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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Hey Everybody!

Got some fun stuff for you this time.

Jesse gets made up as a woman so he can rob banks! I love this theme because not many women rob banks. Come on, girls! Let’s go!

Then there’s Ron. He gets talked into saving the starving orphans of India. A little make up, a dress, and, man, those orphans are going to be fat and chubby when he’s done!

And there’s the time Jack became the star attraction at Club Femme, and, one of my favorites, the time Roger went to sissy school. Oh, Roger, you are such a bad boy!

The point is that what is taboo is what society frowns upon, and, let’s face it, society just doesn’t want to have fun!

So break on through, have some fun, and…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


The Pink Bank Robber!

The perfect disguise…

man becomes a woman to rob banks!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

Ding Dong!

Jesse Vincent walked out of the hallway and through the foyer. “I’ll get it!”

Jesse was a slender man, about five foot nine, and handsome. His face was oval, even delicate, but there was no mistaking his male way of walking, the way his shoulders moved, the confidence of his stride.

“Okay,” his wife, Barbara called from the kitchen.

Jesse opened the front door a foot, then it was pushed open the rest of the way, nudging him back. Two figures moved into the foyer. He had never seen either one before.

“What the—“

“Shut up, pretty boy.” A gun was shoved into his face and he caught his breath.

“Who is it, Jesse?” Barbara called.

It was a man and a woman. The man was six foot two, had a square jaw and a shaved skull. His eyes were small, even piggish, and his glance was filled with venom.

The woman was a looker. She wore a skirt and a blouse on high heels, her hair was a bubble that curved below her skull. She was holding a gun, too.

“Keep him covered,” the man whispered.

Jesse opened his mouth to yell, and the man gripped his shirt and pressed the gun to his throat. “If you want her to live?”

Jesse was caught. He had no choice, and he gave a terse nod.

“Jesse?”

Barbara stepped out of the kitchen and the man took a quick step and pointed the gun directly between Barbara’s ample breasts.

The woman moved up and pointed her gun directly at Jesse’s groin. “Easy, lover.” She was grinning, laughing on the inside at his predicament.

“EEE—“ The man clapped his hand over Barbara’s mouth. He pulled her into the foyer, the hand holding the gun reaching around her head and doing the pulling.

“None of that.”

The big man looked around. He turned to Jesse. “Is there anybody else in the house? If you lie you die.”

Jesse shook his head. His heart was pounding and he felt faint. To be home invaded, and so easily. He felt so powerless.

“Okay, into the big room.”

Jesse and Barbara were herded into the living room.

“The drapes,” muttered the man. The woman quickly pulled them shut.

The man waved at the couch with his pistol. “Sit down, you two.”

Jesse and Barbara sat. Barbara moved against Jesse. There was nothing he could do to protect her, but she needed to touch him, to know that he was with her.

“Okay, babe,” the big man said. “Make us some dinner and I’ll clue Ken and Barby here in on what’s happening.”

The woman went for the kitchen. The man sat down in the Queen Anne chair in the corner of the living room and lit up a cigarette. He seemed very lax in his attitude now, but Jesse had no illusions. The hand that was lighting the cigarette could easily point and pull.

“Who are you?” Jesse’s voice quavered. He tried to keep it steady, but how do you do that with a gun pointed at you?

“I’m Mike and my girl is Toots. At least, that’s how you’ll address us.”

“What do you want?” Barbara sounded braver than Jesse, but she wasn’t.

“This…that. A million dollars.”

“We don’t have a million dollars. I don’t have much in my savings, but you can have it. You can have it all.”

Mike laughed. His voice was a rumble. “Now why would I rob my partners?”

Jesse blinked.

“Hey! Mike!”

“Yo!”

“They’re fixing steaks!”

Mike grinned. “Pretty nice of you, making us dinner like that.”

“What do you mean partners?”

“I mean…tomorrow morning at nine you’re going to walk into the Femville bank and rob it.”

“No. I’m not.”

“It’s your wife.”

Mike’s words were spoken softly, but they hit harshly. Jesse physically jerked, and Barbara gasped.

“Now, we’re going to tie you up—“

“No!”

“Don’t worry,” Mike’s voice was soft and gentle. “We just need to eat, then we’ll untie you. We’re not into the kinky stuff.”

“Pointing a gun at me isn’t kinky?”

“Not really.”

Mike took a couple of handcuffs out of his pocket. He tossed them to Jesse. “I want you to get under the dining room table. Cuff yourself to her, arms around the table, and cuff the other hands.

The dining room table was sturdy and heavy. The central pillar was thick and perfect. To escape Jesse and Barbara would have to turn the table over, which would be difficult as it was so heavy.

Jesse crawled under the table and snapped a cuff on his hand. When Barbara was on the other side she put her hand out and he cuffed himself to her. They stared at each other under the table, trying to think, trying to figure out what to do.

“Hurry up down there,” Mike was standing a few feet back so he could watch them.

Jesse cuffed their other hands together and now they couldn’t really see each other through the base of the table.
“Let’s go, honeybun!” Mike shouted. A moment later the delicious aroma of steaks wafted through the room.

“Oh, fuck,” whispered Jesse.

The steaks, complete with mashed potatoes with large glops of butter, were placed on the table and Mike and Toots sat down to eat. Their legs poked into Jesse and Barbara and the two under the table shifted and pulled on each other in their attempts to avoid the rude legs of the home invaders.

“Say, this is good stuff,” mumbled Mike.

“She cooks better than I do,” responded Toots through a mouthful of meat.

“Naw.”

“You’re just sayin’ that.”

“Honey bunny, you’re my love.”

“You’re so sweet.”

“You wanna fuck on the table after dinner?”

Toots laughed. “I’d love to.”

“Hey, I got an idea.” Suddenly Mike’s hand was under the table. “Here you go, good doggy.” He was holding a small piece of meat in his hand near Barbara’s face.

Toots chuckled, then her hand was under the table. The smell of the tasty viand was ambrosia to Jesse’s nose.

“Come on, Barbara. Eat up.”

Barbara didn’t want to. Nor did Jesse.

Toots booted Jesse. “Come on, slick.”

Mike looked under the table. “Don’t make me stop this car.” Then he laughed and laughed and laughed.

As the pair eating Jesse and Barbara’s steak became more insistent, the couple under the table knew they were going to have to eat.

Just like a pair of dogs, forced to eat treats from their owner’s hands.

Finally, Jesse moved his face forward and took the piece of steak between his teeth.

“There’s a good boy,” chortled Toots. “Now lick my fingers.”

Jesse stared at her hand. She had long, red nails, back scratching nails, and he didn’t want to lick them.

She kicked him.

He moved forward again. He kicked her fingers.

“Suck them.”

He was forced to suck her fingers, one at a time. He could taste the steak juice on her fingers. It was delicious, but Jesse didn’t want to, but…her fingers tasted good. And…it was sexual. His tongue licked up her pads, then his lips pulled down over her smooth flesh. He could feel her nails in his mouth.

He got a boner.

“Ooh, he’s nice. How’s yours?”

“Stubborn.” Mike looked under the table. He smiled politely, “You can suck my fingers or suck my dick. Which would you prefer?”

Barbara’s eyes went wide. “Your…your fingers,” she whispered.

Mike straightened up, then smiled. He felt Barbara’s soft, red lips pulling on his digits. “Oh, yes. That’s good. In fact, Jesse, your wife must be quite the cocksucker.”

Thee wasn’t anything Jesse could say. Especially since his mouth was full of Toots’ fingers.

And so the dinner went. On top of the table Mike and Toots cut and sliced and chewed the delicious meat. Under the table Jesse and Barbara ate little bits of the steaks, and licked the fingers of their captors.

They wanted to talk, to discuss the situation, but there was no way that was going to happen.

Mike and Toots, however, were able to freely converse. They kept their voices low, however, so Jesse and Barbara couldn’t really pick up too much.

Finally, the dinner ended. Mike pushed back and sighed. “That was great. You’re a good cook, Barbara.”

Barbara said nothing.

“That was a compliment. What do you say?”

“Thank you.” Her voice was almost a whimper.

“I hate when they sound so beaten down. It’s like they’re not having a fun.”

“After all,” agreed Toots. “We fed them, they should be happy.”

“You hear that, Jesse? Barbara? You should be grateful!”

Dripping with sarcasm, Jesse said, “Thanks.”

Mike pushed back his chair. “Honeybun? Can you find some liquor and make us some drinks? All of us?”

Toots left the table and headed for the kitchen.

Mike presented the key to the cuffs to Jesse. “Here you go, handsome. Let yourselves loose and let’s have a talk. Barbara, you can clear the table and do the dishes. If you try to run away or do anything weird, grab a knife or something, I’ll shoot Jesse right in the balls.”

Barbara gasped.

Jesse found it difficult to unlock the cuffs using only one hand, but he managed. A minute later he was sitting at the table across from Mike, and Barbara was clearing the table.

Toots entered the room. She had found the liquor cabinet and made four drinks. She placed them on the table. Two on hers and Mike’s side, two on Jesse and Barbara’s side. The chairs were pushed back a little to give everybody plenty of room.

Mike took a sip. “Woo! This is good shit!”

“Hancock's President's Reserve Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey,” blurted Toots happily, taking a big glug.

“Damn, what’s that? A hundred bucks a bottle?”

“Two hundred,” muttered Jesse.

“Well, you got good taste. Hope you don’t mind if we drink it all.”

“You seem to be helping yourselves.”

“Aw, now Jesse, don’t be bitter. You can always buy another bottle, but how often do you get to spend your time with such nice people as Toots and I? Eh?”

“So what's going to happen now?”

“I should be offended, you’re so quick and don’t want to engage in a little friendly chat…but I understand. You’re a little upset, your world’s been turned upside down. I understand.”

Barbara was done with the dishes. She entered the room and took the seat next to Jesse.

“Tomorrow, my good friends, we’re going to rob a bank. Toots will drive the car. Jesse will help me. If you follow directions everything will go off nice and easy. If you don’t…well, in the resulting gunfire people can be hurt. So I advise you to learn your lessons and play your parts well.”

“We won’t rob a bank.”

“If anything goes wrong, even the slightest thing, then Toots will take Barbara into the country and…well, let’s just say it won’t be nice.”

Jesse wanted to scream in rage, but that wouldn’t do any good. He held his tongue.

“Toots, you want to go get the plans?”

Toots smiled and went outside. A minute later they heard a car door slam, and shortly after that Toots came back into the house. She handed Mike a roll of papers.

Mike opened up a large schematic, the floor plan of the Third Western bank.

“Okay, now you can see this is the counter. They have bullet proof glass on it, but only single sheets. We can slip right between the sheets, and that’s only if the door doesn’t open. Easy peasy, right?”

Mike stared at the lines on the map.

“I’ll be right here. I have a very loud gun and I’ll be screaming. You’ll go behind the counter and collect trays of money. Don’t bother with the vault.”

Jesse looked up at the thug and tilted had quizzically.

“They put die in the stacks of cash, the numbers are all registered. We get all the trays we can get an easy $20K. No die, no numbers, old and wrinkled bills that are perfect for recycling.” He grinned.

“Now, you’ll be wearing a mike on your neck. Toots will be able to hear if you say anything, try to claim your innocence, ask for help, or anything. She’ll talk into her mike, which goes direct to my ear buds. She’ll shoot Barbara, I’ll shoot you, and that will be the end of your fun and games.”

Mike and Barbara stared in horror.

“Don’t look so upset. Just keep your mouth shut, collect the money, and everything will be fine.”

“Easy for you to say,” murmured Jesse bitterly.

Mike nodded. “Yep. It is. By the way, there won’t be any bullets in your gun. But if you yell a lot and wave it around everybody will believe it, so feel free to act rambunctious. Toots?”

Toots took over the ‘briefing.’ “I’ll be driving a van with a side sliding panel. Easy to get in and easy to get out. Barbara will be handcuffed to the rear of the van. All she has to do is sit there and look pretty.”

Mike butted in with a grin. “Can you do that, honey? Look pretty?”

Barbara said nothing.

Toots spread a map of the area around the bank on the table. “I’ll be following this route.” She traced a path on the map. “I’ll drop you off here, and pick you up here, on the other side.”

Mike: “People will recognize me. This will ruin my life.”

“Nah. You’re going to be well disguised. Nobody will know you.”

“What about the police?” interjected Barbara. “It’s not a big town, there will be police and—“

“We’ve got the police handled,” interrupted Mike. “Don’t worry about them.”

Jesse spoke bitterly. “You’ve got everything figured out.”

“Pretty much. Of course, there are always the little things. Maybe somebody has a concealed carry. Maybe a guard comes out of the back room and opens fire…but aside from that, it should go as smooth as silk.”

Jesse shook his head slowly.

“And that brings us to the final thing we have to discuss.”

Jesse and Barbara stared at Mike.

“Have you ever heard of the Stockholm Syndrome?”

Barbara looked blank, but Jesse had heard of it.

“It’s when people who have been imprisoned start to like their captors. And that will never happen.”

Mike glanced at Toots and smiled. He looked back to Jesse, “Don’t say never too soon.”

Mike waited. He knew the other shoe was about to drop.

“We, Toots and I, we like the Stockholm Syndrome. We like it when our captives like us. And the bald fact is that when we have caught somebody, if we create the Stockholm Syndrome in them then they give us less trouble, go along with the program, and…” he shrugged.

“Okay. We like you. Is that all?”

Mike pivoted his head side to side slowly. “No, Jesse. You see, to create the Stockholm Syndrome we have to make you love us.”

“Love you.”

“And the easiest way to make you love us is to make love to you. Or to be precise, I’ll take your wife, and Toots will take you.”

Jesse’s mouth opened in shock. Barbara shook her head fiercely. “No! No!”

Mike turned to Barbara. “Sorry, girlfriend, but that’s the way it’s got to be. “I’m going to take you into the bedroom while Toots keeps watch on Jesse. Then She’ll take Jesse into the bedroom while I watch you.”

“That’s not right!” Jesse choked, tried to suppress his rage. “You can’t just come in here and…and…do this against our will.”

“That’s the clever part. It won’t be against your will. Barbara will ask me to make love to her, and you will ask Toots.”

“No!”

Mike raised his pistol and pointed it at Jesse.
“Barbara, honey. Did you want to ask me something?”

A long moment passed.

Jesse’s life passed before his eyes. He remembered meeting Barbara, falling in love. He remembered the ups and the downs. He remembered the many nights when they made love. He whispered. “It’s okay. Honey. It’s not like we want to do this. It won’t mean a thing.”

“That’s right, honey,” stated Mike with a grin. He stood up. “And to sweeten the pot…” he pulled his zipper down with one hand and reached in. He pulled out the biggest penis Barbara had ever seen.

It was ten inches. It was fat and thick and the veins stood out on the sides.

Then it began to get hard.

“That’s the thing, Jesse. She’ll deny it, but every woman wants to know what a big penis feels like. Sure, you’re the meat and potatoes of her life, but she wants to know what a truly big cock feels like. The good news is that she won’t fall out of love with you. It’s just sex, right? But she wants to know what my big hog is going to feel like inside her tight hole. Right, Barbara?”

Jesse stared at the monster.

Barbara wanted to touch it, to feel it.

“You see, big is fantastic, but it can hurt.” He looked at Barbara, “In a good way.”

“I don’t want…I don’t…” but Barbara was staring at the huge monster sticking out from Mike’s pants.

“Tell her it’s all right, Jesse.”

Jesse could hardly speak, but he managed. “It’s okay, honey. Just sex. We’ll get over this.”

“Now, Barbara, do you want to ask me to make love? Or should I just puncturate your lovin’ hubby’s forehead?”

Still unable to take her eyes off the monster prick, Barbara muttered, “Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“Okay, you can…you can…”

“Ask me sweetly, honey. Beg me to make love to you? Ask me to put my big dick inside your beautiful pussy.”

Barbara managed to look up at Mike’s face. “Can you fuck me?”

“You want my big cock inside you?”

Barbara looked at Jesse. Her face was a mixture of shame and embarrassment and desire. She looked back at Mike. “Yes. I want to feel your big cock inside me.”

“Well, I suppose I could…but, Jesse? Are you all right with that?”

Shamed, humiliated, unable to voice a reply, Jesse nodded.

“Well, okay. Now that that is settled…sugar bun, you want to keep your gun aimed at Jesse?”

Toots was grinning a mile wide. “Go sit in that Queen Anne chair.”

Jesse stood up. His legs were weak and he trembled, but he managed to cross the room. He sat in the uncomfortable, old chair and watched with haunted eyes as Mike motioned with a pistol and his wife moved towards the hall way.

“If you hurt her,” he warned.

Mike just laughed. “It’s a hurt she’ll want more of. He followed Barbara into the hallway.

Jesse turned his head towards Toots. “How can you do this?”

She held the pistol on him with one hand, she reached up and gripped the edge of her dress with the other. She pulled her dress down and a big, fat tit plopped out. “Your turn will come, honey. And believe me…you’re going to like it.”

Jesse just dropped his head and stared at the floor.

Barbara walked into the bedroom and stared at the bed she and her husband shared. In the front of her mind was the thought that she was going to betray her husband on this very bed. She was going to screw Mike. She was going to spread her legs and take him deep inside her.

In the back of her mind was…anticipation? A sheer nervous wonder?

And she had to admit that Mike had been right. As a woman she had always wondered what a big cock would feel like inside her. Was it going to stretch her out? Was it going to hurt? Was it going to bring her more pleasure than Jesse’s average sized penis gave her?”

“Go ahead and take off your clothes,” Mike suggested. He leaned against the wall and watched.

Barbara slowly took her dress off. Her face turned red. It felt like all the hairs on her body were standing on end. Her nipples were stiff and she felt excitement shoot through her body as the material pulled over her nipples.

That was the moment she finally admitted to herself that she wanted this.

She stood in panties and bra and stared at the big man.

Mike whistled low. “Baby. Your old man has no idea what he’s got here.”

“He does so,” she blurted.

“No. He’s just a schmuck that fucks. I’m going to show you how real men make love.”

“I don’t want to know,” she lied, unaware of the contradictions in her protest.

“Oh, yes. You do. Take your bra off.”

Barbara reached behind herself, which made her breasts stand out even further. She undid the clasp and the bra fell. Her boobs tumbled out and Mike caught his breath.

“Shit.” he whispered.

Then. “Take off your panties.”

Barbara took off her panties. She was red, flustered, embarrassed, but also proud. Mike’s reaction to her naked body was perfect. It was exactly what a woman wanted to hear.

Mike put the pistol on the dresser next to the door.

Barbara knew she could never overpower him. He was too big. Too strong.

He undid his belt and let his pants fall. His legs were strong, thick, and hairy.

“You’re like a gorilla,” she said, staring at his hairy legs.

He just grinned. “A gorilla would like to have my cock.”

He took off his shirt and stood naked before her.

His body was large, banded with muscles, and his cock stood out like a howitzer barrel.

“I know you want it,” he spoke soothingly. “So come and feel it. Hold it. Suck it. Learn about it.”

Barbara moved forward, aware of the gun, but relegating that to the back of her mind. She was more interested in the mighty tool poking out at her.

Mike stepped forward a pace.

Barbara reached down and put her hands around his dong. It was massive. Both her hands could barely fit around it.

“Stroke it.”

Barbara moved her hands back and forth. It was like she was stroking a massive muscle. She could feel the veins slipping through her hands. When she came to the head she felt faint. It was as big as a tennis ball.

“I can’t take it,” she was mesmerized, watched the big tool.

“Sure you can. We’ll use lots of lube, and we’ll take our time. It’ll hurt a little bit, but you’ll like it.”

He bent then, lifted her chin with one hand, and kissed her on the lips.

It was like he swallowed her. She just felt faint, felt like his lips had devoured hers. She held on and tried not to enjoy it.

Mike lowered his head to her breasts and fed. He was a perfect blend of rough and light. It was like his mouth was filled with sandpaper and lubricant.

He pulled back, smiled at her, lifted her and put her on the bed.

He reached into his pocket and took out a tube of lube. It was a big tube.

“Now just lay back and relax and I’ll take you to heaven.”

Trembling, Barbara did as he said. She lay back and spread her legs. She felt the coolness of the lube, then his fat digits smeared it around her hole, into her hole, and onto his penis.

“That’s it, baby. You’re about to have the thrill of a lifetime. When we’re done you’re going to want to rob banks with me.”

“No…no…” but though her words were negative, her emotion was positive. She wanted that dick inside her.

Mike knelt on the bed and the mattress sagged. “Her we go, honey,” he held his humongous dong to her hole, pushed the big head between her labia and directly against her hole.

It hurt, but, like Mike said, only a little, then the head popped in and she marveled. He was so big, and he was inside her.

Then Mike began to push forward.

The hurt started up again, and again died quickly.

She felt the big veins swirling against her walls.

She felt him penetrating her. Deeper and deeper.

His big balls slapped against her ass.

She couldn’t move. She was frozen by the size of him, by how he had opened her up.

He began to go in and out. He took his time, kissed her breasts, her mouth. Cupped her buns and lifted him up to her.

It was like being fucked by heaven. It was amazing. It felt, sometimes, like the feeling of lips that were chapped to the point of cracking.

And sometimes it just swooned her, made her glad she was a woman.

“Tilt your hips, honey. Feel it. You can come on me.”

She held to him then, arms around his massive shoulders, and she thrust her hips up, tilted them, and felt the giant length of him pulling out, sliding against her pussy.

Again and again.

She stopped thinking. All she could do was feel.

Then she knew she was going to cum. She felt the little trigger inside, and she could feel an ocean of desire welling up from her hole.

“Yeah, baby.” He fucked harder, stroked longer, wiggled his dick so she could feel the tip of him inside her.

“AHHHH!” It was guttural. It was forced out of her. It was amazing.

And Mike, a big grin on his face. “I knew it.” And he began to spew his seed inside her.

In the living room Jesse heard his wife cum.

“Pretty good, eh?” Toots grinned at him. “I tell ya, that dick is gold. When he fucks me I think I’m going to go to heaven and stay there.”

Jesse said nothing. His mind was shattered. His wife had made love to another man. No, they had no choice, but…it hurt.

But they would get through this. They would.

A half hour later the bedroom door opened and Mike and Barbara came out. Mike held her hand and she couldn’t stop looking up at him. Never in her life had she experienced such wonder.

Mike smiled at her and they walked down the hall and into the living room.

Barbara realized what she was doing and she let go of Mike’s hand. She looked at Jesse and guilt overwhelmed her.

Although he felt betrayed, Jesse whispered, “It’s okay.”

But Barbara was destroyed inside. She had liked it so much, and, given a chance, she would do it again. Mike was that good.

Toots stood up. “Okay, stud. Your turn. Get prepared for me to blow your mind.”

Jesse stood up.

Barbara came to him, looked up at him. “Honey, I’m sorry. I…”

“It’s okay,” he said. But it wasn’t, and it felt like another man was doing the lying for him.

“Have a seat.” Mike waved his pistol at the couch, and he sat in the Queen Ann.

Barbara sat down on the couch, huddled in on herself.

She had fucked another man. She hadn’t wanted to, then she had, and now she wanted to again.

She couldn’t look her husband in the eye.

“Remember,” Mike warned Jesse. “If you do the wrong thing, then I’ll do the wrong thing.” He lifted up his pistol.

Jesse nodded, then Toots pushed him into the hallway.

Toots stayed behind him. Moved him into the bedroom.

Like Mike, she placed the pistol on the dresser.

“Get undressed,” she commanded.

Jesse went to the bed and took off his pants.

His dick was half the size of Mikes, but it was hard.

“Oooh, somebody’s glad to see me,” Toots cooed.

“Let’s get this over with.”

“Not so fast, Jesse boy.”

Jesse took off his shirt and stood naked. He was slender. His hair was medium long. His face was…interesting.

“I know what you’re going through,” said Toots. “Your wife has been fucked and you’re angry. But you’re also interested in me. In a way, you want to get revenge. You want to fuck like she did.”

Jesse said nothing.

“Well, I’ve got good news and bad news.”

“You’re not going to fuck me?” Jesse couldn’t keep the mix of despair and hunger out of his voice.

“Oh, I’m going to fuck you.”

Toots was wearing a red dress. She undid the front and stepped out, and Jesse’s mouth opened in surprise.

She was wearing a dildo. A strap on. It was big and it hung down between her legs.

She raised it with her hands and it pointed at Jesse.

“I can’t…I can’t…”

“Sorry, honey. It’s got to be this way. You’ll understand why tomorrow. But tonight…you’re about to learn how the other half lives.”

“But I’m not gay!”

“Neither am I. But what does gay have to do with it? Gay people do this, and they like it. So why shouldn’t you enjoy it? Now lay back. Let me warm you up.”

She pushed Jesse and he sat on the bed. She squatted and took his penis in her mouth.

Jesse groaned. It felt good. This whole situation was crazy, but…it felt good!

“That’s it, honey,” she mumbled around her sucking. She fondled his testicles, then one hand slipped back between his buns.

He tightened up.

“Relax,” she said. “This is going to happen. Do you want me to call Mike in? Tied you down and just jam it in? I mean, wouldn’t you rather feel the love?”

He was actually terrified. He had never played with his butt, but she kept talking low and soft. And she kept touching his bunghole.

“It’s going to feel so good. Do you know how many dildos are sold in the US? And they aren’t all for women. Most are for men. This is what so many men want.”

She kept stroking his tightness, then she pushed lube into him, and used a pinkie to push it further and to spread it out.

“Please,” tears were in his eyes.

“Just relax, honey. This is necessary.”

“But…but…”

Then she had a pair of fingers in him, and she reamed him gently.

He heard a groan, and realized her fingers had slipped out of him. Fuck! He liked it!

She used three fingers, and now he was breathing hard, relaxing, even moving his hips to better accommodate her.

“We can’t…I shouldn’t…”

But she had four fingers in him and was really moving them around. Her thumb stuck up between his ass cheeks, his hole was filled.

“Okay, honey, do you want to take it on all fours? Or like this?”

He was ashamed, he didn’t want to look at her, and he opted for all fours.

He turned over and she reached under him and stroked his penis. She pushed her plastic peter into him.

He groaned and arched his back. He had never felt anything so delicious in his life.

“That’s it, honey. “Enjoy. You aren’t gay. You’re just making love in a different way.”

He found himself closing his eyes and tilting his hips and feeling the big dildo slide in against his walls. It was amazing. It was heaven on a stick.

And, if that wasn’t enough, her hand kept stroking him, and the other hand fondled his nuts.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, and he began to squirt.

“That’s it, baby. Let it out.”

And he did. Rope after rope of hot, steaming cum.

And with every grunt and spew she pushed into him, ground the penis into his body, touched his prostate, made him feel better than he had ever felt in his life.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck.”

Behind him Toots smiled.


PART TWO

Toots brought Jesse back into the living room. Jesse couldn’t look Barbara in the eye. He stared at the floor and his face was totally red.

“That looked like it went well,” Mike smiled broadly.

“Jesse? Are you all right?” Then Barbara looked up at the grinning home invaders. “What did you do?”

“Your hubby just learned how the other half lives,” quipped Toots.

“Toots used a strap on on Jesse. He is officially a girl.”

Barbara stared at the couple, stunned.

“You…fucked him?”

“All the way,” laughed Toots. “And he liked it.”

“That’s why he’s acting like he is. Not because he got screwed, but because he liked it. Heck, I’ll bet he wants some more. Eh? Jesse?”

Jesse just sat down and said nothing.

Barbara sat down next to him, put her arm around him. “You animals,” she hissed.

“Heck, you liked it.”

“What’s not to like.

Barbara ignored Mike and Toots and hugged Jesse. “It’s all right, honey.”

Jesse said nothing. In his mind he was conflicted like he had never been.

Yes, he had enjoyed it. Was he still a man?

“Well,” said Mike, “it looks like it’s time to sleep.” To Toots, “And you didn’t cum. Feel like a little of the good stuff?”

“You bet.”

“Okay, you two, up and back to the bedroom.”

Mike waved with his pistol again, and everybody walked down the hallway.

In the bedroom Mike had Jesse lay on his back. He had Barbara lie on him, and he pulled their arms around each other and cuffed them together. They were naked, and embarrassed, and they lay in each other’s arms and were unable to move.

Then Mike produced another pair of handcuffs and cuffed their ankles together, and around the bedpost at the foot of the bed.

“You kids go to sleep now. Big day tomorrow.”

Mike turned off the lights, then climbed onto the bed with Toots.

Jesse and Barbara turned on their sides and faced each other in the darkness. She whispered, “Are you okay.”

Jesse nodded against Barbara’s neck.

Above them they could hear the sound of Mike kissing Toots pussy. “Oh, baby, you are the juiciest.”

“Just for you, honey.”

Then Mike pushed his large cock into her wet cunt. “Oh, fuck!” Whimpered Toots. “Do me, big man!”

Mike went in and out with gusto, the bed actually moved a little bit, but it didn’t rise up enough for the cuffs around Jesse and Barbara’s ankles to come loose.

“What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

Above them they heard the fap, fap, fap of sex organs pounding.

It was unavoidable, the sound and smell of sex, Jesse began to rise up.

Barbara gulped as she felt his meat push against her pussy. She was still filled with Mike’s sperm, and she tried to wiggle so Jesse wouldn’t feel it.

But Jesse felt the goo, and it only made him harder.

Which made Barbara get aroused. She whispered. “Put it in me.”

Jesse felt her breasts pressing against him. He felt his cock pushing up against her sopping pussy, and then…he slid inside her.

Being fucked by Mike made Barbara juicy, but it also made her want sex. That big cock had made her cum, but she wanted more. She wanted to cum again.

They wiggled and Jesse was on top. Barbara spread her legs and her pussy engulfed his cock.

They were breathing hard now, and they began to kiss. Jesse ground himself against Barbara, and Barbara pressed her breasts into him.

“OH…YES!” Toots, on the bed, moaned loudly and began to cum.

Mike laughed hoarsely and redoubled his pumping efforts, then he raised his head and curled his toes and began to spew. It was his second load of the night, but it wasn’t lessened for all that. It was a full outpouring of rich, thick semen. It filled Toots up and she kept pressing against him, trying to get more and more.

Beneath them, on the floor, Jesse started to grunt.

Mike stopped. He listened. He laughed. “Sounds like the children are being naughty.”

Jesse couldn’t stop grunting. He was close. Beneath him Barbara held on, and she actually started getting close.

Mike leaned over the edge of the bed. “They are! Listen to them!”

Toots chuckled and leaned over to look.

The bedroom was dark, but it was obvious that Jesse and Barbara were going at it. Barbara’s eyes could be seen looking up at them, glittering, shiny with lust.

Mike and Toots rolled over, separated, and listened to Jesse squirt.

Then Barbara gasped and had her orgasm.

A minute later the bedroom was silent.

“Well,” observed Mike, “that was entertaining.”

A short while later Mike and Toots were snoring.

On the floor Jesse was still ensconced in Barbara’s pussy.

“I’m sorry,” Jesse breathed into her ear.

“That’s okay,” said Barbara.

“Can I stay in you a while?”

“Yes.”

They lay, were hooked together by his penis, and finally slept. Sometime during the night his penis fell out of her.

“Rise and shine!” Mike yelled out, jumping over the sleeping Jesse and Barbara and landing on the floor.

Jesse and Barbara woke up at once. Toots groaned and said she wanted to sleep.

Mike slapped her ass and told her to get it in gear.

He looked down at Jesse and Barbara. He smiled. “Barbara, you’ll be making breakfast. Jesse, we have something else planned for you.”

Toots sat on the edge of the bed and Jesse and Barbara looked up at her.

She was a beautiful woman, with large breasts and a nice face. And a mean streak a mile wide.

She got off the bed. “You’re coming with me, stud,” she said to Jesse.

The handcuffs came off and Jesse and Barbara got to their feet. Sleeping in awkward position all night made them stuff and a bit sore, but they managed to get up and move around.

Mike took a shower with Barbara first. He made her wash his cock until he squirted, then he laughed at her. “You’re dying for another go around, aren’t you?”

Barbara was frozen. She was on her knees, soaping him up, and she was afraid to give an answer.

Mike lifted her up by the arms, then he hoisted her up and placed her on his penis. “Have fun, girlie.” He began to bounce her on his shaft.

Jesse and Toots were in the bedroom, waiting their turn.

“You can’t make us rob a bank,” he said.

She just grinned.

A couple of minutes later Mike got out of the shower. He laughed at the look on Jesse’s face and began to dress. When Barbara exited the shower Jesse saw that was dripping white stuff.

So she had fucked him again.

He had been fucked, and his wife was getting off on another man’s cock.

He felt like a total failure.

And his asshole itched, and he wanted it scratched.

“Come on, honey,” Toots led him into the shower.

Once again Toots fucked him. She held the dildo and screwed his ass. Unbelievably, he was dripping. He didn’t have an orgasm, but his cock had a long string of silvery semen stretching down from it.

Toots just grinned, played with his cock, then began shaving him. Everywhere.

She shaved his body, using a little hand held blade. She shaved his arms and his legs. She shaved his groin. “Don’t move, honey. I don’t want to cut anything off.”

As in a dream, Jesse stood in the shower and watched the hairs rinse off him.

His back, his butt, and she spent a long time on his face.

When she was done his face was super smooth. He wasn’t a heavily bearded man, anyway, but now his face looked soft and even feminine.

“You know,” observed Totos, “we spent a long time picking you out. You have to be absolutely perfect for what we plan.

But, outside of knowing they were going to be robbing a bank, Jesse didn’t know anything about what they planned.

They got out of the shower, and now Jesse was walking differently. He had been opened up. He didn’t walk with that male swagger, he walked with a different gait. A gait that he had seen gay men effect.

“There you go,” Toots slapped his ass. “That’s what we needed.”

“You’re screwing me so I can’t walk?”

“Just so you walk like a woman. It’ll help your disguise.”

Jesse had no idea what Toots meant.

They walked into the kitchen and Barbara had bacon and eggs done. Mike was buttering bread, but he stopped and picked up his gun when Jesse entered the kitchen.

“How’s he doing?” Mike asked of Jesse.

“Perfect.”

Jesse and Barbara were confused, but there was nothing they could do. Everybody sat down to eat.

“Sit there,” Toots commanded.

Jesse sat down at the side of the dining table. Toots put two cases on the table and opened them up. There were two more cases on the floor.

Make up.

“What is this?”

“The perfect disguise. You’re going to rob the bank as a woman.”

Jesse opened his mouth to speak, but Mike forestalled him. “Don’t bother complaining. This is what’s going to happen.”

Toots knelt at his feet and began painting his nails.

“Why does he have to be a woman?”

“We want to mislead the cops. And, more important, we really don’t want you guys caught. You get caught, you tell the cops something, we get caught…” he shrugged. “Bad business, that.”

Toots finished his toe nails and worked on his hands. She prepped his nails and said, “You won’t have any bullets in your gun, so I can give you long fingernails.”

“Not too long,” mentioned Mike. “We want him to carry sacks of cash.”

“Not too long,” repeated Toots.

She gave him ovals that extended just past his fingers.

“Being female will screw up any facial recognition and really mess their computers up.”

Toots began working on Jesse’s face. “He’s got great bone structure. You really should have been a woman.”

He walks like one now,” Mike snickered.

“That he does.”

Barbara sat in a chair in the living room and watched. She tried to come up with a plan, but Mike and Jesse were watching her all the time.

Toots cleansed his face, prepared it for the color, and carefully worked on his eyelids, his eyebrows, and his eyelashes.

When she was done he had arching eyebrows, very sexy. His eyelashes were thick and long, and his eyes were dusky caves within which sparkled his eyes.

Barbara couldn’t believe it. He was changing completely, and she actually felt a surge within. He was sexy. Would she fuck him as a woman?

Probably.

Definitely.

In fact, her heart was pounding and her pussy was getting wet.

Toots painted his lips with slick, red lipstick, then she examined his hair. “You want me to style it? Get a wig? What?”
Mike moved around and examined Jesse. “His hair is perfect, but…it is too short.”

“A wig it is.”

Toots was a blonde, and she put a strip of adhesive over Jesse’s head, than attached a brunette wig onto Jesse’s head.

“Wow. He is a babe.”

“Don’t get excited, lover,” Toots said drily. “I don’t want you fucking men.”

“Oh, I won’t, but…he almost makes me wish I did.”

His make up on, Jesse put on panty hose and a bra. Jesse wondered why he needed a bra, but he found out when Toots put two breast forms into the bra.

“Damn, Toots. You’re good,” Mike observed.

Toots just smiled.

A dress. A nice summer dress that covered up his tits and made them look real. Big, but real.

And, shoes.

“I’m giving him one inch flats. He can click, but he can’t run.”

“Ha!”

And Jesse was a woman. In appearance, if not in his heinie hole.

Barbara stared at him and her mouth was open.

Jesse was beautiful. His face was delicate, and so showed a certain femininity. His fingers were long and slender and perfectly done. His legs were encased with shine and…and he made her heart beat harder.

Odd, she had been fucked with the world’s biggest dick, and now she wanted a woman.

Of course he had a penis under his dress. In fact, it had kept trying to rise and Toots had finally used tape to strap it against his leg. His front was smooth and perfect.

Mike came over to Barbara, put his arm around her.

She didn’t mind.

“He’s pretty good looking.”

Toots rode over him, “She’s pretty good looking.”

“All right. Let’s have a drink, settle down, and go over the plan one more time.

It was still early morning, and they sat and Mike made Jesse and Barbara detail the plan for him. Then he rolled up the plans and said, “Let’s get this show on the road!”

Jesse walked out of the house, his heels clicking.

“You make sure they click. Clicking heels is powerful, and all the people in the bank will feel your power. Even if you don’t have any.” She cackled at her joke.

Toots drove the van down town, and they stopped a block away.

Mike held up a mask, a plastic thing that distorted all his features.

“Don’t I get one?” asked Jesse.

“You don’t need one.”

“Why don’t you disguise yourself as a woman?”

“I don’t want to learn to walk the way you do.”

That shut Jesse up. He was walking with a sway, his asshole very tender and sexy feeling.

Toots pulled up next to the bank, but didn’t enter the parking lot. Mike handed Jesse a pistol. It was light because there were no bullets in it.

“Ready?” Toots asked.

“Call ‘em.” Mike put a small microphone around Jesse’s neck.

Toots picked up a cell phone and dialed 911.

“What’s your emergency!”

“He’s got a gun! He took my son! Please! Help me!”

Jesse and Barbara stared, and Toots babbled on, very convincingly,  gave an address, then she said, “No! No!”

Mike slapped two blocks of wood together twice. It sounded exactly like gunshots, and Toots hung up.

Mike grinned. “Let’s go, partner.”

The door slid open and Mike and Jesse stepped into the sunlight and headed for the bank. They were both wearing latex gloves.

Mike walked like a man, and he had his arm around Jesse’s shoulder, treating her like he was his wife or girlfriend.

Jesse listened to the clicking of his heels and he had to acknowledge what Toots had said. There was a certain power to the click of the heel.

They entered the front of the bank and Mike went into action. He stepped up to a guard and put a pistol into the guard’s face, then took the guard’s revolver.

“EVERYBODY ONE THE GROUND!”

His voice was huge. People turned, stared, and began to get on the ground.

Jesse headed for the door to the teller’s area. It was locked, but it was also stupid; it was a short door and he reached over the top and turned the knob.

“DON’T FUCKING MOVE!” Mike kept yelling.

Jesse walked through the teller’s area. He had a bag and he grabbed trays and shook the contents into the bag. He picked up bigger bills from the drawers under the trays. Occasionally he found stacks of bills.

“YOU WANT ME TO SHOOT YOU!”

Nobody was moving, everybody was terrified, and there was no reason to yell, but Mike wanted to keep everybody off balance.

Forty-five seconds had passed and Jesse had reached the end of the teller’s area. He looked at the vault, and actually had a yearning. Big stacks of cash, but he followed the plan. He turned and ran for the entrance to the teller’s area.

Mike and Jesse trotted across the parking lot and towards a hedge. They tried to make speed and yet look normal. What a contradiction.

Just before a gap in the hedge…BANG!

Mike slipped and fell.

Jesse turned and saw a customer from the bank. He was holding a gun.

“Stop!”

Mike was on one knee. There was blood on his pants. He was grimacing. He held his pistol out to Jesse.

Jesse surprised himself. He took the gun, turned and snapped off a shot. The fellow in front of the bank jumped behind a column, and that gave Jesse time. He helped Mike to his feet and pushed him through the hedge.

The van was on the other side, four feet across the sidewalk, and they jumped in. The door slid shut and Toots hit the gas.

“I heard a shot!”

Mike groaned and rolled onto his back.

Jesse sat in shock. He held the pistol. He had shot at somebody. More, he had protected Mike.

Stockholm Syndrome, he thought.

 He had identified with the people who had home invaded him, screwed him, dressed him up like a woman.

Barbara was sitting in the passenger seat. She was turned around and staring at him.

Jesse held the gun loosely. He didn’t understand what had happened. But he put the gun down on the floor of the van and looked at his wife. He shook his head and his expression betrayed his helpless feeling.

What had he done?

The police were on the other side of town, following up on a bogus 911 call.

The customer who had fired at them was being treated like a hero, even though he had hidden behind a column.

The tellers talked about the woman who robbed them. They described her perfectly. Well dressed, brunette, and…a woman.

Television cameras came, the FBI came, drawings of the man and the woman who robbed the bank were circulated.

Mike, Jesse, Toots and Barbara sat on the couch, all scrunched together, and watched the big screen TV.

“We did it,” crowed Toots.

Mike had a hole in his leg, but it was through and through and responded to Toots patching. He limped, but he was okay.

Barbara just held onto Jesse’s arm and looked at him.

Jesse was still dressed like a woman.

Truth. He liked dressing like a woman. He liked the way the bra felt, and the nylons. He felt…beautiful.

The bottle of bourbon came out and they swigged it straight.

They all kept looking at each other, exchanging glances.

Toots finally asked the question they were all dying to ask.

“Why’d you save Mike?”

Jesse just shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“Got to be an answer, buddy.” Mike took a gulp, then wiped his sleeve on his mouth.

“I know,” said Barbara.

They all looked at her.

“He likes being a woman.”

The truth was plain to see. Jesse lowered his head and felt the shame.

“You made him into a woman, you released him. You…unleashed him.”

Toots tilted her face slightly. “Amazing.”

Mike: “Wow. We could have used you in Oroville. That robbery was a fuck up.”

Barbara stood up. She looked down at Jesse, who was red-faced and embarrassed. “Come with me.”

Jesse stood up and followed her to the hallway.

Toots elbow bumped Mike, but Mike just shook his head. “They’re not going to do anything. They just need to talk.”

“You think he really wants to be a woman?”

“Probably.”

“Are you too hurt for me to suck your dick?”

He turned to her, a big grin, and said, “Where you been all my life?”

She dove between his legs.

In the bedroom Barbara sat Jesse in her vanity chair. She knelt in front of him and sighed.

“What?” Jesse felt so embarrassed, so miserable.

Barbara reached between his legs and gripped his hard cock. “You’ve never been so hard.”

He gulped.

“And it’s because you want to be a woman.”

“I…I…”

She placed a finger against his lips and shushed him.

For a long minute they just stared at each other. Then Barbara reached for her vanity table. She picked up a tube of lipstick and unscrewed the base. “Your lipstick is messed up.” She painted his lips a metallic, red color.

“But…”

“Shush. Don’t talk. I’ll talk.”

He sat, and she pulled his cock out. It stuck up from the folds of his dress, and she maneuvered herself over it. She sank down on it and sighed.

She grabbed his fake tits and mused, “We’re going to have to get you some real ones. Real implants, that is.”

“You don’t…you…”

“I love you as a woman. I love your cock, but I love the way you look. Honestly, the way you look right now, it makes me hornier than I’ve ever been. In fact, next time we screw I think I’ll use the strap on on you.”

She rode him gently, her arms on his shoulders, her hands clasped behind his neck. She smiled and touched her lips to his. “And we’ll have to be careful. You can’t just bull in and kiss me, you’ll mess up our make up.”

“Oh, God.”

“I know. We’ll have to forgo those deep heavenly kisses, and it’ll make you so horny. And that’s the way I want you.”

He was silent, feeling her pussy holding him, moving up and down on him. It was the most beautiful feeling in the world.

“And you’re not mad?”

“Are you kidding? I’m in love with you, more and more. I can’t wait to live like this all the time.”

Jesse gave a light sob, then said, “I’ think I’m going to mess up our make up.”


EPILOGUE

“Okay,” Mike counted out the cash. They were sitting at the dining room table. On the table were four stacks of cash totaling $28,794.43. “Toots and I are going to head for Mexico for a couple of weeks. When we get back we can look around for another bank to rob. What are you guys going to do with your share?”

Jesse smiled and said, “I need implants. Also, I’m thinking about  taking hormones and getting chemically castrated. I don’t want to walk into a bank with a big boner.”

“How about you?” asked Mike of Barbara.

“I need to buy a strap on.”

“Aren’t you going to miss the dick?” asked Toots.

“Strap ons work both ways. And when you get back from Mexico maybe you’ll lend me Mike.”

Big Mike hoisted a glass of bourbon. “I’ll drink to that!”

END
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PART ONE

Jack stared at his wife.

Beth knew Jack was lusting after her, and she smiled inside.

Beth was five foot four with auburn hair that flowed over her shoulders. Her face was an oval with M lips, arched eyebrows, and green eyes that sparkled.

Currently, she was putting on make up. She made her eyes dark and mysterious, she painted her lips a sexy red that just begged to be kissed.

And her body…ooh la la. 38 by 24 by 36. Big cups. Nipples that showed through the thickest of brassieres.

“What do you want, Jack?” she murmured at him.

“I think you know what I want,” he answered, licking his lips.

“No. No, I don’t. Tell me what you really want.”

Jack moved up behind her. She heard his zipper rip down. He laid his dick on her shoulder. It was stiff, pulsing with desire.

“I want to use this on you.”

“Pah,” she said dismissively. “I’ve had a dick before. And I’ve had that one before. You’ll have to do better than that if you want me to spread my legs.”

Jack felt hot, flushed, his cock was pounding. He wanted his wife in the worst possible way.

“Why won’t you fuck me anymore?”

She turned, kissed the head of his dick, then stood up. Her breasts thrust out in her tight dress. Her hips were round. Her butt was a joyous bubble.

In Jack’s mind she was built for fucking, but Beth had a different idea.

She gripped his mouth, made a kissable moue of it, and whispered, “Jack. I’m a dancer. I’ve got to get in shape. I’ve got to work off some of this fat,” she shook a boob at him with one red tipped hand. “I’ve got to slim up these fat hips.”

Jack groaned. “But you weren’t a dancer when we met. When we met you wanted to fuck all night long. Now I’m lucky if I get a handjob!”

“Would you like a hand job? Jack? Would you like me to stroke you until you squirt?

Jack gulped.

“See, Jack, I think you’re holding out on me. You want sex, but you want something else, and I don’t think I’m prepared to give you that.”

“What,” he gulped again, slave to her soft hands touching his face. “What do I want?”

“I don’t know. But when I figure it out…” She patted his face, left the thought unsaid, and walked out of the room.

Jack followed her, was mesmerized by the sway of her ass, the soft flesh of her shoulders. He zipped up his pants as they walked down the hallway.

“You’re not going to dance dressed like that.”

She glanced at him over her shoulder, “What do you care? You aren’t going to get any.” Then she spun, slapped a hand onto his groin. She gripped his hard package and put her red mouth to his ear. She whispered, “Stay home and think, Jack. think about who’s fucking me. Get hard and horny. Jack off. Squirt your jism and think about what a delight my cunt would be.”

She let go and walked into the foyer.

Jack was shaking. He was red-faced and trembling and he wanted her.

Beth picked up her car keys and headed out the door. “Don’t wait up, honey, unless you want to lick the goo out of me.” And she laughed as she closed the door.

Jack stared at the door. This had been going on for months. She had been teasing and denying, edging him, never letting him squirt. It had to stop. He couldn’t take it anymore.

His legs still trembling he headed for the garage. He picked up his motorcycle keys, slipped on his helmet, and opened the garage door.

Beth was only a minute ahead of him, and when he came to the end of the driveway he leaned forward and looked around the edge of the hedge.

Her tail lights were just going around the corner.

Jack pulled the trigger. His bike roared out of the driveway and made it to the end of the street in seconds. He saw Beth’s car a hundred yards away. He pulled into the traffic and slowly edged up on her. He maintained a distance and followed her.

Dancing. She was dancing, eh? Maybe. Maybe not. She came home tired, and she didn’t want to screw. Which was fine, he understood being tired. But she didn’t want to screw ever!

They used to have a healthy sex life, boffing their brains out. Then she had signed up for some dance class and lost her drive. Now she just teased him, gave him hand jobs and stopped before he could squirt. Kept her legs closed. Gave him blow jobs and always ended them right when he was starting to…dance class? Ha!

Well, tonight he was going to find out. Tonight he was going to follow her and see what she was doing.

Honestly, he didn’t think she was screwing, though she often teased him that she was. He didn’t think so because he checked her panties in the hamper and they were never cum stained.

They smelled good, had that rich, cunt aroma, but…no sperm.

Of course she could have been cleaning herself off before she put her panties back on, but he didn’t think so. There would have been some trace, and there wasn’t any.

Beth’s BMW roared up the ramp and onto the freeway.

Jack went up the ramp quickly, but let himself fall back further. He could hit 150 miles an hour in ten seconds. He wasn’t going to lose her.

But as he drove he wondered what she was really doing. He had heard her talking on the phone, presumably to friends from her dance class, and they talked about sex an awful lot. They laughed about turning men on. They giggled and seemed proud of the fact that they never let men cum in them.

“My pussy is pure,” Jack had heard Beth say once.

Her pussy was pure, which meant that he, her husband, wasn’t getting any.

But…why?

Ahead of him Beth’s car went down a ramp. Oddly, they weren’t in the city proper. They weren’t in the theater district, or one of those artsy fartsy areas where women would practice dance and put on theater shows.

In fact, they were on the edge of town, where the fields stretched for miles and only a couple of buildings occupied the loneliness.

Jack went down the ramp and turned off his headlight.

Beth was hundreds of yards down Larkspur Lane. Nothing but houses out there, and…Jack saw it…a lone bar.

Jack frowned. She was going to a bar, but without him.

But he never smelled alcohol on her breath.

Of course, maybe she was going there for something other than alcohol.

He trailed along, watched her lights turn right for about fifty feet, then turn off.

What the hell was she doing at a bar?

And it was a biker bar!

Rough customers!

Could she be…doing something with a biker?

She did like bikes, liked his motorcycle, but…did she want some unwashed, vagabond numb nuts pounding into her pussy? Over him?

It seemed unbelievable. He provided her with a good life, loved her madly, and she would do this to him?

He coasted, saw a rectangle of light open up and close, she must have entered the front door.

He reached the bar and coasted past it. He heard the sharp sound of music blaring. He turned past some trees and angled his bike behind some tall eucalyptus. He got off and found a beer can. He crushed it and placed it under his kick stand. He slipped between the trees and approached the dark bar.

And he wondered why it was dark. There were a dozen cars in the lot, but the signs were off. Not even any neon lights in the windows advertising beer.

As he approached the side of the building he could hear the music. It was loud, grinding, and he frowned.

He could hear voices, laughter, and he walked along the side of the building looking for a window.

It was dark, so he didn’t see the sign:

Close for Renovations!

He came to a door.

He glanced around, nobody there, and he entered.

He was in a long hall. Boxes of beer were stacked in the hallway. He passed a closet with mops in it.

He turned a corner and crept through the gloom. The music was so loud nobody would hear him.

He came to a doorway. Beyond the doorway was a short set of stairs, and he crept up them. At the top of the stairs curtains were hanging, and he moved one aside and peered onto a brightly lit stage.

The lights were shining right into his eyes and he couldn’t see the people ringing the area. He didn’t see the bouncer sitting on a stool just on the other side of the curtains.

All he saw was his wife. She was wearing a halter top with a bit of fringe. Her tits bulged over the top. She was wearing panties with a bit of fringe.

Just behind his wife a fellow in tight leather pants was facing her. He wore a jean jacket with the sleeves cut off, and his muscles were bulging.

The fellow pushed Beth, and she turned and fell to the floor, turning and catching herself with her palms.

But that wasn’t enough for the fellow. He leaped into the air and literally swooped down on her. He landed on her back and she arched, her back. Her head rose and her red lined mouth opened in an O of surprise. Then the fellow ground down with his hips, pushing his front area down on her buttocks.

Jack blew it. He stepped in, gripped the fellows long hair with one fist and punched him in the face with the other fist.

Fierce exultation flooded through him. He had saved his wife!”

Then a hand gripped his hair, lifted him, turned him around, and a big, gnarly fist exploded in his face.

The last thing he was aware of, before he succumbed, was his wife’s shriek.

“JACK!”

Then he slept the sleep of babes.

While Jack slept the stage became an area of pandemonium. Dancers leaped up on the stage and helped the fellow in the sleeveless Levi jacket. Beth was helped to her feet.

And all stared down on the intruder sleeping in their midst.

Beth knelt and cradled Jack’s head.

“You idiot!” and she was crying.

The dancer who had performed the very sexual but completely innocent move with her felt his jaw. “Man, he got me good. Who is he?”

“He’s my husband!”

The dancers all gasped.

“But…why?” asked the lead choreographer.

“He’s insanely jealous.” Then she whispered, “And I haven’t been helping. The girls and I talk about how to get customers all hot and turned on, and…well, we haven’t been having sex.”

“You haven’t had sex with your husband?” a couple of girls queried, astonished.

“It was all an experiment!” Beth cried. “We want to test the techniques we’ll use on the audience! I didn’t think he’d go this crazy.”

One of the girls muttered, “Baby, guys are always this crazy. You unleashed the beast.”

They all stood in a circle and looked down on the sleeping Jack.

“Well,” asked the lead choreographer, “What do we do now?”

One of the girls quipped, “Hell, let’s all try out are tricks on him.”

The girls all looked at each other, and at the male dancers and the choreographer and the bouncer. Questions were in their eyes, and realization.

This was the perfect opportunity to try out their techniques for exciting customers.

“Bar’s not going to open for a couple of weeks,” observed a red head with massive bazoomers.

“We can even keep him here for a few days. Do you think he’d go for that, Beth?”

Beth suddenly smiled. Jack had not trusted her. And he had hit her partner, Ronnie. Maybe…maybe…

She blurted, “Who cares. He’s here, he butted in, so use him, do what you want to him. Wind him up and fly him.”

There were objections, but not many. The idea was appealing.

The bouncer put forth, “You know, there’s still some of that kinky furniture in the cargo carrier. They aren’t going to pick it up for a week. We could bring some of that furniture in and really have a good time.”

Looks went back and forth. Girls giggled and guys chortled.

Then the lead choreographer turned to Beth. “What about…how far are we allowed to go? And where will you be?”

“Hell, he’s a horn dog, you can do absolutely anything to him. If he gets stubborn talk him into it.” She turned to the choreographer. “Just lock him up when I come in to practice.”

And the matter was settled.

Jack was going to be the unwitting subject of their sexual techniques, and they could keep him as long as they wanted.

“BUT,” warned Beth seriously, “Whatever you do…don’t let him cum!”

“Oh…ow!”

Jack came to and felt the pain on the back of his head. Man, he had really been…he remembered he had clobbered some guy, and then that guy had clobbered him. What the—“

“Somebody’s awake.”

Jack opened his eyes and looked around. WTF?

He couldn’t move.

And, he was naked.

He was laying down on some sort of a padded bench.

He tried to sit up, but chains kept his wrists down, and he couldn’t maneuver to get leverage because there was something at his groin!

“Here we go, Jack.”

The chains lifted his wrists and he was pulled upwards to a sitting position.

Yes, the bench was padded. But, more, he looked down and saw that his cock was chained to the bottom of the bench. A metal loop was screwed to the bottom of the bench and a chain was hooked to it and came up to…to… “FUCK!” he yelled.

He was wearing a chastity tube. The chain was attached to the chastity tube and there was no way to get the thing loose from the bench.

Even if he could, the chastity tube was secured by a padlock. His cock was inside the thing, getting larger now that he was awake, struggling to get free. Below the chastity tube his balls were separated, and small chains pulled them to the sides.

He was, in effect, nailed by the balls to the bench.

His hands kept rising until they were overhead. Then whoever was pulling him upright stopped and he sat there. Secured, arms raised, wondering what the hell was going on.

He looked around. Behind him was a redhead with the most amazing set of boobs he had ever seen. They might even be better than his wife’s!

“Who are you? Get me out of here! What the fuck is this? Who are you?”

The girl laughed. She had a generous mouth that was painted a sexy red, and her eyes were laughing. “Which question do you want answered first?”

“All of them!” Jack’s voice was hoarse, breaking, and fear was starting to flow through him. “Where am I?”

“You are at Club Femme.”

“What’s that.”

“Hey!” A buxom blonde burst through a door. She was holding something in her hand and her tits jiggled gloriously. She was wearing what looked like a stripper’s outfit in very high heels. “Look what I found!”

Jack stared at the beauty. His cock was really trying to get hard now. It was puffing out the edges of the cock tube, and he felt that pressure inside that made him think he might be dripping.

“Oh, my God!” The redhead looked at Jack with a smirk. “We’re going to have fun now!”

“What…what…?” Jack burbled.

The blonde held out her hand. She was holding a butt plug!

Jack stared up at the two girls in horror. “You let me go. This is kidnapping! Let me go and I won’t tell anybody.”

The two girls pulled up a couple of folding chairs and sat in them facing Jack. The redhead said, “You won’t tell anybody because then you’d have to admit all the things we’re going to do to you.”

“All the things…” he started, then started yelling.

“HELP! HELP!”

Another girl came into the room. She was a brunette, completely naked. “Is he awake?”

“Help me!” Jack pleaded. “You’ve got to get me out of here!”

The woman came to him, bent down and held his caged cock, then she looked up at him, grinned, and kissed him.

Her mouth was an educated masterpiece. He felt the rush of horniness fill him. He tried to stop the kiss, even as his mouth begged for more.

“Ooh. Good Kisser. I’ll go get us some drinks.”

The brunette left the room and Jack looked at the blonde and the brunette.

“Let me go,” he begged weakly.

“Well, Jack, we would, except you really messed things up.”

“I did? How did…”

“Well, you burst in here and punched Ronny in the mouth.”

“The guy who was raping my wife?”

“Of course he was,” the redhead looked mystified by Jack’s obtuseness. “That’s what he’s supposed to do.”

“He is?”

“Of course he is. He was hired for the express purpose of making love to your wife. In an artistic way, of course.”

“Wait a minute, you can’t mean that!”

The brunette re-entered the room. She held a platter with several drinks on it, and she passed the drinks out. Amazingly, she held a glass with a straw in it to Jack’s lips.

“I don’t want to…”

The brunette reached down and twisted one of Jack’s nipples.

“OW!”

“Drink, or else.”

Jack sucked liquor through the straw. It was Coke and bourbon, his favorite drink, and he ended up sucking in more than he expected. He choked briefly and the girls watched him with big smiles.

“Okay,” he said, trying to keep his cool. “How do I get out of here?”

The girls all chuckled and smirked.

“You don’t, Jack. “You broke in, you punched somebody—“

“That’s a crime,” interjected the redhead.

“And now you have to pay the price.”

“What price?” Jack asked suspiciously.

“Whatever price we want you to pay.”

“Wait a minute! Where’s my wife?”

“Beth? Oh, she’s done with you. You didn’t trust her, so she went home. You’re all ours, Jack.”

The glass was held up to his mouth again and he sucked through the straw. The cold liquid was refreshing, and he needed that burning fire that blew up in his belly.

Then Jack sat there. Thinking.

The redhead pulled a chair up to the front of him. She sat, she leaned forward and suckled his nipple.

Jack couldn’t help it. He groaned.

Then she reached down and held his balls in her hands.

And she kissed him.

Jack tried to back away, but the chains held him, and her hand held him. Finally, he blurted, “Let me go.”

“Oh, no.”

Then the blonde sat down behind him, hugged him, played with his nipples and rubbed her mammoth boobs against his back.

Jack moaned. It felt too good!

The brunette said, “Well, it’s time to practice.”

The redhead and the blonde got up and moved to a space in front of Jack. The chair was moved away, and they turned up the music and began to dance.

Jack stared as they moved through their paces. He stared as they stripped their clothes off and tossed them aside. He watched as they raised their legs and twined each other, their groins ‘kissing’ each other.

Then they sucked each others tits, and Jack’s cock struggled to erect. He felt like his groin was going to burst.

The redhead suddenly moved towards him, a series of bumps and grinds, then she grabbed the chains that held his arms up, stepped onto his thighs, and put her groin into his face.

She was sweaty, had that delicious aroma of hungry pussy.

Jack gobbled. He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t not gobble. Her pussy was just too delicious, and it was kissing his mouth.

She lowered a hand to his head and held him. Pulled him hard.

The other two were dancing, circling each other, touching each other. Jack couldn’t see it though, because he was lost in the redhead’s vagina. His tongue entered her cave and swirled, and she groaned. “Make me cum, Jack.”

He tried his best, but he couldn’t get her there. He was just too confined, unable to move, unable to give himself totally to the action.

Then she climbed off him and rejoined the other two.

The blonde moved towards him. She straddled his legs and humped his chest with her pussy.

“Fuck!” wheezed Jack.

“Oh, yes!”

She lowered herself to his groin and took his caged cock, cage and all, into her wet mouth.

Jack felt her sucking and blowing, and he thought he was going to go out of his mind.

She pulled his balls apart, just enough to cause him delicious pain.

Then she moved back to the dance, and it was the brunette’s turn.

“Oh, Jack,” she bubbled. “I’ve been wanting a man to play with for the longest time.”

She kissed him, kissed his nipples, sat on him so that her pussy was against his caged cock.

He was actually a bit inside her, and she groaned, and she did cum. Came hard. And the other two girls cheered and played with her breasts, Jack’s nipples, and then the Redhead shrieked, “Butt plug!”

Laughing, the girls pulled on the chains and made Jack stretch up. He was caught between the pull of the chains and the pull on his balls. He was standing on tip toes, leaning slightly forward, and grimacing.

The redhead lubricated the butt plug in front of him, and the blonde lubricated his back door. She swirled her fingers into him and greased him thoroughly, then the blonde placed the butt plug under him. She set it on the base, the tip pointed up into his asshole.

“How long can you stand like this, Jack?” she asked, giggling.

Then the girls pulled up chairs and sat down to watch.

Jack’s legs started to burn. They had loosened the chains just enough for him to sit down, but if he sat down the plug would go into him.

The girls poured drinks and chatted and watched Jack’s face avidly. Every once in a while one of the girls would check to make sure the plug was pointed correctly.

Jack felt the tip trying to slide into him. He felt a tiny bit of pain, but as he wiggled and tried to get rid of the plug all he did was lessen the pain.

And he sank lower, and lower. Quarter inch by quarter inch the plug slipped into him.

He found himself gritting his teeth, then realizing that it didn’t hurt. In fact…it felt good.

“Ooh! Jack’s having fun!”

“Go ahead, Jack. Sit down. You know it feels good.”

Then the girls started discussing anal orgasms and how much fun they were.

Inch by inch Jack collapsed, his legs giving way, his butthole getting larger.

Then, a half hour had passed, he gave up. His legs collapsed and he sank down. The plug entered him fully, and he was frozen.

It felt wonderful. Maybe a little pain, but the lubricant had done its job.

The girls cheered.

“Well done, Jack. Now we have to practice for our big dance number.”

Once again the girls cleared the space in front of Jack and started dancing. They had no clothes on, and they touched each other, fondled each other, and took turns tormenting Jack.

But only to the point of orgasm, never allowing him to go over the edge.

By the end of their practice session he was begging. He was being opened up by the plug, his nipples were rigid and poking out, and the girls kept playing with his chastised cock.

“Please…please,” he begged. “Let me cum!”

But the girls laughed and went about their business.

“How’s he doing?” asked Beth. She was actually a little worried. After all, what if this was too much? She did love her husband, after all.

“He’s doing great,” Lola said. She was the bountiful redhead.

The three girls and Beth were sitting at a table out in the club.

“And does he like being plugged?” She had really worried about that. After all, Jack was always a manly sort of man.

“He likes that most of all. Take a peak before you leave. You’ll notice that he’s always squirming. He’s really trying to get more penetration.”

“More penetration,” Beth mused. That made her think.

Tammy, the blonde, asked, “So how far can we go?”

“How far do you want to go?”

The three girls were silent, and that should have given Beth pause. She said, “I suppose you can go until he reaches that point where he can go no further.”

The three girls glanced at one another.

“So, I repeat, how far do you want to go?”

“Well,” said Jennifer, the brunette, “We were actually thinking about making him part of the show.”

“Part of the show?” Beth raised her eyebrows. “How big a part?”

“The grand finale, actually,” confessed Lola.

“But that means you’ve have to transform him. And…it calls for…”

The three girls nodded.

“Jack would never agree.”

“But if we handle it right, if he doesn’t disagree…”

“Hmm,” mumbled Beth, her mind whirling to grasp the huge possibility here.

“And you did say he was a horn dog and a kinkster and…”

“And it really would make for a killer show.”

“And we’ll make sure we do everything before the show and make sure he’ll be able to do it for the show.”

Beth interrupted, “But what about the fact that everybody will see who he is?”

“We can handle that.”

“We’ve got a plan.’

“Please? Pretty please?”

A short time later the meeting was over, and Beth joined the practice. She did well, she was coming along just fine, in spite of the fact that her husband was sitting in the next room and couldn’t see her.

She did her moves, made sure she knew the routine front and back, then said good by to the girls. It was time for them to tease Jack.

Lola, Tammy and Jennifer went into the back room and began dancing with Jack. They rubbed their naked bodies against him, they teased him, they brought him close, and Beth watched from a slit in one fo the curtains around the back area.

Jack was having fun. He was objecting, begging, but…he was excited and his hips moved in a vain effort to get himself off.

No chance of that. Beth had picked out that chastity cage herself.

Then she noticed that Jack, as they had said, was squirming. He liked the plug, he wanted more, and Beth made up her mind. When she left the bar she wrote a note and left it for the three girls.

Anything you want.

No limit.

Keep me apprised of his progress.

In the back area Jack was dazed. He knew there was a fourth girl. He had heard voices coming through the thick curtain that separated the front area from the back area.

But he didn’t know who she was.

But he wasn’t really curious, except for by the way.

He wasn’t really anything, when it came to thinking. He was drowning in pussy juice and boobs, and that’s all he wanted.

That and for somebody to wiggle his butt plug every once in a while.

So the girls danced on him, teased him, denied him, fondled him, played with him, and laughed as he begged for the release they weren’t about to give him.


PART TWO

How much sex can a man take?

Is there a point at which his testicles turn colors and then just explode?

Does his penis go priapic, then split up the sides?

Does he suddenly spurt a gallon of cream and then just keel over dead?

It was almost as if the three girls wanted to find out the answer to that question.

They staggered their schedules so that one of them could be there at all times to tease and deny Jack. They sat on his lap and kissed him until his lips swelled up from over use. They knelt in front of him and used their mouths on him until he thought he might actually bust the chastity tube. They pulled on his nipples until he was sure they were an inch long.

And, of course, they wiggled his plug. Their small hands, tipped by red nails, grasped the base and turned it and tilted it and shoved it in and pulled it out.

And while Jack’s nuts didn’t explode, or any of the other dire things happen, his mind was going. Time became a daze marked only by waking up.

The girls fed him, took care of his bathroom needs, and washed him and brushed his teeth…and teased him.

One after another, then all three during rehearsals.

Sometimes Jack just sat and stared as they danced. His mouth open and drooling, his cock trying to poke through the chastity tube. His eyes red and his heart pounding.

And he wanted more.

How could a man want more when he was already getting everything he wanted 24/7? The way Jack was?

Because that’s the way men are. They are the gift that keeps on giving.

And women keep on taking.

And laughing.

And they watched as Jack became silly.

To be blunt, they fucked him stupid, but with NPA. No Poke Attached.

And every day Beth rehearsed with the girls, then watched from behind the curtain as the girls went crazy on him.

“Oh, Jack, you poor slob,” she murmured to herself, trying not to laugh. “You’re finally getting what every man wants.”

A couple of days passed, and the girls figured it was time to introduce Jack to a bigger plug.

He liked it.

And a couple of days more, and they knew it was time for alternate sex.

“What’s happening?” Jack mumbled.

Lola and Tammy pulled the chains forward. They had set up a motor so it was as simple as pressing a button. They touched the red button and the motor pulled him up and bent him over.

Jack stood there, his body bent at the waist and his butt out.

Jennifer took out his plug and Jack turned his head and looked at her. “Hey?”

“Don’t worry, honey. We’ve got something better for you.”

“Oh,” Jack turned his head back to the front.

Tammy and Lola were practicing the dance where they wore strap ons. They whirled on the dance floor, bent and gyrated and thrust their tools out. They gave each other blow jobs and humped each other and stroked their plastic penises towards his face.

Then they moved forward and included Jack in their shenanigans.

Jack didn’t mind having the thick tools thrust into his face, he didn’t even care that he was giving blow jobs. He was immersed in sexuality and these were beautiful women, after all.

So he stood there, dumb as a cow, and enjoyed the sexuality, and felt something behind him.

At first he thought Jennifer was putting the plug back in him. That was good as he felt empty. Then the plug started feeling bigger. And longer. And she was slamming into his ass with glee.

“Wha…wha…” Jack looked around.

Jennifer was working her strap on like a cowboy riding a horse. One hand was up, circling in the air, and she started making ‘whooping’ sounds.

And, as when he had first been introduced to anal toys, it hurt a little. But, as she continued with her plungings it started to feel better and better.

That procedure of anal exploration became a regular occurrence from then on.

And Jack became a dullard. He couldn’t speak coherently. He just stared, dazed, and his mind sort of sputtered away.

He forgot about his normal life. He forgot about his motorcycle. He even forgot about his wife.

Then, one day, everything changed.

He had seen other people during his captivity. Lots of other women. Male and female dancers. Even workmen. The occasional plumber or electrician would pass by, stare with open mouth, and be shooed along by his ‘keepers.’

But now everybody was there. All the dancers, all the sexy men and women in their costumes, everybody.

Jack slept on his back on the bench, but he had been awakened early, pulled to a sitting position, washed and cleaned and his favorite heinie toy cleaned and checked.

“It’s amazing how well he’s adapted to this,” said Lola, spooning a bit of bacon and eggs into Jack’s open mouth.

Tammy was painting her nails and she looked up, “I wonder if he’ll ever return to normal. I mean, what if he stays this stupid forever?”

“Well,” Jennifer commented, “At least it’s a happy stupid.”

The girls laughed.

That morning only one girl played with him at a time, and as each one took a turn, each one seemed distracted, thinking about other things.

Jack groaned and moaned and twisted and humped into the air.

“Be patient, Jack. Tonight,” Jennifer said to him at one point.

Jack had no idea what ‘tonight’ meant. He had stopped differentiating between day and night and what time it was or anything like that. For him there was only the fact that he was excited, and dripping, and his cock couldn’t get hard and couldn’t shoot.

Lunch time, and the three girls ate their lunches, and fed Jack.

“Don’t feed him too much,” said Lola. “We don’t want him losing control of his bowels tonight.

That was a concern. It was the second week of 24/7 teasing, and Jack had lost a certain sensibility as to when to vacate. He was liable to pee at the oddest moments, and his poop had become very…’wet,’ and he was losing any sense of regularity.

“Maybe we better not give him dinner.”

“Give him mush. That will slow him down.”

“What if he makes a mess while we’re on stage?”

The three girls frowned, but there wasn’t much they could do or say at this point.

Late in the afternoon people started showing up at the bar.

It was the grand opening and the liquor was flowing like Niagra falls.

Now there were crowds of people in the back area, sipping wine or beer, chatting, looking at Jack and grinning.

The people who worked at the bar knew what was going to happen to Jack.

And rumors had traveled through the town, and everybody in town wanted to be there for Jack’s grand finale.

“Okay, girls, it’s time to get Jack ready.”

Lola and Tammy and Jennifer set up a drape around Jack and opened up cases and began working.

First, they sprayed him, all over, with Nair. Even his scalp. The slippery stuff turned to a gel on his body, and after fifteen minutes they wiped his body clean. Without the black hair he looked very pale, so they applied artificial tan to his body.

Jack now looked like a golden boy. Naked, drooling, and with golden skin.

Lola began painting his nails. Jack didn’t resist, or care. After all, he was horny, and Jennifer was playing with him while Lola worked on his toes.

Then Tammy prepped his nails and put fake fingernails on him. His fingers were tipped with shiny, red talons, and he stared at them and wondered what was happening.

But he didn’t wonder too much because Jennifer was wiggling his tools, front and back, and all he could do was moan.

Lola finished first and began working on his face. She cleansed his pores, put on primer, started adding color. His eyes started to sparkle and she plucked his eyebrows to give him real shape.

Meanwhile Tammy put a band of adhesive over his forehead, then she adjusted a wig and pressed it down.

Jack sat, breathed hard, loved the attention.

And he wondered what was happening. He was so sexed up and so dumbed down that he couldn’t figure things out. His mind felt like it was making the crackling sounds that bacon makes. His body was charged as if with electricity, but somehow still lethargic.

What were they doing?

But he could rouse himself to object, to try and stop it.

Beyond the circle of drapes the sound was getting louder. People were shouting, music was playing, it was like being on the inside of a drum kit.

Lola put a bra on him. It had huge cups and Jack looked down at the cups and wondered why. He had no tits. Why was he…and she slipped in some breast forms and Jack grunted in surprise. He had tits! Big tits! What was happening?

They used tape and some sort of adhesive goop to make the breast forms fit flush to the skin. Then they put make up on his chest. Now the tits looked real, like they were his own flesh. They had big nipples on them, and they poked through the material and looked quite real.

“Wha…wha…”

Jennifer put a skirt on him. And nylons. And high heels.

Jack wondered how he would walk in high heels, but he didn’t have to. They were taking care of moving him around and he didn’t need to walk.

Tammy left for a minute and came back with two husky bodyguard types. The men, both six foot six and more muscles than a weightlifting gorilla, grinned at Jack.

The girls loosened the chains and he sat down. Right on the biggest anal invader he had ever tried.

It felt good and Jack grinned. His mind was loopy and he heard himself say, “He he!”

The two men unscrewed the bench from the floor and lifted it up. The girls pulled the curtains back and the men carried Jack through a crowd.

It was crazy. The men were all beefy and holding big mugs of beer. A few of them had shot glasses upside down in the beer, so they were supercharging their drinks.

Women were holding wine, beer, and a few of them were sipping hard stuff. One of them was glugging bourbon right out of the bottle.

As Jack was carried past everybody was cheering. A girl kissed him, and her mouth was full of bourbon. Then a guy kissed him! Of course he did! Jack looked like a woman! A sexy woman!

Then he was carried past the kissers.

He marveled in his mind. He had kissed a strange girl, or she had kissed him. But then a guy had kissed him!

He would have felt weird except that he knew the guy thought he was a girl.

People touched him. They groped him and were stunned to feel his caged cock. Then they grinned.

“Hey!” Jack yelled. Giddy, liking the way everybody was cheering, he passed through the crowd, noted the tonnage of bosoms that filled the big room.

Then he saw the sign above a stage.

Grand Opening

Club Femme!

So that’s where he was. He dimly remembered following his wife on his motorcycle, and…and he had ended up here.

And since then he had been horny.

Heck, he hadn’t even thought of his wife. He was just too far gone.

The two men lifted him to the stage and pushed the bench into position. It was turned sideways so everybody could see him. Could see his big breasts. Could see his pretty face as he stared out at the audience. Could see the dull, vacuousness of his expression.

He looked like a woman. Everybody thought he was a woman. There was a part of him that was so stupid that he thought he might actually be a woman!

Then the noise of the crowd lessened and he stared at the crowd.

The crowd, grinning, half drunk, or wholly drunk in some cases, stared back.

Over to the side of the bar a small band stopped playing.

A man came out on the stage and held a microphone.

“Welcome to Club Femme!” he shouted.

The crowd cheered lustily.

“This is a club for men, for women, or anything in between.”

Laughter.

“As you may have noticed, we are just outside the city boundaries. We are outside the jurisdiction of polite society, and we can be ourselves!”

Again the crowd cheered. The crowd was in a cheering mood this night.

“Behind me is Lulubelle. Lulubelle has volunteered to go where no man has gone before. She has been teased for two weeks by these three lovely ladies.”

Lola, Jennifer and Tammy came on the stage. They were wearing their sexy dancer outfits and they waved to the crowd.

The crowd went wild, cheering, drinking, calling out ribald remarks.

“Tonight, in approximately two hours, we are going to let Lulubelle have an orgasm.”

Cheers.

“And for the two hours leading up to that event, you are invited to come up on the stage and meet Lulubelle. The line forms over there,” he pointed to a short flight of stairs at one side of the stage, “so come on up and meet our latest sensation.”

Men and women rapidly formed a line, and the bouncers had to physically restrain people from coming up the stairs.

“Now, last but not least on our program tonight, is our mystery guest.” He pointed over the heads of the crowd at the back of the club.

A woman strode out from the rear hallway. She had magnificent boobs, round hips, long, flowing hair, and was wearing a mask. The mask covered half her face, and all one could see was her beautiful smile, her red lips, and her sparkling green eyes.

Jack was out of it. He tried to look, but even seeing her he didn’t recognize his wife. He was just too horn dog stupid.

Beth walked through the crowd and people cheered, touched her body, and two bouncers helped her up to the stage.

The MC grabbed her, spun her, kissed her a kiss that made everybody in the audience go “Ooooh!”

“Our mystery guest,” the MC shouted to the crowd, “Will be in charge of Lulubelle’s orgasm. She will be standing next to Lulubelle when you meet her, and if it looks like you are unduly exciting Lulubelle, bringing her close to an orgasm, the Mystery Guest will strike you with this fine, leather whip.”

The whip was short, only a foot long, but it had a small handle and the leather thongs were thick. Beth would be able to easily use it, and it would only hurt a little.

People were screaming and yelling, trying to get onto the stage. Bodyguards were pushing people back and the line at the side of the stage surged.

Jack turned his head and stared at the Mystery Guest. He felt he should know her. There was something familiar about her. But he was just too brain numbed to figure it out.

Then the first of the audience was allowed near him.

By twos and threes people stood next to Jack.

The first woman was fascinated by his tits. She kept grabbing them, feeling them, and even flicking the large nipple poking through the nipple. It wasn’t until her boyfriend lifted Jack’s skirt that she figured it out. She saw the teeny peeny inside the cage and gasped. “She’s a he!”

Then she kissed Jack, giggled, and moved on.

Jack’s head lolled a little. He liked being kissed. He felt so good.

The next couple were two girls, and they reached right under his dress and felt his balls. They fondled them, and Jack groaned. His nuts were so sensitive, the slightest touch made him moan.

By twos and threes people moved past Jack. They felt him, they spoke to him, but Jack just drooled a little and stared at them.

He was so sex stupid he couldn’t even figure out simple language.

“What’s wrong with him?” One girl asked.

The Mystery Guest blurted, “Too much masturbation.”

The girl laughed, gave Jack a big kiss, and moved on.

Jack looked at the Mystery Guest again. Who was she? She was so damned familiar!

And there were a lot of people who wanted to share their drinks with Jack. They pushed their glasses to his mouth, held straws to his mouth, and Jack, in addition to being horny dumb, became drunk.

At one point, an hour into the festivities, Jack peed. He didn’t try to, he was just…not there. His body was. And his body just overflowed. No grunt and use the muscles, just…it flowed out of him.

Nobody cared. One of the bouncers mopped it up, and by this time Jack had a gallon of spilled beer down his front so, outside of the immediate audience, nobody noticed.

And, the show started. The band segued into stripper music and the dancers came out and formed up.

They moved around the area right in front of the stage, touching, feeling, simulating various sexual acts. They took turns, and with each simulation the crowd cheered.

Jack stared at the show. People were still coming up and fondling him, but now they were distracted, too.

The way the dancers had moved. That was the way they had practiced in front of him for a couple of weeks. But now they were not wearing leotards and sweat shirts to keep themselves warm, they were in  the flimsiest of tops and bottoms.

Lola was wearing a one piece outfit that stretched up over her boobs and barely covered her nipples.

Jennifer was wearing tassels, and she stopped and moved so that her boobs went around and around, and the tassels swung in circles over her ampleness.

Tammy wore a single piece that hugged her pussy and asshole, and didn’t even go up. At first she wore a tight top, then she discarded that, threw it into the crowd, and was topless.

Male dancers entered in, beefy hunks of men with their cocks in socks. And the socks were large and well filled. The women in the crowd went wild, feeling the men, grasping their balls, kissing them, even sucking the sock covered cocks into their mouths.

The crowd moved back to six small tables placed around the big room. Lights dimmed and the dancers simulated sex, and at one table did more than simulate, around the room.

Then, after long minutes of wild debauchery, the grande finale.

The lights went off. Two seconds later, with the crowd bellowing ‘What’s happening,’ the lights on the stage went on.

The Mystery Guest was now standing in front of Jack. Her arms were out and shaking as she lifted her palms up.

The crowd closed in on the stage.

The Mystery Guest shimmied and bopped. She flung a leg over Jack and pushed her pussy into his face.

The crowd cheered when she moved away, as Jack’s face was dripping with her juices. He stared after her, the lust on his face was unmistakable.

The Mystery Guest moved around, stretching, hefting her heavy boobs, and acting in the most wanton manner.

Then she lifted Jack’s dress, put a hand to her mouth, and acted shocked.

She stepped back, bent at the waist, which presented her round butt, and shook a ‘no no’ finger in his face.

Jack didn’t know what was happening. He just knew that he wanted this woman in the worst possible way. The weeks of teasing. Being bound and having toys thrust up inside him…his cock was shivering and screaming for release. His heart was racing. He had to…he had to…

The MC stepped into a spotlight at the edge of the stage. He held up a key. “What do you say, folks? Has Jack earned his release?”

The roof shook with screams of approval.

“Well, then,” the MC held out the key.

The Mystery Guest danced over, teasing the crowd, titillating all, and took the little key.

She danced back, stretches and arcs of her beautiful flesh, and bent over Jack once again. Her heinie looked like a bubble. Her breasts hung down so invitingly, and she inserted the key into Jack’s cage. She lifted the chastity cage off him.

Jack stared down at his cock. He as so horny, and yet he had almost forgotten he had one. But here it was, a huge, dripping pole. Funny, it was probably smaller than it had been before he had been locked up, but in his dazed, horny state it looked bigger!

The Mystery Guest sat on Jack, no poke attached, and rubbed her breasts in his face. She felt his balls, and his balls felt like they were full.

Then she kissed him, and rose up…and sat on him. And this time there was a poke attached.

She engulfed him. She sheathed him in her love.

And Jack remembered who she was. “Beth?”

Beth took off her mask and threw it into the crowd. People fought over the mask.

Beth screwed Jack then. She ground down on him, and he had never felt so wonderful. He filled her, and she loved him, and she pressed her breasts against his face.

The chains holding his arms up were released and Jack clutched his wife, held her, and screwed.

Up, down, in and out.

Beth was hungry. She was starved. She had stared at Jack getting horned up for weeks, and now…now…

“Oh, Jack…” she began to cum. Her back arched, thrusting her tits into him. Her eyes rolled, and the crowd applauded.

Jack was about to cum. He was going to have an orgasm. Two weeks of 24/7 play was driving him. His nuts so full they were hard, packed with semen waiting to get out.

Deep inside the switch clicked. Semen started to shoot up his shaft.

It was magnificent. It was an orgasm for the ages.

It was so hard his butt plug popped out.

It was so intense he spurted huge amounts of semen into his wife.

And…his heart stopped.

Sometimes that happens. Sometimes the heart flutters in the middle of orgasm. That is why an orgasm is sometimes referred to as ‘The Little Death.’

The only problem was that his heart didn’t start up again! It lay in his chest, beatless, and Jack felt himself soaring up…up…leaving his body.

He was a ghost, hovering over the screaming mass of people.

Now he wasn’t horny, but the memory of being horny…the sensation of cumming so hard his body actually stopped functioning, that was with him forever.

Yet nobody knew he had cum so hard he had died. The crowd kept cheering.

Beth held him up, sobbing with love.

The three dancers, Lola and Tammy and Jennifer, patted his back and  rubbed his tits.

But Jack didn’t move.

Possibly a minute passed before the crowd realized something was wrong.

A minute of wild cheering, then the cheers became a hush of puzzlement.

The MC came out, felt for Jack’s pulse. He turned to the crowd, his face shocked, and didn’t say a word. The expression on his face said it all.

It was a girl out in the middle of the crowd who finally clued Beth and the three dancers in.

“He died!”

Beth moved back, pulled herself off his cock, which was still rock hard, and still had little dribbles of juice coming out of the tip.

He was gone, but his cock was still, in a small sense, spewing.

His eyes were open and rolled back. As Beth got off him she felt an immense sense of loss. Tears came to her eyes. “Oh, Jack! Jack! What have I done!”

The MC put an arm around her and the three dancers gathered around and comforted her.

Then somebody in the audience made an observation. “Look at the smile on his face!”

Somebody started it, nobody knows who, but people began putting their hands gently together. It was a muted applause, an appreciation for Jack’s great sacrifice.

Next to Jack, Beth stared down at his lifeless body.

“I loved him so. I’ll always miss him.”

Lola put her arm around Beth’s shoulder and whispered, “Honey, see him smiling? And he’s smiling down from heaven. He went out the way every man would like to go out. Shooting his gun and yelling ‘yippee.’ So don’t be sad. Be glad for what you’ve given him.

The opening day of Club Femme was over then. The clock read midnight, people were hushed and spoke reverently of the departed, and the party had turned into a sort of a wake.

And Jack, lucky Jack who went out the way every man wants to, stared down from above. He wasn’t horny now. He had no body to be horny. But he was glad. He had had what was probably the greatest cum in the universe.

And what more could a man ask for?

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


The Feminization Way!

Feminization leads to Lesbian Relationship!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“Honey, we’ve got to talk.”

Ron looked up at Amy and groaned.

“No,” he said. “Whenever you say we’ve got to talk I know that you’re going to talk and I’m dead meat.”

“Oh, don’t be silly.” They were in the kitchen. Ron was cooking some hot dogs, slicing them lengthwise then scorching them in a pan. Then he would put American cheese on it, some diced onions in the cheese, then put that on butter grilled toast.

Basically a grilled cheese sandwich with hot dogs. Yum.

Amy pushed his shoulder forward a little, reached up to the liquor cabinet and selected the good bourbon.

Her breasts were heavy on him, and he felt a surge of electricity shoot to his groin.

The bourbon was Redemption, nine years in the barrel. Yum.

Ron gulped and turned his half dogs over. Amy was a kink. And she knew it. And she always effected him this way. Married for years, and she always knew how to play him.

It didn’t hurt that she had a body that would put an hourglass to shame. And her boobs were warm and succulent, with nipples that were so hard they frightened him. And her face, so sweet, so angelic, so…God, he loved her.

He tried to keep his attention on his grilled cheese whatever as she rattled ice cubes into tall glasses, drowned the ice cubes with bourbon, then poured in Pepsi, right from the can.

He preferred Coke, she liked Pepsi. Pepsi was sweeter and offset the slight harshness of bourbon. Of course it was a crime to ruin good bourbon like that, but…it was also worth it. Yum.

She pushed one of the glasses into his hand and whispered into his ear: “That’s my sandwich. You make another one.”

He nodded, his Adam’s apple going up and down convulsively.

She reached around and grabbed his groin.

“Oh,” she said. “Yum.”

Amy took her drink and sandwich into the dining room and sat at the big table. She put her feet up on the table, rocked back on two legs, balanced the sandwich on her lap, and ate and drank.

Three minutes later Ron entered the dining room. Sat down on the opposite side of the table and duplicated her.

“God,” she said. “How do you make these things taste so good?”

“Virgin hot dogs,” he muttered around his own chewing. “Never been screwed.”

“Now where do you get virgin hot dogs?”

“The virgin hot dog store.”

“Are they blessed by rabbis?”

“Sometimes, if they are quick.”

They ate then, companionably, and sipped, and watched the wind in the trees.

It was a glorious march day. Still a bit of nip in the air. The trees still skeletal. No snow on the ground.

The pool was still covered. They wouldn’t uncover it till May. And they always looked forward to those first, brisk swims.

Naked. Yum.

He couldn’t help it. He was a sucker and he knew it. But she had set him up from the first day of their marriage and he had to know.

“What do we have to talk about?”

She sighed. “Honey, I’m not going to say I’m disappointed, because I’m not.”

“Disappointed about what?”

“About our sex life.”

“But if you’re not disappointed, then what is there to talk about?”

“You know that I like to mess around, explore things, that sort of thing.”

“Yes.” Actually, it made his life. Sex was never boring. Sometimes it was crazy, sometimes he couldn’t handle it, but it was the spice of their life.

“So I want to get implants. I want sex organs sewn shut. I want hormone pills.”

He blinked.

“Well, then…get them. Is there some medical problem here? Is there something I should know?”

“You don’t understand,” she said.

“I’m all ears.”

“I want all that stuff for you.”

Now she had his attention. He put his feet on the floor and pivoted towards her. He shoved his plate away and glugged all the booze in his glass.

“I think I might have a few objections to such a program.”

“Oh, honey. You’re as kinky as I am. You’ll love it.”

“I would like my sex organ—-what did you say?—sewn shut?”

“Oh, absolutely. I’ve been reading up on it, very simple procedure. You’ll get hornier and hornier but won’t be able to release. And I will take great pleasure in showing you alternate ways of releasing.”

“And the implants? The hormones?”

“Well,” she put her feet down and pivoted towards him. “if your front is flat, and your peeny is trapped, then we simply must give you a chest. We’ve got to change your body around, make you beautiful.”

“Beautiful?”

“As in feminized.”

“But I like being a man.”

“No, you don’t,” she smiled an insincere smile. “You just think you do.”

“Well, given all that you’ve said, my vote is no.”

“But my vote is yes.”

“Votes cancel out, the motion is not passed. Too bad, so sad.”

Amy put a pout on her face. “That’s not fair.”

“Two votes, deadlocked. I’m still a man and I intend to remain so.”

“Let me get you another drink.”

Ron sat at the table, waiting for another drink, and thought about what Amy had said.

She wanted to transform him. She wanted him to have a pussy groin and a mighty, mammarian chest.

And he noticed that he had a big boner. Damn. Why should such talk excite him?

The answer was simple. He liked kink.

But not turning into a girl kink.

He liked having a swinging dick, and he wasn’t about to let his wife change that.

Amy placed a drink in front of him.

He smiled, lifted, sipped, sighed.

“Did you make this stronger.”

“Maybe. Did you want me to take the alcohol out of it?”

“Oh, I guess not.”

“Now, about this plan of mine…”

“Where did you get such a loopy idea?” he asked, taking a bigger sip.

“I was talking to the girls in the club and we started thinking about a contest for next year’s ‘New Years.”

“Isn’t that a little premature? That’s nine months away.”

“I know. But when one of the girls came up with this idea we realized that to make it work we would have to start early.”

“So the contest is to feminize your husbands?”

She sipped her drink. Ron had a feeling her libation wasn’t as strong as his.

“Well, it is, but it’s a lot more than that.”

“How much more?” Sip, sip.

“We decided to have a beauty contest.”

“With the men?”

“Exactly. And the man who wins gets the big prize.”

Now, in spite of the ludicrousness of her ideas, and maybe because his cock was poking up in his pants, he asked, “And what is the big prize?”
“For you, assuming you’ll be the winner, anything you want.”

He eyed her dubiously. “Anything?”

“Absolutely anything. If you do this for me then I will do anything for you. Without reservation. No complaints. Period.”

Ron sat back and thought about that. “The fact of the matter is,” he mused, “you’ll already do anything for me.” He eyed her, “And I will do anything for you. Provided you can convince me.”

She was silent.

He focused in. “What aren’t you telling me?”

She cleared her throat. “We’re going to get corporate sponsorship. In the week since we discussed the idea we already have several million dollars committed to our cause.”

“And the cause is?”

Amy sighed. “We want to end world hunger.”

“End world hunger.”

“Yes,” she snapped, irritated at his mocking tone.

“Sorry,” he said. “Okay. You want me to let you experiment with my body, change it drastically, win a beauty contest, all to win something I already have.”

“And feed the starving orphans in India,” she stated baldly, challengingly.

“Well, while I applaud your anthropology.”

“It’s philanthropy.”

Ron blinked. Those two glasses of bourbon had hit him hard. “Philanthropy?”

“Yes. Let me get you another glass.”

She disappeared into the kitchen and he heard ice cubes rattling, imagined he heard liquor pouring, and caught the sound of whispering.

Whispering?

Amy came back out from the kitchen with a smile. She had recovered from losing the initiative and had forgiven him for being a boor.

Good.

He sipped. Man, that tasted good.

“Of course you wouldn’t have to remain a woman past New Years.”

He frowned. He thought he had won the argument.

“We could change you back. The effects of the hormones will disappear, we remove the implants, you’ll be back to being the king stud before you know it.”

He stared at her, drinking thirstily.

“And with a memory that any man would give his left testicle for.”

“Well put,” he said, feeling a little removed from his skull, “considering that you are, in effect, asking for both of my testaments.”

“Testicles.”

“Yeah. Those.”

He realized, in a belated, little piece of his mind, that he should be sipping a lot slower. That good whiskey was really something.

“What we would do is sew your penis between your legs. A little incision under the head, a little incision on the perineum, and a week to heal, and your penis would be totally under control.”

He chuckled. “Sew my…” then he thought about it. “And how would I cum? I mean, you’ve heard that old limerick…the one about the man from Kent?”

Her brows knitted slightly. “I don’t think so.

Ron recited:

There once was a man from Kent

whose prick was so long it bent

not dreaming of trouble

he bent it double

but instead of cumming he went

Amy couldn’t help it. She laughed, and spurted a small bit of that veddy expensive bourbon on her front. The liquid soaked right in and her nipples pressed out.

He looked at her tits. “God, I love your tits.”

“You could have a pair of your own.”

“I don’t think so.”

DING DONG!

Ron jumped. He realized his eyes were a little bleary.

“Go have a sit in the living room. I’ll get the door.” She took his glass. “I’ll pour you another drink, too.”

Ron stood up and wobbled.

He walked into the big living room and sat on the couch.

“Hi, Ron!”

It was Julie. Julie was an Amazon from down the street. She worked at a hospital as a plastic surgeon, and Ron often suspected that she had given herself bigger boobs. Leastwise, they were big and beautiful and gave him a boner.

Except that he already had a boner.

“Hey, Julie,” he answered flippantly. “Drink yourself. Uh, have a drink. Uh,” he called, “Honey? Could you get Julie a drink?”

“I am,” floated out of the kitchen.

Julie sat down on the couch next to him. She placed a hand on his knee. He stared at the red tips of her elegant fingers.

She moved her hand slightly, smiling at him, and he imagined he could feel her desire.

“I heard you’re considering entering our contest.”

Oh, yeah, she was part of that woman’s club thing.

“I can’t tell you how happy that makes me.”

“And proud,” offered Ann, bringing in three drinks.

Ron noticed that his drink was darker than theirs. Were they drinking, like, Coke or something?

“Well, it’s an interesting idea, but I can’t say I’m sold on it.”

Amy sat down on the other side of Ron, placed her hand on his other knee.

“Oh, but you should be,” Julie said, stroking the inside of his thigh.

“I, uh…” he tried to move away, but Amy had him boxed from the other side. And she was stroking the inside of his other thigh!

“You see, Ron,” Amy whispered, “all those children will no longer be hungry. No more children crying themselves to sleep in the night.”

Julie took it up from the other side. She leaned into him, her breasts pressed against his arm, and whispered, in a nibbling sort of way, into his ear: No more children starving, whimpering, crying their little eyes out.”

“Drink your drink, Ron.”

“Is that your penis?”

Ron shivered as Julie touched the head of his cock. He looked at his wife, his eyes full of guilt.

He started to move her hand away, but Amy reached over and pressed his hand onto her hand onto his erect boner. “I said you could have anything you wanted at the end of the year.”

“Yeah, but…”

“What? You don’t want me?” Julie was stroking his cock now, her mouth close to his face.

“You don’t want Julie?”

“But, honey…I…”

“I mean, you can have me any old time. But, Julie? You don’t get to have her. Except maybe this once. Would you like to put your cock in her cunt come January?”

“Oh, wouldn’t that be a great New Year?” Julie whispered into his ear, and sucked on his earlobe. And stuck her tongue right into his ear.

“While you think about that, let me get you another drink.”

“Yum,” said Ron. He was dizzy, the room was spinning, and it wasn’t all alcohol. The way Julie was stroking his cock was effecting him.

Amy went into the kitchen. She could be heard rattling ice cubes and glasses. She called out, “I have to go to the garage and get some more ice out of the freezer. Don’t do anything I’d do.”

Ron tried to figure that out, the door to the garage slammed, and Julie attacked him.

She pushed him back, lay on top of him, and assaulted him with her tongue.

Somehow his hands were feeling her marvelous mammaries and then his zipper was undone and his cock was in her hands.

Then she was sitting up, straightening out her blouse, reaching into her purse for her lipstick.

“I…I’m sorry…”

Ron was so confused.

“It’s okay. It’s just that…I think about all those starving orphans.”

Just as Ron sat up she threw herself onto him again.

Now she lifted her skirt and sat on him. His prick was still out, and she humped him. He could feel her pussy through the thin material of her panties.

Her lips hovered over his, her breath was upon him. “Think of the orphans,” she whispered, then she kissed him again.

Ron lost all sense of time. He was in the maze of her lips, trying to find his way.”

SLAM! The door to the garage closed.

Julie sat up, held her blouse together, checked her lips.

Ron sat up slowly.

A minute later Amy brought in the fresh drinks.

Ron gulped his almost in one slurp.

The girls watched him, placed their glasses on the table, and waited.

Ron was a mess. His mouth was smeared with lipstick. His hands smelled of pussy. His eyes were bloodshot.

“Well, Ron? Have you decided?” asked Amy. “I mean, getting a piece of this girl’s ass, that would be a real manly coup.”

“Well, I don’t know,” he thought he was supposed to say yes, but he wasn’t sure. Everything was happening so fast, and he was thinking so slow.

The girls looked at each other.

Jules touched her index finger to her cheek. “You know, what if he can’t do it?”

“Can’t do what?” asked Ron.

“What if his penis doesn’t really work? I mean, what if he’s unsewable?”

“I am to sewable,” he blurted, not knowing what he was agreeing to.

“Do you want to look at it? Make sure?” Amy asked.

“That would be a good idea.’

“Look at what?”

“Ron, stand up.”

Ron looked at his wife, and she urged him, and he stood up. He wavered and Amy held him up. With the other hand she loosened his belt, his pants, and she pulled his pants down.

Ron’s penis stuck out like the horn of a rhino. It was red and as Julie took it in her hand a little drop of pre-cum seeped out of the hole.

“Hey,” Ron said, weakly.

“Well, I don’t know. Spread your legs.”

Amy pushed on the inside of his legs and he spread, wavered some more, but managed to stay standing.

Julie reached under his cock and balls and felt his perineum. “Feels good, but will his balls go back up?”

“What do you mean?” Ron asked.

Julie placed her hands under his balls and gently raised them. She wiggled, caused a grunt, and then they slipped into the little cavities they had dropped down from when he was a boy.

“Oh,” he said. His balls had effectively disappeared, but it didn’t hurt.

Then Julie pulled his cock down. He bent forward, it didn’t feel all that good bending when he was that hard. She touched it to the perineum.

“I do believe it will work,” she mused.

“Oh, excellent!” Amy clapped her hands.

“Of course, he has to be man enough to let us do this.”

“I’m man enough!”

“Finish your drink, dear, and let the grown ups talk.”

Ron guzzled the last of brown liquid in his glass. He was drinking faster than ice cubes could melt. A lot faster.

“I’m a grown up,” he burbled.

“Of course you are, dear. But it takes a real man to get his cock sewn to his perineum. And I don’t think you have that kind of manliness in you.”

His head wobbled a little as he thought about this.

Julie said, “Listen, Ron. If you really want me to do this I will, but we have to know that you can take it.”

“Take it? Of course I can take it!” he boasted.

“Don’t be silly, Ron. You would have to hold your jism, not have an orgasm, for months!”

“I can do that.”

Once again the girls exchanged a look.

Amy stood up and collected the glasses for yet another drink. When she left the room Julie grabbed Ron’s cock and started stroking it.

“You can’t cum, Ron. Hold yourself back. Prove that you can do it.”

Amy was a long time coming back with drinks, and Julie worked Ron over. She stroked him, slapped his nuts, sucked him.

For Ron it was torture. But he had to do this. He had to prove that he was a man. And whenever he got close he made himself think about all those starving orphans in India.

“Good, Ron,” Julie murmured over a mouthful of meat. “Maybe you are man enough to have your cock sewed up.”

“Of course I am!”

Amy arrived with drinks. She ignored the fact that Julie was sucking on her husband’s wanger and handed him his drink.

“My, my, Ron. You really are a man!”

Julie took her mouth off him.

“Of course, we’ll probably have to get you off to perform the operation. Is that okay with you, Ron? If we make you cum?”

Ron swayed back and forth. He thought about it, and said, “I thought I was going to get to fuck you?”

“At the end of the year. Next New Years.”

“Oh,” he was disappointed.

“But we can give you a hand job and sew you up right now if you wish.”

“He wishes,” said Amy. “He’s too much the stud. I couldn’t talk him out of it now if I wanted to.”

“Yeah!” Ron grinned in a slobbery way.

“Well, okay. But you’re going to have to ask me to do this, release me from liability, all that sort of thing,” Julie said. “After all, I am a doctor, and we have to do everything the right way. Right?”

Ron nodded.

Julie held up her cell phone. “Now talk to me, Ron. Tell me what you want and why.”

Ron asked for his dick to be sewn to his perineum, though he had an awful rough time time saying ‘perineup…pernimeum…periscope…’

But he finally got the word, and his statement right, and Julie closed her phone.

“Fortunately,” she said, “I brought my doctor’s bag. I put it in the hallway.”

“Oh, how smart of you,” Amy laughed.

“How about if we go back into the bedroom, Ron. And then you can undress and show me your manliness.”

Ron led the way, staggering into walls, but not spilling any of his drink.

In the bedroom he finished getting undressed, and he leered at Julie.

Amy was having a hard time not laughing.

“Nice dong, sweetheart,” said Julie. “Now get on all fours.”

Ron got on all fours and stuck his butt up in the air.

Julie placed her hands around his cock and started stroking.

Ron grunted and tried to find the rhythm, but he was too drunk.

For a long minute Julie stroked him. In the living room he had been close, but now he seemed far.

“Let me help,” Amy said, moving in. She greased up her fingers and inserted them.

Ron normally would have screamed and jerked, but he was too drunk. He was sloppy and relaxed, and her fingers went into him.

Ron looked around, his face in amazement.

“Enjoy,” whispered Julie.

“Come on, stud,” muttered Amy. “Get off!”

Then Amy started slapping his balls, and that had the desired effect.

Julie watched as his cream started seeping out, poured over her fingers, and his cock started to get limp.

“Oh, fuck!” wheezed Ron. “Fuck!”

“Wow. That’s a lot of jizz.”

“Think how much it’s going to be after he’s been fixed.”

It was an unfortunate word—‘fixed’—but Ron didn’t notice. He just sighed and started to crumble. His forearms gave way and he sloped forward. Then he was lying across the bed.

“Come on, stud. Turn longways.”

The girls helped him and he managed to lay on his belly on the length of the bed.

Julie went out and got her bag.

Amy stroked Ron’s hair and whispered into his ear. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Orphans,” mumbled Ron, half out of it.

Julie slipped white towels under Ron. She placed medical paper on the backs of his legs, under his cock.

Amy watched while Julie used sponges to clean Ron’s groin.

Ron smiled and moaned. “That feels good!”

“Excellent,” smiled Julie.

Ron’s dick was totally lax now, and Julie made a little slit under the head of his cock. The cock is usually a bloody beast, filling up with blood to become erect, but now it was out of blood, and there was virtually no bleeding from the little slit.

Julie made another little slit on the perineum, then she pulled his cock, stretched it over his balls.

“Push his testicles up,” she asked Amy.

Amy felt the balls inside the sacks. She shifted and maneuvered them and they suddenly popped up into the space in his pubic area. The sacks were left empty, and they would tend to shrink a little the longer his balls stayed up in their places.

Ron moaned again, a soft sigh of happy.

Julie pulled his cock and fit the two slits she had made together.

“If your balls drop it might feel uncomfortable. If they do you can just push them back up. After a while they won’t fall anymore.”

“Okay,” yawned Ron.

Julie ran a needle along the edges of the slits, sewing them together. It was simple work, but delicate. A few stitches later and it was done.

The girls looked at each other in victory. They had done it! The first contestant for the Orphans of India Contest had been prepared.

“Ron? Are you still awake?”

“Um…yeah.” He was breathing deeply now. He hadn’t felt anything throughout the operation.

“Okay, Ron, now remember, no touchie touchie. And make sure you sit down to pee, and use an air dryer if you have to to keep yourself dry. Do you have all that?”

Ron was almost in dream land. It was a happy dream with a raw edge somewhere. He frowned and muttered, sit to pee, stay dry. Yeah, yeah.”

“And I gave Amy some pills for you to take.”

“Pills. I don’t like to take pills.”

The girls suppressed their giggles. They had just chastised him in the most positive way, they had sewn his cock to his body, and he didn’t want to take a pill.

Men!

“These will be good pills, Ron. They’ll make you beautiful.”

“Okay.”

He was almost asleep.

“Ron? One last thing.”

“Hunh?”

“Can I put your implants in now?”

“Oh, yeah. sure. Starving orphans. Go ahead.” He was effectively asleep as he gave his permission. But that was okay.

Julie went out to her car and brought back in some large breast implants. In fact, the implants were call Chyna 2000s, after the female wrestler they had been created for.

They rolled Ron over on his back, shifted him around so he was centered, and Julie went to work.

Moving slowly but efficiently, Julie made a couple of small incisions under his pectorals. She slid the large bags into place, then glued the incisions together.

“Beautiful,” murmured Amy. She looked up at her friend. “Will he have a scar?”

“Nope. Maybe a slight discoloration, once the bruises disappear, but within a month or two you won’t even be able to tell that he has implants.”

“Excellent.”

“He’s going to have to wear a bra now. All the time.”

“All the time?”

“Those are heavy, and though they are hooked to his ribs, he’s going to need a bra to help support the weight.”

“Okay.”

“Let’s put on one him now, for when he wakes up.

The two women lifted and shoved and managed to place a bra on the sleeping Ron.

“Man, it’s hard working with dead weight.”

“He’ll thank you,” said Julie, and they both giggled. They both knew he was going to go through a variety of emotions for the next few months. By the time the contest rolled around he should be in good spirits, however.

Julie pulled a sheet over Ron’s slumbering form. There was no trace of his manly bulge now, but there were giant bulges on his chest.

Amy turned off the light and they tip toed down the hallway.

“I’m tired of Coke. You want a real drink?”

“Sure.”

Amy followed Julie into the kitchen. the bottle of bourbon was nearly empty now, but there was enough for a light drink apiece. They sat at the kitchen table and toasted each other, then sipped the brown liquid.

“Well,” said Amy. “That was fun.”

“Indeed it was,” Julie swirled the whiskey in her glass. “You know what would be more fun?”

Amy looked askance.

Julie leaned forward.

Amy intuited what was happening, and she leaned forward.

“Here’s to us,” breathed Julie.

The two women’s lips touched over the table. Juli’s hands slicked across the table and hefted Amy’s breasts.

Amy returned the favor, holding Julie’s breasts.

It was a nice, long kiss, plenty of tongue, their lipsticks mingling, and they began to breath harder.

“You got a spare bed?” asked Julie.

“Yep.”

And the two left the kitchen hand in hand.


PART TWO

“Oooh,” Ron groaned.

He had drunk too much and was feeling it. And he was still a little drunk. And he had to pee.

He sat up, and his breasts poked out and he looked down. “Wha…”

“Amy!” He screamed, staring at the Chyna 2000 mounds on his chest. He felt the bra straps, put his hands on his chest. “Amy!”

He stood up and staggered towards the bathroom. His balance was totally off. He started to fall forward and had to run to catch up. He placed his hands on the wall. then shifted over to enter the bathroom.

His tits felt so incredibly heavy! What had happened? What had Amy done? He remembered the long conversation the night previous, most of it, but…but…

He stood over the toilet and felt for his dick.

IT WASNT’ THERE!

“NO!” he screamed. He bent over and managed to look over his breasts. He could see no dick! Well, he could see where it was bent over, but that was like not seeing it! And then his bladder got the best of him and he peed.

The urine came out in a stream…to the rear! He sprayed the shower door just as Amy entered the room.

“Sit down!” she yelled.

He turned, and the stream of liquid crossed the room, sprayed the wall, the toilet paper holder, then the sink.

“Amy? What have you—“

She pushed him back on the toilet and his yellow steam splashed in the water.

Amy brushed hair out of her eye and looked at him. “Sheesh! Can’t you even figure out how to pee?”

“But…but what happened to my dick?”

“We sewed it to your perineum, like you wanted.”

“I wanted? I didn’t want my dick attached to my…to my…”

“Wait right here.”

Amy left the room. Ron sat on the toilet. The pee relaxed his bladder, he was still hung over, but…what the fuck had Amy done to him.

And he remembered that Julie had been there. Bits and pieces of the wild night came back to him and his face turned red. Had she actually…he remembered…what was…

Amy entered the bathroom and held out her cell phone. She pressed ‘play’ and the video started.

Ron watch in horror as he agreed, and even asked to have his penis attached to his perineum.

“But I didn’t…I was drunk!”

“No excuses now. Grow up and be a man.”

“Be a man without a dick?” he protested. “You need to undo this!”

“Get dressed and come into the living room and we’ll discuss it.”

She turned and left him with his mouth hanging open.

Ron finished dribbling, and stood up, and realized that he needed to blot a bit. Just like a woman. He blotted, and walked into the bedroom, and he realized two things.

One, his walk was effected. Just take a step rubbed the head of his dick. It swished back and forth, each bun rubbing and titillating, the sensitive flesh on the head of his cock feeling so good, and…it caused him to have a boner.

Fortunately, Julie had done a great job. His cock was sutured down and didn’t budge. No rips or tears, just supreme frustration.

But having a boner wasn’t all that great. He was forced to pooch his butt back a bit to relieve the pressure. Which made his cheeks rub his dick head all the more.

Second, he had an underwear surprise.

He opened up his drawer and expected to find tighty whiteys. BVDs. Boys’ Ventilated Drawers.

What he found was a drawer full of thin, colored panties.

The material was sheer, a little stretchy, and the colors were pink, mauve, pistachio, crap like that.

And, carefully folded on the left side of the drawer, matching bras. Big cups, which he needed now.

He opened the drawer under that and found tummy shapers and girdles, and to one side a whole row of brand new nylons.

“AMY!”

But she didn’t answer. In fact, she was sitting in the front room covering her mouth so he wouldn’t hear her snicker.

He looked everywhere, but there was no sign of masculine underwear.

But he did find new garments hanging in the closet, including a robe, peignoirs, and so on.

Mumbling curses, stumbling because he was out of balance, he finally broke down and selected the most inoffensive underwear he could find. Pink.

He slipped his legs through the leg holes and tugged the panties into place. And was stunned to find that they were comfortable.

They fit better than his tighty whiteys. They were smooth to the skin, clung to him, and…he blinked and looked at himself in the wall mirror.

He was male thick, but his tits were so big, and his butt displayed so proudly, that he actually looked a bit feminine.

“What the fuck,” he whispered, then turned away quickly. His dick was trying to get hard.

Then he looked for some pants, and found nothing. No jeans, no male slacks, nothing.

Oh, wait, there was a pair of shorts. He lifted them up and frowned. Not shorts. They were something called culottes.

Still, it was better than a dress, of which there were plenty. He pulled the culottes up and…it looked like he was wearing a skirt. Sort of. Turned one way and it was like shorts, but not quite. Turned another way and it was like a skirt, sort of.

He looked for shirts, and found blouses. Growling his discontent, but feeling pretty fucking weird, he put on a white blouse and had trouble with the backwards buttons.

Still, when he was done he had an even more feminine form. He risked the mirror again, and his burgeoning boner, and couldn’t believe what he saw.

A male face over a female body. the female clothes he was wearing were designed to accentuate femininity.

He looked for shoes, tossed aside the heels and picked out a pair of Mary Janes. He didn’t bother with socks, even though he had found a couple of short pairs with frilly tops.

He was a man, grrr, he didn’t need no sissy socks!

And, so thinking, he walked down the hallway.

And cringed at the sound of his heels tapping. He looked at the shoes and realized that they had little metal half moons on the heels and toes. Fuck!

He tried to tip toe, but still heard the click, click, clicking sounds.

He walked into the living room and Amy sat up and stared.

“Oh, honey. Oh…baby.” Amy licked her lips.

“This has got to stop,” whined Ron.

Amy stood up, came to him. She placed her hands on his tits an he groaned. His boob nerves were stretched out and very sensitive. His nipples were extra extremely sensitive.

Amy didn’t help the situation by rubbing her thumbs over his nipples.

“Stop that,” he was almost near tears.

“Not a chance,” she murmured. She she pulled him to her and treated him to one of the greatest kisses of all time. Her mouth just absorbed him, her lips scorched him, she just downright engulfed him.

“UNHHHHH!”

“What?” she stepped back in alarm.

“You’re making me horny.”

“What?”

“My boobs are sensitive, and you’re giving me a hard on, and when i get a boner my dick presses against my buns, throbs, and it…it…God, when I just walk my dick is getting stroked by my own buns.

Amy smiled, then giggled. “Aren’t you the perfect, little woman.”

“I’m not little,” he sobbed, looking down at his chest.

“No, I guess you’re not.”

She moved in and kissed him again, felt his breasts, then reached into his culottes and felt his…’manhood.’

It wasn’t there.

“Oh, my God!” she gushed. She reached down further, traced the bend of his cock between his legs. She was almost down on her knees, feeling the tip of his cock sticking out below his asshole.

“You’re going to have to be careful when you go to the bathroom. You’re going to have to be very careful and keep yourself clean.”

“I know,” he gulped, moving his hips, partly to get away, partly to get more sensation.

She brought her hand back and and blurted, “Your balls are staying up.”

“Staying up?”

She explained about his balls retracting into the spaces from where they had dropped when he was boy.

“Oh,” he said, his face a study in abject misery.

His misery was her pleasure, however.

“There, there, honey. “We’ll put a little make up on you, get your underwear properly sorted, and you’ll feel great.”

“I want to be a man again!”

Amy just laughed. “Well, that ain’t gonna happen. Now, come on, let’s get you a bit of the hair of the dog, then we can think about fixing you up right.”

She led him to the kitchen, Opened a can of tomato juice and poured it into a glass, then she added vodka.

“Can’t I have bourbon?”

“Too late,” she held the glass to him. “Drinkee, drinkee.”

Ron chugged the glass, and almost immediately felt better. The haze and pounding in his skull went down and the world stopped being so bleary.

He sat down at the kitchen table and Amy began breakfast.

“I don’t know why you did this to me,” he groused.

“For the orphans in India. Don’t you remember?”

“Yeah. I guess.”

Several minutes later he was eating bacon, eggs, and French toast smothered in syrup. That did it for his hang over. Now he was able to think again.

“I’m going to go to a doctor this morning. My doctor.”

Amy sat down across from him. She sipped some orange juice.

“The man I married never went back on his word.”

“The man you married wasn’t a woman.”

“Fair point.”

He stared at her, not understanding why she gave up so easy. Her next words helped him understand.

“I fucked Julie last night.”

His mouth opened in shock. She was telling the truth.

“But…but…”

“I know. But, why. Because I’m not going to get any dick from you until after next year. And because I always wondered.”

Ron mumbled and gulped, then managed to ask, “Was it…did it…”

“It was incredible. It wasn’t the same as getting a good, old, hefty chunk of cock, but it was sweet, sensitive, different. I really liked it.”

Ron gulped again. He licked his lips. the problem was that he was getting harder. He groaned and bent a little bit.

Amy didn’t understand at first, then her face brightened up, “Oh, my God! This is making you horny!”

“Please stop!” he begged.

She leaned forward and whispered in the most sexy manner, “Her lips on my pussy, they were softer than yours, and more educated. She’s a woman, she’s got a vagina, she knows how to please one.

I loved the way she nibbled at my nipples. If I was a guy I would have had a boner, and that boner would have squirted on the spot.

“Honey, you can’t do this to me!”

“Oh, I can. And I’m going to keep doing it to you. I’ll go out every week and have my pussy pleased, and I’ll bring it home to you and you can lick and suck and…” she paused. “Would you like me to have a guy? Would you like me to hit a bar and go out to the car and bend over for some stud? Would you like it if I brought home a hole filled with cream? Would you like that?”

Ron pounded one fist on the table. “Stop!”

Amy couldn’t stop laughing then. She placed her hand on his wrist, stopped him from pounding on the table, and leaned forward.

He was crying, and she enjoyed the feeling of his salty tears running down his cheeks and getting into their mouths.

And he liked it. He was extra super horny now, and he almost crawled across the table to get to her.

Yet, he realized, what could he do even if he did get her? He wouldn’t be able to fuck her. He could eat her out, bring to an O that way, but that would just make him even hornier.

She slid out off the bench and pulled him to his feet.

“Come on, little girl. Let’s go make you up.”

“I don’t want to!”

“Do you want to kiss me? How about Julie? She really enjoyed making out with you last night. And that blow job…I can call her over any time you want.”

“But…but…isn’t that cheating?”

“How is it cheating? It’s not like you have a dick to fuck her with.”

She kept talking, pulling, and dragged him down the hallway.

In the bedroom she took his clothes off. “You did well getting dressed, but we really have to go all the way. Now this is called Nair. Follow the instructions. I’m going to go get you a drink. You’re a brave man and you deserve it.”

Ron stood in the bathroom and spread the Nair over his body. Amy returned shortly, gave him his bourbon and Coke, and helped slather the goo over the hard to reach places.

“This is crazy,” he muttered.

“Yeah, but it feels good. It feels good to pamper yourself, to feel the materials and the lotions, to treat yourself as a woman.

He didn’t say anything to that for the simple reason was that she was right. It did feel good.

They stood in the bathroom, her smiling at him, and she put her hand over his cock. “It feels like a pussy. A pussy without a hole, but…” she shrugged happily.

A few minutes later he stepped into the shower and washed his body off. Little hairs drizzled down his body, across the tiles, and into the drain. The water was hot, but he was shivering.

A moment later he stepped out, still shivering.

“Are you cold?”

“Un uh. It’s…it just feels weird. My skin…it’s like it’s sort of electrocuted.”

“So your hair was getting in the way of your real sensations.”

He didn’t know what to say to that, he just stood, mute, as she dried him off.

She led him out of the bathroom and began dressing him, but dressing him all the way now. And all the way meant…toe nail polish.

He sat, his feet on a towel on the bed, and she coated his nails. Three coats, little strokes from cuticles to tips, then enamel.

“Don’t you just love that smell,” she asked of the polish.

“Uh huh.” then he looked up at her.

She smiled at him. “It’s okay. Women love that smell, no reason you shouldn’t.”

When his tootsies were done she helped him into panty hose.

“How do I pee?” he asked.

“Pull everything down, or up, then sit down and let go.”

“Let go,” he mumbled.

“What? What’s wrong with letting go?”

“Men don’t let go. They push. They got muscles up there, down there, wherever.”

“Well, however you do it, you do it.”

He stood looking down at his legs. No hair, silky sheeny, feminine.

“Okay, I want to put you in a corset.”

“What? Why?”

“Get rid of your love handles.”

She brought out a corset and laid it on the bed. “I won’t pull it to tight, not for a few days. But don’t worry. A couple of months from now we’ll have you all slenderized.”

“How?”

“Salads, exercise, that sort of thing.”

“Oh, God! I don’t want to eat salads!”

“Oh, nonsense.” She was holding up the corset to his body now. She wrapped it around him and hooked it, then she began pulling the strings in the back.

“Unh!” Ron grunted.

“It’ll feel too tight, but just take small breaths and you’ll get used to it before you know it.”

She pulled and pulled, went up and down his back, then she had him stand in front of the mirror.

His waist was now small, no trace of flab. This pushed up his boobs, so that he didn’t need a bra, and they looked even bigger, pushing way out in front of him. His butt flared out below the corset and it looked round and ready to twerk.

“Beautiful,” Amy said, hands on her hips and smiling.

Ron just groaned and bit his lip.

“It’s not a full corset, so you’ll be able to sit down. But first let’s get you into a real dress.”

She went into the closet and chose a summer dress with criss cross cleavage. It was light blue with a pretty pattern of exotic flowers on it. She helped him into it and again they looked at him in the wall mirror.

His body was definitely female now. Even if his boobs hadn’t been so big, he would have been hour glass. His legs looked particular delightful, extending down under the hem of the dress.

“Perfect,” smiled Amy. “Sit down here.”

Ron sat at her vanity table. He was finished with his first drink now, but wanted a second one. Amy smiled and got him one. It was obvious that Ron needed a bit of liquid courage.

She began working on his hands first. She trimmed and sanded and pushed the cuticles up. Then she selected half long ovals.

“Can I have…” his voice was small and shy.

“Have what?” asked Amy. “What would Mommies little girl want?”

“The sharp ones?”

Amy smiled and brought out long stilettos. She put glue on his finger nails, and on the fake nails, and pressed them on.

Ron stared at his fingers as she lengthened them. He squirmed, his cock was acting up.

Amy smiled. “Don’t worry. We’ll take care of your cock later.”

“Take care of it?”

“We’ll get you off. Would you like that? Relieve some of the pressure?”

He nodded like a little boy so shy.

After the nails were on Amy painted them to match his toes. Long strokes of shiny red. His fingers now looked beautiful. They were more slender appearing, and they gleamed.

Ron looked at his fingers and was amazed.

And his peeny was throbbing.

He was sitting pooched, and he found that an occasional wiggle of the butt would scratch his itch. A minute later his itch would return, even worse, but what could he do? He just kept trying to wiggle and scratch that itch.

He was uncomfortable in the corset, and he kept sliding a bit forward, but then he would push back and get a little extra rubbing on his penis.

Amy cleaned his face, primed it, and got it ready for the color.

“You’ve got such beautiful eyes,” she murmured, focusing on painting his lids.

Then she plucked his eyebrows and went to work with mascara and eyeliner. In short order his eyes began to sparkle with life.

“Oh, you are beautiful. You’re going to win the contest for sure.”

Ron just sat in shock and wondered what had happened.

DING DONG!

“Who the fuck?” Ron panicked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll get it.”

Amy got up and headed for the hallway. she stopped at the door and turned around. She had a big grin on her face, “But you’re going to have to answer the door sometime.”

Ron opened his mouth, to say what he did not know, but Amy was gone.

DING DONG!

“Hey! Girlfriend! Come on in and see what we’ve done?”

Ron heard two sets of feet tapping down the hall and he wanted to crawl under the bed, to climb out the bathroom window, but there was nothing he could do.

“It’s Julie!” Amy said as the two women entered the room.

Ron turned twenty-seven shades of red. He looked down, he looked around, but he was caught.

Julie was wearing a pencil skirt and a jacket open in the front. No bra, and the glimpses of her large breasts were wonderful to behold.

“Hey, girlfriend,” she walked around Ron and marveled at him. “You are a king size knock out.”

Ron didn’t say anything; he couldn’t say anything.

Julie turned to Amy. “What about his hair?”

“I was just thinking about that.”

“Wig? Extensions?”

Both women stared at Ron.

“A wig for today. Next week we can get him some extensions. Then his hair will grow out. Oh, I brought over his first batch of hormones. Includes a shot. You want your shot now, Ron?”

Ron opened his mouth to say no, but Amy cut in with, “Oh, yes. By all means.”

Julie had her medical bag with her, and she got out the syringe and gave him a quick shot.

“The rest of this is oral. You like oral, right, Ron?”

Both girls grinned.

Julie explained everything, then, “Let’s get back to the wig thing.”

Working quickly the girls put tape across his scalp, then fixed an auburn wig over his hear.

Then, just because they were on a roll, they pierced his ears, gave him some jewelry, and celebrated with a drink.

The two ladies, now three ladies, sat in the living room and sipped wine coolers. Amy and Julie did most of the talking. Ron was understandably cowed.

For an hour they sipped and talked, and finally Julie said, “Let’s go.”

“Where?” Ron panicked.

“Wherever we want,” laughed Amy.

“But, I don’t…I…”

But the girls did, so they kept talking, accelerated him to bourbon and Coke, that was the magic elixir, and finally pulled Ron, almost forcibly, from the house.

They drove around town for a while in Julie’s convertible BMW. Men whistled at them and threw out ribald remarks. At first Ron was mad when the catcalls came, but Amy finally calmed him down.

“This is what it is to be a woman,” she said. “Every insult is a compliment to our beauty.”

“But it’s so rude.”

“Yep. But it doesn’t matter, and you learn not to go where things can get physical.”

“Get physical?”

“Let’s go to Charley Coyote’s!”

Whooping, Julie pulled a U-ey and headed for the hottest nightclub in town.

It was still afternoon, so the big crowd hadn’t hit. They were able to walk into the nightclub and found a seat at a small table. Amy and Julie surrounded Ron, and protected him, and they needed to.

Two guys hit on them, bought them drinks.

Ron, blinking at free whiskey, sipped.

Then Julie and Amy danced. And they pressed their fronts against the men’s. It was like watching vertical sex. It was dirty enough that they could have been arrested if they were anywhere except at Charley Coyote’s.

More men clustered, more booze flowed, and, finally, Ron was asked to dance. The girls were already dancing, there was nobody there was nobody to protect him, and a handsome fellow pulled him to his feet.

Ron was drunk by now. Not puke drunk, but drunk enough. He tried to go with the flow, to figure out how to let the other guy lead, or let himself follow. It was difficult, but he managed.

He also managed to put up with being groped, having his neck kissed, and felt the stud’s hard cock being pressed against him.

He tried to pooch a little further, but there was no way to get away from that horn dog.

“Oh, my God!” Ron took a big glug of bourbon and Coke.

The girl’s chuckled. “What’s the matter, honey. Boys are a little too aggressive for you?”

“That’s an understatement.” He finished his drink. Put it down. Another man bought him a drink.

And Ron started to have a good time. He danced some more, drank some more, and enjoyed the way everybody appreciated him.

He even started to prick tease. He would press his boobs against them, hide his face against their chests, and he loved the way they made his tits feel. He started to wonder what it would be like to have somebody suck on his nipples.

And, he began humping. His cock was so horny from all the rubbing the head received in dancing that he couldn’t stop himself. He rubbed his front shamelessly, the itch in his cock head transferring to an itch to the base of his bent cock.

That was the point that the girls figured that he had had enough.

“Woo!” Julie said, pulling into Ron and Amy’s driveway. “That was a blast.”

Ron was in the backseat, and he watched through dazed eyes as Julie and Amy turned to each other and began kissing.

It made his cock so hard, and he rubbed it, and…”Oh, God!” He pushed down on the base of his cock, tried to scratch the itch that he couldn’t reach.

The girls giggled.

“Come on, girlfriend, let’s see if we can get you off.”

Julie and Amy got out of the car and helped Ron out. He was wearing two inch heels, and between that and the booze and they had to help him with his balance a little.

Each one under an arm, they walked him into the house and back to the bedroom.

“So how do you fuck a guy without a dick?” snickered Julie.

They pushed him onto the bed and pulled off his dress.

“Well, there’s anal sex, and maybe we could just rub his head until he came, and…” Amy checked off the methods on her fingers.

Ron undressed and they positioned him on all fours.

They stood back and looked at him. His face was down and his butt was up. His cock head poked out from beneath his asshole. He moaned and gave little humping motions.

“Got a dildo?” asked Julie. “I didn’t bring anything.”

“Sure. What girl doesn’t have one?”

Ron glanced behind him. He had never felt so horny. He needed something, and he needed it badly, before he went stark, raving mad.

Amy reached into a drawer and pulled out a vibrator. She brought out some lubricant and began slathering it on the long vibrator. Her hand went over the lumps and bumps and swirls happily.

“Lord, that’s a good one.”

“Reaches every spot.”

“You’re not going to put that in me!” Ron protested. But while his protest sounded fierce, it wasn’t. He was so horny he was willing to try anything.

The girls sat on the bed, one on each side of him.

“Okay, honey. Relax and let us do our magic.”

“But…you’re not going to…eee!”

Amy put a finger into his ass and began swirling it around.

Julie reached under him and began massaging his tits.

Ron groaned and lost himself in the delicious sensations. He began to hump back with his butt, and Julie inserted her big toy.

Ron’s eyes went wide. He suddenly realized that he was being fucked. He was being penetrated, and then Amy turned the vibrator on.

“HE-E-EY!”

But his core was being shaken.

“I C-A-A-AN’T…

Julie kept tickling one nipple, but reached the other hand up and started massaging the head of his cock.

“YOU…YOU…YOU…”

He felt his core explode. It was a big explosion, sending a massive stream of gism through his cock. His cock, being bent, felt like it was going to rupture. It was simply the most intense sensation Ron had ever felt in his life. It was like the cum of an elephant being forced through the dick of a mouse.

“AHHHHHHHH!”

The girls laughed. Amy kept ramming him, and Julie pinched the head of his cock, then slapped it.

Ron felt the gism coursing through his bent shaft, almost like it wanted to straighten the shaft out.

Then the semen spurted, a long, thin squirt that crossed the room and hit the floor eight feet away.

“F-U-U-U….”

Then Ron collapsed.

Julie and Amy looked at each other over his back, then they crawled over him, began kissing and fondling. In a short time they were cumming, too.


EPILOGUE

Summer came. Ron took his hormone pills and his body changed. His waist became slender and his boobs actually grew bigger. He got extensions for his hair, then his own hair was long enough to style.

He learned make up and fashion and all the things that women have to learn.

Fall came, and Ron was now officially a woman. Of course he had a man’s sex drive, and as his body changed his cock head was rubbed even more and more, so he had to get fucked almost every night.

Julie moved in, and they sometimes slept in the same bed, and sometimes one of the three would sleep in the spare bedroom.

Ron liked being a woman, but he was wondering about being changed back. He was having so much fun, and…he knew he was going to have to bring it up. It was Thanksgiving when he finally did.

“Say, girls,” he asked one night when they were all in the bedroom. “When is the big show?”

Julie and Amy smiled at each other.

“What?”

“You mean for the starving orphans in India?”

“Yeah.”

The girls laughed more and more, then they finally just dissolved, fell on the floor and held their bellies.

“What’s so funny?”

Amy blurted, “There was no contest.”

“What?”

Julie was howling, but she managed to say, “We just wanted to mess with you. We wanted to do the Lesbian bit, and making you into a girl was the solution, and… you…you…”

The girls laughed harder and harder.

Blinking, Ron sat in the vanity chair.

They had fooled him.

They had fucked him.

And he couldn’t believe it.

When the girls slowed down in their laughing he asked, “So I won’t have to be a man again?

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


He Went to Sissy School!

Feminization boot camp for sissy boys!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

“You cheated on me.”

Tandy stood five foot six and had better curves than a race track. Her breasts were large and high, her ass was round and firm, and her face should have been in a Hollywood movie. Right then, however, her beauty was obscured by her anger. Her green eyes were flashing and her red mouth was tight.

“Baby, no! What are you talking about?”

Roger was five foot seven, slender, and slick. His face was unlined with a soft chin. His eyes were always mocking.

Except for now. Now he was turning on the charm, trying to talk his way out of his wife’s anger.

Tandy threw a large envelope on the coffee table.

Roger’s thin fingers opened the envelope and a dozen pictures slid out on the glass.

Roger and a brunette, immersed in each other, naked, her thrusting her hips up and him digging his dick down.

Roger and a blonde, his mouth leeching onto her breasts and he tilted his hips and dove into her pussy.

Roger and a redhead, her legs folded around his back, him shoving her against a wall, his naked buns thrusting his cock up.

Roger and…and on and on.

Six pictures. Six different women.

This wasn’t a one time dalliance, this was a way of life.

“Baby, these girls didn’t mean anything.”

“They mean something to me.”

“Sure. Another notch on your dick.”

“Aw, don’t be that way. We can work this out.”

Roger begged and wheedled and whined, but Tandy had made up her mind. Roger was going to change or else. All she had to do was apply enough pressure that he would want to change.

“I want a divorce.”

“No way that’s going to happen,” he stated.

“Because you don’t want to give up my money?”

“Honey…”

“Don’t bother Roger. I know you for what you are now. You’re one of these assholes who finds a purse and digs in. You’re going to want me to pay the alimony. You’re going to want half of all my property.”

“You’ve got me all wrong.”

“Have I?”

“Those girls didn’t mean anything. It’s you I’ve always loved.”

“Prove it.”

“Of course I will,” he blurted.

“Go to Cheater’s anonymous.”

Roger blinked. “Cheater’s anonymous? What the hell is that?”

“Like Alcoholics Anonymous, or Gambler’s Anonymous…they help people with problems overcome those problems.”

“But I don’t have any problems!”

“Prove it. Go through the Cheater’s Anonymous course. When you’ve done that then I’ll know you really love me, that you want to give up all those sluts and really make our marriage work. If not…I’m going to a judge and have our marriage annulled. Not divorced, but annulled, and with annulment there’s no chance you could get alimony out of me.”

“Wait a minute…” there was a hint of panic back in his eyes.

“”Not one minute. Tomorrow I’m going to take you to Cheater’s Anonymous…or to an annulment. Your choice.”

With that Tandy spun on her high heels and stomped out of the room.

Roger sat on the couch for a long minute. He stared at the pictures, but didn’t really see them. His mind was too busy to study his pornographic efforts.

He didn’t want a divorce. Tandy had money and he liked living high on the hog. And this annulment business, that sounded bad.

He stood up, mixed himself a drink in the kitchen, then headed for the computer room.

In the computer room he looked up annulment, and what he saw shook him.

If Tandy got an annulment it would be a declaration that the marriage never happened. No splitting of properties. No alimony. Just him out on his ear.

He googled Cheaters Anonymous on the net and was directed to a group on Reddit. The group couldn’t seem to make up its mind if it were against cheating, or just a place where cheaters congregated to engage in further affairs.

He googled again, and finally found the official business called ‘Cheaters Anonymous.’

He perused the website, and the headline read:

Cheater’s Anonymous

Better Living through Behavior Modification

Following were a long list of testimonials. People saying they were so much happier now that they had been fixed.

‘I love and worship my wife now. Thanks, CA, you’ve brought new order to my life.’ ~ Charles J.

‘Thank God I came to CA. My whole life has been resurrected, and now I can treat my wife the way she should be treated.’ ~ Bob F.

‘I was a schmuck, cheating on my wife. Now I am on the straight and narrow and love my wife.’ ~ Ben Hawthorne.

The testimonials went on and on, pages of them.

Then Roger read a write up on the Cheater’s Anonymous methodology.

‘Cheater’s Anon uses the latest, cutting edge technology to enable men to see their faults and correct them. We are dedicated to bringing all men to the truth of themselves, and enabling them to understand how the other half lives.

And there was more. A lot more.

CA had been advertised on media.

CA was endorsed by a list of politicians and celebrities.

CA was backed up by police organizations, fireman unions, teacher’s unions, and so on.

Finally Roger leaned back in the swivel and contemplated.

Some sort of stupid ‘aversion therapy,’ or some such, no doubt.

A bunch of weak willed idiots that fell for the latest ‘psycho scam.’

Heck, he could breeze through that in a jiffy, and go back to being himself.

He snorted. This was what Tandy wanted him to do?

Chuckling, he closed the computer, and got up. This was going to be easy.

He headed for the bedroom, was momentarily pissed when he found it locked, then went into the guest room.

He undressed and climbed into bed. He lay on his back, looked at the ceiling, and thought, I’ll do this easy. Cheater’s fucking Anonymous, eh? I’ll show them!

Tandy rose early in the morning. She got dressed, made herself up, then went down the hall and tapped on Roger’s door.

“Eh? What?”

“Time, Roger,” she said to the door. “Get up or get out.”

Roger climbed out of bed. He yawned. He put his clothes on and headed for the kitchen.

Tandy was making toast and she shoved one piece at him. He forced himself to eat it.

“I’m telling you now, Roger, you’d better do well on this program.”

“Oh, I will,” he assured her.

“Because if you aren’t then this is the end of the road for us.”

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ve seen the error of my ways. I’ll do this program and you’ll see a new man.”

She controlled a snort. He was obviously lying through his teeth.

Still, she had to give him a chance.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said. She dumped her coffee cup into the sink and headed for the garage.

Roger followed along.

In the garage Tandy headed for the driver’s seat of their Maserati.

“Hey, I want to drive.”

“I’m dropping you off.”

He frowned, then got in the passenger side.

The trip to the Cheater’ Anonymous building was cold. Tandy didn’t want to talk, and Roger gave up before a couple of blocks had passed.

They pulled up in front of the building. It was a solid block with no windows, made of cement. It looked more like a prison.

Roger looked up at the sign over the front door. Cheater’s Anonymous. Okay. Then he focused on the ‘Behavior Modification’ part of their logo.

Well, they’d find out the hard way. Roger wasn’t about to have his behavior modified. Not by no one, nowhere, nohow.

Tandy parked in front of the building, got out, and strode up to the front entrance. She led Roger to the front counter and talked to the receptionist. In a jiffy Roger was sitting down on a green, faux leather chair with fake wood arms. He filled out a bunch of forms while the receptionist ignored him. Tandy sat next to him. Like the receptionist, she ignored him, but he knew she was sneaking glances at the form on the clipboard the receptionist had given him.

Roger hated filling out forms, so he skimmed over all the legalese and just scribbled his signature. Best to just get this stupid stuff done.

When he was done Tandy took the forms to the receptionist, then came back. She faced him.

“Well, Roger. I hope you learn from this. You really have hurt me.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” for a brief moment there was sincerity in his voice. Then he looked up and saw two nurses coming out of the door next to the reception area.

And, man, were they nurses! They were both stacked, perfect make up, and they were smiling happy grins at him.

Tandy observed Roger’s eyes light up. It pissed her off that he could be so blatant. “Okay, Roger.” she said, standing up. “I’ll pick you up when they call me. Hurry. Don’t make me take a lover.”

“What?” he  hadn’t been listening, but when she said that he was startled. “What lover?”

“It’s in the forms, dear. The ones you just signed. You pledged that you understood that I had needs, and that you wouldn’t be upset if I had them taken care of while you underwent your retraining.”

“I didn’t sign anything like that!”

The two beautiful nurses were next to him now. Their nameplates said ‘Roxy,’ and ‘Liz.’ They smiled down at him. “Are you ready, Roger?”

“Yes. You did,” remarked Tandy.

Roger’s head was going back and forth between the two nurses and his wife. He managed to blurt.

“Give me those forms back! I need to see them!”

“Sorry, Roger.” Tandy turned and walked off.

Roger leaped to his feet, but before he could follow Tandy the two nurses had each grabbed an arm.

“Hey! Wait!”

Tandy kept walking. The nurses turned him towards the door they had come out of. Roger struggled a little, but when he felt them get closer, push him with their bodies, which involved them hugging his arms and him feeling their big breasts he relaxed and let himself be turned. After all, he could handle this stuff with his wife later.

“I’m Roxy, Roger.”

“And I’m Liz. We’re so happy to meet you.”

“Uh…hi.”

Roger glanced over his shoulder. Tandy opened the front door, and the last Roger saw of her her silky legs were striding, her buttocks was swaying, and her long hair was waving in a light breeze.

Then he was moving through the door into the back area of the building.

They were in a long hallway to the left. The hallway was institution green at the beginning, but it morphed into a light pink by the time they reached the door at the end.

The door opened automatically and the women escorted Roger into a small room. There was a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair in the center of the room. No. A doctor’s chair, with legs that could be opened.

Along the walls was a desk and two metal shelves. There was a metal door at the other side of the room. In one corner was a large sink.

Roger looked back and forth between the two women. He couldn’t figure out which one was the more beautiful. He sat in the chair and grinned.

“Now, Roger, we’re going to take your vitals.” Liz wrapped a sphygmomanometer around his arm and pressed a button. The armband started filling with air.

Roxie put a thermometer under his tongue. She smiled at him and actually pinched his cheek. “You’re so handsome.”

Roger would have grinned, except the thermometer would have fallen out of his mouth. The blood pressure band was squeezing his biceps.

Liz pulled a strap out of the arm rest of the chair and wrapped it around his forearm. Roxie did a strap on his other arm.

Roger wanted to ask what the straps were for, but that damned thermometer in his mouth stopped him from talking.

Liz checked his blood pressure. “Excellent,” she murmured.

While his attention was on her Roxie pulled a strap out of the foot rest and wrapped it around his leg.

“Ummm?” Roxie stood up and took the thermometer out of his mouth, and while she looked at it Liz took advantage of his distraction to wrap a band around his other leg.

“Wonderful. Not only handsome, but healthy.” She smiled at Roger. “You’ll do well here, Roger.”

“What’s with these bands on my arms and legs? It’s hard to move!”

“Oh, those,” the nurses pulled straps around his belly and snapped them together like a car seat belt. “Those are so you don’t move while we operate.”

“Operate?” Roger’s voice rose up. “What do you mean operate?”

Liz moved to a shelf and took down a couple of pairs of scissors. They were large and looked sharp.

“All applicants for Cheater’s Anonymous go through body modification. It’s part of our program.” Liz smiled at him, then both women bent and started snipping at his clothes.

“Hey! Wait!”

The ladies didn’t wait. They snipped up the side of his pant legs and he felt cool air touch his skin. It made his hair stand on end, and he began to struggle.

“You’re ruining my clothes!” he yelled.

“Calm down, Roger. We don’t want to have to gag you.”

“Yes. You’ve been so pleasant…don’t ruin it.”

The girls snipped up to his waist.

Roger tried to pull free, to fight, but the straps were tight and held him relatively motionless.

The girls separated his pants at the waist, then Liz started working on the inside of his legs. Roxie worked on his waist band.

“I’m going to sue somebody over this!”

Liz was snipping close to his crotch now, and she smiled at him. “Don’t move, Roger, I’d hate to take off more than your pants.”

After a few more cuts the girls began pulling pieces of his pants off him and out from under him.

“Lift your buttocks, dear,” Roxie asked.

Roger didn’t.

Liz stuck a pin under his fanny and Roger bucked up. “Ow!”

Roxie pulled parts of his pants out.

“There’s the easy way or the hard way,” cooed Liz, then she kissed his cheek.

They cut off his shirt, and he didn’t object. A shirt wasn’t that big a deal.

Then he was down to his underpants.

And his boner.

“My, this has really gotten you excited,” Liz said, she grabbed his prick through his underwear.

Roger about strangled, he was so shocked. Yet, on retrospect, he should have expected such an action.

Roxie cut his underwear off and Roger realized what they were doing. They were making sure his penis poked his underwear out, stretched the material and made it easier for cutting.

Pieces of underwear were pulled off him, then Liz said, “Lift your buttocks.”

Roger complied.

“Isn’t it cute how they learn so fast?” remarked Roxie.

Liz made the oblique statement, “They learn a lot faster when they aren’t allowed to be men.

Roger was naked. The pieces of his clothes were pushed into a pile with a broom, then put into a large, black plastic bag. They threw his shoes and socks in after the clothes.

“Well,” said Roxie. “Now comes the hard part.”

“Did you want to masturbate him first?”

“Nah. He’ll be more amenable if he’s hard.”

“What are you going to do?”

“We’re going to clean your body. All of it.”

Roxie took a bottle off the shelf and began pouring a gel like substance up and down his legs, his arms, over his torso. Liz snapped on a pair of medical gloves and began smearing the stuff onto him.

It wasn’t exactly cold, but it wasn’t warm, either. Roger gave a shiver, but it might have been because of his panic.

They smeared the stuff all over him, reached their hands behind his back, scooted their hands under his buns, spent a long time applying the goop to his groin area.

Liz’s hands in particular were obsessed with his balls and cock. She stroked him until he was on the edge, then she giggled and backed off. “Not yet, honey,” she whispered.

Roxie chuckled.

Then they took a break. They leaned against a desk, talked about the best way to fix spaghetti sauce from the ground up.

“Hey!” Roger objected. “This stuff is starting to burn.”

The girls pulled a hose from the sink and sprayed him off.

“Hey! That’s cold!”

“Too hot…too cold. Poor boy can’t make up his mind. Squirt some soap there.”

Liz squirted soap from a bottle and Roxie walked around Roger and squirted him ruthlessly.

Then Roger noticed something. His hair was coming off! He was losing all his body hair, and then he turned his eyes upward.

His scalp hair was coming out! He was going to be bald!

“Oh, my God!” he moaned. “What did you do?”

“Roger,” said Roxie as she put the hose back. “You simply can’t have all that ugly hair. How will you ever become beautiful?”

“I don’t want to be beautiful.”

Liz grunted, “Damn! That’s five dollars I owe you.”

Roxie chortled. “They always say that. It’s a sure bet.”

“Why?” Roger demanded. “Why are you doing this?”

“Because we can?”

“Because we want to.”

The girls high fived, then Roxie said, “Because you signed up for this program.”

“My wife signed me up!” protested Roger. “I didn’t sign up!”

“You signed the forms. Didn’t you read them?”

Roger’s silence signified that he hadn’t.

“Well, you should have. You wouldn’t be complaining so much then.”

Liz: “So who did you cheat with, Roger?”

“Was it one woman? Or several.”

Roger clamped his mouth shut. He was done here. But when he got a hold of a lawyer…oh, boy!”

“Well, let’s call the doc.”

“Let me get ahead on squeegeeing the floor first.

“Of course. Silly me. I’ll wipe him down.”

Roxie pushed the water on the floor towards a large floor drain.

Liz wiped and blotted water off Roger and the chair. She had him lift his buttocks,and this time he complied quickly.”

Roger wasn’t shivering anymore. At least not from the cold.

“Okay. Call the doctor?”

“You got it.” Roxie picked up her cell phone from the desk and tapped a number. “Roger’s ready, ma’am. Yes, ma’am.”

Roxie turned to Liz. “She wants you to assist. I’ll go get started on the paperwork.”

“You got it.”

Roxie left the room.

Roger asked in a low tone. “How much can I pay you to get me out of here?”

“Ha,” Liz smiled. “I would get caught and fired. And…I love what I do. I love fixing cheater’s. I love seeing them get what they deserve. It’s fun. If I were you I’d stop thinking about getting away and start thinking about how to get with the program.”

“What program? Getting shaved and washed? Having my clothes cut off me? Losing all my hair? What kind of a program is that?”

“Oh, this is just the start. You’re about to have a grand and glorious adventure. In fact—“

At that moment the door opened and a woman walked in. But not just any woman.

“Good morning, Ma’am.”

“Hello, Liz. Hello Mr. Sanders.”

She was wearing a pencil skirt that showed her buttocks off. Her boobs were world class mounds of fun. Her face was the stuff of dreams. She was holding her hands up, they were encased in surgical gloves and Liz held an operating coat up for her to slip her arms into.

Liz tied a couple of ties. Then: “I’ll gown up, ma’am.”

The doctor gave her a smile, then turned to Roger. “How are you doing, Roger?”

Roger’s eyes were wide. Unfortunately for him, his cock was standing straight up. He said nothing.

She smiled. “It looks like you’re doing well.” She tapped his cock and it quivered. “Nice. I guess they haven’t jacked you off yet. Well, we can do that.”

She grabbed his penis and began stroking it.

Roger made an ‘urk’ sound in his throat, then gulped.

“You might as well enjoy it,” the doctor said. “It will be your last one for a while.”

Roger tried to talk, tried to resist. He didn’t want to be beaten off like a hunk of meat. “Last one?”

“Yes.” She beat him with one hand and fondled his balls with the other. “Why…why?”

“Part of the program, Roger.”

“Who are you?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t introduce myself. My name is Claire Windsor. You may call me Ma’am. If you don’t call me Ma’am then you will suffer such as this. She slapped his balls. Hard.

“OW!”

Yet the slap brought him closer to cumming. He was having a hard time suppressing the urge within.

Liz came back into the room. She was wearing a gown and gloves and a face mask.

“Oh, I’m sorry. We should have masturbated him before we called you.”

“Not to worry, dear. You know how I love giving men their last cum.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Would you like me to slap his balls a bit?”

“Please do. Roger is resisting.”

Liz slapped his balls a couple of times, and that did it. Suddenly the semen boiled over, shot up the shaft, squirted into the air.

Dr. Windsor bent his penis and aimed his cock at the floor. Long squirts of white jetted onto the tiles.

Roger groaned as the pleasure overcame him.

“My, he has a lot, doesn’t he,” Liz observed.

“He cheated with several women, so he must be quite virile.”

Liz giggled. Don’t you mean was virile?”

Dr. Windsor laughed, took a clothe and wiped Roger’s penis off. “You’re right. Please adjust the table.”

Table? Roger looked around. There was no table in the room.

Liz went to the wall and grabbed a remote control device that was hanging by a cord. She pressed a button.

Roger started as the chair moved. The legs of the table came up. They stayed together. The back of the chair went back to the horizontal. The arms spread out to the sides.

Dr. Windsor stood back and watched.

The chair was now totally horizontal, and Dr. Windsor wheeled a tray of surgical instruments next to Roger. She picked up a grease pencil and hovered over Roger.

Roger stared up at the doctor. She was uncomfortably close to him. She began making marks on his chest around his pectorals.

“What are you doing?” he asked, his voice quavering.

“Slap his balls, please.” The doctor moved back a foot.

Liz gave him a good slap on the balls. “Hold still, Roger.”

But Roger couldn’t hold still. He kept wiggling.

“Better hit him harder.”

Liz made a fist and punched his testicles harder.

Roger jerked up, once, turned white, and lay still.

“Oh, fuck!” he said.

Doctor Windsor was working on his chest again, making little marks in circles around his nipples.and she murmured, “I’ll only tell you this once, Roger. You will not curse again. Cursing brings an automatic punishment, and the punishments can become quite extreme.”

Roger was gasping a little bit, but he managed, “Why can’t I swear?”

“It’s not ladylike.”

Roger blinked. “But I’m a man.”

Dr. Windsor paused, regarded him closely. “Roger, we’re going to convert you.”

“Convert?”

“Yes. Convert. Some people call it transitioning, but our methods are a bit more concise, and the length of time of the conversion varies.”

“What do you mean? Length of time?”

The good doctor sighed. “How long you will be kept female. Some people only need a few months of conversion. Then they understand things about women they didn’t before, and when they are returned to male, they are properly appreciative and behave themselves. Once you’ve been a woman you understand why you shouldn’t cheat on a woman. Mind you, it’s okay for women to cheat on men, but not men on women.”

“But I don’t want to be a woman!”

“Then you shouldn’t have signed the forms. Or even entered our establishment. But once in, we will deal with you expeditiously.”

“How…how long would I…”

“How long will you be female? Every case is different, and it’s up to you. If you learn your lessons and behave yourself, three to six months. But if you don’t behave yourself it could be years. Maybe even the rest of your life.”

Roger gulped.

“I don’t…I don’t…”

“I understand. But you have cheated, and now you must learn. Do you want to start working on his nails, Liz? It’ll be a while before I’m ready to operate.”

“You’re going to….what are you…”

“Shush for a while, Roger. I have other appointments and you’re starting to slow me down. You really should have known this before you arrived.”

“My wife didn’t tell me.”

“And you didn’t tell her you were cheating, so hold still.”

Roger lay on his back, staring at the ceiling. He was shivering, Then he felt Liz doing something to his feet.

“What…what are you doing?” His voice cracked. He was rapidly losing his nerve.

“Painting your tootsies, dear.” She lifted up a small bottle. It was bright red, very shiny. “Do you like the color?”

“Nu…nu…no!”

“I could paint them pink? Pink is very popular these days.”

“Nu…nu…no!” He was protesting getting his nails painted at all, but she took him to mean he just didn’t want pink nails.

“Okay.” She continued painting them red.

Dr. Windsor was measuring his flesh around his nipples. She gathered skin in between her fingers every once in a while. “You’ve got lovely skin, Roger. Very stretchable. I’ll be able to put in our largest implants.”

“Implants? Did you say implants?”

“Of course. What kind of a woman would you be without a nice set of ta tas.” The doctor didn’t quite snicker, but it was close.

“Please,” Roger begged. “Please,” he was close to tears. “Don’t do this to me!”

“You did it to yourself, Roger. Being so disrespectful to your wife. Don’t you remember your marriage vows?”

“But…”

“I’m going to need to do some serious liposuction,” muttered the doctor.

“Why don’t you remove one of his ribs?” asked Liz.

“You know…that is an excellent suggestion. I’m going to have to do another set of measurements, but I think he’s a perfect candidate for rib resection.”

“Wait! No! You can’t!”

“Shush, Roger. Lower your voice or we’ll spank you.”

“Are you going to put him in chastity?”

“I don’t know. I think sewing his penis up would work nicely.”

“Inverted the shaft and staple it?”

“No. I think sewing it to the perineum would work wonders. You know how the ladies complain that they get too excited.”

Roger was moaning lightly now, shaking his head, trying to think.

“Easy, now, Roger,” said Liz. She flicked his balls with a finger. Roger jerked, but kept moaning.

“I’m about ready now. Would you like to finish his hands after surgery?”

“Of course. Let me just finish the enamel.”

The doctor stood back and began examining the tools on the tray. “I think we’re going to need some more solution.”

“I’ll get it as soon as I[‘m done here.”

The doctor leaned over Roger and smiled. “You’re a lucky man, Roger. Fine skin, good bone structure. Your transition will be perfect. Nobody will be able to see that you were once a man.

Tears were seeping out of his eyes now. “You’re going to take a rib?”

“Two actually. One on each side. You’ll have the thinnest waist. Of course you’ll probably want to wear corsets from here on out, but that’s a small price to pay for a perfect body.

The tears were coming harder now, but he wasn’t making audible crying sounds. He tried another argument.

“You’re experimenting on me! Like Nazis! How can you do that?”

“You know, Roger, if I had a nickel for every time I’ve been called a Nazi, or the Angel of Death, or some other such thing…” she chuckled.

“You’d be rich ten times over,” agreed Liz, standing back from Roger’s feet. “I’ll go get the boob juice.”

“Boob juice?”

“That’s what we call it,” Dr. Windsor said. “Really, it’s a solution that we inject into your chest. Originally the stuff was used to make what we call ‘vacation boobs.’ We inject and the woman, or man, has a chance to see themselves as a woman for a while. Big chest, you know. Of course the early stuff only lasted a month. What we will give you will last six months. And even then we might need to inject a solvent to help break it down.”

“But…”

“You’re about to have a world class set of breasts, Roger.”

“But…”

“Thin waist, big boobs, a bit of liposuction, you’ll be wonderful. In fact, we’ll take some of the fat out of your body and put it in your butt. You’ll have quite the booty. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Roger began to wail. To cry. To sob uncontrollably.”

“Oh, dear,” said the doctor. “He was doing so well, too.”

Liz came back into the room with a couple of gallon jugs.

“Want me to put him under?”

“No bother, dear. I’ll do it. Just see to the solution.”

Dr. Windsor pulled a face cup down from the ceiling and placed it over Roger’s face.

He thrashed, as well as he could under the restraints, but Dr. Windsor pushed the face cup down on his face and kept him head still.

Roger gasped…then tried to hold his breath.

“You can count backwards from a hundred if you wish?” Dr. Windsor advised.

But Roger was wide-eyed and desperate, and he breathed, and the world faded.

After a minute the doctor let the cup reel back towards the ceiling. She picked up a scalpel and began cutting. “Get the saw ready, dear. I’m taking the ribs out first, then we’ll do the lipo, then we’ll put his breasts in.”

“Yes, ma’am.”


PART TWO

“Unh,” Roger heard himself groan. Then he realized he was groaning. He felt sick to his stomach, but otherwise…sort of loosy goosy.

He turned in bed, and realized he wasn’t in bed. Not his own, comfortable, king size bed. And his wife…where was Tandy?

Then it came flooding in on him. The show down with Tandy, going to the Cheater’s Anonymous building.

And the nurses and the doctor.

He opened his eyes, and reality came crashing in on him.

His eyes had long lashes fluttering over his eyes. His hand was in front of his face, and it was tipped with long, red fake nails.

He moved, and felt the big pillows on his chest. They were huge! They shifted and he was unbalanced.

“What?” He sat up.

He was in a sort of a dormitory, but it was a sissy sort of dorm.

There were ten beds, a dresser between each bed, high heels lined up under the beds. In each bed was a slumbering form.

At the end of the dorm was a nurse sitting at a desk. She was reading a book, it looked like one of those trashy Alyce Thorndyke novels. ‘The Broken Man,’ or something. She turned the pages idly. Her bright desk lamp was the only light in the dorm, except for a dull night light in a wall socket at the other end.

Roger pushed back his covers and stood up. He wavered, unbalanced by the big monsters on his chest. The weight of them hurt, and he folded his arms under his boobs to help support them. He stepped out into the center of the dorm and walked down the aisle towards the nurse at the desk. As he walked he became aware that his groin was different. He dick didn’t swing. He still had it, but.something was wrong. And his nuts…where were they?

Oh, crap! More memories came into his mind. All the things Doctor Windsor had said….

The nurse saw him stumbling down the aisle and raised her eyes, then she closed the book and put it aside.

“What…what…” Roger bumbled, totally confused.

“Sit here, Regina.” The nurse indicated a chair next to the desk.

Roger sat. “Regina?”

“That is your name now that you have been feminized. Pretty, isn’t it?”

“What am I doing here?”

“You’re being converted. You’re supposed to be sleeping, but I know how antsy you girls get when you first arrive.”

Roger held up his hands. He was so confused. “What are these.”

“Those are your pretty fingernails. You’re going to have to learn an entirely new way to use your hands. Doing dishes, doing laundry, using knives and forks…everything will be new. My name is Samantha. You may call me Miss Samantha, or just Ma’am. I know everything is confusing these first few days, so feel free to come see me any time you want. Just make sure you address me, or any of the nurses, properly.”

“What happens if I don’t?”

Nurse Samantha reached for what looked like a pendant hanging between her large breasts. “This will remind you. Would you like to see how it works?”

“What does it do?”

“I’m going to touch it very gently. Don’t be alarmed.” Samantha pressed the little button in the center of the disk and Roger felt his groin suddenly go BZZZZ!

He jumped and grabbed his groin, and his dick was there, but it was hanging down and stuck against his body. His boobs, now not supported, fell down his chest.

“Oh, shit!” he muttered, and put one arm back under his boobs to support them. He was feeling for his balls and realized they ween’t there, either.

“Please, no swearing,” Samantha smiled. “You only get this one warning, then that vibration you feel down under will become painful.”

“Oh…what happened to my nuts?”

“Your penis has been pulled down between your legs and sutured to your body. Your balls have been put up in your pubic area from whence they dropped.”

Roger’s mind didn’t seem to be working on all cylinders, and he mumbled, and felt himself. The nurse was right. His dick was in the down position, but pressed against his body. He cold feel the little threads, and above his peeny his ball sacs were empty. They just hung there, and as he continued exploring this are he realized that his testicles had been forced up into the cavities in his pubic area. There was a ring around the base of his cock. It had been sewn on, so it looked like a piercing. His dick went between his legs and the head came out just below the crack of his buns.

“Why…why have you done this?”

“Girls don’t have balls. For that matter, they don’t have peenies. Of course the clitoris is sort of like a cock head, but…you understand?”

“I under…no. I don’t!”

“Easy, Regina. Keep your voice low. Girls are sleeping.

But Roger was having trouble. His face was different, and coming out from under the anesthetic he realized that his waist was thin, and he was sitting on more fat than his ass had!

He stood up, looked at his body. He felt his midsection and realized one of his ribs was missing! He was skinny in the waist, and his chest was so…so…big!

“Change me back, he whispered hoarsely.

“Roger. I want you to calm down. I can put you to sleep with this little device. I can give pleasure so sweet you’ll cum. Or I can knock you out. That will hurt.”

“But I don’t want this!” His voice was rising.

“Roger,” Samantha warned.

But Roger was winding up. He opened his mouth and Samantha hit the button. Hard.

Pain shot through Roger’s groin. It was like being kicked in the balls by a horse. A big horse with sharp shoes. He just doubled over and passed out.

Roger jerked awake. He was back in the pink bed again, but this time he wasn’t hazy. The anesthetic had worn off and he was aware of everything.

He felt his chest. Yep. Big watermelons.

He felt his groin, and felt the downward curve of his penis and the absence of his nuts.

He felt his body, became aware of his narrow waist, his fat ass, and the fact that he was sore. Very sore.

Well, try having a rib cut out of your body and see how it affects you.

And now there weren’t any drugs to stop the pain.

“You better get up and get ready,” a voice whispered to him.

Roger opened his eyes and looked out from under the blanket he was wrapped in.

A girl was making up the bed to the side of him. She was dressed in a pink pinafore with a high hem and a white blouse. Her boobs were almost as large as Rogers.

Roger looked to the other side and saw another girl making up the bed on that side of him.

He turned back to the first girl, “Were you—“ he stopped talking and his eyes widened. His voice was very high. He tried again, keeping his voice lower. “Were you talking to me?” His voice was a little lower, but not by much.

“You better get up and get dressed. We need to be ready for inspection.”

Roger stared at the girl. She had long lashes, and he had long lashes. And she had plump, red lips. He felt his own mouth. He couldn’t see it, but it felt like his lips were bigger. What had they done to him?

When the girl cleared her throat Roger sat up, kept the blanket around him to hide his nakedness, and his boobs and newly re-shaped body. He felt his head and realized he was wearing some kind of a wig. He had been wearing it earlier, when he had first woken up, but he had been so out of it he hadn’t taken note of it. Now he did, and the hair of his wig was down his back, curled over his shoulders.

“Your pinafore is in the middle drawer. Your underwear is in the top drawer.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

“They’ll make you. And you shouldn’t swear.”

Roger snorted. He wasn’t going to dress up all girly.

The girl next to his bed finished making her bed, folding her clothes in the dresser drawers. She put on her high heels just in time. A whistle blew and all the girls in the dormitory stood at the foot of their beds.

Roger stood up, held the blanket tightly around him, and moved up to a yellow line that ran the length of the dorm, and upon which the foot of the beds were aligned.

Three women entered the dormitory. One was Liz, the other two Roger hadn’t seen before. They wore navy blue pencil skirts, blouses, and navy blue short jackets. They were all stacked, made up, and had no expression on their faces.

One woman stood in the center of the aisle. Behind her the night nurse stood behind her desk.

The other two women walked from bed to bed. They checked the fall of the spreads on the beds, made sure they were all precisely 10 inches. They opened drawers, and if everything wasn’t perfectly neat they emptied the drawers on the floor. They inspected the girls, making sure their uniforms were worn to an exact specification.

If the girls passed inspection the woman doing the inspecting said, “Pass,” and pressed the button on the pendant hanging between their breasts. The girl who had passed suddenly had weak knees, and even had to grab the side of the bed so as not to fall.

If the woman said “Fail,” and pressed the pendant the girl who had failed collapsed on the ground. They held their groins and cried.

It was a classic ‘carrot and stick’ discipline, and it worked, as most of the girls passed.

The woman who was inspecting Roger’s side of the dormitory ignored him and continued down the line.

Roger was in the middle of his row of beds, and the women standing in the center of the aisle spoke loudly, but politely. “The lady in bed three is Regina. Please feel free to help her adapt. If she doesn’t adapt you will all pay the price.” She fingered her pendant, but didn’t press it.

“Regina. If you will come see me.”

Roger looked around. He knew he was ‘Regina,’ but he didn’t want to admit to it so easily. He moved slowly into the aisle and approached the woman.

“Regina. The girls will teach you about proper uniforms and deportment. You will be dressed on time tomorrow. Today you will not be allowed into breakfast until you are properly attired. Remember. You are part of a sisterhood now. Behave, support the sisterhood, and you will thrive. Be a bitch and you will be punished. Return to your bed now.”

Roger was deflated. He had planned to give the woman a piece of his mind, but she had jumped on him without giving him an opening. He turned and returned to his bed. His frown grew, and the girl at bed four groaned.

“Did you say something, Nancy?”

“No, Ma’am!” the girl at bed four replied, and she gave a deep curtsy.

Roger was disgusted. If this girl at bed four wasn’t a girl, if she was a man, then she was a weak willed sissy.

The inspection ended and a whistle blew. The girls, except for beds four, five and six, filed out of the room. The three woman watched them walk and offered advice in no nonsense voices.

“Place your feet in line. Make your ass sway!”

“Back straight! Have you no pride?”

“Let me hear those heels click!”

On each side of Roger’s bed the girls turned to him. “I’m Nancy. She’s Brenda. Brenda, if you get the bed I’ll help her get dressed.”

“Him. I’m a him.”

“Not now, sister.” Nancy stated as she opened up his dresser drawer. She tossed panties and a bra at Roger. “Put those on. Quick.”

Roger moved slowly, and Nancy grew impatient.

“You have to move fast. If you don’t move fast enough we all get punished.”

That didn’t impress Roger, but he did move an iota faster.

“Here, let me fasten your bra. You’ll have to do it yourself, but the first few times are tricky.”

Nancy put the bra around him, filled the cups with his ample boobs, and put her arms around him, and fastened the back.

Roger froze. He was being hugged, after a fashion, and Nancy’s boobs pressed against him. He felt his dick trying to get hard and going nowhere.

“Have you peed yet?”

“Uh…”

“It’s a simple question. Have you peed?”

“No.”

“Okay. Put this on,” she handed him a pinafore. “The bathroom is on the way. The pink door with the naked girl body on it.”

“Is there a blue door with a male body on it?”

“No. And don’t be so smart. Is his bed finished, Brenda?”

“Just now. Is he ready?”

“Shoes.”

Both girls were wearing high heels, and they seemed agile in them. But they handed him a pair of short, white socks with fringes on the top, and a pair of Mary Janes.

He sat on his bed, which caused a sigh from Brenda, and pulled on the socks, then the shoes.

Roger felt funny. He hadn’t intended to wear this stuff, but it looked like he had no choice. He was going to have to wear something, and this was what everybody else was wearing, so…

“Okay, Regina, let’s go.”

Roger stood up and followed Nancy and Brenda. They walked with tapping heels, straight backs and their boobs thrust out proudly. He walked like a schlumpf. His shoulders were bowed, he clumped like a clodhopper, and he was more than irritated.

As soon as he turned into the hallway his balls were shocked. BZZZZZ!

“What the fuck!” he grabbed his groin, was unable to feel his burning balls, and glared at Liz.

Liz held her pendant and was concealing a smirk. “Walk correctly. And this is for swearing.”

BZZZZZ!

Roger’s knees hit the floor and he bent over. Suddenly he felt sick to his stomach, which was what being shocked in this manner resulted in.

“Come on, Regina, up on your feet. You’ll miss breakfast.”

Roger staggered forward, Liz lifting his arm a little to help him. She whispered, “You’ve simply got to control your potty mouth.”

“Bathroom,” he muttered back.

Liz showed him to the pink door with the outline of a lady leaning against a wall on it. Roger entered, and found no urinals. He blurted, “Where do I pee?”

Liz knew what he was referring to. “You can’t stand up to pee.”

Grumbling, Roger pulled up his dress, pulled down his panties, and sat in a stall. He listened to his pee tinkling in the basin, and he looked at his dress. His boobs. He felt so stupid. The weird thing was that his sewed up cock kept trying to rise up.

“Hurry, Regina. Don’t forget to blot.”

Disgusted, Roger reached behind himself and blotted his cock head. It was so odd, sticking out behind, under his crack. He was going to have to be careful when he dumped.

He pulled up his panties and dropped his dress and exited the stall. And saw himself in the mirror. He stopped, was frozen, then stepped to the big mirror on the wall opposite the stalls.

He had long eyelashes. They had done that to him, how can you miss long shutters over your eyes?

What he wasn’t prepared for was the plumpness of his lips and the red color.

“What…what…”

Liz was waiting at the door. “We inked your lips in. Your eyelashes are permanent glue. You’ll learn how to replace them every week. Right now we need to get to the dining hall.”

Roger stepped back in shock, and saw his body fully. His waist was thin, maybe 24 inches. He felt his midsection and could feel the missing rib. And his love handles, they were gone! And he realized they were in his butt! Even his face had been changed!

“Come on, Regina. I don’t want you starving on your first day.

Roger stumbled out of the bathroom and followed Liz out of the bathroom.

Breakfast was not breakfast. It wasn’t sit down and eat something your wife cooked. It was cook it yourself, then sit down. Then clean the dishes. They didn’t have big counters, but small sinks, and everywhere he turned there were woman dressed in pencil skirts and jackets offered corrections.

One or two of the women so corrected received “Fail!” and shocks. Most of the girls received praise, and their legs quivered as they were brought to the edge of an orgasm.

As Roger went through the procedure, and received praise, he realized a nasty truth. The buzz happened in his groin, but he didn’t orgasm. The ladies in charge rarely gave out full orgasms. They preferred to ‘edge’ the inmates. To bring them pleasure again and again, but to withhold that final treat.

When he received his ‘treat’ Liz whispered, “You really need to try harder. But I know you need a little sweetness, or you won’t be able to make the journey to womanhood.”

Roger thought about this as he ate his mush. As a newby he was only allowed mush. He would be allowed things like bacon and eggs, or French toast, when he a) proved competence at preparing and cleaning up after oatmeal, and b) when his class marks were of a certain level.

From breakfast Roger was ordered to a classroom. All the girls were ordered to a classrooms, but he was alone, walking down a hall, following a red line on the floor.

In this lonely moment of just walking Roger looked for windows, or even skylights. None.

Fire exits. Nope.

Doors that were unlocked. None.

He arrived at a door and tried the knob. Locked. Frustrated, upset, he knocked on the door.

After three seconds, the amount of time it took a person to cross the small room, the door swung back.

The room was only ten by ten, if that, and there was a vanity table against one wall.

“Hello, Regina. I’m Sandy. I’ll be assisting you with make up. Have a seat,” she indicated the chair in front of the vanity table.

Roger slowly sat and stared at himself in the mirror. With the bright globes surrounding the mirror he could see his face very clearly. He studied his pores, the permanent eyeliner inked in, the way his hair…his hair?

OMG! he thought. They gave me a wig!

He touched his hair.

Sandy pulled up a chair and sat next to him, facing him. She handed him a small sponge. “First we need to cleanse your face. Watch how I do it to the right side of your face, and you do it to the left side of your face.

She was close to him, her breasts brushing his arm, her breath on his face. He watched in the mirror and tried to follow her actions.

She circled, stroked, got all the corners of his face, and spoke gently to him.

“You may wonder why you need to put on make up after you’ve received permanent make up. The fact is that ink can fade, or perhaps you wish to cover it up for a look.”

Roger stared at her in the mirror, tried to focus, but his whole person was feeling the revolt within. This was wrong. He was a man!

“As you proceed through the training you will learn lots of things that will help you be a better woman. Some may not seem so obvious in the beginning.”

Roger started crying. He didn’t want to do this.

“There, there,” Sandy patted his shoulder. Then she reached for her pendant. She pressed it lightly and Roger felt the buzz tremble through him. It was very light, just a promise, but it took his mind off his problems. His dick struggled against its sutures, his face, so different and…and…pretty. His wife putting him in this hellhole. He could see that they would work on him, chip away at him, and they would change him. He could see himself as a sissy, prancing away, limp wristed and…and sexually malfunctioned.

Sandy watched his face transform, saw the anger rising up. She frowned and pressed the pedant harder.

BZZZZZ!

But Roger was going over the top, and Sandy hadn’t changed the pendant setting for punishment. She was giving pleasure, and Roger was going over the top.

He thought about what they would have him do. He had read stories by Grace Mansfield, and he knew he would be reduced to a simpering cock sucker.

His face was actually transforming, rage showing. He saw the rage in him in the mirror, and he liked it. He was fighting back, resisting.

Sandy pressed harder, and his penis erupted. A violent orgasm. Semen spewing out from his cock head and pooling on the seat.

He stood up and turned towards Sandy.

“Roger!” She tried to back up, but Roger grabbed her hand and pried the pendant out of it.

“Ow!” she cried. He might have a feminine body, but he still had masculine muscles.

He threw it on the floor, stepped on it. He felt the start of a pain buzz, then the thing shorted out.

“Roger!” Sandy stood up, but Roger had had enough. This place wasn’t for him. He punched Sandy in the face.

Sandy went down on the floor and held her face and cried.

“How do you like it, bitch!” he snarled.

For the moment he felt like himself. Cock of the walk, friend of the working girl, ready to rock and roll, a swinging dick if ever there was one.

He opened the door and stepped into the hallway. He began running.

The inside of the building was a maze of classrooms, dorm rooms, bathrooms, the dining hall. Shortly Roger was confused. He didn’t know where he was going. He saw no stairs and doors to the outside world. He ran and he ran, and the anger began to leech out of him. He was running for his life, a fearful thing, and it was hard to maintain his anger.

Finally, he found a staircase and ran down it. He stepped out of a door and found himself in…a mall?

No! It was a mock up of a mall, where women learned to shop, to chat, to have their ears pierced.

And everywhere there were women! Women like him! Pink pinafores, high heels, made up to the nines.

And ladies in pencil skirts and jackets. The official uniform for the people who ran Cheater’s Anonymous.

He started running, now scared, he had to get out…he had to…BZZZZZ!

He lay down on the floor, fetal fashion, holding his burning groin. “Oh, God!” he cried out. But God, that day, was female.

Roger opened his eyes. He was back in the little room he had first been in. He was strapped to the chair, and Liz and Dr. Windsor were chatting at the door.

“What?” Roger asked blearily. He hadn’t been drugged, but the shock to his balls had rendered him a bit goofy.

“Here he is. Good morning, Regina.”

Roger remembered everything. He mumbled, “Not Regina.”

“You’ve been a bad girl, Regina, and we’re going to have to do something about that.”

“Lemme go.” Tears dropped from his eyes.

Liz blotted his eyes gently and soothed him. “There, there, Regina. We’ll make it all better.”

“I wanna go home,” he sniffed.

Dr. Windsor moved a rolling tray over to him. She picked up a syringe while Liz patted his biceps with alcohol.

“It would be very dangerous for us to let you go in your fragile state. You are mid conversion, you wouldn’t know if you were male or female. That could lead to calamitous events, including a complete mental breakdown.”

“Lemme go!” Roger begged.

Dr. Windsor pushed the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger.

“What’s that?” Roger looked down to his biceps as Dr. Windsor pulled the needle out.

Dr. Windsor put the hypodermic on the rolling table and Liz pushed the table away.

Dr. Windsor pulled up a chair and faced Roger. She smiled wanly and began speaking.

“You have that thing called ‘toxic masculinity.’ You treat women like they are objects, or worse. The cure, of course, is to have you walk a mile in a woman’s shoes.”

She sighed, considered her next words, then said, “Unfortunately, you had a very bad reaction. Normal for somebody like you, protesting against your inner femininity, but we had to give you a chance. Everything would have been so simple if you just accepted the training.”

“But I’m not a…a…female!”

“But you could be.  Instead, you decided to hit Sandy, you destroyed a remote, you ran amuck through the halls, and frightened all the ladies in our mock up mall.”

“I just want to go home!”

“There is a drug called rohypnol.  The date rape drug. Of course it is very loose, sort of a shotgun drug. But we have developed it further. You won’t go unconscious, but you will become amenable to our suggestions. More important, our suggestions will stay with you forever. What we teach you from this point on…it will last.”

“What are you saying?”

“You will attain an amenable frame of mind. You will follow instructions, and you will complete the course. Faster than you normally would.”

“You’re giving me a drug?”

That he would be surprised was ridiculous. They had given him drugs, done surgery on him, shocked him…that they would now forgo the use of chemicals was actually a silly idea.

“There are unfortunate side effects to our new and improved rohypnol. For instance, you will lack greatly when it comes to being able to make decisions. If you do the dishes, when you are done you might just stand at the sink and look down. You’ll have difficulty driving a car. That requires intelligent thought.”

“You can’t do this to me!”

“In fact, you will require supervision. On the other hand, you will always be happy. We will tell you to be happy, and you will be.”

“But…it’s reversible! I’ll be able to come back from this…this rohypnol stuff, right?

Dr. Windsor shook her head. “Sorry, Regina. It’s a one way trip. But don’t worry. We’ve explained all this to your wife, she’s still willing to take care of you. You’ll be quite happy.”

Roger felt a haze seeping over his mind. His upset was slowly waning.

“Now, one thing we have to do is combine the rohypnol with sex.”

“Sex?” he said, wonderingly.

“Liz? Bring him along?”

The chair had wheels on it, and Liz pushed the thing through the door and into the long hall.

“You can’t do this to me,” said Roger. But he wasn’t intense, or even protesting. He was just talking.

Through the big building they went, finally getting onto an elevator. It was more of a freight elevator, and doors came down and up. The elevator descended.

They stepped out into a basement. It was old, a little rank, and the lighting was dim.

Roger’s head was lolling back and forth on the chair.

“Horizontal, please?”

Liz pressed a button on the back of the chair and the legs came up, the back went down, and he was suddenly flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling.

“What are you doing?”

“Helping you adjust to womanhood.”

Roger had the feeling he should be wanting to cry, but he was feeling pretty happy now.

“That rohypnol stuff is pretty good,” he remarked.

Liz and Dr. Windsor chuckled.

They slid the table up to a machine. A long rod came out of the machine and a dildo was on the end of the rod.

Dr. Windsor positioned the Rod between Roger’s legs, and Liz began smearing lubricant on his hole.

“Ooh, that feels so-o-o good!” Roger exclaimed.

Liz smiled. “And just think. You’ll get to do this every day.”

“I will?”

Dr. Windsor said, “Now, Regina, this will rub against your cock head, and it will penetrate you. You get the best of both worlds. Of course you might find it a little much in the beginning, but you’re going to learn to love it. Okay?”

“I’m going to love this.”

“That’s right. And you love being a girl.”

“I love being a girl.”

“And you love doing the dishes and cleaning the house.”

“I do! I do!” Roger was getting excited, and Liz and Dr. Windsor nodded to each other.

“Here we go, Roger, welcome to your new life.”

Liz flicked a switch and the machine between Roger’s legs came to life. The rod began going back and forth, and Roger felt something enter him, take his breath away, and then retreat.

And again.

And again.

“Okay, Regina. I’m going to leave now, but I’ll be back, and Liz will be right here. You can always talk to her.”

Roger nodded. Right at the moment he couldn’t speak at all. His asshole was feeling so good he couldn’t even think about formulating speech. All he could do was feel good and be happy.

Dr. Windsor left, and Liz hovered over Roger. “Would you like to watch a little TV?”

Roger couldn’t answer. The head of his cock was being rubbed, and he couldn’t get a full boner, and he was trying to bend a little, to pooch out his butt, but the straps on the table stopped him.

Liz stepped back and clicked a remote.

Roger stared up at a TV mounted in the ceiling. He watched a pretty woman talking to a man. they looked like they were in love.

“This is Sleepless in Seattle,’ Regina. You’re going to love this movie and want to watch it over and over. We’ve also got other movies, like ‘When Harry Met Sally,’ and ‘Pretty Woman,’ and…and we’ve got all the seasons of …’Sex and the City! This just thrills you!”

Roger was thrilled, and he would have clapped his hands together in glee, if they weren’t strapped down.

The machine pumping between his legs, the movies playing on the ceiling, the drugs flowing through his system, Roger finally put aside his male toxicity and began to enjoy life.


EPILOGUE

“Welcome home, Roger.” Tandy smiled wanly.

“Hi,” said Roger. He stood at the front door, having just been delivered by the ladies of Cheater’s Anonymous.

“Well, come in and tell me about your experiences.”

She was a little worried. Roger had been the most toxic man she had ever met. She had had him investigated and it turned out that he had cheated on her more than just the paltry half dozen women she had known about. He had cheated anywhere and everywhere with anything and everything.

So even though she knew all about the program, and had had updates on how Roger was faring, she was cautious.

Could Roger really turn over a new leaf?

Roger entered the apartment, mincing on his high heels. His face was perfectly made up, and Tandy caught her breath.

Oh, my God! she thought. This is my husband?

Roger was wearing a pencil skirt, dark green, and a faux leather jacket. His hair was long and luscious. His lips looked so red and…and kissable!

She tried to breath. He had left a bully man, and returned a beautiful woman. Was this what she wanted?

Roger stood in front of her for a second, then he knelt on one knee and put his forehead against the back of her hand. “I’m sorry, honey. I’m so sorry.”

Tandy blinked. She helped him to his feet. “Well, perhaps we should have a snack on the patio and you can—“

“Would you like tea? Pepsi? Something stronger?”

Tandy swooned at his attention. My God!

“A wine cooler,” she mumbled.

Five minutes later she was laying on the lounge chair outside. She sipped a wine cooler, perfectly blended, and Roger was rubbing her feet.

“If it’s okay, could we get me a new wardrobe?”

“Would you like to get?”

“I’m sorry, but I need all sorts of things.” His voice was higher pitched and his lips were so fascinating. They were almost mesmerizing as they moved. It was like every word was a kiss.

“I need underwear and dresses and…I’m so sorry to be such a bother.”

Tandy was getting wet. The way he was simpering and begging, it was unbelievable, and…hot.

“And, I’ve realized that I need to do more around the house.”

“What?” Tandy was shocked.

“I can do the laundry and dinner. I can vacuum and polish and…and I’ll make sure I keep the hedges trimmed and the lawn and…”

As Roger bubbled on Tandy fell more and more in love. This was the man she had dreamed of. This was a man who cared about her!

As he ran through his litany of tasks, and then slowed down, waiting for approval, Tandy took his face in her hands and kissed his beautiful, red lips.

Roger responded wonderfully. He kissed her tenderly. When she was properly warmed up he felt her breasts, helped her out of her blouse and bra, and attended to her nipples so thoroughly she was almost a puddle.

Then Roger pulled her dress up and her panties down and put his red lips to work down there.

Tandy held his head and orgasms rushed through her. It was incredible! She couldn’t believe it. Where had this man learned how to make love?

When she was done, brought to that perfect place where she neither needed nor wanted more, Roger slid down and hugged her body.

She brushed his hair and asked,  “Roger? Would you like to cum?”

Roger looked up at her, “Only if you want me to.”

Tandy sat up, helped Roger to his feet, and lifted his dress. She pulled down his panties…and stopped.

“Roger? Where’s your dick?”

“They put it between my legs. It’s still there. It’s sutured in place. That way I don’t have a bulge in any of my dresses.”

Tandy stared at the slope of flesh that went back between his legs. She felt it, then she reached around and felt his erect, dripping cock head.

“Oh, my,” she said.

“I…uh, I don’t make love that way anymore. I mean, I can have my penis released, but I like it when the woman uses a dildo, or a strap on. Of course it rubs against the head of my peeny, and sometimes I have little accidents, but…”

He rambled on and Tandy sat back in amazement. He was perfect. He was the perfect husband.

Roger, realizing she was thinking, was silent, waiting until it was appropriate that he speak.

Tandy looked up at him. He was so beautiful.

“There’s only one thing,” Roger said in a soft voice.

“What’s that?” Tandy expected him to say something, do something, that would break this wonderful spell she was under.

But he only said, “Can you call me Regina?”

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


He was a Female Model

A snowflake becomes an androgynous model!

Grace Mansfield


PART ONE

MAY…

“I’d like to see something in a night gown.”

“Of course, Mrs. Smithfield. Please come this way.”

I led the elder lady and her husband into the showing room.

Mrs Smithfield was an old client, veddy rich, and quite generous when we pleased her. The trick, of course, was to please her.

I seated the matron and was surprised when her husband, Reginald, refused a chair and took his place behind his wife.

Rich people can be so odd. Yet, mine was not to reason why.

“Mrs. Smithfield, did you have any specific style or color in mind?”

“Pink would be nice. Drab old pink. Maybe some frills. And I would like the bosom emphasized.

Curiouser and curiouser. Usually she ordered evening gowns, we had her size on file, and my girls were fully prepared to model whatever style she wished.

“Perhaps Klien? Or even Dior?”

She gave a sigh. “I was thinking of Victor Edelstein.”

“Certainly,” I smiled and began to turn, but she cleared her throat.

“Yes?”

“Do you have a male model?”

Control the blink. No blink. “Of course, ma’am. Are we speaking of suits? Any particular—“

“For Reginald.”

I couldn’t help it. A flutter of the eyelashes. “Of course, ma’am. A suit for Mr. Smithfield.”

“A gown.”

Time stopped. I was aware of my mouth starting to open, and forcing it to stay closed. From somewhere in another realm I heard my voice say. “Of course, ma’am. A Victor Edelstein, pink, for your husband.”

She waited, watched me, but I was under control now.

“Three minutes, ma’am, and we’ll begin the showing.”

I smiled, turned and headed for the back room. A pink evening gown for a man. As I passed through the curtains I snapped. “Margie, tea for Mrs. Smithfield. Where’s Timmy?”

“Timmy is at lunch.”

Oh, piss on a pimple. I headed for the stairs. There was only one man who could help me here, and I headed up for the office.

“Rodney, come with me.”

To call Rodney a man is not exactly correct, but I don’t mean in a gender way.

Rodney is what people today call a snowflake. He is my sister’s boy, and he has no education, no skills, and thinks the world owes him a living.

“Huh? Why?”

I stared at my blood relative. Skinny, lank hair, a scatter of pimples, an entirely lackluster individual.

He had arrived on my doorstep two months ago, with beggings from my sister to make something of him. Teach him something. Help him relate to the real world.

I had, of course, failed.

I had failed because he had no desire to learn or relate to the world. All he wanted to do was eat pizza and play video games.

“Because my business hinges on you doing exactly what I say for the next hour, and if you don’t come do what I say I will grab your nuts and twist until you are a girl.”

Oh, he blinked. Everybody had always talked softly to him, explained things gently. This was probably the first time he had ever heard a threat to his mortality.

He stood up and followed me down stairs.

“Margie, Victor Edelstein for Timmy. Pink.”

Margie heard the urgency in my voice and she trotted down the racks.

I spun on Timmy and inspected him.

A narrow face, bored eyes, even with the threat to his manhood, and a pasty, white complexion.

“Take off your clothes.”

“What?” He squeaked.

I didn’t hesitate. I reached down and grabbed his crotch. I squeezed. He buckled at the knees and put one thin hand on my biceps. I snarled into his face. “Every stitch, right now. And hurry.”

While he divested himself of his black tee shirt and skin tight pants I filled a tray with make up and placed it on the table next to him.

Margie returned with the gown.

“Get him in the gown,” I slapped goop on his face.

“Wha…” he was actually a little frightened now. This was reality slapping him in the face. Or maybe kicking him in the balls.

“Shut up and listen.”

He shut, Margie lifted one of his legs and started immersing him in a frilly, pink gown. Good, it had bosoms, and it wasn’t too low cut.

“Bra,” I said to Margie. Good girl, she managed to keep the gown half up his torso by putting a fold in his hands, then she grabbed a bra off a dummy and placed it on him.

Meanwhile, I was scrubbing his face, hiding his pimples and creating hues and shades on his pasty skin.

To him: “Mrs. Reginald Smithfield is in the viewing room. She wants to see a pink gown on a man. For her husband, I presume, and you are the model.”

“But I’ve never…”

“You’ve seen the girls walk. You will do your best to imitate them. Look proud and haughty, lift your head and sneer down your nose, and walk with your feet on a line.

He blinking now.

“Stop blinking.”

He did, and I managed to slap some eye shadow on him, and I painted his lips a crimson color.

This was the fastest I had ever prepared somebody, and I hoped to hell it worked. Mrs. Smithfield, if she was pleased, could easily drop a couple of grand on us.

Within four minutes…I know, I had promised three…Timmy stood in gown. His face had color. It was a bit garish, but passable, if I turned down the lights, and…time to hit the catwalk.

I went through the curtains and sashayed across the room to where Mrs. Smithfield and her husband sat and stood. I could hear Margie whispering instructions to Timmy behind the curtain.

I smiled at Mrs. Smithfield, who was glancing at her Rolex.

“Timmy,” I called out, as I stepped behind the podium and hit the light switches.

Timmy stepped out, looked a bit like he was pushed, through the curtains. For a second he blinked, then he placed a hand on his hip and sauntered forth.

Tell the truth, I don’t think I saw the first 30 seconds. I was that frazzled. Then I started to register, and Timmy was actually functioning.

He walked to a place six feet in front of Mrs. Smithfield. He stood looking confused for a second, then he spun on his foot. The gown flared a bit at the bottom.

Oh, he was ugly. But…there was potential there. His slenderness was a bonus. And the falsies we had shoved into his bra…they gave him curves.

In the light the make up was a bad job, but, looking at Mrs. Smithfield…I don’t think she cared.

As a matter of fact, her head was tilted, and a dreamy look was in her eyes.

She beckoned Timmy with a quick motion of her hand.

He looked at me and I jerked my head, telling him to move closer.

He stepped forward and Mrs. Smithfield studied his form closely, and her eyes stopped on his crotch.

OH FUCK! HE HAD AN ERECTION!

I actually felt faint as he stood there, a huge bulge in his…dress.

My less than worthwhile nephew actually had a quite sizable dick. It was brilliantly outlined by the pink material. I could see the shaft, the veins on the shaft, the head, and, as I watched…a damp spot appeared. Fuck! He was actually dripping!

Mrs. Smithfield actually leaned forward, and I could swear her hand jerked towards his penis, as if she was going to feel it.

Then she sat back and nodded. “Very well.”

Timmy looked at me, I motioned him to leave, and I turned the lights back up.

“I would like two gowns. One in pink, and one in a pale mauve.”

Pale mauve? A pale pale color. Well, I guess I could do that.

“And, do you have high heels to match this outfit?”

Timmy was almost to the curtain, and I called out, “Timmy.” He turned, and damned if there wasn’t a feminine manner in his move. “Have Margie get the Christian heels. Black.” I turned to Mrs. Smithfield as Timmy stepped out of sight. “We have any color you wish, but basic black will let us know if we are on the right track.”

“Quite so,” she sniffed.

In 30 seconds Timmy stepped through the curtains. Oh, my God, it was a disaster. He couldn’t walk. He stumbled halfway across the room, almost fell, caught himself, and I noted the frown on Mrs Smithfield’s face.”

“That’s fine, Timmy.” He turned around, and in that lost moment inspiration hit. “Margie, Saint Laurent, the lettered heels.”

Tell the truth, I don’t know why I did what I did, and in my defense all I can say is that years in the fashion business had trained me to trust my gut.

Thirty seconds later Timmy stumbled into the room. He was a disaster, but the shoes…ah, the shoes!

The heels were opyum sandals, patent leather with gold letters for the heels. A single, thin strap for the sling, and a single strap over the base of the toes. Delightful, and crazy, and fashionable, and…garish, but in a nice way.

Timmy tripped and stumbled and made his way across the room.

The gold letters on his heels glittered. His feet were ugly, he needed some paint on his toes. Heck, he needed a massive pedicure. Quickly.

But Mrs. Smithfield didn’t care. She just stared at the heels. There was a hungry expression in her eyes. A rapt feel to her. Then her eyes went up to his cock again.

I had forgotten to turn the lights down, but now I didn’t dare. She was impressed by the dress, by the heels, but that big cock outlined in his dress was a big selling point. I kept my hand off the light switches.

“Wonderful,” she murmured, and she looked up at Reginald triumphantly. He just looked at the ground and said not a word.

“Excellent. We’ll take it.”

$995 for the shoes. $3,960 for the gown…twice.

“And do you have those heels with black lettering?”

“I can have them tomorrow.”

“Excellent. I’ll take those, too.”

Ka-ching! I totaled it in my mind. $9910. In 15 minutes.

She stood up and we stepped to the podium at the front door. The podium with the wonderful cash register on it. She handed me a black card and said, “I have a party tonight, thus, the rush. But we’ll be back tomorrow, say four o’clock. Reginald needs a complete fitting.”

“Wonderful, we are at your service.”

Mrs Smithfield smiled as she took back the card, and placed her hand on mine. “And, please, have Timmy do the modeling. We don’t mind a bit of a wait while he changes.”

“Certainly. Timmy will be delighted.”

“I’m sure he shall. And it’s okay if you fix him up a bit.”

I tilted my head slightly in question.

“He looks a bit pale, and his nails…he could use some color.”

I waited.

She breathed out, “Like fire engine red.”

Then she smiled, let go of my hand and left the building. Reginald held the door open for her, then fell in behind her. Three feet behind her. Walking like a trained poodle.

I staggered back into the showing room and collapsed on a bench. I could hardly breath. Fire engine fucking red finger nails? Now I had a better idea of what I was going to have to do.

Margie came out of the back room, Timmy behind her. Timmy looked thoroughly blown out. His eyes were big and round. He was gasping for breath. He collapsed in a chair next to the bench. He was still wearing the gown.

“Stand up,” I snapped. “That’s a sell, and we don’t want your filthy butt wrinkling the goods.”

Hearing the growl in my voice he quickly stood up.

“What was that all about?” whispered Margie.

“That was about ten thousand dollars, my dear. And she wants another showing tomorrow. Reginald needs a complete outfitting.”

“Reginald?”

We looked at each other and grinned. Big money meant big bonus to her.

I said, “And Mrs. Smithfield would like our model to look a bit more presentable.”

Margie looked at me, blinked, then smiled. Her mind was already working.

“Well, I ain’t—“

I was on my feet and yelling into his face like a drill sergeant. “You will do what you’re told! Now get in the back room and Margie will take your gown and heels off.”

“But…but…” he looked about to cry. Being pushed around, dressing like a girl, it was getting to him. I relented a bit. I didn’t want him a shaky mess, I wanted him to accept what was about to happen to him.

I took his arm and led him back towards the fitting room. Margie was right behind us.

“This is the business, Timmy.”

“But, Aunt May…”

“You are now a male model. With a specialty.”

“But male models don’t—“

“They do. I want you to get out your iPad and look up Andrej Pejic, James Varley, Eric Linder. The business is filled with male androgynous models. These are beautiful men who present for a variety of interests. Very sexy. You are now one of them.”

One of them…though a bit ugly. Still, it was what Mrs. Smithfield wanted.

“But…women’s clothes? I don’t think—“

“No, you don’t think. But we will help you. You are about to undergo 24 hours of the most intense training in the world.”

“But, I—“

“Now shut up and learn.”

To his credit, and perhaps because he was totally overwhelmed, he did shut, and Margie and I got to work.

First, of course, we altered the gowns to fit Reginald Smithfield’s frame. He was slender, we had his measurements, so it was easy. An hour later we had a courier pick up for delivery, then we went to work on Timmy.

“Upstairs, take a shower, use this…below the neck only.” I handed him a purplish/reddish bottle.

“What’s it going to do?”

“Remove your ugly hair.”

“But, I—“

I turned him and slapped his ass, hard. “Use your brain more and your mouth less. You might just survive.”

He went up the stairs, and if there is such a thing as a dismal trot, he managed it.

Margie was by my side, and she asked, “What are you going to do about his dick?”

I sighed.

“I mean, I didn’t know he actually had such a big one.”

I looked at her and grinned. The box is ugly, but what’s inside…”

She giggled, and I grew serious.

“Tomorrow, have him wear panties. Watch Mrs. Smithfield’s face. If she frowns, get those panties off him.”

“Understood. We’re going to have to do a full make over with Timmy, aren’t we.”

“And it’s going to be a job and a half. We should have the tools. Are you ready? We’ll be working late.”

“No prob.”

“Okay. Why don’t you get the tools of our trade together, and I’ll order us some lunch.”

Lunch was delivered by the time Timmy came down the stairs. He was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, as I had instructed, and I handed him a slender bit of bread with lettuce and turkey.

“Uh…”

“What?”

“I need to go to lunch.”

“This is your lunch.”

“This? But…I need more.”

I grinned at Margie. “Oh, these silly models.” She chuckled and nibbled at her own lettuce burger. I turned back to Timmy. “You are officially on a diet. You will eat only what I give you.”

“But I can’t—“

“You can and will. Models must be thin, winsome. And we’re going to have to do something about your pizza face.” I was referring to both his pimples and the fact that he liked to eat pizza.

Well, he wasn’t happy, but I wasn’t in the business of making my workers happy. And, tell the truth, this was the first time he had actually responded to anything with more than a grunt and boredom.

And I think there was a bit of the exhibitionist in my nephew. He hadn’t tried to turn or alter his posture or done anything to hide his erection when Mrs. Smithfield stared at it.

“Okay, Margie is going to do your hands and feet, and I’m going to work on your face. We’ll both be talking, explaining things, so pay attention. There will be a quiz afterwards.

He laughed at that, then saw the look on my face. “Really?”

“My livelihood depends on it, and that means your inconsiderate, selfish life hangs on how well you learn what we are about to tell you.”

He stared me. I softened the message even as I explained it.

“Girls find this stuff out through experimentation and over years. You’re going to get the crash course.”

He heaved a breath, and I could see deep things happening in his cranium, then he said something that gladdened my heart. “And I’m really going to be a male model?”

Ah, yes, my sweet. And a good one.

Margie knelt at his feet and shaped his nails. She had already soaked his feet, ground them down, and I mean that literally, with a pumice stone. Now she filed his little toenails and prepared them for paint.

“You know,” she remarked, “We should consider fake toe nails for his feet.”

“Really?”

“The height of fashion,” she said.

I nodded. “Let’s consider that when we redo him next week. I like the idea, but…we’re sort of on a time schedule here.”

“Sure. Bright red?”

“Absolutely.”

She smiled as she took out a bottle and looked at the label. “I love red. It’s like you’re saying ‘fuck me.’” Then she realized what she had said.”

“Don’t worry,” I chuckled. “He’s got to learn how to think like a model, and that’s the kind of talk models do.”

I was working on his hair, his lank strands were actually curling beautifully. Under the grease and grime he had a lot of potential.

“That’s how models talk?” he asked.

“Models are notorious for being potty mouths,” Margie answered.

I turned his head this way and that, held his hair out. “Highlights?” I asked.

“Definitely. But not streaks. Gentle shades.”

I nodded and turned to find a curler.

Fifteen minutes later I had his hair done, and Margie had finished his toes. He looked adorable, sitting there with his hair in curlers, little white cotton separators between his toes.

“Wow,” he said, glancing at himself in the mirror.

“I’m going to clean your pores now,” I said.

“But I took a bath!”

Margie smirked, and I smiled. “I’m talking pores, not that pasty stuff you call flesh.”

“Oh,” he didn’t really understand.

“Pores collect grease. Soap and water is good, but we need to get down and dirty. And soap, by the way, should be sweet smelling. I don’t want you smelling like Irish spring or something.”

Margie took over. “Dove Shower Foam is good for a shower, Neutragena isn’t bad, but you want some deep penetrating fragrances when you’re done. Maybe Jo Malone London Nectarine Blossom & Honey Cologne, or Mugler Angel.”

I like Marc Jacobs,” I injected.

“He’s good.The trick is to clean your pores, then find a fragrance that is delicate and clean. You don’t want to smell like a whore.”

“At least not a cheap whore,” I chuckled.

Timmy was glancing back and forth between us.

I was up to foundation, and I could see that his skin wasn’t bad, now that we had it all cleaned. I thought I could hide most of the pimples, and a week of good cleanser and he would lose them all.

“Are you going to use Tilbury for his bronzer?”

“I was thinking.”

“Bobbi Brown might be better?”

“Really?”

“I think it glows better.”

“I think you’re right. Bobbi Brown it is.” I reached for a compact and a fresh brush. I began shading Tommy’s skin. It was looking better and better.

Margie was heavy into his hands now, and she said little as she carefully stroked down his nails. The red was shiny and gorgeous.

I focused on his eyes. I used Smashbox and let the color expand. Oh, he was going to be smoky and mysterious and everything desirable.

Fifteen minutes later we were done with his limbs and face.

His nails were all red, ‘fire engine red,’ and his face was shaped and shadowed and exquisite looking. He had good lips, but I had plumped them anyway, and his features were now full and round and certainly less masculine.

“What would you like to put him in?”

“Let’s just do some summer dresses to start. Once we get used to him we can start to run. And we need some nylons and high heels on him.

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“He’s got that problem again.

Timmy was wearing the robe, and we could see his big cock pushing the robe out.

Timmy started to blush. “I can’t help it.”

“I would be disappointed if you could,” I soothed him with a gentle hand on his cheek.

“Do you want him to jack off or something?”

“Not a chance.” I stared hard into Timmy’s beautiful eyes. “And I don’t want you rubbing one off tonight. You got that?”

“But…but…I don’t…”

“Sure you don’t,” I said wryly. “But in case a horde of pixies break into your room tonight and try to rape your cock…don’t. Do you understand? Not until after Mrs. Smithfield has had her showing. Do you understand?”

He nodded. A bit sadly. Almost made me laugh. Poor boy. He probably beat his meat several times a day.

“Okay, grab a couple of dresses. Let him wear low heels for a while. I’ll go get a wig. Timmy. You sit there and don’t move.” I pushed him back in the big beauty chair.

A few minutes he was clad in nylons and three inch heels, and I was doing the final pin of the wig.

“Stand up, sweety,” I murmured.

I moved him to a mirror, and we all stared.

My heart actually thumped a bit.

First, he had a talent for this. He was perfectly androgynous. And sexy. And he could pass for male or female. Geez. My sister never knew what she had here.

Second, and I hate to admit this, he was making me horny. My own nephew! But I felt that glow in my groin, and I felt that delicious, slithery sensation as the tops of my thighs rubbed together. My own lubrication making me feel so slick and sexy.

Third, and this was one more pleasant surprise on top of all the other pleasant surprises, Timmy liked it.

At least, the hard shape of his dick poking out through the dress made me believe he liked it.

“Heysoos!” whispered Margie, and I saw she was looking at his package.

“Maybe you should let me jack,” Timmy muttered.

“Not a fucking chance,” I said. “I’d rather have Mrs. Smithfield  complain that you’re too big and not too small.

He frowned, and I grabbed his arm and spun him towards me. I got tough in his face again. “I mean it. Hands off the boner. Enjoy being horny for a while. When it’s all over you can fucking jack yourself to heaven. But right now…don’t you even think about it.”

“But it’s uncomfortable!”

Margie came to the rescue. “If you control yourself, when Mrs. Smithfield is gone I’ll give you a blow job.”

I turned and stared at her. She ignored me, and she had a look in her eyes. A hungry look. I looked back at Timmy. He was getting that same excited look.

I looked at her again. She was a good looking woman. Very good looking. She always dressed down for work, she wasn’t one of the models, but she could be, except her chest was too heavy.

I looked at him. He licked his lips and nodded. Then he realized what he was saying and looked at me.

Fuck. I was supposed to help my nephew come to grips with the world, not procure for him.

But it was Margie. Not some slut. And she was showing the interest. How could I get in the way?

I gave a nod, just a millimeter of chin drop, then I turned away. But they received my message. I wasn’t going to get in the way.

The rest of the day was spent teaching Timmy how to move like a woman.

“Walk with your feet in a line, your hips will sway.”

“Do we need padding?”

“Nope.”

“Let your foot dangle when you sit. It’s sexier.”

“Show him how to let his heel dangle when he dips his foot.”

We gave him advice after advice. We told him things that we hadn’t thought about much, having learned them intuitively, and we dug deep trying to understand ourselves.

“Keep your lips slightly open, like you’re out of breath. Pull the corners in slightly when talking. It will look like every word is a kiss.”

“No, no. Turn like this.”

And Timmy tried. Truth, all the attention he was getting, he was liking it.

And by the end of the afternoon we were down to chuckling when he made the small error, instead of getting all over him when he made a big one. So I pulled out the big guns. High heels.

“Shit!” He exclaimed. “I can’t wear those!”

“You can and will, and cheerfully.”

Margie helped him into the five inchers. He was actually looking pretty good on the three inchers, but this was a whole new world.

He staggered around the room, and Margie actually had to catch him at one point. It was difficult!

“Relax, let your knees straighten out more.”

“They don’t bend that way,” he complained.

I frowned, and Margie chimed in, “He’s right. In ballet the guys have to do special stretching exercises to make their legs bend back like that. Takes them years to be able to stand correctly.”

“So what do we do?”

Margie shrugged. “He might be able to handle four inchers.”

I nodded. “If we have to we have to.”

“Even four inchers are going to be tough.”

“Okay, try them.”

Margie swapped his heels out and he stood up again. “He’s still bent, but it’s not bad. Admit it.”

“Okay, I gave in. But watch Mrs. Smithfield. If she frowns…”

“I’ll swap him.”

“Okay, what’s next?”

We worked all that night. It was midnight before we called it a day. And we had actually made pretty good progress. I mean, it’s not simple making a man into a woman, even when they have natural skin and bones, like Timmy apparently did.

And we worked all morning. We fixed his make up again and again. We had him wear dress after dress, telling him the fine points of doing the quick changes that models need to do. Showing him how to not rub his make up off with a change.

Finally, three thirty, and I knew we had done all we could. Timmy was going to sink or swim, and possibly with my business and fortune on his back.

But what are you going to do?

At four o’clock, precisely, I opened the front door and welcomed Mrs. Smithfield and Reginald.

The elderly matron strode in like she owned the place, and Reginald followed three feet behind. And I realized one little thing, one thing I hadn’t thought about, but which amazed me.

The last time Mrs. Smithfield had visited us, three months ago, Reginald had been in charge. He had been a whip-thin, British military type. One could imagine him walked along the troops, swagger stick slapping his thigh, issuing crisp orders.

Now he was changed. And I had been so busy changing Timmy that I hadn’t given him proper thought.

My practiced eye for fashion told me he was wearing tap pants under his suit. And…a bra. And he was manicured and his white hair was coiffed.

Yes, he was undergoing transition.

He noted my inspection of him and gave an embarrassed smile.

“Come, Reginald,” Mrs. Smithfield called, and he hurried to stand behind her.

“Are you ready for us?” She asked me.

“Quite ready,” I smiled back.

And the show was on.

Oddly, I don’t have many memories of the five hour period that followed. I was too busy coming to grips with the many facets of the show, and with the fantastic changes we had wrought.

I do remember bits and pieces.

I remember Mrs. Smithfield gasping at Timmy’s cock.

I remember Reginald blinking and blinking. Apparently he was ‘coming out of the closet,’ as it were, and this stuff was new to him.

I remember a conversation about nylons, and how did we ever get Timmy not to run.

And Margie coming out with tea and biscuits, and being complimented on her work with Timothy, as Mrs. Smithfield referred to him.

And she did refer to him, and not address or speak of him in any kind of familiar manner.

He might just as well have been cheesecake and not a human being.

Yet her eyes glittered when he sashayed out, spun so that his dress lifted. She breathed heavily when he lifted a leg to show some ankle. She almost gasped when he flicked his hair and smiled over his bare shoulder.

And, he pulled it off. Dress after dress. Dolce and Gabbana, Valentino, Balenciaga, Hermes, Chanel. All the big name designers, and he wore them like he was supposed to. His body was perfect, his mannerisms were more than adequate, and he was…perfect. I couldn’t believe it. My sister’s idiot son had a massive bucket of talent when it came to fashion.

The night wore on. Two hours into it I offered Mrs. Smithfield champagne. She smiled and accepted.

“And, uh, your husband?” I had figured out it was better to go through her when it came to matters of her husband.

She glanced over her shoulder at him, and frowned, then surprised me by saying, “As much as he wants.”

Huh! He was…less than a man in her eyes, yet there was more to this dynamic than I understood.

I served them champagne and the show went on.

Finally, by nine o’clock, it was done. Five hours of cheery talk and serious decisions and champagne and Timmy doing some of the best quick change I had ever seen.

I walked Mrs. Smithfield to the front podium, and the register, and added up…$73,000!

Fucking $73,000! And then she handed me her black card and said, “Round it to $75, dear. It has been such a delightful time.”

$75,000! I charged the card and handed it back, and Mrs. Smithfield once again surprised me.

“We are having a bit of a soiree tomorrow. Reginald will be coming out. Tell me, would Timothy be interested in attending? In uniform?”

In uniform. I knew what she meant. Wearing a dress and heels and fully made up.

“Of course he would.” I didn’t even think about it. Mrs Smithfield was a mover and shaker. This was actually a massive opportunity for my snowflake nephew.

“Excellent. We’ll expect him at four. You’ll have everything delivered before noon tomorrow?”

“Of course.”

“Then thank you, dearie. Come along, Reginald.”

They left my place of business, and I locked the door and staggered back out to the show room. I sank into a chair and put my head in my hands.

Margie and Timmy came out of the back room. I looked up at them and smiled, then told them the good news.

Then I told Timmy what he was going to be doing the next afternoon.


PART TWO

TIMMY

I couldn’t believe Aunt May. First she makes me dress up like…like a girl, then she makes me go to some party.

I mean, it was sort of kinky, getting all made up and everything. But it was business. I know my mother considers me a snowflake, and Aunt May seems to have fallen in with that thinking.

But I’m just bored.

I mean, I go to school, learn a bunch of crap about stuff that has nothing to do with the real world, then I’m supposed to…what? Get a job?

Stupid.

So when Aunt May pulled me down to her high fashion dress shop I was put off. I didn’t feel like putting deliveries away, or cleaning the showroom, or whatever else she had in mind for me. I was a bit surprised, sort of ‘knock me over with a feather’ surprised, when she told me to get undressed.

I started to protest, but, man, she got angry. Real angry. I figured it was better to just go along and get along. I mean, I don’t like to mess with angry bitches, you know?

But then, when they started putting that make up stuff on me, it was…kinky. I felt my dick stirring right away. And then to get into a dress, man, I had a world class boner. And I never expected that world class boner to be on display for some, old lady.

But I was into it now, and I had a feeling Aunt May would pull out a meat cleaver if I tried to get out of it.

So I was scared, shivering and shaking, but there was something else, too.

The clothes felt natural on me. I guess they should, being so expensive, but it felt like they had been designed specifically for me.

Oh, I didn’t have boobs, and the material sagged until Auntie put some falsies in my bra, but even that felt…right.

And once I got used to having goop all over my face, that felt right, too.

So I walked through the curtains, after Margie shoved me in the back, and suddenly found that it wasn’t that bad.

And the way that old lady stared at my groin. It was like she had never seen a boner before in her life.

Of course, seeing that old guy standing behind her, that Reginald husband guy, she had to have seen one. Right?

So I tried to imitate some of the girls Aunt May has working for her, and that felt pretty easy. I’ve always been a pretty good mime, and the movements just seemed…right. Like there were no other movements I should be making.

And she made $10K off me!

Oh, I knew, as soon as everything was done, and especially when Aunt May said i was going to have to be a girl the next day, that it was me.

It was like one second I was a snowflake, and the next I felt…right. I felt like I was doing something I always should have been doing.

So I went along with the stuff they were doing.

Not only did it feel right, but I was getting hornier and hornier.

Then she said I wasn’t supposed to play with myself…I mean, what’s up with that? So I fully intended to ignore her and stroke myself to a frothy squirt the first chance, but then Margie offered me a blow job.

Whoa! This was getting good.

So, as I said, I went along with it, then I found out that Aunt May made $75K in just a few hours, and I knew that I had to get in on this. I had to get not just a bonus, which Aunt May had promised me, but I had to get the whole thing. I was totally immersed in thinking about how I could $75K, and then Aunt May told me I was supposed to go to a party the next day.

All right!

Which explains what I was thinking the next day when Aunt May drove up to the big brick fence and pulled up to the security gate.

“House of May Fashions,” Auntie said, and the guard waved us through.

Man, the grounds were incredible. A long drive through fields and stands of trees, then the ground became terraced as we drove up a slight incline. Then…the house.

Man, it must have had a hundred rooms. There was a broad sweep of steps leading to the front door, 10 or so columns, three stories of windows, very split level, and bushes and shrubs all over the place.

“You realize that if you fuck up you’re going to cost me my business?”

“I’ll be polite. I’ll admit it if I don’t understand something. I’ll ask people so I don’t commit a…what’s that word?”

“Faux Pas.”

“Yeah, a foe paw.”

“And there will probably be lots of liquor, so don’t drink.”

“Aunt May, I won’t let you down.”

She stared at me, and I knew what she was thinking. She was judging me, putting my knowledge of video games against all the stuff her and Margie had taught me.

“I won’t.”

“Well, I’ve got no choice. So…okay.”

Then she leaned over and I thought she was going to kiss my cheek, but she opened the door and shoved me out.

I stood on the drive as she zipped away. Standing all alone, and feeling all alone. My calves arching from the heels and my dress rustling in the breeze.

Heck, what did I know about high society and fashion and all that? Maybe I was a snowflake, but was that so bad? I mean, what was I doing here!

Well, no matter what I was doing, I had to do something. So I walked up the steps.

The front door opened as I reached it. It was a big, old thing, wavy, colored glass, big doorknob, and it just opened up and I was staring into Oz.

“Good afternoon, madam.” A butler was standing next to the door. He was in an actual butler uniform, and he had a permanent, wan smile fixed on his face.

But what knocked me out was that he said ‘madam.’

I was androgynous, which meant I could be male of female, which included a mass of gentle curls and make up, and he had assumed I was a girl.

“I’m here…” I stopped, adjusted my voice. I didn’t want to sound unnatural, so I figured halfway between male and female. “I’m here for Mrs. Smithfield.”

“Of course, madam.”

Was that doubt in his voice? Was he doubting that I was a girl? I didn’t know, so I just followed him through the house, and what a house it was.

Every room was big, lots of expensive wood trim, and huge pictures and rugs hung on the walls. There were massive beams supporting monster chandeliers, and the windows were high and tall.

The furniture was expensive. Shiny wood and luxurious fabrics.

I tried not to break my neck looking at it all, and the butler took me to a big double door that led out to a patio. He stood back and indicated I should pass.

Wow.

I stepped out onto a large patio. The patio was made of brick and arranged in patterns. Big vines crept up trellises and exotic flowers adorned gave scent to the air. Tables were set up on the patio, and several cook types stood behind the tables and ladled food to a line of people. Below the patio, a swimming pool stretched out. To one side were small tent cabanas. On the other side was a large bath house.

“Timothy,” I turned quickly. I was so wrapped up in looking at everything I was surprised.

Mrs. Smithfield took my arm and smiled at me. “You are such a lovely dear. So glad you could make it.”

She was wearing a gown that showed a lot of flesh. Like all the way down to her belly button flesh. And her globes were huge and looked like they would sway out in full view if she merely turned.

Up close, out of the confines of Aunt May’s House of Fashion, she was quite an attractive lady. She was slightly thick, but curvy, her hair was white, but pinned up in the French style. Her face had a very youthful look to it. She must have been over 50, maybe 60, but her manner was maybe 40. A MILF, I thought, unashamedly, and my dick started to get hard.

Oh, fuck! It would really make a big bump in this dress!

Well, nothing to do for it.

“I tell you, dear boy, when I first saw you I thought of what a special creature you are.”

She snagged a glass of champagne from a passing waiter, who bowed and moved on through the throng, and gave it to me. “Drink. You must be nervous, and this will relax you.”

I wasn’t supposed to drink, but what do you do when somebody forces a glass on you? Besides, I was so fucking nervous I needed a case of the stuff. Still, I managed to sip without gulping, and murmured, “Thank you.”

“Come, the show is not for a while, let’s find some place and get acquainted.”

She led me back into the house and into a smaller side room. We sat down on a fancy couch and she held my hand and studied me.

“Truly gorgeous.” Then she seemed to mentally shake herself. “Tell me, have you ever been to an affair such as this?”

“No ma’am.”

She grinned. “Ma’am? Is that any way to treat your benefactor.”

Benefactor?

I must have looked surprised, because she said, “Yes, I will be of aid to you. And I know you must feel like a fish out of water, but I will help you navigate these treacherous shoals. Tell me, what do you normally do? Do you have any special talents?”

“No, uh…”

“Call me Zelda. Go on.”

“Uh, not really. I play video games, but that’s not really what you would consider a talent. I haven’t really found anything that interests me enough to, uh, pursue it.”

“Well put, darling.”

Her manner was encouraging, and I added. “My mother, and my aunt, they think I’m part of this ‘snowflake’ generation.”

Zelda scoffed, showing a very white smile. I marveled at how soft her lips looked. Usually women get a little tight in the lip when they age, but Zelda just had a youthful sheen to her.

“A snowflake. Really, those silly people. Do you know what I do? Do you know the secret of my wealth?”

“No,” I almost said ‘ma’am,’ “Zelda.”

“I study people. I don’t watch the stock market so much as analyze the people working it. It is the people who make the decisions, and I get behind the ones with talent, and persistence, and unusual character.             

“If I buy a company I don’t care what the company makes, I care what the people who make it run are like. I trust staunchness and intelligence and honesty.

“If I do anything, I look at the people, and then I ask myself, very consciously, do I want to get involved with them.

“I am a rich bitch, if I may speak frankly, because I surround myself with the smartest, most talented people I can find. I give them loyalty, and they give me theirs. It is that simple…and that difficult. Do you understand?”

“I do,” I answered. It was a simple formula, but it was very understandable. Would that I was that good at reading people.

“I go to your Aunt’s place of business because she is an unusual woman. She is smart, unhesitating, and has a native intuition that serves her in any situation. Tell me, does she ever look confused, or wary, or like she doesn’t know what she is doing?”

I shook my head. “Not even.”

Zelda chuckled. “Not even.” Then she grew serious. “You have that same talent. I can see it in you. Even now you watch me not with suspicion, but with an openness that is unusual in someone so young. Do you have plans?”

“Not really.”

“Would you like to have plans?”

I blinked. I didn’t speak for a moment, but that was okay with Zelda. She waited patiently.

“For the right thing,” I answered.

She nodded. “Wise. And I’m going to help you with the right thing. Do you know why I dropped $75 thousand dollars on your aunt yesterday?”

“I thought it was because you liked her clothes.”

“I do, but that’s not the reason. I did, and I’m going to send more business her way, a lot, and the reason is because I’m going to steal you. I have investments in a modeling firm. Very large, and I know that you are going to out Andre Andre.”

I must have blinked, or at least caught my breath.

“Yes, my dear, I am going to make you the world’s greatest androgynous model. And I will make scads of cash off that arrangement. And you will also make scads of cash. All you have to do to make this happen would be to say you would like to explore this arrangement. You say that, I make a call, we enjoy the party, and when it is all over I am going to ask you a question. The answer you give doesn’t matter, I will not be disappointed either way. Well, maybe a little if the answer is no. But I live with my guts, and I won’t betray my gut feeling even if you decide you would rather not spend a little time with me. Now, what do you say…would you like to be the greatest androgynous model in the world? Flying around the globe, jet setting, as it were, meeting the most glamorous ladies, maybe servicing them?” She waved a wave quickly, “And whatever your feelings about men I respect them. Would you agree to this arrangement?”

It was a moment, but not so long as to be considered hesitation. A million thoughts ran through my head, and they all pointed up to one thing. This was a crossroads, and I could pivot my life on this moment. I said, “Yes, Zelda.”

She reached to a side table, I discovered later that she had cell phones on half the tables in the house, and tapped a contact.

She watched me as she spoke into the phone. “Henri, I will send you Timothy Daulting in three days time. He is a prodigy and I want you to use all your talents bring out the best in him…yes…androgynous. Better than Andre. I love you, too, dear.” She hung up.

I stared at her, and I could hardly breath. Could this really be happening.

“Shall we enjoy the party?”

“Yes.”

She stood up, held out her arm, and I took it and escorted her back out to the patio.

I drank more champagne, but was careful to control myself. I wanted a very slight happy buzz. I wanted to be in control I didn’t want to throw up on somebody’s tuxedo.

I met people, so many people, and didn’t stand a chance of remembering all their names.

“Don’t worry,” Zelda said when I told here of my inability. “You’ll learn. And if you should meet somebody who recognizes you but you don’t remember them, fake it. Act pleased, and like you do remember them, and make everybody your friend.”

Good advice.

I ate a bit, but only a bit. The corset, you know.

And Zelda stayed with me all afternoon. She bantered with people, and made bawdy jokes, and wherever she went it was obvious that she was a woman in control of herself.

I studied her closely. Whether I was male or female, she was a good model to emulate.

And, finally, a gong sounded.

People lined the patio and gave their attention to a small red carpet at one corner of the swimming pool.

A small combo changed their jazzy music and became quite subdued and respectful, a backdrop for important happenings.

“Watch, dear boy.. Reginald is about to make himself known.

Curtains parted and Reginald stepped out, but I barely recognized him. In fact, the first clue I had was that I recognized one of the gowns that Mrs Smithfield had bought the other day.

He had a high but full chest. He was wearing extensions and they flowed over his shoulders. If he was wearing a corset it was tighter than mine. His waist was wasp like and his hips flared outward. His legs shimmied with nylon and his feet were encased in the Saint Laurent shoes with the gold lettering for a spike.

And he was beautiful. His face was smooth, and his eyes held hints of blue, and he looked so very, very happy.

He walked around the pool and people began to clap. There were even a few light cheers, then he entered the crowd.

Zelda sighed and was quite happy herself. She turned to me. “I discovered my husband had a kinky side, and, as I said, I encourage people with talent. I encouraged him and he is…as you see him.”

I managed to say, “He is quite beautiful. Should I say ‘she?’”

“You should. He had his testicles removed some time ago, and he presented them to me. I have them as earrings, he wanted that, and though I don’t think them very beautiful…dried up bits of skin…I do wear them from time to time. He loves so seeing his manhood dangling from my lobes.”

I didn’t know what to say, but I didn’t need to say anything. She moved closer to me, put her lips to my ear and softly whispered. “And now you know why I take young men to my bed, should they be willing. Reginald has his needs, and I have mine.”

“And he doesn’t mind?”

She smiled and said, “Let’s ask him.”

Reginald, sometimes called Reggie by his friends, now called Regina, reached the patio and turned to his wife. Her wife. “Thank you, my dear I shall love you forever.”

“And I you, my sweet,” she kissed him lightly on his full, red lips. Then she stood back. “This is Timothy.”

“Hello, Timothy. I remember you from Miss May’s House. You look truly beautiful.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I simply said, “And so are you.”

“I was planning on taking Timothy to bed, should he say yes. And he wanted to make sure he wasn’t treading on your space.”

“Oh, Lord. Please, Timothy, make this woman happy in ways that I can no longer.”

And she moved closer to me and hugged me. I felt her breasts pressing against my falsies. I felt her breath as she kissed my cheek. And, in some odd way, I was jealous of her. She looked so truly happy.

Several hours later the party was over. People wandered away, many came to thank Zelda, and to congratulate Regina a final time. I stood by Zelda’s side and smiled at all and waited.

And, finally, it was over.

I was alone.

Even Regina had gone, departed for some nook in the mansion.

Zelda smiled at me. She took my hands and faced me. “And now it is time to answer my question, dear boy. And believe me, whether you wish to make love to me or not…your answer will not effect the path I have laid out for you. I would love to devour you, but I respect you if you do not wish to.”

Fortunately, I wished to. “Yes, ma’am. Zelda. I would love to be with you.”

She linked arms with me once again and walked me through the mansion. She took me upstairs, down a long hall, and into a large bedroom.

“You have no idea how happy this makes me, Timothy.”

She helped me out of my dress. I stood before her, corset and fake boobs, nylons and high heels.

She sighed with appreciation. “Have you ever made love to an older woman?”

“No…Zelda.”

“Well, It is not much different than any other woman. You may take my hair and pull it, you may suckle my boobs with gusto, I certainly don’t mind my nipples getting a bit of loving abuse.”

It was my turn to help her out of her dress, and she was amazing. Her body was thick, but her large boobs made it appear thinner.

I bent to her, placed my hands under her tits and lifted. I sucked first one nipple, then the other.

She shivered.

“You have unbelievable breasts.”

“The best money can buy.” She must have seen something in my face. “Oh, they are real. I have personal trainers and I eat the right foods. though I daresay I wouldn’t mind an implant if I needed one.”

“You don’t need one,” I replied honestly.

“How sweet,” she ran a hand along my cheek, then she reached down and grabbed my cock and pulled me towards the bed. “Now let’s see what this monster has to offer.”

Oh, God, that moment when your cock is gripped by a strange hand, the thrill through the chest, the stopping of breath.

She giggled at the look on my face. She turned and sat on the bed. The bed was high, and she bent slightly and took my penis in her mouth.

“Mmmm!” as she mouthed it. She palpated my balls and swirled her tongue around the head.

“Lordy,” she said, coming up for air. “This is breath taking.”

We both laughed at that. Then she pulled me down to the bed.

My shaft was like a pole, never harder, and I had to pooch my butt up a little. I bent to her vagina and began the delicate task of pleasing a woman.

“Ah…God!” she groaned as I sucked on her labia, stretching them out, and touching her slit with a finger.

Now I was into the moment, and thoughts were a thing of the past. Now I had to trust to intuition, and to my own unbridled urgings.

I reached up and squeezed her breasts as I French kissed her snatch. I used my tongue and slapped her clitoris with it, then began to suck it.

“Fuck!” she whispered. “More talent than I imagined!”

Finally, I moved up and lay upon her, supporting myself so that my weight wasn't too much. We felt my dick poking against her slit.

“Oh, put that rod into me. Screw me. Do me.” She was breathless, staring into my eyes.

I reached down, and our hands got in each others way. We giggled, and I let her do the honors. Gently, she guided my shaft into her hole.

“OH!” She was breathing hard, her large chest rising and falling, as I slid into her.

Then: “Wait.”

I waited, my penis fully engulfed by the warmest, slickest flesh imaginable.

“Just wait,” she begged.

I held motionless.

I could feel the desire build. Having to not move made us want to move all the more.

“When you see Henri…”

“Unh…” I couldn’t mount a proper ‘yes.’

“Discuss small breasts with him. Your choice, and many androgynous people do not, but I think it would help your over all look. But just small ones. And be careful of hormones. Losing your ability to erect can be traumatic.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Ma’am,” she giggled. Then she groaned, and bit my shoulder lightly.

“Okay, dear boy. You may fuck me. And do so righteously. I do like it when a man takes control and pounds me a bit.”

I pulled back a bit, and slapped it into her.

“Oh!” she gasped.

I pulled back and rammed her again, and she held onto my biceps and turned her head and closed her eyes.

I rammed her again and again, and each thrust made her jerk and grunt.

Finally, I began to ream her, to swirl my penis, and to explore her beautiful insides.

“Oh, God,” she started crying, actually crying. “This is so beautiful.”

I reached under her and grabbed her buttocks and pulled them up as I descended. The effect was deeper, ever deeper.

She began to fuck me back, to thrust her hips up. She arched her chest and demanded attention, and I gave it. And we kissed, oh, how we kissed. Her mouth was like a tornado of suck, and she was literally gobbling me up.

And I pounded her with my dick. I explored her hole throughly, and she finally began to grunt.

“Yes…yes…”

I could feel the shimmy of her body as the golden ocean rose up and took her on its crest.

“Fuck!” she wailed, and she began to spasm, her hips out of control, her muscles squeezing me and letting go and squeezing and letting go.

Then she was just hanging on. Sliding into the oblivion of a fuck with no thought, just a pure sensation.

Which made me finally let go.

Tell the truth, I had been on edge, but determined to do her justice.

But I began to finally spurt, and my cock felt like a firehose. I lurched into her and she groaned and just held on.

Finally, we were done. I lay on her, moved slightly to the side so she could breath, and we just lay there. Exhausted in the best possible way.


EPILOGUE

“Have a wonderful trip,” said Aunt May, missing my cheek.

Margie held my hand and smiled at Aunt May.

“We will.”

We were off to Hawaii, and a honeymoon. And then I, we, would travel the world…and my beauty.

My beauty. A talent. An androgynous blessing. And the world loved it.

And I was no longer considered a snowflake.

And I shouldn’t be, for Zelda was schooling me on finances. I was already a company, and it was good training for buying more companies, investing, making more money than I had ever dreamed of.

Yes, life could be wonderful…if you accepted who you are and ran with it.

Margie and I got into the limousine, gave a final wave to my Aunt was was now crying, and drove off.

END
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PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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