall. and absolutely gorgeous. I mean, I guess a normal gal would be something like 36 by 24 by 36. Or maybe 36 by 24 by 40. Triple Ds or whatever. Or maybe 36 by 24 by 44.  quadruple Fs, or whatever. I mean, why not? Right?

But she was a perfectly proportioned 48 by 36 by 48. I stared at her body, I mean, I checked her out, seriously.  I studied her sexy calves, noted the way her dress hugged her curves, I wanted to reach out and touch those amazing breasts. I mean, the nipples were huge, and they poked through material and looked like giant thimbles. And that was just her body.

I looked up at the face. Stunning. Made Marilyn Monroe look dowdy. Large lips, shiny red with lipstick. Eyes shadowed to give her a mysterious look. Her eyes were greenish, and mesmerizing. I looked at those eyes and I felt like I had seen the mysteries of the universe.

BOING! I had an instant boner.

“Going to invite me in?” And she didn’t wait. She just ducked her head and sauntered in. She passed within inches of me and I swear, I could smell a sweetness overpowering.

“What…who…”

“Don’t blather, Rex, dear. Have a seat and let’s talk. And close the door. And your mouth, too.”

I snapped my jaw shut, closed the door—and locked it—and turned to her.

She sat on the bed, no chair would hold her large, buxom frame, and even the bed looked a little shaky under her weight. I mean, she must have weighed over three hundred pounds, and all of it superpowered sexy.

“Come, sit here,” she patted the bed next to her.

Happily, like a puppy, I trotted across the room and sat down next to her.

She turned to me, she put an arm around my shoulders and held me. Our eyes were inches apart.

“Dear Rex. My name is Silithia. Perhaps you’ve heard of me?”

I shook my head. Tell the truth, my mind was pretty gobsmacked.

“Well, I have heard of you. I have heard of you from Kelly, and Josie, and Mia, and Rhonda, and Shirley, and Roxanne, and Deborah, and…” She named a few more girls.

“How did you ever expect to keep them straight in your mind? Let alone stop them from figuring out what you were doing?”

“Uh, I…”

“Go on, tell m. I am most curious.”

There was this feel to her, this…this ‘magic,’ that inspired me to talk. Not compelled, that would mean she forced me. But, no, I wanted to talk, to toot my own horn. She was my kind of woman. She would understand, and then…then maybe I’d make her my girlfriend.

She suddenly laughed, a merry laugh, a chuckle that was deeper and fulfilling. “Oh, Rex, I am your girlfriend, forever and ever. Now tell me how you did it.”

“Well, I’m pretty handsome, and I’m on the football team and the baseball team, I’ve got some real muscles, you want to feel?” I held up my arm and flexed the biceps.

I admit, I was blathering, but I couldn’t help it. This girl, this woman…she was just…overpowering!

But she didn’t laugh or make fun of me, she just felt my muscle and said, “Oh, my. You are a handsome brute, aren’t you. Go on.”

“And the chicks dig me, and I dig sex, I like sex, and they were willing, and nobody really asked me, so I just…started collecting girlfriends.”

She smiled. “Collected girlfriends. I like that. You are quite the stud, Rex.”

“Uh, yeah. I’m a catch. Say, maybe you’d like to…”

“Oh, I would.” Her big hand moved up and held the back of my head, my whole head, I mean, she was big, and she moved my head into her lips.

Her lips were big, bigger than mine, and soft, and I could taste this delicious aroma. It must be her lipstick, I thought, as I swooned.

“You see, the girls told me all about you. And they were all crying, and you really hurt them, Rex.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry about that. I sure didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings. It’s just that—“

“You’re lying now, Rex.”

I frowned. “Yeah. I guess I am.”

“The truth is that it was all a game, and you didn’t care who you hurt, and you even laughed about it. Right?”

“Man, you must be reading my mind. You—“

She kissed me again. And her tongue, large and soft, entered my mouth. I felt warmth popping in my chest. I felt dizzy. I was sinking into a pit of hot quicksand, and my boner was threatening to explode.

She moved away, pulled my head back with that big hand of hers. “So the girls sent me to you. I’m your little present. What do you think about that?”

“They did that?”

“Oh, yes.”

“They must really love me!”

“Or something,” Silithia smiled. There was something I didn’t understand in her smile. There were lights dancing in her magical eyes. something was going down, and I didn’t…I didn’t—

She kissed me, and this time she didn’t stop. She soul scoured me. She blew my mind to Pluto. She turned and began ripping my clothes off.

And I mean ripping.

She grabbed my shirt with one hand and pulled it right off my body. Buttons flew through the air and seams popped and material ripped.

I was naked from the waist up, and I realized she had pulled my tee shirt apart, too.

Then she grabbed my ankles and lifted me, upside down, and pulled off my jeans.

I was on the bed now, and she reached down and with one big hand she grabbed the waist band of my underpants and yanked.

“Yikes!” I yelped. I had never been so manhandled in my life. Heck, I wish I could have handled my girlfriends this easily.

She grabbed my penis.

I have a pretty good-sized penis. It’s maybe eight inches long…okay, it’s 8.3 inches long, I measure that sucker daily, and it’s as big around as my wrist (I don’t have small wrists), and the head, ah…the head. My pride and joy, it is as big as a tennis ball. My dick…it was dripping. Funny, I didn’t remember my dick dripping so hard before, but it was dripping now, in fact, it was spewing pre-cum. I had never seen it spew like that. I mean, I dripped, but this…this was making the floor wet! And my bed. And…and it looked so small in her hand.

“Oh, Rex,” she whispered, nibbling on my ear with her large lips, “We’re going to have so much fun.”

Then she threw me on my back and mounted me.

She was rough, moving me around like I was a feather, but gentle, because she didn’t squash me.

She lowered herself, and I had a glimpse of that big vagina.

I mean, it was big, larger than a normal woman’s, but when it touched my dripping dick, when it slithered down over my cock, it was tight. And it gripped me, tight. And it felt so…so…so heavenly.

I had never felt a pussy so soft and wonderful. And I had the feeling, a quick vision in my head, that my whole body was a penis, and that my whole body was being swallowed, my whole body, and my mind…and my soul.

She went up and down, and I could feel muscles inside her gripping me, twisting me, wringing my dick out.

“Oh, God!” I groaned. “Oh, God…”

“That’s ‘Oh, Goddess, baby.” Her voice was rumbling now, like thunder.

I couldn’t last. She had just gotten onto me, and yet I was feeling my balls roil, the fluid inside swirling, searching for a way out. Then the semen began moving up my shaft. Swelling it, making me feel like a giant dick inside her.

“That’s it, baby, give it to me. Give me everything. Be a man.”

I began to squirt, deep in her pussy. Well, as deep as an eight inch dick could be. My whole body began to spasm, the gism kept erupting and erupting.

Silithia on top of me, holding me, watching me. “Yes, get it out, get it all out. Get all that nasty man stuff out of you.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

Then it felt like I was empty, but stuff still kept coming out. It felt like her snatch was squeezing me, pulling me, pulling more than gism out of me. It felt…it felt like she was turning me inside out.

“I am, baby.”

“Oh…oh…” I was getting dizzy, I felt the world spinning away.

The last thing I remember, she leaned down and kissed me. “Don’t worry, Rexaline, when you wake up the girls will take care of you.”

Then her face drifted away, those marvelous lips left, and…I slept.

I awoke, and couldn’t figure anything out. I remembered…and I felt this heavenly swelling in my chest…Silithia. Ah, Silithia. Why hadn’t I ever met her before. I—I realized something was wrong.

I was stretched out, askew, like I had been tossed on my bed in a heap, the covers all messed up and…I sat up, looked down, and screamed.

“EEE!”

Oh, my God! My voice was shrill! It was…girly!

I heard chatter outside, footsteps in the hallway, and the door burst open. Half a dozen guys crowded in and stared at me.

I was, I measured myself later, I was five foot two, eyes of blue, with a huge set of mammaries.

And I was naked.

And a half a dozen men were staring at me, some of them wearing just underwear, and all were rubbing their crotches. And staring at me.

“Looks like Rex got a little,” growled Ben. He was on the football team with me, and his dick was actually sprouting through the slit in his boxers.

“And he didn’t call us in to share.” That was Tom. He played tennis, but his dick was bigger than mine.

“Maybe it’s not too late?” Sam. A linebacker. Big and black and with one of those African cocks that went all the way to his knees. And he didn’t have short legs.

“How about it, baby? You want to share a little?”

Guys moved forward, more guys were trying to get into the room, trying to get a look, jumping up to see over the shoulders of those taller than them.

“Hey!” My voice was high, like a girl’s. I pushed back and tried to pull sheets around myself.

“All right, out of the way, knock it off!”

Guys started objecting, but then they started moving back. Into the room, shoving ahead of everybody, was Kelly and Josie and Rhonda. And it sounded like there were more girls in the hallway, pushing and shoving the guys around.

“Hey, we didn’t mean anything!”

“Ow! That’s my dick!”

“Well get it out of the way!”

More girls crowded into the room. All the girls I had used and cheated on. They stood in front of me and made a wall. They stared at the guys, and a couple of the girls pushed and shoved the guys out of the room. And closed the door. And turned and stared at me.

“I don’t…please…I don’t…” I was blubbering. Like a girl. Not even crying like a man. The tears just poured out and I looked up at them…and I was so confused.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you,” and I was starting to feel sorry, sincerely and real sorry, “but something has happened to me! I’m…I’ve changed into a girl. I don’t know what to do.”

For a long moment the girls just looked at me, then Kelly said, “Jeez, when she said she was going to fix him, I didn’t know…”

Then the girls started talking.

“Wow.”

“What do we do with him?”

“Don’t you mean ‘her?’”

“It looks like we’re going to have to save her.”

“Why not let the guys back in and let them do her?”

“No! No!” I cried. This was terrifying.

“That would be cruel. That would be like we were Rex.”

“Yeah.”

“So what do we do?”

Finally, silence. Them staring down at me. Me huddled on the bed, sobbing, scared out of my wits.

“Well,” said Kelly, “It looks like we’re stuck with her. We wanted revenge, but we can’t just turn her over to the guys.”

“Then…then you’ll help me?”

One of the girls giggled. “It’s sort of funny, you know?”

The others looked at her.

“He…she…we have to make her into a woman, and then he…she, will find out what it’s like.”

Heads turned back to me. Some were tilted, all were quizzical.

“It is the best revenge,” said Josie.

“And it’ll be fun. He’s so stupid, can we make him into a smart girl?”

“If she ever does turn back…she won’t be so cruel.”

Then they were chuckling, and little mini conversations started up as they discussed me. Then Shirley took my arm, helped me to stand up.

I saw myself in the mirror over my desk. I was built. I was, in a way, like a miniature Silithia. I had a body that wouldn’t quit, with large boobs, and my face, it was still mine, but a female mine.

“You’ll help me?” My voice was quivering and I was blubbering.

“Come on, girlfriend.” Roxanne wrapped the sheet around me. “We’ll take you home and help you learn to be a girl.”

They walked me out of the room.

Past the leering boys, many of whom had their hands in the pants and were jacking.

Down the stairs, out the door and across the campus to Delta Zeta.

Delta Zeta. Die-zies. The worst sorority, with the worst reputation (they all actually peed on a statue of the college’s founder! And one of them, no one knows who, smeared poop on his nose!) in the country.

And it was my stomping grounds. I always chose girls from Delta Zeta. Heck, with the worst reputation, where else would I hunt?

And, I suddenly figured it out, of course they all found out about each other. If I had chosen girls from different sororities they never would have.

Crap. Me bad.

They took me into the house, up the stairs, and deposited me in the attic.

“There’s trunks up here,” said Mia. “Find some clothes and get dressed, and come down for breakfast. You get to do the dishes today, so you’d better hurry.”

Deborah chimed in, “And I wouldn’t think about leaving. You saw what those guys were like.”

Kelly: “Man, whatever Silithia did to him…her.”

“Just call her her from now on,” interjected Shirley.

“What she did, she made you a babe, like you’re a meat magnet.”

“A meat magnet?” Being on the other side of the skirt now, I didn’t completely understand.”

“A dick draw. A peter puller.”

I was blank.

“Men want to fuck you.”

“Oh!”

They left.

I stood in the middle of the old attic. Decades of stuff were up here. Clothes left by former Die-Zies. Props from plays. Signs advertising dances, beauty tips, every sort of thing a sorority could get involved in.

I went to the window and took advantage of the light to inspect my body.

Jeez, I was so built…I would have made myself hard. If I had a dick.

But I didn’t.

I did, however, have a snatch. And tits.

I felt myself. My boobs were big and plump, and the nipples…I touched one.

“OH!” A shock ran through me. Sexuality stirred my innards. It was worse than horny…it was my whole body heating up and wanting…wanting…

“Heysoos Xristo!” A voice blurted from behind me. I whirled around. It was Kelly.

“We leave you alone for one minute and you start groping yourself.”

I looked down. I had one hand on my tit and the other hand was inserting a finger into my snatch. I hadn’t even known it. I had just…I was… “I’m sorry,” I whined. “I just don’t understand.”

For a second I thought Kelly was going to yell at me some more. Then her face softened, and she came to me. She pulled my hand away from my breast and out of my pussy. “Okay. I understand. You’re in a state of shock. But you can’t go around playing with yourself all the time. I mean, get a life, right?”

I nodded. Tears were streaming down my face.

“Come here.” She took me to a rack of clothes. She grabbed a handkerchief and dried my eyes. “Now stop blubbering and let’s see if we can get you fixed up, okay?”

“Okay.”

She moved through the rack quickly, selected a skirt and a blouse, handed them to me, then moved to a trunk.

“All right, I knew we had underwear up here.” She pulled out a thong and a bra. She smiled.

“Sexy. You’ll like that.”

“I will?”

“All girls like sexy. Even the ones that don’t like sex like sexy. It’s just the way we’re built.

She helped me into the thong.

“This feels funny.”

“Why?”

“My…my ass is out. And it feels like a string is rubbing my asshole.”

“It is and it is.” Your ass will sway, most provocatively, and that little rub a dub dub on your button is going to make you horny.”

“I don’t…I don’t want…”

“You don’t want to be horny? Nonsense. Every girl loves that warm feeling that just sort of swarms over us. Wait until the first time some guy diddles your fiddle. You’re going to be a worse sex addict than, well, than Rex.”

“Than me?”

She laughed. “Why do you think we girls were such easy pickings? It’s because we want a little.”

“Oh.”

She helped me put on a bra. “Man, we need to do your nails, and your hair. You’re a mess.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Yes, you are.” She pulled the skirt up my legs and buttoned my blouse. She stood back. “Now, I’m going to go down, breakfast is being served. You find yourself a pair of shoes and hurry down.”

She left.

Again, I stood alone.

But now I had direction. Shoes.

I found some tennis shoes in a box, tied them on, then left the attic.

I crept down the stairs and towards the sound of noise. The noise resolved into voices, and I came to the dining room.

All noise stopped. All heads looked at me.

I choked and made a sobbing sound, then turned and ran.

Except I ran into Josie.

“Hey, where you going?” She caught me by the arms.

I was blubbering, crying, didn’t know what to say.

“Come on, come on. It’s okay.” She walked me back into the dining room.

The girls made a point of not looking at me, and forced conversations moved into easier conversations. Josie took me to a seat. “Sit here. Girls, a little help?”

Deborah was sitting next to me. “A little mush, girlfriend?” She plopped a glob of the stuff into a bowl and shoved it in front of me.

I sat, my shoulders slumped, and wanted to hide in myself.

“Hey, Rexaline…”

I looked up.

Kelly and Shirley were looking at me.

“So are you like going to class?”

“I don’t…I mean…”

“You have to keep your grades up.”

“Besides, nobody will notice. Professors never take roll, they just pass you or fail you according to test. They don’t care if you come or not.”

“Boy, that’s true. I had this prof in Lit that never even looked at us. He just sat at his desk and talked and talked, then closed the book and…”

“That’s nothing. I had a lady prof in…”

The conversation swirled around me, and I risked putting a spoon into the oatmeal and taking a bite.

“Ack!” I spit it out.

Everybody stopped talking, then they started grinning. “Want a big, old steak? How about ten pizzas with everything.”

I looked at the small glop of bland stuff. It sat on the table in front of me and didn’t do anything.

Deborah elbowed me. “Guys can eat anything. You ever eat oatmeal? As a guy?”

“Yeah. But with lots of butter and sugar and stuff.”

“Ha. We do that. But we still have to watch figures.”

She put a slice of butter on my oatmeal and sprinkled some sugar. Try that. It will still be like cardboard, but it will be palatable.”

I tried it, and she was right.

“What do you usually eat for breakfast?”

“A steak. Eggs. Hash browns if I can’t get pancakes.”

The girls around me were silent. “Wow,” said Shirley. “If only.”

“Just one day I’d like to do that. Stuff myself. But I would spend the rest of my life on weight watchers.”

“You could always exercise, you slut.”

Jibes. It wasn’t that much different than a guy table, except the insults were different.

“Being a slut is a kind of exercise.”

Little cheers. Yep. Not different.

“So what’s your first class?”

I looked at Kelly. “I usually work out until eight. Nine o’clock and I have Peterson for Latin.”

“Latin? For a jock?”

“Well, I’m not all muscles.”

“Could have fooled me,” and Deborah felt my biceps.

Felt my biceps, like Silithia had the night before. What had happened?

“Okay, who’s got Peterson?”

Nobody. But Roxanne had a class next to mine, so she volunteered to walk me over and pick me up afterwards.

And the rest of my classes were parceled out.

“Good,” said Kelly, at the end. “We have time to fix her up.”

“Fix me up?”

“Girlfriend, you are drab. Your clothes are passable, but your hair looks like a pig nested in it, and your face…your face…blech!” She stuck a finger down her throat.

I was a little frightened by this. “What…what’s wrong with my face?”

“Nothing,” said Deborah. “You just need a little color. Don’t worry.”

“What happened?” I blurted.

They all looked at me.

“How did this happen? What happened last night?”

I was hurt and confused, and the girls got guilty looks on their faces.

“I called Silithia,” admitted Kelly.

“But…who…”

“Shush. I’ll tell you.”

Then she was silent, all the girls were silent, as she formed her words.

“I heard of Silithia a couple of years ago. My mother had a problem and Silithia helped her. Then I called my mother, after you…dumped me.”

“Oh,” I sounded small.

She waved her hand dismissively. What had happened to me…in her mind it canceled out what I had done to her.

“Silithia is a legend. Legend has it she was a normal woman, and somehow became transformed. Now she grows, but never old. She just gets bigger, and she’s a master of witchcraft and mysterious energies.”

“But how did she…” I indicated my body.

“She helps girls. That’s it.”

“She helps you.”

“I told mother, and Silithia showed up and talked to me. It’s hard to remember everything, I was sort of struck dumb by her presence…”

I knew about that.

“…but she said she would help me. I didn’t know what that help entailed…what she would do. Believe me, I’m just as shocked as you. But she told us that we had to show up at your fraternity and take you in hand. She said, ‘If I help you, then you have to help me. And the help I require will be for that boy.’”

Silence.

“Anyway, you don’t have to worry about nails, so it’s your turn to do the dishes.”

With that the breakfast broke up. The girls deposited their dishes in the kitchen sink, then went upstairs to get ready for their classes. I was left to wipe the table and do the dishes.

I normally hate dishes. I equate them with the ‘eat your vegetables’ chant, which every mother seems to browbeat their children with. But, oddly, I felt a sort of comfort in doing them. I stacked the dirty ones to one side, then soaped them, then rinsed them, then dried and stacked them on the other side.

It was comforting, to have a routine. To have a duty to do while the mind went crazy. Or, rather, while I tried to straighten out the craziness in my mind.

I washed, rinsed, stacked, and I found that now that I wasn’t resisting, it was sort of…cool.

I had never felt that way about work before, and I realized something: my mind was changed.

Oh, I still knew who I was, but I was responding in a more feminine fashion. Usually I grab and throw. Now I picked up and placed. And I never cried. I had broken bones and never cried, but now I was constantly on edge, the tears threatening to spill.

This was a girl thing, and I was reminded of an old saw my grandmother told me, which I had forgotten, but which had suddenly come to mind and seemed appropriate. A man curses so he won’t cry, a girl cries so she won’t curse.

Then the dishes were done, and I wiped down the drainboard, then the dining room table.

“Hey, Rexaline! Are you going to be a waitress your whole life.”

Shirley took me by the arm, grabbed my rag and tossed it on the table, and walked me upstairs.

She took me to her room and Josie and Kelly were waiting.

“Chop chop, girl. We don’t have all day.”

They sat me down in a chair and began working over me.

Kelly started combing out my hair. Shortly she was making a snip here and a snip there. I didn’t remember having so much hair, but apparently Silithia had given me some extra.

“I love his natural wave. I’d die for a wave like that.”

“You need to give him highlights.”

“Tonight. Right now we just have to get him to class.”

“God, he needs nails.”

“Just paint them. Tonight we’ll get down and dirty.”

Josie began painting my nails. Red. “Oh, I feel so dirty,” she quipped. “Working with these stubby, little things.”

Chuckles.

Shirley began smoothing my face with a rag.

“What are you doing?”

“Cleaning your pores, moisturizing, getting you ready for the serious paint.”

“You’re going to put make up on me.”

She stood back and stared at me. “Girl, are you daft? You can’t go into the world looking like a pale pansy. We need some color!”

“Oh.”

She went back to work.

For a half hour they snipped and coated and painted and chatted, and it was the most intimate time I have ever experience.

I had fucked them, and I realized how brutal and crass I was. These girls were gentle, and they moved around me, and their breasts brushed up against me, and it was…fun.

I had never thought about what a girl does. The way she fixes herself, the make up…it was fun!

Finally, I was done, and the girls marched me out of the room and to the stairs.

The rest of the girls were downstairs, waiting, and they began cheering.

Oh, how I blushed. Yet it felt good. And I realized: I had fucked them, and never complimented them.

‘Oh, baby, you’re so fine.’ That’s not a compliment.

“I think you’re beautiful. Your hair is so pretty.” That’s a compliment, and I had never, in all the fucking I had done, complimented any of the girls.

It was a sobering realization.

The cheers died down and girls started grabbing books and leaving. Finally, it was just me and Roxanne. We sat on a sofa and I looked around. There was a clock ticking. There was a glass cupboard with some trophies in it. The wood on the bannister was shiny.

“Geez, will you lighten up?”

“I’m sorry.”

More silence.

She sighed.

“Well, what do girls talk about.”

She giggled. “Boys, mostly. Classes. Family. Anything and everything. What do boys talk about?”

“Sports. Sometimes classes, if we have to. Other things.”

“Well, I know nothing about sports.”

“You should?”

“Why?”

“Because then you’ll have something to talk about with—“ I stopped, my mouth gaping.

“What?”

“I just realized I could have been talking about myself. I’ve been with girls…”

“You fucked them,” she said sourly.

“Well, yeah. But the point is I did all that and never knew what interested them. I never asked them, I never…how did you learn so much about make up and things?”

She looked at me suspiciously. I was a girl, but I was still a boy in her mind. “Why?”

“Because I don’t know anything, and I have to start somewhere.”

“God,” she stared at me.

“What?”

“You just admitted you don’t know everything. That’s the first time I ever heard a boy, sorry, a girl, admit that.”

“Yeah, I guess…I guess things are happening to me.” I spoke ruefully, then I brightened up. “So how did you learn about make up?”

“I don’t know. We just talk about it in school, and read fashion magazines, and we experiment.”

“Experiment?”

“Yeah, like we did on you.”

“You were experimenting on me when you colored my eyes and put lipstick on me?”

“Of course. Skin colors are different, different hues and shadows, that sort of thing, whether we should tint your lips or use lipstick…we just figured all that out on the spot. But we’ve got lots of experience.”

“God, you were like a well oiled team. I wish I could get the football team to work that well together.”

She giggled. “Put make up on them. They’ll come around.”

We both laughed, and we chatted, and it was the first time in my life that I actually ever talked to a girl. Talked, like without boasting or trying to sell myself or…get into her pants.

Then it was time for class, and a whole new situation happened.

The girls were right. Peterson didn’t care if I lived or breathed, but the guys in the class did. I walked into that class, scared and a little shaky, and every male head in that room turned and stared Like one. Like osmosis through the herd.

Then the girls , picking up on the scent, followed.

I was the center of attention, and it was absolutely unnerving.

I mean, when you have the ball and you’re running, you’re in your own world. Everybody is yelling in your ear, but you are too busy to pay attention.

Now it was like everybody was yelling at me, and I couldn’t not notice.

I went to my normal seat, which, fortunately, was in the back of the class, and three boys leaned towards me.

“Hey, good looking.”

“You in this class?”

“I haven’t seen you before.”

My face turned red and I turned into myself and just stared straight ahead.

Then a girl turned and looked daggers at me.

What? Why? But I knew why. I was a threat to her, I threatened to take boys away from her.

Fortunately, Peterson came in and started lecturing. I took out pen and notebook and began taking notes, and it was weird. I was watching my red tipped fingers scribble so intently I missed what he was saying. Still, Managed to figure things out, and before I knew it, the class was over.

How did that happen? Class was always boring! Now I had a full page of notes, and was even thinking about some of the things he had said.

I stood up, and was immediately beset by the three boys.

“Hey, babe. What’s your next class?”

They had such big bodies, and I was hemmed in. I tried to slide around them, but it was hard. I was afraid to touch them.

“Hey, get the fuck out!” Roxanne to the rescue. She pushed her way through the three boys and collected my arm.

“Oh, thank you.”

“Who the fuck are you?”

Now, I don’t know, but I can suspect, but I think Silithia gave me a little extra something. Yes, I was good looking, but these boys were too pushy. They wanted to be near me a little too hard. Silithia must have given me an extra dose of…sex appeal.

These boys, the way they pressed on me, I felt like a skunk in a perfume factory.

Roxanne looked up at the lug who had challenged her. “I’m your worst enemy. Now make way.”

But they didn’t. They just stood there, and they eyed me like I was meat. I suddenly got worried.

“Well?”

“We don’t move for bitches.”

Uh oh. The pack had formed.

“Well you’d better…”

The guy reached forward and moved her aside with one arm.

Roxanne was shocked, and I was surprised, and even the other two boys were surprised.

“Now then, beautiful.”

And it happened. The male in me rose up. I had been a football star. I was used to the rough and tumble. And I had survived many a locker room verbal joust. And…maybe I was feeling protective, but I came to Roxanne’s aid.

I mean, I was weak, and scared, but he was picking on my friend!

“You short dick.”

People trying to get out of the classroom suddenly stopped and stared.

“What did you say to me?”

“I said that only a guy with a short dick has to pick on two girls. What do you outweigh me by? A hundred pounds? And you have no manners, you stink, and you obviously have a short dick.”

He blinked, and his mouth opened, and he didn’t know what to say. One second he had been a bully boy, and the next second a little, pint of pussy was standing in his face and upbraiding him.

Hell, I had no fear I knew about locker room bullies.

“Now get the fuck out of the way before I tell the world what a short dick you have.”

“You can’t…”

But he was alone now. His friends had stepped back and were actually smirking, and glad they weren’t on the line of fire.

“Hey! Everybody!” I yelled. “Bozo brain here has a dick that’s only one inch long!”

He suddenly turned and bolted. His face was red, he was ashamed, and I had won.

I looked at the other two boys.

One of them put his hands up, “Hey, sorry. Didn’t mean to be out of line.” They both backed up, and they had big grins on their faces.

Roxanne stepped to my side. “Holy shit! Girl! You are a terror.”

“Well, I did use to have a big dick,” I whispered to her. She laughed, and we left the hall.

That night I was more accepted by the girls of Die-Zie. Roxanne told everybody, there were rumors on campus, and I had suddenly gone from being a stupid cheat to a defender of the innocent.

I liked it. It felt good to be on the right side. I realized that I had been on my own side so long that I had come to accept my side as the right side, and it was really the wrong side.

They took me upstairs and took off my make up, I didn’t need it to study, and did my nails up proper. Even my toenails.

“Now you have claws,” Josie giggled, making a clawing motion. “Meow!”

“Fsss!” I made the sound and clawed back at her, and we giggled.

Giggled. I giggled. It was the first time in my life that I ever giggled. Boys never giggle. And suddenly I understood the joy of the cheerful, little smirky thing.

A month passed, and there were lots of things I was enjoying about being a girl.

I enjoyed just walking, feeling my boobs move back and forth. I enjoyed the feel of cloth on my nipples. I enjoyed swaying my butt. And here’s the thing…these were things I appreciated in women, but had never experienced.

I liked the feeling of my hair flowing over my shoulders. I loved the feel of lipstick, and smacking my lips. I especially loved the clothes.

I loved the feeling of a bra, even when the day was long and my boulders grew heavy. I loved the feeling of snugging a thong up, and feeling my little asshole sing. I liked stuffing myself into a dress and posing in front of a mirror.

Most of all…I enjoyed make up. To just sit and feel your face, to watch it morph into something a little better, a little brighter, it was wonderful. It was heady and intoxicating.

I loved rolling the lipstick on, shadowing the eyes so I looked exotic and mysterious.

Truth? I was a better girl than a boy.

And, my grades were going up.

I was always a C student. Now I was a B student, and rising.

The girls always studied together, and we re-enforced our study habits, making sure everybody paid attention and did the work. And if we passed in a paper a friend would read, edit, critique, and my papers were getting higher and higher marks.

My room in the fraternity house…I never went there. Oh, for a credit card, in the beginning, but I made sure several of the girls went with me. Guys came out and stared, but nobody did anything. It was almost like I was a general and my troops were shielding me.

I moved into the sorority house. I was an unofficial Zie-Die. I took a spare room, moved some furniture and clothes down from the attic, and not a night passed, after studies were over, that several girls didn’t gather and have a hen party.

We wore PJs, we scarfed an occasional bag of cookies and moaned about our weight. We whispered and gossiped and had a grand old time.

The persona known as Rex was fast disappearing. Football season was just over when I had changed, but baseball was fast approaching, and I wondered what I was going to do about that.

“You could play as a girl?” suggested Kelly.

I shook my mane. “I’m coordinated enough, and I know the game, but I don’t have the muscle anymore. Besides…”

“Besides what?”

“Besides…I feel more like…I have the mentality of…”

“What? Spit it out!”

“A cheerleader.”

Oh, the hoots and gibes. But it was all in fun. I knew I could make it as a cheerleader, and I knew the girls would support me in any endeavor, but…things were about to change.

I was walking across campus, Kelly and Shirley with me, and I felt something. A pull, a magnetism, something that drew me, made my head turn.

A man.

“What?” asked Kelly, noting that I had slowed down.

“Who’s that?”

A man was sitting on a bench on the quad. He was feeding pigeons popcorn out of a sack, but he was watching us.

Me. He was watching me. And he had a cheerful, knowing expression on his face.

“I don’t know.”

“Handsome, though.”

I agreed, but I didn’t feel the warmth that a good looking boy generated in my belly. My groin.

I felt scared.

I think, under the fear, maybe warmth, but the fear was bigger.

We continued walking, and I glanced behind us. He had stood up, tossed the bag of popcorn into a trash receptacle, and followeed us.

We turned down the street Die-Zie was on and he was fifty yards behind us. Just sauntering. We ascended to the Zie-Die porch where several girls were sitting and sunning. They stood up and stared at the man following us.

“Hey!” yelled Kelly. “What do you want?”

He just smiled and leaned against a light pole and watched the sorority house.

“Well, I’m not putting up with this shit…”

“Better call Campus Security.”

We chatted about that for a while, then Roxanne went down the stairs and approached him. She talked, and he appeared amiable in his answers, then he turned and walked down the street. Roxanne came back up to the porch.

“Who was he?” We all gathered around her.

“His name is Judd.” Then she looked at me. “He says that Silithia sent him.”

We all looked at each other.

Silithia.

And that meant he was likely here for…me.

“What do you want to do?” asked Kelly.

The other girls clustered around me like they wanted to protect me.

Roxanne said, “That’s not all.”

They turned back to her.

“He wants a steak for dinner.”

A few mouths opened in surprise.

“He’ll be back at seven. And potatoes. Lots of butter. And a Coke and bourbon.”

Nobody said anything. We didn’t even look at each other.

Then they looked at me. I don’t know why. Osmosis or something.

But I didn’t have anything to say.

“Who does he think he is?” asked some one.

“He’s from Silithia,” somebody else said.

“So what do we do?”

I knew what to do. I felt the fear inside, I was actually shaking a little, but I said, “Fix him dinner.”

Roxanne prepared the steak. She was the best cook amongst us, and she pulled out all the stops. Salted and peppered, hammered it, onions and…and the smell filled the house, and I almost swooned.

I had been eating salads for a month. I had almost forgotten that delicious, mouth watering aroma.

Kelly prepared the potatoes. “I hope he likes baked.” There was an attitude in her voice, but she was, also pulling out the stops.

Roxanne went out for the bourbon and Coke.

At seven o’clock we were all sitting around the big table. The table was set, the clock ticked, and we waited.

Seven oh one.

KNOCK KNOCK!

We all jumped, then a few of us giggled, and I went to get the door.

He was bigger than I thought. Bigger than me when I was a studly man.

He smiled, reached forward and took my hand and kissed the back of it. He looked up with a grin. I used to be shorter, but I’ve been helping Silithia.” He straightened up.

Heysoos! He was reading my mind! “Won’t you come in?”

I was nervous. Butterflies held a war in my belly, but I led him into the dining room.

The girls stared at him.

He was well over six feet, closer to seven than six, and he was well shaped. His shoulders were broad, his physique was proportionate, and I realized: he’s like Silithia.

“Thank you for the compliment,” he murmured to me. And, “Hello, ladies. It is my pleasure to finally meet you.”

The girls melted, and I realized: he’s like Silithia. He has a…presence. An ambience. Girls like him.

He sat down at the head of the table and, without any conversation, dug in.

We watched as he sliced and forked. He made the Coke and bourbon looked like nectar of the Gods, slurping and smacking his lips appreciatively.

Finally, Kelly: “Who are you?”

Judd smiled. His face was a semi-square and his teeth were white and even. “I work with Silithia. I do pretty much what she says. And she sent me to check on you girls. Say, could I have that bottle?” he indicated the bourbon on a side table.

Shirley handed it to him.

He looked at us, “Anybody? I’ll share….”

“We have studies tonight.”

“Excellent,” he grinned and tilted the bottle. He drank it straight down, a quarter of the bottle, and he acted like it was a soft drink. He placed it on the table and said, “Woo!” He looked at us. “You had more questions?”

“Who is Silithia?”

“She’s a witch. More than that I can’t say. She speaks for herself…when she has something to say. And I believe she said something to you a month ago.”

Kelly ignored his comment. “What are you here for?”

He said, “Silithia said you had a problem a month ago. She didn’t tell me what it was, just told me to do a follow up.”

Everybody looked at everybody, and especially at me.

Judd looked at me. “I thought so. You have a pleasant feeling to you. You feel like you’ve been,…like Silithia adjusted you. Tell me about it.”

Roxanne tried, “You can’t come in here and…we don’t really know who you are.”

We were a confused bunch of girls. On one hand, Judd was an unknown, a potential threat, and he had just moved in and taken over.

On the other hand…I felt him.

“No, it’s okay. He’s here for me.”

Judd sat back, his dinner finished, and asked, “And why am I here for you?”

“Silithia made me into a girl.”

“So you were a boy,” not a question, just an affirmation.

“I was a rude boy. I treated girls like shit. Silithia was called—“

“I called her,” said Kelly, challengingly.

I went on. “Silithia…she made love to me and…I woke up the next morning as a girl.”

Judd chuckled. “Well, that sounds like Silithia.”

“What do you know about her? Silithia, I mean,” asked Shirley.

Judd contemplated, then he nodded. “I guess you should know a little bit. But, like I said, I don’t speak for Silithia.”

He looked up, framed words, then looked back at us. “Silithia was abused by mankind. By a lot of men. But she realized that not all men were bad. When she came into her…powers…she decided to help mankind. Not men specifically, except for those who showed potential, but women. She empowers women, comes to their aid, and—“

“What about men?”

This was a pregnant moment. Only I, of all present, hadn’t been abused by a man. Every girl at the table had suffered snide comments, called bitches, been insulted, fucked and talked about.

I, having been one of their tormentors, knew this truth on a most intimate level. I was one of the worst when it came to abusing women.

“Men are encouraged to be kind, and some men, as I said, if they show potential, are raised up.”

“What do you mean ‘raised up?’”

He leaned forward then, placed his elbows on the table, and said to me, “Rexaline has potential. Look at him. Not her…but him. He’s strong and handsome, he’s a star athlete, he gets good grades…but what’s he going to do with his life?”

I was suddenly ashamed. “I insulted women.”

“Yes, you did. And have you learned anything?”

“Yes.” That was the most heartfelt ‘yes’ in my life.

He nodded. He looked at the girls.

Silithia doesn’t make men into girls before their time. They must earn the right to be the superior species. Sometimes this takes lifetimes, but in Rex’s case he has at least earned the right to see where he’s going.

“He hasn’t earned the right to be a woman. Not yet. But with this little adventure he’s been on, this glimpse of how superior a species can be, he has deserved Silithia’s help.”

“What are you going to do?” asked somebody, but I don’t know who. I was engrossed in looking at Judd. He was focused on me, and his eyes were mesmerizing. I could feel the goodness of him. I could feel…

“You understand, don’t you.”

I nodded.

“Understand what?”

“Tell them, Rex.”

“I have to go back to being a man.”

There were gasps and exclamations around the table.

“No!”

“You can’t!”

“He not only can…he must,” Judd addressed the objection. “Tell them why.”

They all looked at me. I began to cry. “Because I was born a man. there’s a balance here…and I must keep the balance.”

Judd sat back. He nodded. “Silithia was wise to help you. I can see the potential.”

“But you can’t take her from us!”

Judd turned to Josie. “I don’t take him, I return him, to himself…and to you in better shape. In Rex you will always have a friend, and he will never abuse you again. And his life will be lived, moral and upstanding, and in his actions, without even planning, he will assist Silithia in reshaping the world. In putting the world back in balance.”

We all sat glumly then.

Kelly, “When are you going to do this?”

“Rex?”

“Can I have an hour to be with my friends?”

“Of course. It’s a little before eight now. “I’ll come back at ten.” He smiled, bowed to the ladies, and left.

I sat, stunned and shocked and saddened beyond belief.

“Oh, my god,” somebody breathed.

“Heck,” I quipped, “You were getting tired of me, anyway.”             

A few held in sobs, then it started.

“I won’t miss your fat ass.”

“Ha!”

“His tits are too big, anyway.”

And the insults flew, the roast, and soon we were laughing, even as we cried on the inside.

Judd came back at ten. On the dot. He didn’t knock, just opened the door and walked into the living room.

A couple of the girls had gone upstairs. They couldn’t handle the parting. A lot of them were still there. A bottle of bourbon had appeared and, breaking all their own rules, the girls were actually taking shots straight from the bottle.

I wasn’t. I was waiting.

Judd came to me and put out his hand. I took it and he helped me up. “Any particular place?”

“Upstairs?” I looked at the girls, and a few of them nodded. The rest just looked glum.

Judd turned to the girls. “You might want to get him some of his own clothes, and he’ll probably be a little confused tomorrow morning, or at least all weepy.”

There were nods. One of the girls started crying.

Judd looked at me. “Lead on.”

I took him up the stairs to my room.

“You made some fine friends,” he observed, inspecting nicknacks in the room.

“I love them. I love them all.”

“I know what you mean. I once belonged to a great organization. I loved thousands of women, and they loved me.”

“But you gave them up for Silithia?”

“I did.”

We didn’t say anything then. I took off my dress and hung it over a chair. I took off my bra and thong. Judd watched me silently.

I felt cold, goose pimply, and I was scared. I had been a woman for a month, but had never kissed a boy, let alone…be with them.

I turned around.

“You want a drink?”

“No.”

He nodded. He came to me.

He kissed me, and my fears evaporated. As I said, he had an ambience that was not unlike Silithia’s. He had a magnetism, and a softness and sweetness to him. His muscles were like nothing I’d ever felt. Hard as rock, yet yielding to the touch, very gentle.

He held me, and he was so much bigger and stronger than I. He held me and lowered me to the bed. He began to kiss my breasts. Loving kisses that ended with soft but insistent lips pulling my nipples.

Oh, I had missed out. The feelings of sexual heat slammed into me and took my breath away.

His hand found my pussy and he inserted gentle fingers. He began to scratch my itch.

“OH!” I blurted, arching my back.

“Take your time,” he whispered. “Enjoy it.”

“Oh, I am!”

He slithered down and began to eat my pussy. I could feel his tongue laving my labia, his lips pulling at the clitoris. He worked his fingers, rimming me, bringing floods of sensation into my groin.

“Oh! God!” I whispered. I could hardly think for the feel of his strength taking me and shaping me.

“That’s Goddess,” he chuckled.

“Oh! Goddess!” I blurted, and we both laughed.

Then he was on top of me, pushing my knees apart with his strong legs. He looked down on me, and I could see nothing but care and concern.

I was moist, ready, and trembling like a bride on her wedding night. He slid his cock into me. Easy, smooth, adapting to my contours, opening me up.

“Oh!” I cried, amazed, my mind trying to grasp the immensity of being fucked.

He tilted his hips and drove into me, then untilted them and pulled out. He wiggled and squirmed and his cock felt huge inside of me.

He began to drive in and out, stopping here and there, slowing down and speeding up, and always watching me, loving me.

I felt it. Not like the quick ignition a male has, but a slow building, like waves coming into the shore.

“Oh…oh…” I mumbled. I began to cum. Hard surges that froze me, and made my body jerk.

“Yes,” he said, and he began to cum. His body jerked, and I could actually feel his dick throbbing, stiffening, and spewing.

I began to cry. It was so good, and I wanted it so much.

He kept spurting, and my orgasm waned, but he wasn’t done.

“Take it. Take my maleness. I have an unending supply. Take all you need.”

I did. I took all that sperm, I used my hips, my pussy, and I kept pulling and pulling, and he kept spewing and spewing. Long minutes passed, and still he came, and then I felt it…I was…filled. I was topped off. He had filled me with his maleness.

He kissed me and whispered into my happiness… “Sleep.” And I did.

I woke up in my own bed. In my own body. I opened my eyes, and I knew that I was back to being studly Rex the football star.

And I sorrowed.

But I rejoiced. I knew that Judd was right. Sometimes you have to earn being a woman.

Then I was surprised. I was in my own bed! I wasn’t in the bed at the sorority! But I was…I was supposed to wake up there!

I stood up, put on my clothes, and opened my door.

“Hey! He’s awake!”

It was Ben. And guys started coming out of their rooms. They were cheering and congratulating me and tousling my hair.

I was glad, and I hugged and shook hands, but I was also confused.

“Hey, Ben,” I asked when the hub bub de-bubbed. “What’s going on?”

“You don’t know?”

I shook my head.

“We couldn’t believe it. About midnight the girls brought you back. I mean, they marched across campus, carrying you on their shoulders. They brought you up here and tucked you in, and all they would say was that you had done your deed and you deserved to wake up in your own bed. Man, I tell you…you are the most envied man on campus.”

“Wow,” I said, and I grinned.

Yet, I missed my body. My girl body. Well, I would just have to spend more time with the the girls, and treat them like ladies this time. No more of that horn dog cheating stuff.

“When’s baseball try outs?” I asked.

“Tomorrow. You just made it. Where you been, anyway? I see your name on the Dean’s List, but I haven’t seen hide nor hair of you for a month.”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“I might.”

“Naw.” And I laughed.

END
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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