

Steph had been going out with new boyfriend Nick,  for several weeks  now. He wasn’t the love of her life, her Mr. Right, far from it. But it wasn’t his mind she was interested in. No Sir – he was very good looking, almost femininely so, and had a good body. And it was his body she was interested in: lithely muscular but not body builder over the top. But his main attribute, as far as  Steph was concerned, was his massive cock, of which he was justly proud. Yes, Steph just loved to feel that big, fat cock going right up inside her, and pumping away, giving her amazing multiple orgasms.

Steph was quite content to meet  Nick  two or three-times week, for no strings attached sex. Since Steph worked in the theatre, she  mainly met gay or transgender men, most of them her dear friends, but obviously unable to give her what she wanted sexually, and that was where Nick came in.

She got on OK with  him, even if  their conversations weren’t very stimulating, but  she wasn’t going out with him for his conversation. However, one day, they were watching  late night tv, after another great sex session, when Ru Paul’s Drag Race UK came on.

‘Turn it over,’ Nick demanded, who wants to watch this crap, a load of shirt lifters mincing about.’

Steph was appalled at her lover’s  remarks -

‘I really enjoy this show, the drag acts are so talented - methinks, you do protest too much,’  she said, ‘You’re probably secretly gay yourself, that’s why you’re so angry – you have repressed gay tendencies.’

‘Gay, me, what a fucking joke.’

‘I’m sure you have a gay side, everyone does, and  I bet I can bring it out.’

‘No way do I have secret gay, or feminine, side, and there is no way I will ever be sexually attracted to, or want to have sex with, another man. It’s repulsive to me.’

‘OK,’ Steph said, ‘I bet you a hundred pounds, I can turn you gay.’

‘Seriously – OK you’re on. That’ll be the easiest money I’ve ever  made.’

But now, Steph, wondered how she was actually going to carry out her pledge. She really wanted to win the bet, on behalf of the gay community – to strike a blow against  prejudice and stereotyping, but how  was she to do this?  She  looked on the internet, you could buy audio tapes intended as  part of femdom play, that imparted subliminal messages intended to feminize straight men. So, she bought one, with the intention of playing it on the nights she slept with Nick, while he was asleep – though she had no idea whether or not these tapes worked. Another more reliable method, perhaps, of feminization, was  hormones, or hormonal supplements. She knew from the accounts of some of her dancer friends, that there was a supplement out there,  produced in China, for ‘virility;’ but   it had been accidentally discovered by the  trans community, that if you took  more than the prescribed dose, it had the side effect of making a male body  become femininized. So, you had a huge cock, and a woman’s body, which appealed to some of her trans and gay friends. But  few outside these communities knew about this ‘wonder’ drug. Some men had bought it and got a shock after they’d been taking it excessively, it was said, but she could find nothing about this. It  seemed not many knew about it, outside of the gay/trans community.

It wasn’t hard, through eBay, to buy either a tape of subliminal ‘You’re really gay’ messaging, or to buy the supplements – well, the latter was a bit harder to locate, having to order it from China; but she was in possession of both things within ten days, thanks to the  postal services.

So, when Nick  came over to spend the night at her flat, she was prepared: the tape uploaded to her tablet, ready to go, the drug capsules, inadvertently ‘left by a friend,’ on a kitchen worktop.

‘I’ve got this new  recording – it’s ambient music, helps you sleep, and takes away anxiety, during the night - gets into the unconscious mind. I’ve tried it, and it’s very therapeutic.’ She told Nick.

‘But I don’t need help getting to sleep, and  don’t suffer with anxiety, so don’t want music playing while I’m trying to sleep.’

‘It’s very quiet and soothing - it won’t stop you getting to sleep, but it’s relaxing.’

‘OK, if it helps you, carry on, just as long as it doesn’t wake me up.’

That night, as usual, Nick fell deeply asleep after vigorous sex - which Steph really enjoyed, having several orgasms. Making sure that Nick was fast asleep. Steph pressed ‘play’ on the tablet. She’d listened to the tape in preparation, and it was indeed soothing, and hypnotic, with ambient music, but a softly insistent female voice kept repeating things like ‘You’re becoming more and more feminine, you want to put on pretty dresses, wear lipstick and make up, and going out like that,’ until it came to ‘you’re  finding your true self, your real identity, and you want to be a pretty woman, desired by men, want to be fucked like a woman, you want a big, black cock up your arse, which is now your lady hole.’

She wasn’t sure how effective this would be, if at all, and just hoped that Nick wouldn’t wake up while that last part, particularly , was playing. The tape went on for about forty-five minutes, with the mantras continually repeated; and after it had stopped, Steph, who was only dozing, fitfully, restarted it. Nick  just remained sound asleep the whole night. In the morning Steph awoke  early, and turned the tape off, just before she knew Nick would wake.

‘Morning,’ she said cheerfully as Nick opened his eyes –‘how are you today?’

‘Great - I had a really good sleep. Did you play that ambient music stuff – I never heard anything, anyway.’

‘Good, didn’t think it would wake you, probably helped you get  a better sleep.’

‘Maybe, but I rarely have any trouble sleeping, especially after a good fuck.’

Steph, laughed, ‘Well we had that all right. You’ve never had any trouble in that department.’

‘Never!’

At breakfast, Nick noticed the bottle of tablets, Steph had left very visibly on the  kitchen work top, with ‘TESTO PLUS - Enhance your virility,’ printed on the label, and picked them up-

‘These look interesting.’

He  turned the bottle to look at the details, which said -

‘Testosterone, very special herbal treatment – increases male virility and strength, take one tablet a day,’ and beneath in  much smaller letters –‘Warning! Very potent product, do not  exceed stated dose. May have side-effects.’

‘What are you doing with these, do you want to become more virile?’ he laughed.

‘Ha, ha – yeah, I don’t think I’m butch enough. No, a male dancer friend of mine stayed over, and he left them. Don’t worry, he’s gay, and these are popular in the gay community apparently, but he said  you shouldn’t take more than they say, because they can have  harmful side effects, apparently.’

‘What, you become TOO virile?’ Nick laughed – ‘how can you be too virile?’

‘Well,  you’re virile enough, that’s for sure, I don’t think you need that type of thing – you have to be careful, they’re from abroad, don’t know what might be in them.’ Steph said.

‘Do you mind if I take them - I can give you the money for them.’

‘Sure, take them - my friend said  he tried them, and, of course, took more than they say you should, and began feeling a bit odd, so he told me to give them to anyone who wanted them. Or, if not, bin them. I know you take various supplements, for stamina and strength, so wondered if you were interested. But, my friend said, make sure you tell  whoever you give them to,  not to take more than the stated dose, and don’t take them for longer than two weeks.’

‘OK. Yeah, I’ll give then try, can’t do any harm, thanks.’

Inwardly, Steph gave a little smile of success. She knew from experience of macho  type men, as Nick, perhaps somewhat unconvincingly, was, paid no heed to instructions regarding medication – the more you took, the more likely it was to work, was the mantra.

Nick was that most authentically macho of men, a firefighter, a uniform  guaranteed to pull the ladies, and a guarantor of unbridled masculinity for said  ladies. However, amongst the rest of other macho firefighters at the station  where he worked, his masculinity was sometimes questioned, particularly by shift leader Big Ron Yeadon. Well, the pair had come into conflict early on in Nick’s career, when Big Ron had questioned Nick’s strength  during a brigade drill, were they had to practice unloading  the  equipment  from their fire engine for a fire. Big Ron had witnessed Nick struggling with an oxygen cannister. Well, it was obviously a heavy and awkward object to lift bodily, and Nick should  have left it for someone else more experienced to do it. Instead, he rushed in, eager to prove himself. Eagle eyed Big Ron, always looking for weaknesses in new team members, if, especially  like Nick they were comparatively slightly built, noticed straightaway Nick’s perceived weakness and shouted –

‘C’mon Atkinson – you’re like a big girls’ blouse,  not had  your Shredded Wheat this morning? –

‘I’m OK,’ Nick replied, now struggling even more in his confusion; but determined to prove himself, fumbled with the appliance again, and had to suffer the humiliation of Big Ron  rushing in and  shoving him out of the way, as he  picked up the  cannisters with ease, and carried them  to the scene of the ‘fire.’

Nick’s unsuitability for the job had been compounded a few weeks later, when  they’d been at the scene of a bad house fire. Most of the residents had either got out, or been rescued with ladders from a top floor window, but there was a report of someone in a downstairs room.

Big Ron made a decision, that a rescue attempt could be attempted, since the fire wasn’t so severe in that area, and  said to those near him –

‘I’m going in, two of you follow me.’

Nick was one of those standing closest to Big Ron, but crucially hesitated, not following Big Ron, and it was the new female unit member, Marie, who was one of the two who followed Ron, smashing through the front door into the house, where they emerged minutes later, Ron carrying a woman over his shoulders,  with Marie following him. Nick stood there, shamefaced, knowing he’d failed the test again, and that Big Ron would likely remember this.

From then on, Nick was consigned in Big Ron’s, and  the rest of the team’s , minds , with being   somewhat weak, not up to the job; and, about the worst thing you could possibly be in this situation,  effeminate, maybe  gay. And   now had to endure constant  jokes  and double-entendres when he was around.

Matters were complicated by there being a female  member of the crew, as stated - Marie, also fairly newly arrived.  She had the disadvantage of being a woman, and a mixed-race woman at that, in this white, unreconstructedly, macho, environment.

As the two designated weakest members of the team, the  two were often thrown together – maybe on lighter or less dangerous work. But Marie was a determined young woman, and very eager to show  that she wasn’t weaker than the men. So, the  two, rather than having  a relationship of mutual support, found themselves in competition with each other. Since they worked together, they would often be in the station weights’ room, where they went during the great amount of down time – there not being that many fires, dogs stuck up trees or traffic accidents. And Marie was determined to show she could lift at least as heavy weights as Nick. Nick obviously having inherent male strength,  could lift more than Marie, but she was getting stronger all the time, and pushing him. She was a good-looking woman, with  glossy  black hair, though it was usually pulled up under a cap, and  an exotic, opal eyed beauty; but Nick was put off by her well-developed shoulders and thighs, and generally masculine  attitude. She was confident  and outspoken, which she needed to be to survive in such an environment. Nick was only attracted to more traditionally feminine women, like Steph. Many assumed that Marie was a lesbian, and she did get veiled homophobic  comments directed at her, just as Nick got them – veiled, because  now there were  laws and policies against such discrimination, and people knew that could be disciplined, even sacked for displaying such prejudices. Marie  just got on with her job, and never said anything about her private life, while Nick would boast about the many women he’d been involved with, and threw himself into sport, being a keen runner and triathlete as well as  regularly weightlifting in the station’s gym. However, Nick had hit a bit of a problem regarding displaying his masculinity through sport, because Marie had recently beaten him in the Fire Service triathlon. He’d vowed to beat her, felt that he had to, and had been  comfortably ahead after the swim and the cycle. Relieved, as the 10k run neared the finish line, he thought he’d cracked it, that that pesky woman  hadn’t  beaten him, and made him the object of ridicule at work, only for Marie to come running past him, with an  ‘Alright Nick?’ and sprint towards the finish line. Nick had pulled all the stops out, desperately trying to catch her, but she  surged ahead, and finished ahead of him, arms upraised. He was the last of their unit  who’d entered the race, beaten by a  woman.

But in the weights’ session a couple of days after taking the tablets, Nick excelled himself, beating his pervious personal best by several pounds, with ease, while Marie struggled to lift the heavier weights she aspired to, leaving Nick far ahead of her.

A few nights later, and it was Steph’s turn to go  round to Nick’s place. As soon as he opened the door, she could tell he was in a really good mood –

‘Those tablets, they’re superb, what a brilliant, fast working effect. Broke my   previous personal best in the weight I could lift, and you should see the size of my cock now.’

‘Well, it’s already  perfectly big enough’ Steph replied, ‘I just hope it isn’t too huge for me to take.’

‘Don’t worry babe I’ll be gentle, and I’m sure you’ll cum loads.’

And that proved to be true – Nick got hard, and could stay hard for a prolonged time , enabling  Steph to have multiple orgasms, and then, after he’d cum, he could  quickly get hard again.

So, at the end of the night, both Nick and Steph had smiles in their faces, though Steph had a gnawing anxiety at the back of her mind, despite the fact that she had been trying to bring about Nick’s downfall as a macho man.

Anyway, back at her own flat several days later, Steph experienced the same heightened pleasure from Nick as a lover. Nick now seemed too good to be true, his erection never failing, the perfect lover, but still, something didn’t seem quite right. She also kept playing the hypnotic tape while Nick was asleep, but was unsure as to whether it was achieving anything.

Nick had begun  eagerly taking the tablets immediately, and, as he usually did, took four times the stated dose of one a day, so that they would have greater effect. He’d looked forward to getting something over on his mates at the fire station, in their daily competitions on the weights, during the endless downtime they had while on shift, and making sure he stayed well ahead of female co-worker, Marie. He straightway felt the effects on his libido – how he  was horny all the time, and able to get hard again, even straight after sex, or a wank. He also felt stronger, impressing everyone in the weights’ room, with what he could lift. He was feeling very buoyant, and positive about the new tablets, and  even increased his dosage. This was indeed a miracle  drug, he thought - he felt blessed.

However, ten days later, Nick was in the weights’ room, when something odd happened. He was intent on improving his personal best, while Marie looked on,  jealously. He powdered his palms with resin, stepped up to the plate, grasped he barbell tightly, arms straight, crouching over the weight, and leant back, attempted to straighten up, but instead he faltered, and the weights slipped from his grasp and crashed to the floor.

‘Are you alright?’ Marie asked, concerned, yet secretly pleased too.

‘Yeah fine,’ just had a bit of a  dizzy spell, that’s all. I’ll do it this time, and he stepped up to the plate again, grasped the bar firmly, leant back while pushing upwards with his legs, again, and again he was unable to sustain the lift, and the   weights crashed to the floor.

‘I must have a  virus or something,’ Nick said, ‘I’ll give it a rest today, try again  in a couple of days’ time.

While at same time, Marie increased her previous best quite easily -

‘I’ll soon be catching you,’ she said.

‘No way – I’m just a bit under the weather today. Wait until I’m back to normal.’

‘We’ll see,’ Marie said.

Later on, back in his flat, Nick went to get a jar of rice from a top shelf in the kitchen, and struggled to reach it, although he usually did this with ease. However, he dismissed all thoughts that he was somehow shrinking as  total paranoia.

‘I  usually don’t think twice about reaching that top shelf, maybe I was thinking about it too much,’ he muttered. He had a date with Steph to look forward the next day, and looked forward to again showing off his new found virility. Just the thought of Steph, made him hard.

The next night, Nick felt like a man again, with Steph yielding in his strong arms, her softness against his hard masculinity, the rush as he entered her, and her moans as  he penetrated deep inside her, holding back, as he sensed she was about to cum: then finally thrusting his load deep up inside her body as she screamed with arousal, bucking with her own  orgasm. Afterwards Nick lay back in bed relaxed now, while Steph smoked a cigarette.

They put on dressing gowns and went to watch TV, Steph curling up to Nick on the  sofa. There was a David  Attenborough documentary on, about how  climate change was killing off animal species, which Steph was interested in, but Nick said –

‘Do we have to watch this depressing woke, alarmist stuff?’

‘This is important, it’s about the survival of the planet, about the survival of the human race.’

‘But we’ve always had cold snaps, and heatwaves, going back to the Ice Age,’ Nick reckoned, ‘and Donald Trump and Nigel Farage agree with me.’ He went to look what else was on -

‘Oh no, Drag Race UK, not that crap with all the fags dressed up as women, though they’ve all got cocks between their legs, just like me.’

But a strange thing happened to Nick, this time, as he thought of this show, a softly insistent voice ran through his head –

‘Imagine putting on lipstick and makeup, wanting to become feminine, your true self, and then being treated like a woman by men, and having a big fat cock stuffed up our arse -what  you now call your lady hole, as you are bent over, dressed in your frilly lingerie and stockings, and high heels, a  big fat cock expanding your anus – your  feminine hole, as it plunges deep into you, giving you the most incredible satisfaction.’

Nick tried to push the voice away, where the heck did it come from, but as he tried to not to listen, he realized that his cock was hardening. Then he found himself, as if in a trance, turning the TV to the  Drag Show channel.

‘I thought that this was another show you hated,’ Steph said, ‘but now you want to watch it.’

‘Nothing else on worth watching,’ he  grunted.

‘We don’t have to watch it, we can go back to bed,’ but Steph noticed movement  beneath Nicks robe, his cock stirring. Was the subliminal tape working?

‘Or do you want to watch it now?’ she asked innocently.

‘Might as well have a good laugh,’ he sneered.

He watched a heavily made-up man, dressed and made up  in exaggerated feminine style, prancing around in high heels, stockings and suspenders, and  corset. He noticed  that the man had a feminine shape and breasts outlined beneath the corset’s delicately feminine fabric, while long blonde hair cascaded around his heavily made-up face, and over his shoulders. He looked just like a woman, though  when he spoke you could tell he was a man by his deep voice. But Nick realized that he was completely aroused by this  person, and  had an overwhelming desire to masturbate to this image.

‘No,’ he said to himself, ‘no I can’t wank over another man, even if he does look like a very sexy woman.’

But Steph couldn’t help notice the tent like shape  beneath Nick’s robe, and, excited at Nick’s reaction to what was another man,  softly opened the robe, letting his cock spring to attention, then went down on her knees and took it in her mouth. While Steph sucked and  licked at his cock, Nick watched the  drag artist caressing his fake breasts, his cock barely concealed by a mini skirt and  flimsy panties, and was overwhelmed. Within seconds he was spurting cum down Steph’s throat, then, as she pulled her  face away, across the room.

A thought entered, unwanted, into Nick’s fevered mind, that he  wanted to be one of the drag artists, as he felt an enormous high. While the other, conscious part of his mind, resisted - ‘No, no, how can I want to be one of these pathetic men who wants to be a woman.’

But, as he thought this, his cock began to harden again, as one of the  drag artists, the one he fancied the most, pouted at the camera with lips thick with bright red lipstick.

Nick lay back on the couch, spent,  damp with sweat and cum. This is  ridiculous, I  only like real women, not men with cocks dressed up as women. He zipped up his trousers, as Steph remarked –

‘God Nick, those drag artists really turn you on.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous – it’s you who turns me on – I’m only turned on by women.

Marie, was desperate to prove herself  against the men, and all the discrimination she faced as a female firefighter. Most of the men were ok, but the boss, Big Ron, and a few of his cronies, were quite hostile, thinking that a woman wasn’t capable of doing the job, despite the fact that Marie had earned some kudos from Big Ron from following him into the fire that night, when Nick had faltered. But the men didn’t want to be usurped by a woman in toughness and strength. Nick was no different. He  didn’t dislike Marie, though she was very prickly and competitive,  but in the weight lifting  stakes, he certainly didn’t want her to be better than him, especially after she’d beat him in the triathlon. Yet, now, after his achievements of recent weeks, when the  drug had first kicked in, Nick found himself increasingly struggling with making his  personal best weight, and now even having to reduce the weight to below his previous best lift. He put it down to just being a bit  tired, after all he wasn’t a robot, as Steph was always keen to explain to him. However,  Marie, who was very strong for a woman, but slighter than Nick, but ultra keen and competitive, managed to lift almost the same weight as him, with seeming ease. He tried to rationalize his humiliation, that he was a bit under the weather. Next time he’d outlift her easily, he told himself.

Later, Nick arrived at Steph’s flat, as planned, again feeling really horny. Sexual arousal  had certainly not been his problem lately, even if a decline in his physical strength had been. He wasn’t to know what Steph knew, and why he’d ‘accidentally’ discovered the bottle of pills in her kitchen: that if you took too strong a dose of the drug, it began reverse the body’s masculinity, making it become more feminine; but the effects of increased penis size and libido remained. Steph had cooked a meal of lamb cutlets and  oysters – ‘Help get  us in the mood’ she said.

‘I don’t need them to feel in the mood, I feel really horny already.’ Nick retorted.

The two embraced and  began kissing. Nick felt his manhood about to burst out of his pants, and pulled down his zipper,  letting his cock spring out, and stand to attention.

‘My, you really are ready for it,’ Steph said, slowly stroking his cock.

‘Forget the meal, let’s go to bed,’ Nick   muttered.

‘Great idea, ’ Steph said, pulling Nick towards the bedroom.

Their love making was intense, but Nick found himself, unusually, unable to restrain  himself, and came quickly, while Steph was just warming up.

‘Sorry,’ Nick said, as Steph fumbled at her  fanny with her fingers.

‘Look I’m getting hard again,’ Nick indicated his incipient erection.

Within seconds he was able to penetrate Steph again, and  she managed to cum, as did Nick, again.

Steph was impressed by Nick’s power of recovery, which she’d never seen in a man before,  but one thing  bothered her, when she’d touched Nick’s chest, she’d noticed how soft and fatty the flesh was around his nipples, which themselves seemed somewhat larger. Well, this was all going to plan, feminizing him, if that is what was happening, which presumably , would lead to him becoming gay.  She would win the bet, and strike a blow against prejudice. But she also, couldn’t help but be a bit concerned for Nick – was that  drug he’d been taken living up to the tales she’d heard about it? She hadn’t really believed them, in a way.

Her concerns didn’t stop her from playing the feminization, ‘You’re gay,’ tape during the night, with its repeated mantra, from a soothingly sultry voice ‘You  really want a  big, fat cock up your arse, your lady hole,  because you want to experience just what it’s like to be a woman.’

At breakfast the next morning,  Steph  tentatively asked Nick -

‘You were certainly randy last night, getting it up again straight after orgasm, but I was wondering,  are you feeling ok, generally as it were. Have you been taking those tablets I gave you? They obviously seem to be having some effect.’ She smiled, ‘I hope you haven’t been exceeding the stated dose, which can have bad side effects, as I warned you.’

‘Yeah, I’d been taking them, four to five a day, rather than the one they tell you to take – well, who sticks to the  dose they tell you to take, you want to get max benefit, don’t  you, and I’ve certainly been  feeling those benefits, as you saw last night.’

‘But have you had any downside; I have heard of side effects.’

‘I have been feeling a bit under the weather lately, a bit weaker, like, when I’ve  become so strong in other  departments, but I think it’s a virus, that’s all.’

‘No physical side effects,  changes in your body?’

He was suddenly suspicious –

‘No, why do you ask. I’m in good shape, as always.’

Steph didn’t want to mention  the breast tissue, she’d discovered, so didn’t say anything. Maybe it was nothing,  perhaps she’d been imagining  it. She couldn’t help but feel guilty, having been the one who’d indirectly been the cause of Nick’s body becoming more feminine, if that was indeed the case; but couldn’t help but feeling strangely turned on by the thought of Nick becoming feminized. So, it wasn’t just Nick who was unsettled, to say the least, by what was happening to him. Steph had always thought of herself as conventionally feminine, sexually, though in  very other way she was an independent modern woman. But sexually, she’d always had  conventional male/female relationships, with the man dominant, and the woman submissive, and it now felt disconcerting to be turned on by Nick’s emerging ‘femininity,’ and wanting to be dominant sexually.  She remembered something she’d seen ages ago, when she’d gone to a couple of Ann Summer’s  women only parties, where  erotic lingerie and sex toys had been demonstrated for the women to  buy, so that they wouldn’t have to go into  seedy sex shops.  She’d only gone to two - not really liking the giggly, double -entendre ridden atmosphere, but one thing that had intrigued her, now came  into her mind – a big, black strap-on dildo, that women could wear to anally penetrate a man. There’s been much mirth at this, and no one had bought one: what sort of man would like to be fucked up the arse? The women had asked – ‘must be gay.’ But now Steph had a sudden urge to get one of these strap-ones, to use on Nick, with his seemingly sudden identification with  TV drag artists. Maybe she’d been more accurate than she’d thought, when  she  replied to Nick’s homophobia – ‘Methinks  he does  protest too much.’

Nick wasn’t going to do a shift at the fire station that day, because he’d taken a day’s sick leave, felt he needed a rest, and to recover from his potential virus, after the problem with the weights. Steph was going to work, so no point in staying at her house. Now he wasn’t sure what to do with himself, and drove around aimlessly, but ended up heading for the city centre. He wasn’t sure  where he was going, but parked up, and walked into the shopping complex. It was as if something  inside him, some unconscious force, was  compelling him onwards.  Somehow, he found himself going into a well-known department store.

‘What the heck do I want buy in here?’ he asked himself, for he had no interest in clothes, always found them boring; but, he, almost unconsciously, gravitated to the women’s  clothing department. He walked along, gazing at  racks of lingerie,  bra and panty sets, suspenders and stockings, and found himself choosing a bra and  panty set in a lovely pink shade, and putting them in his basket. He was aware of looks from the other,  female, shoppers, but ignored them, as he proceeded to the makeup counter; where he chose the reddest shade of lipstick, the  darkest mascara and eyeliner, the pinkest blusher, before walking quickly to the check-out. Compulsion  overcoming his embarrassment and humiliation, as he  couldn’t help but notice the  mockingly knowing look in the shop assistant’s eyes, as  she wrapped the goods for him.

‘A present for the wife, Sir?’ she asked pleasantly?

‘Yeah,’ Nick blushed, ‘ the wife’s birthday.’

‘I’m sure she’ll be very pleased; you’ve made a lovely choice, Sir.’

Nick grabbed the bag, and  scurried from the store. He could hardly wait to get  back home, with his new things, while at the same time wondered what on earth was happening to him. Why wasn’t he heading to the  gym, or going for a run, instead of urgently rushing home  with the items of female clothing and makeup he’d just bought.

Once in the safety of his flat, he’d hardly got in and taken off his coat, before, opening the bag with shaking hands. He’d always thought of himself as quite a calm, down to earth guy, but now he was acting like a teenage girl, as he tipped out the makeup, with its lurid shades; and the lingerie, in  delicately sensual fabrics, which Nick could hardly wait to feel against his skin. His cock was hard at the thought of trying it all on. But, yet, he somehow couldn’t, didn’t feel able to, take the next, taboo, step. He opened the lipstick, unwound it from its shaft, the phallic  crimson, so  exotic, so sensual. He tried to imagine it on his own lips, and at that he became so hard, he had to sit down on the sofa and take his cock out and begin stroking it.

He desperately wanted to speak to someone, and  contemplated  phoning Steph at her job – but how could he do that? She was at work, and he didn’t have that type of intimacy with her anyway – they never spoke about their deeper feelings, to each other just had great sex, but he somehow felt she had something to do with the strange way he was feeling. Just like a woman, in fact, emotional and highly strung – him who’d always been such a traditional guy. A stereotypical woman anyway, for Steph wasn’t like that for a start, and Marie at the fire station, definitely wasn’t. In fact, Marie had seemed to sense  that he had some kind of problem, after his performance in weight training, and she always seemed ready to pounce on any perceived weakness. As if he was the weakest male, one she could gain superiority over, and rise up the hierarchy. She was attractive too, despite her physical strength. Well, he’d always thought of her as being a bit masculine and butch, probably gay, but now, she somehow seemed more attractive to him.

Part of him  was dying to try the makeup, put on the clothes, but another part of him felt guilty about such transgression. The stern voice in his head was of a guy, a bloke, a geezer, a man, and a fireman at that – the very model of masculinity to some women: inherently sexy in his uniform, which symbolized masculine courage, and strength. And now he was turning into a woman, becoming weak, and, the ultimate shame, wanting to dress as a woman and wear makeup.

He sat on the sofa, leaving the  new goods in their plastic  shopping  bag. His cock was hard, and he wanted to wank. Since taking the drug he’d become totally obsessed with sex, and his cock rarely let him down, but Steph’s warning about possible side effects from taking too many of the pills rang out in his head. He had noticed that the soft tissue around his breasts, which he’d put down to putting on weight, was filling out  even more, and his nipples definitely seemed larger, which caused him to break out in a cold sweat. And there were other things he’d noticed, like his hips and arse almost imperceptibly widening. Then there was suddenly  not being tall enough to reach the top shelf. This was all very scary.

‘Christ….’ this surely wasn’t really happening , he was just gaining a bit of weight, maybe  down to the virus he’d had. But the worst thing was, the part of him, a big part it seemed, that was delighting in this; and that awful voice that kept running through his head – ‘you want to wear lipstick and makeup, dress as a woman, become a woman, and as woman  you want to be penetrated sexually by a great big cock up your arse, which is now your lady hole.’ The very thought of this, which would have once appalled him, now  made his cock hard. It was like there was a battle between the two parts of himself.

Memories of his teen years came flooding back to him, how he’d never felt manly enough, always had to prove himself, prove that he was tough, and a real man. He remembered reading his brother’s film magazine, and not only desiring the glamorous  female stars in the glossy photos, but imagined putting the bright red lipstick on his own lips, and the  dark mascara on his own eyes. How he’d taken his mum’s makeup from her bag on the  dressing table, and put it on his own face, his cock nearly exploding as he did so. How he’d left the incriminating evidence of a lipstick-stained tissue in the bathroom, and how he’d then been caught. Busted. Shamed.

‘Are you gay?’ his  father had demanded - we can get you professional help.’

‘No, I’m not, I swear – I just wanted to become one of those glamorous women.’

‘No, no,’ he muttered now, ‘I don’t want to remember all that.’

But, as if moved by some unseen force, Nick stripped off his clothes, and began to put on the stockings  and suspenders, and bra and panty set he’s bought. Struggling with the unfamiliar clothes, which didn’t fit his shape. He’d had no idea what sizes to get, so had just got the largest size in everything, which meant the clothes fitted in some parts of his body,  and either  flapped loosely or were too tight in others. However, he managed to struggle into them. He looked in the mirror: he looked like a woman,  which surprised him. And the clothes made him feel different, more  feminine definitely; and, humiliatingly, his breasts partly filled the bra, rather than it just being loose against his chest, and the panties fitted around the curve of his bum.

Now, with trembling hand, he  began  opening the tubes of makeup, and inexpertly applying the contents to his face. It was difficult, and frustrating, trying not to  smear the mascara, eye-liner, eye shadow and lipstick, but he  eventually felt  satisfied that he’d done the best he could. Then Nick picked up the cheap, blonde wig of cascading ringlets, he’d bought from a fancy-dress shop, and  pulled it over his hair. Then, finally, put on the impossibly high heeled shoes, purchased from a specialist store, online, in size twelve; which it’d turned him on just to look at and touch, and tottered about before the full-length mirror, struggling not to fall.

With some trepidation, he looked in the mirror, and was amazed at what he saw – despite the  makeup being so badly applied, and the clothes not fitting properly, he really did look like an attractive, sexy woman. He couldn’t believe the transformation.

At that moment the doorbell rang.

‘I can’t answer it  like this,’ he thought, ‘no way,’ but it rang again insistently. Could be a delivery he thought. He remembered that he’d ordered a new watch  from eBay, and knew that undelivered orders  were hard to  claim. A courier driver would often say he’d delivered an order, when the person hadn’t been in, and it was your word against them. That watch cost a fortune he thought. The bell rang again  - he knew what he would do, he would just open the door slightly, hide behind it, and reach out a hand for the order, then close the door quickly. All these drivers were concerned with was  getting on with their  work, as quickly as possible, anyway. He tottered to the door in his heels, which he hadn’t tried on before buying, for obvious reasons, so they were actually too big, as well as being far too high, even for many women, let alone someone like Nick, inexperienced in walking in heels.

He hoped the driver was still there,  stood back, and opened the door slightly, hiding behind the door, and  just reaching out his hand. But a familiar voice  said loudly –

‘Come on Nick it’s me, I was nearby and wondered if you were ok,’ and  Marie, for that’s who it was, pushed the  door so hard,  that Nick lost his grip on the handle and  it flew open, bashing into him.

‘Well, well, well,’ Marie said, staring at Nick, mouth open, ‘who would have guessed?’

‘I can explain’ he said desperately, ‘it’s not what you think – a fancy dress ball, I’m going to a fancy-dress ball with Steph, and she gave me this costume and told me to try it on.’

‘Oh ,ok -  but drag suits you though. Are you going to let me in?’

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ Nick held the door open, ‘go through, would you like a drink - tea, coffee?’

‘Got anything stronger?’

He struggled to think, his thoughts were so confused -  whisky, there was some Irish whisky left over from St. Patrick’s Day, and he had beer in the fridge -

‘Beer, whisky?’

‘I’ll have a beer please, Nick.’

He teetered into the kitchen.

‘Why don’t you take your shoes off?’ Marie said.

Good idea, he thought, so unused was he to wearing shoes with any type of heel, but somehow in his panic, the thought that he could remove them now, hadn’t occurred to him. He came back with a couple of cans of beer and glasses -

‘I’ll drink it straight from the can,’ Marie said. She looked very attractive, away from her  Service unform - hair always tucked under a cap, baggy service issue clothing. Now  she wore tight, black lycra  trousers, and black five -inch heels, with a sleeveless red, tight-fitting top, that showed off not just her shapely  boobs, but the muscular definition of her  biceps, along with an array of tattoos down her arms. He’s hadn’t really fancied her before, but now she appeared totally gorgeous to him. Her rather masculine persona, suddenly a turn – on. He,  who’d  always only liked feminine women – that’s what he told himself, anyway.

Marie swigged from her can  and said –

‘Tell me about this  fancy dress do, I might get my Wonder Woman outfit out for it.’

‘It’s to do with Steph’s work,’ he tried to think on his feet, because Steph really had mentioned a fancy - dress party, ‘it’s for charity – yeah, don’t know the details yet, but just thought I’d better try out the outfit on, see if it fits.’

‘You look absolutely fabulous darling - women’s clothes and makeup really suit you. I’ve got some friends who are drag artists. I’ll introduce you – maybe a new career for you!’

‘Hahaha,’ his laugh was hollow, and a blush was hidden by the thickly applied pink blusher he was wearing.

‘I  just wanted to see how you were. I was passing on my way home, so thought I’d drop in. Get me the details of the fancy-dress party, too – a few at the station might be interested.’

‘Oh,’ the thought of work and of his fellow firefighters, now filled him with dread.

‘I’m OK, just got a bit of a virus. Best not to say anything by the way…… ,’ he said ‘you know, about this,’ he indicated his female clothes, ‘wouldn’t want anyone getting the wrong idea.’

‘Of course, not,’ Marie  chuckled. ‘No, we don’t want that do we? We don’t want anyone thinking that you enjoy dressing as a woman,’ something she seemed to find  very funny. ‘A tough guy like you. I missed you today, missed my weight lifting competitor – all the other guys are way too strong for me, but I feel I can catch up with you.’

Nick blushed again, miserably humiliated.

‘You’re a very strong woman,’ he said lamely,

‘Cheers -and you look lovely,’  she said, reaching out and patting his arse, as Nick tried to step back, which proved impossible in the heels, he’d put back on –

‘Well, best be off. Take care, hope you feel better soon, and  remember to find out about that fancy dress party.’

‘See you later,’ he said ‘I’ll find out from Steph - thanks for coming round, bye.’

He listened as the front door closed, with a slam. She was so manly in a lot of ways, more manly than him now? he thought, but his cock was erect now, thinking of her, and her humiliation of her seeing him like this, made him even more aroused. That voice came into his head, again, about being dressed as a woman, except now he imagined himself being  fucked by Marie with a strap-on.  The thought made him weak at the knees,  his cock stiffening – but I’ve never fancied her, she isn’t my type, except that now he did, even more than the  feminine Steph. But he didn’t imagine  fucking her, as he did Steph. His cock  rose, tented his  flimsy knickers – ‘God,’  Marie coming round had been his worst nightmare. Now he’d have to go through with the fancy dress  dance, and  go, dressed as a woman; but he just hoped Marie might forget all about it -  but he now was aware of another tingling, in his chest. His  fingers rose involuntarily and touched his  right nipple: he was astonished to find it hard. It  responded to his touch, swelling even more, and a thrill  ran though his body. What was in those tablets? What was happening to him?  And then there was that hypnotic voice that kept going through his mind, as if he was being brainwashed, brainwashed into becoming gay, that that was his true nature.

It was as if all his  fears were resurfacing, from where he’d buried them all those years ago, when his parents had discovered his cross-dressing. Was he masculine enough? was he secretly gay? The insecurities that had driven him to join the most macho of jobs – the Fire Service; whose members were admired for their  masculine bravery, the very uniform a turn on  for women, and badge of sexual prowess. Who could imagine a cross-dressing, let alone gay, firefighter.

At work the next day, the first-person Nick bumped into was Marie, and he reddened -

‘Did you find out when and  where the fancy dress party is?’ she said, I’d hate to miss it, and I think a few here would love to go.’

Was she being  serious? Nick thought anxiously –

‘I don’t think  anyone here would be interested, not their scene– well, not mine either, only that Steph wanted us to go – and it’s for a good cause.’

‘Did you say it’s it for children?’ Steph asked.

‘Yeah, children – suffering  children, orphans. Maybe best not to say to the others, you know – about what you saw…….’

‘No, I won’t say I saw you prancing around in  drag,’ she laughed. ‘Coming to the weights’ room later?’

‘Not, sure think I’ve might have strained my back.’

‘What, putting on your high heels?’

Nick  laughed hollowly, trying to mask his shame.

‘The dressing- up is for a good cause, for charity – I’m not a secret tranny, in fact the opposite, I  hate dressing up like a tart.’

‘But you looked the business – fancied you myself.’

‘Because you like women……?’ he said without thinking, then hesitated, embarrassed, wondering if he’d gone too far, crossed a line.

‘Well, you’re not a woman, are you?’ Marie replied with a smile.

‘Touché,’ he thought, though didn’t say, but did she really fancy him? Dressed as a woman, rather than  in his usual masculine  mode. And did he fancy her now, now that he was  becoming feminized, then tried to push the thought away – he wasn’t becoming feminized, just putting on weight in the breast and bum  areas, and suffering a virus making him feel weak. He’d reduced his dosage of the ‘miracle’ tablets now, though loathe to stop taking them completely after what they done for his libido and sexual performance, let alone the size of his cock. But  maybe he should if they were having other, unwanted, side  effects – like turning him into a woman.

‘I think I will come weight training after, after all – I’m feeling better now,’ he said decisively.

‘See you there then,’ Marie said walking off.

Now she was talking  to him more than he’d  ever done -  was she interested in him? She obviously was, but what was her motive, though?

Now he had to go to the  gym, against his better judgement, for he didn’t really think he was recovered from the virus, though he hoped he was back to his old  self.

He got changed, and couldn’t help noticing the  bulge he now had  in his chest, revealed by his tight-fitting vest -  was that  pair of nipples he could see poking through? No, you’re paranoid, he muttered, men can’t grow breasts.

He was just warming up with some light weights, when Marie entered. She did look sexy , Nick thought, in a tight black leotard, her  small, firm breasts outlined by the leotard; which showed off her muscular arms with all the tattoos, and her long, muscular legs, her hair up, as she ways wore it at work.

He watched as  she added some weight to her  previous highest weight –

‘I’m going for a personal best now. What about you? You seemed to  going for it before, but then you began to struggle,’ Marie said.

‘Just a virus - I’m feeling stronger now. You go first.’

Marie positioned herself, knees bent, back straight facing ahead, and heaved the new  weight  up to her  chest, then with deep intake of breath,  thrust it upwards, while  getting her body beneath it and pushing upwards, and straightening her  arms so that she stood proudly, holding the bar for several seconds, before  ducking under it, as she let it crash to the mat, where it bounced slightly.

‘Well, done,’ Nick said,  trying to hide the disappointment in his voice. He’d better  show up now though, he thought.

He rubbed resin into his palms, bent to the bar, with the heavier weights he’d just attached to the ends, staring ahead, and jerked the bar up to his chest, then  went to push it upwards, with his body underneath, but he faltered - he  just didn’t have the strength, and stepped back quickly letting the bar  came crashing down, as jumped back, nearly falling.

‘Unlucky,’  Marie said, barely hiding the delight in her voice ‘You just mistimed it there.’

Nick glared at her -

‘Still suffering the effects of that virus,’ he said.

‘Of course, darling, don’t worry about it – make sure you’re fully recovered before you have another go. By the way, I’d been thinking of having you and Steph, that is your  girlfriend’s name isn’t? round for something to eat.  Can you manage next week some time?’

Nick tried to think of an excuse, but couldn’t –

‘Yeah, sure, that would be nice, I’ll see what Steph’s doing.’

He  couldn’t help but think that Marie was up to something, but he wasn’t sure what. She certainly seemed a lot more interested in him and his life than before, and wondered what she was up to.

Maybe she just likes me and finds me attractive, he wondered. Attractive, but in what way, because he was becoming feminine? Besides she’s invited Steph, so obviously not trying to get off with me.

Inwardly, he  wondered just what Marie was up to. He’d actually become a bit obsessed with her, kept getting horny  thinking of her, but didn’t imagine fucking her, as he did Steph, but more an image of her with a big, black dildo strapped to her waist, and fucking him  from behind – an image he quickly tried to drive from his mind. He didn’t want to have such images, since he most definitely wasn’t gay, and so had no wish to be anally penetrated, except that the, recurring, thought always made his cock hard.

He  saw Steph the following night, and told her about the dinner party invite, and  how keen Marie was on the fancy dress party.

‘She must fancy you,’ Steph said, ‘has she shown any interest in you before?’

Only in beating me in the weights she could lift. But there was never any way she could come close to beating me, until…...’

‘Until  you stated taking those tablets in an excessive dose.’

‘Well maybe that was the case. I get this voice  running though my head too,’ Nick blurted out, ‘telling me to do weird things, it’s hypnotic.’

‘Oh, how odd,’ Steph said,  feigning complete surprise. ‘What sort of things does this voice tell you to do?’ She asked.

‘Well……...it tells me to wear women’s clothes and become a woman, and……get fucked up the arse by men.’ Nick blushed bright red at speaking these awful, transgressive, words.

‘And does that thought influence you? Do you want to act on what the voice tells you to do?’ Steph asked.

‘Of course, I don’t, what do you think I am?’

‘We all have different aspects to our natures and personalities – maybe you have a  bisexual or gay aspect.’

‘Don’t start that again – you already owe me a hundred  quid.’ Nick snarled.

‘There’s still plenty of time for me to win the bet – how are your new breasts doing anyway.’

‘They’re not breasts, just put on a bit of weight that’s all.’

‘Your bum looks bigger too, and a different shape.’

‘Give it a rest, I’m not gay and I’m not turning into a woman, alright?’

‘If you say so.’

That Friday, Steph and Nick  went round to Marie’s having accepted her invitation. Once they were in, sitting around the table,  Marie announced –

‘I’ve had a lot of help in the  kitchen, from my friend  Trixie, she really helps keep the flat tidy when I’m at work, and does most of the cooking, housework, etc., she shouted out –

‘Trixie, come in a meet our guests.’

With that  the couple were astonished to see a  vision in a frilly pink and  white maid’s outfit, with a little maid’s apron and frilly white  cap on the cascading blonde  locks, that framed her heavily made-up face. The skirt barely covered the lacey tops of her stockings, which led to impossibly high heels, which caused  the maid to mince in a submissively sexy manner.

Well, Nick certainly found her sexy,  his eyes were staring out of his head, and he felt a familiar throb between his legs.

‘This is what you can aspire to, Nick,’ Marie said, giggling, ‘I saw your obvious potential the other day, and  you really suit  women’s attire – better than male clothing does.’

Nick felt himself-blush – why did he keep blushing now, he never used to, well not since he was a teenager anyway.

‘Nice to meet you, Trixie,’ Steph said, and  the maid  did a deep curtsy before her, revealing  frilly pink knickers, with an obvious bulge in the front.

Nick felt even more aroused, and instantly tried to suppress it. Surely, he wasn’t really lusting after what was obviously a sissified male, when his own glamorous girlfriend was present, not to mention  Marie, who was definitely a  female, if on the masculine side. But right now, he wasn’t sure how he would rate the ‘females’ present: it  seemed  that , much as he despised himself, he was attracted to Trixie first, who had an obvious cock between  her legs; tough, muscular, Marie second; and the conventionally feminine, Steph, third. Which was the opposite to how he would have rated them mere weeks ago! When Steph would definitely have been first, Marie a poor second, and Trixie – well, he wouldn’t have been attracted to her at all – or certainly wouldn’t have declared this, even to himself, anyway.

‘God, what is happening to me?’ He  muttered not for the first time recently.

They sat down for dinner, with Trixie  working as a maid, tottering in, in her impossibly high heels, cock and balls, and bum cheeks  revealed through the  thin material of her  scanty panties, as her mini dress rose  up around her thighs. Nick couldn’t help notice that she was completely shaved in that area, which made his cock throb even more. It was now impossible to hide the fact that he really fancied this sissified tart -  a man dressed as a very feminine woman, yet still most obviously a man. He’d looked at videos on the internet, and found he was inescapably attracted to  cross-dressers and pre-op trans women, even more than he was to  cis women now! He shook his head.

‘Are  you all right Nick?’  Marie, who’d been  engaged in intense conversation with Steph, asked.

‘Yeah, fine.’

‘How do you like Trixie, that’s short for Trixie-belle by the way – she likes you, I can tell, and she’s been really looking forward to meeting you after everything I’ve told her about you.’

Nick bowed his head and pretended to be involved in his meal, but his appetite had completely vanished, with the humiliation of his attraction to Trixie, who kept  leaning over him, and pressing her body against his suggestively, as she served  the food. Now he was in an awful state, completely befuddled and embarrassed: deeply upset by what even he  was  seeing as  feminine changes in his body shape, and  muscular strength, which  he refused to believe were in any way permanent, and, now his sudden  gay impulses fueled by the mysterious voice in his head – to dress up as woman, and , horror of horrors, to  be anally penetrated by other men.

‘No, this isn’t the real me’, he wanted to say, but instead kept quiet. Steph and Marie were getting on like a house on fire. He watched with concern as Marie seemed to be edging ever closer to Steph, and could see something reflected back in Steph’s own eyes, like a mutual recognition between them. It was as if he was invisible to them. But the other person present did seem to be taking notice of him – sissified maid, Trixie, who hovered around him, as if waiting for something.

‘Why don’t you come through to the living room, Trixie  said,  ‘get a comfy seat. I’ve finished my duties for the moment, and we could sit together, cuddle up on the sofa.’

At the words ‘cuddle up’ a chill ran through  Nick, because he knew that part of him, at least wanted nothing  more than to snuggle up to this grotesque,  sissified creature, with its pink frills, blonde wig and heavy makeup. A cock  barely concealed beneath its feminine finery, as if mocking him and his own current conflicts.

In the living room, Trixie sat down on the sofa, and patted the place next to him/her, indicating that Nick should sit there. His first inclination had been to sit as far as way from the  sissy as possible, but instead sat down in the indicated place, and immediately his cock sprang to attention, as felt the heat from Trixie’s body against his own.

The air was thick with sexual tension as  Trixie opened the conversation with –

‘I hear you’re into drag yourself.’

‘No, no – I’m not, Marie just saw me when I was getting ready for a fancy-dress  ball. I’ve never worn women’s clothes before, and don’t like it at all.’

‘But you did it, you a big , macho fireman and all.’

Trixie said,  squeezing  Nick ‘s thigh –

‘You’ll become be a drag artist for a night then, I bet you look lovely dressed up – that’s what Marie said. She said  you looked better dressed as a woman then when you’re dressed as a man.’ Trixie cooed.

Nick turned to face Trixie,  whose breath was hot on his face, as the maid  slowly pressed his lipsticked lips to the firefighter’s, whose hosepipe was now very stiff and long. Before he knew it, Nick was passionately kissing the sissy maid.

‘You need to do something with that hard on,’ Trixie said, lightly brushing the bulge in Nick’s trousers with his fingers, making it even harder, if that was possible. Then put his fingers to Nick’s zipper, and was just about to pull it down, when the door opened, and in walked Marie, followed by Steph –

‘Don’t let us interrupt anything, we’ll find somewhere else to chat.’ Marie said, but Nick had already recoiled from Trixie in horror, and stood up, his erection comically standing up  inside his trousers.

Later, Steph phoned Marie –

‘Thanks for a lovely dinner, I had a great time, and I think Nick enjoyed it too – especially meeting  Trixie.’

‘That’s good, I was really hoping the two of them would get together, they just seem a perfect match,’ Marie replied.

‘Well, I would never have thought that a month or two ago, but now I have to agree with you.’

‘Tell me, has Nick had some  kind of medical procedure or something?’ Marie asked, ‘I’ve sort of noticed, ahem, some changes in him, both mentally and physically. He’s not as  strong in the weights room – in  fact, hardly stronger than me, and I couldn’t help noticing some changes in him physically – like is he growing breasts? Has she been taking hormones or something?’

‘Well, it’s this drug that’s supposed to make you more virile -  make your penis grow bigger and increases your libido; but I’ve been informed by gay,  drag queen friends that if you exceed the stated dose, it can have the opposite effect. You’re right it is something to do with hormones, the balance of them in the body, and if it goes too far one way, then it reverses and starts going in the other direction. So, Nick quickly got a huge cock, and was randy all the time – and these things still are the case, but then he quickly started growing breasts and  getting a more feminine shape, and I heard that the process is irreversible, even if you stop taking the pills. Nick refuses to believe this is happening, though.’ Steph explained.

‘I didn’t know if he was gay or bisexual, but  when I saw him dressed as a woman – well, I could tell he was really into it - dressing up when he was alone in his flat, whatever he said about it being for fancy dress.  Make sure you get me some tickets for that by the way, a few of us may be coming.’ Marie said.

‘Maybe I shouldn’t have told you about the  drug, but it’s been so hard bottling it all up inside me, especially since I introduced him to it, although I told hm not to exceed the stated dose, but I sort of knew he would – well, do you know  a man who wouldn’t take more than the recommended dose of something supposed to make him more virile.’

‘No especially a fireman.’ Marie laughed. ‘But you didn’t do it on purpose did you?’

‘Well, we had this bet. You see I was angry at his homophobic views, so I  had this stupid bet with him that I would make him gay – it’s to do with my view of these things - that gay and straight aren’t set in stone, and, as I said, I was really angry. So, I got this tape – hypnosis to make someone gay, which I didn’t believe for a  second would really work, and  left those  tablets lying around for Nick to see when he was over.’

Back in his flat, Nick was in a terrible state: he couldn’t stop thinking about Trixie, and feeling a sense of loss, about not being able to go further with him/her, but also consumed by terrible guilt about thinking such thoughts –

‘I’m no longer a proper man,’ he sobbed, ‘I’m just  turning into a woman. No, I won’t allow it,’ he stated firmly, ‘I have to fight against this sinister thing that’s taken me over. It has to be something I can overcome, and return to my old self.’

He put the TV on for a bit of escape, something light, he thought, some undemanding humour, but  no sooner has he sat down than and began watching some harmless game show, than his mind was wandering, and his cock twitching, and he was fiddling with the remote control, until he’d  switched, as if inadvertently to a porn channel, and thence to the ‘Cross-dressing and Trans’ category. Somehow, within  a minute he was watching a very glamorous blonde, in  heavy makeup, stockings, heels and lingerie. But as the camera closed in, you’d could see a bulge beneath the man’s pink panties, and  discern a definite cock between the convincingly female looking person’s legs. Then, another other guy came into the room -ultra masculine,  over  six feet tall, with huge muscular shoulders, and a  shaven head – ‘he looks just like Big Ron or Razor Radzinski from the station,’ Nick thought; as the man pushed the other, cross-dressed man, far smaller and weaker looking by comparison, back onto the bed, grabbed his stockinged ankles in their  pink high heels,  and  pushed his legs  back above his head: pulling his pants down quickly with one hand, and holding a huge erect cock in the other, which he then, without much ceremony,  began inserting into the man’s  anus. The cross-dresser  gasped as the cock went deeper and deeper up inside him, while Nick stroked his own cock, imagining himself being penetrated by Big Ron, his macho boss, from the station, while Marie and the other firefighters watched – and in his fantasy, getting their cocks ready to take their turn in fucking him. While Marie, herself wearing a big, black strap -on, urged them on.

‘No, no,’ Nick muttered, trying to drive the images from his mind – fantasizing about being fucked by Big Ron, with his hairy body, yuk; but then the  very thought of it, of the humiliation, the fact that in his fantasy he’d aroused Big Ron so much, made him so hard and horny – horny for Big Ron. This made his cock erupt, a  thick stream if white cum jetting across the room.

Nick lay back in  his chair, literally spent, his cock limp and dripping cum. Cum and sweat were cold on his body now, and he just felt shame. Shame at the fantasy that had aroused him so  much.

The next day at work, his worries that his workmates would notice something about his ever-growing breasts and widening hips, increased. Marie had already hinted that she noticed something - as well as actually seeing him dressed in drag. Had she told anyone about that? There was also his declining strength, which he  kept trying to combat by  attacking the weights ever more vigorously, and trying to lift heavier  weights, and then failing miserably. Mind over matter had always been his mantra, how he combated any weakness  he perceived in himself, and others, but this no longer seemed to be working. However much he  determined that he would lift a certain weight, his body just didn’t want to respond.

But that morning, his worries about his colleagues finding out what was happening to him, was worryingly confirmed, and his paranoia heightened. When he went to his locker , he discovered something written in sharpie on the door, in the form of  a poem –

‘Here is the locker of Nicky Clarke,

From his arsehole comes a great big fart,

But into his arsehole goes a great, big cock,

Because that’s what he loves, around the clock.

Yes, he just loves a cock right up his arse,

And sucking one is for him,  first class,

And when he struts around in high heels and a dress,

All the other trannies to impress,

He gets the wolf whistles and applause he loves,

Because that gives him a tingling, in his crotch.’

What  load of crap, Nick thought angrily. Who would  spend their time thinking up such rubbish - it wasn’t even a good poem. But it hurt him and made him worried, as he  scrubbed it off with a cloth from the  washroom, looking around to see if anyone was watching. Who wrote it and  what did they know? Was his concern. Did Marie have anything to do with it?

It had to be one of the men, he didn’t think  Marie was that vindictive, but it must be her who told them. The only people who knew about his dressing as a woman, and, more importantly, the changes in his body were Steph and Marie, and Marie only suspected something. The other firemen weren’t probably that observant, especially under his uniform, but his recent weakness had been noted. It was even affecting his work: he noticed the  other day when they’d been doing hose  and ladder drill, how he’d struggled  with things he’d once found easy. Marie had constantly to prove her strength for the job ever since she’d arrived,  but she’d built her strength up, and now  she was at least competing with him on the strength side. The men did make allowances for Marie, and she wasn’t expected to do exactly what they did, but  they wouldn’t make an allowance for him – just ridicule him, as the  locker door ‘poet’, whoever he was, showed.

A week later, and Steph was helping Nick get dressed for the fancy-dress party, in the new feminine finery and makeup, they’d bought together. Nick was deeply uncomfortable about having to try on bras and dresses in a women’s clothes store, but Steph was adamant –

‘You have to wear things that actually fit  you, and with your new figure  women’s clothes fit you much better than previously. Secretly, though, Nick now really enjoyed the feel of the different textures on his skin, and deciding which colours he liked and which  suited him. Whereas before, he’d hardly noticed  what a woman was wearing, or ever thought he’d want to wear such clothes himself. But he was very unhappy about the whole situation, and felt he had to go to this party, only because Marie had caught him cross-dressed. However, he was also, again,  getting  turned on by getting dressed in women’s clothes, despite a constant battle within himself; but the part of him that desired to be feminine was now overcoming his masculine impulses. He was being forced to again contemplate  his true nature – if this is what it was. Since he’d placed that bet with Steph, his body was now definitely showing signs of femininity, and his mind invaded by disgusting thoughts of having sex with other men. Thoughts a woman would have, or, and he could  hardly speak the words, a gay man. Had he become gay?

Nick and Steph walked into the Fancy Dress party, Nick teetering and stumbling on heels, inches higher than  Steph’s three-inch ones, trying to keep his shiny, red mini skirt from riding up over his stocking tops. Steph had ensured that Nick wasn’t just dressed as a  woman, but as street corner whore, with  tiny  vinyl mini-skirt, which he had to keep tugging down, to stop revealing his  pink, frilly panties, through which you could easily make out his balls, and cock struggling for release; tight leopard skin top,  which revealed the shape of his emerging breasts, and six-inch heels. Heavy makeup and   blonde wig of cascading, shoulder length curls, completed the look.

‘You do look lovely darling,’ Steph  said.

‘Hmph – I need a drink.’

‘There’s a bar here, what do you want? – I don’t think a pint of beer would be very ladylike.’

‘Double Scotch.’

Steph walked off to get the drinks, and Nick, now christened Nikki by Steph,  found a chair, since his feet were already killing him in the heels, teaching him a bit of how it felt to be a real woman.

Nick looked around; the hall was filling up. No one seemed to be paying him much attention. Well, everyone was in fancy dress. Just then he froze, as Marie walked in, dressed in a Wonder Woman costume, showing off her muscular biceps - which Nick now really resented as his own biceps were shrinking, and  her tattooed  arms. But even worse was to come. Following behind her was Big Ron, dressed as Tarzan, which really displayed his muscular physique, followed Fire Service colleagues, Bomber Wells, dressed as a Roman Gladiator, complete with sword and shield, and Razor Radzinski, as a native North American, in a brief  loin cloth just about covering his crotch, and huge cock, feathered headdress, and not much else. Four attractive, muscular physiques on display, while he Nick, or Nikki, as was now, he thought miserably, was dressed as a female whore.

Oh no, Marie had seen him, however she waved but didn’t come over, and  she followed the men to the bar – thank God, though he knew he wouldn’t be able to avoid them for the whole evening. He’d tell them of course, that the costume was just  for  charity, and how he hated it himself, but would they believe him?

At that moment, as if to confirm that he really did look convincingly feminine, rather than a guy dressed up as a woman, a man approached. What did he want? Nick shrank back, behind Steph, who’d returned from the bar with the drinks –

‘I just wanted to ask  your friend if she wanted  to dance,’ the guy said to Steph.

‘She loves dancing, but she’s very shy, doesn’t like taking to strange men, but she’d love to dance with you, wouldn’t you Nikki?’ Steph turned to the hapless Nick, who felt he had no choice but to take the man’s proffered hand, and be led onto the dance  floor.

It was all he could do  to follow the man’s feet without  toppling over in his heels, as his partner held one arm around Nick’s waist, the other round his shoulders, which helped guide him, and keep him from falling. The adrenaline kicked in; despite the  double whiskeys he’d drunk. Nick knew he had to stay upright and keep moving in time with the man, and  actually managed to give an impression of  being able to dance, though his anxiety was  heightened by, from the corner of his eye, seeing Marie dancing with Steph, their bodies pressing, ever more closely, together

‘Thanks,’ the man said as the music finished, ‘I’m Bernie by the way…...’

‘I’m Nikki,’ Nick put on what he thought was a feminine voice.

‘You’re a  great dancer Bernie said, ‘and so lovely too – can I buy you a drink?’

‘No thanks,’ Nick said, struggling to keep his voice high, ‘I’m with my friend.’

‘Maybe I can have another dance later,’ Bernie said.

‘Sure, love to,’ Nick said, feeling horror at the thought. Or was he? How much distaste did he have? It was flattering that this good-looking, well-dressed guy was so obviously attracted to him, wanted him. His thighs tingled: an image came into his mind of the man  tenderly embracing him, of being pushed onto his  back, legs in the air, the man unzipping his trousers, his  cock standing proud with desire, as Nick’s own cock was also hard………just like one of those porn movies he’d been watching.

It was that voice again, that hypnotic voice that  had inveigled itself into his consciousness –

‘You want a man to fuck you up the arse, in your lady hole, just like a woman.’

‘No,’ he almost screamed. ‘No, I don’t,’ but inwardly  he now knew that he was lying to himself.

It was coming towards the end of the evening, and Nick had become more than a little drunk. Steph had spent the evening dancing with Marie, and Nick watched jealously as their bodies intertwined, then saw a passionate  kiss exchanged between them. Now the pair stood, arms round each other, with the  three firefighters. He’d resisted approaching them, and didn’t wasn’t to go anywhere near them, and  knew that his time as a macho firefighter was coming to an end, unless something drastic happened to change his body, and his mind, back to the way it was before. Steph had actually spent most of the evening with Marie and the group, and he could see her laughing, the firefighters  posing in their ridiculous  outfits – though not as ridiculous as his. In fact,  their outfits enhanced their masculine sexiness, and caused his cock to twitch.

Then Bernie, the man Nick had previously danced with came over –

‘Let me have a last dance, please darling,’ Bernie said. He was very suave and  attractive, and had excellent manners, the sort of man most girls would be attracted to, Nick thought bitterly.

He would refuse the dance, of course, make an excuse,  and went to do so, opened his mouth to speak, but what emerged was a feminine voice  that said,

‘Yes, my pleasure,’ and took Bernie’s proffered hand, as he led  Nick to the dance floor. As it was  the last dance, the music was slow, smoochy, as the lights dimmed.

The man pressed his body into him, as they embraced, and Nick felt  his hardness against his hips, which made him become hard. The site of Steph and Marie dancing cheek to cheek, made Nick’s cock even harder, as well as increasing his sense of humiliation – also a turn-on, he now  realized. Did Bernie have a clue that Nick had a cock between his legs, like him. As they danced, Nick let himself  be embraced by Bernie, although Nick was only slightly shorter, the guy nuzzling his face into  the cross-dresser’s wig.  As the music came towards its end, Nick felt Bernie manipulating him towards a side door leading to an alley, and it was as if he was helpless to stop it. As if come force beyond his conscious  mind  was forcing him along. Once outside in  the alley, Bernie pressed his mouth to Nick’s lipsticked lips,  and he responded , letting the man push his tongue deep into his mouth. Then he felt Bernie‘s hand  inside his knickers, and had a surge of panic, drawing back, but too late, Bernie grasped Nick’s  hard cock –

‘It’s OK,’ Bernie said, ‘I was pretty sure - your voice, your height; but it didn’t bother me, in fact it turned me on  even more. You make a very attractive woman,’ he said.

A surge of pure pleasure ran through  Nick’s body, as Bernie  gently removed his cock from his panties, and began to stroke it, then kissed Nick passionately, before sinking to his knees before him, taking his cock in his mouth, and sucking and licking at it.

At that moment a bright light shone on the  couple, as the back door from the bar opened, and he heard Steph’s voice –

‘Looks like I’ve won the bet,’ as she clicked at her camera, ‘You owe me a hundred pounds.’

Bernie quickly got up, just as Nick was about to cum, and ran off.

Nick  stood there, his cock hanging out, pre-cum dribbling from it, dress around his waist, as he realized that Steph wasn’t alone. Marie was there, and as Nick  squinted in the dark, he  made out Big Ron in his Tarzan outfit, Bomber Wells dressed as a Roman gladiator, and Razor Radzinski, as a native north American.

‘Here’s a big treat for you Nikki, darling,’ Big Ron said.

Marie stepped forward,

‘I know you’ll enjoy this,’ she said, ‘in fact, I think it’s just what you crave. Don’t worry, Trixie is here, looking out for you,’ and with that, she gently grabbed Nick, and he  was  aware of how strong she was, as she pushed his body forward over an old table that had been  thrown out.

‘OK lads, do what you need to, I know Nikki will enjoy it,’ she said, tugging the hapless Nick’s  frilly panties down around his ankles, so that he was bent over, revealing his naked arse, and little brown lady hole, to the world.

‘Glad to,’ Big Ron said, and  Nick’s fantasies were fulfilled, and he nearly  swooned with euphoria, all his senses  in a state of sheer delight, as  he felt Big Ron’s massive cock go  up deep inside him, as he had an almost had an out of body experience. This was immediately followed by Bomber Well’s immense member. While Nick was hardly aware of Big Ron’s cock being pushed into his mouth. Or of Razor Radzinski’s thick penis following  Bomber Well’s into his now very expanded lady hole. Nor was he much aware of Marie penetrating him with a huge, black strap -on. Followed, finally, by Steph, also using a big, black, strap-on dildo, and who had been fantasizing doing this to her, once so dominantly macho, former lover. In his sensually heightened state, Nick experienced delight as he’d never experienced it before, as his cum spurted forth across the filthy  ground.

Steph slapped Nick’s bare arse –

‘Don’t move yet, we’ve got another little surprise for you,’ and Nick felt a pricking sensation in his left bum cheek, then his right, which aroused him further, before his bum was slapped again, and heard Marie’s voice -

‘That’s it, Nikki, for now.’

It was only later that Nick discovered his arse had been tattooed, with  ‘FAG’ on one  cheek, and ‘SLUT’ on the other.

And then, suddenly, everyone had  disappeared, except for Trixie, who helped him to his feet, pulled up his panties, and straightened his laddered  stockings and stained clothes.

‘God, I was so turned on by that,’ Trixie said, kissing him full on his mouth, with its smeared lipstick. Nick fumbled and grabbed Trixie’s cock –

‘You don’t have to right now,’ Trixie said, ‘you must be exhausted.’

‘I want to, love,’ Nick said, going down on his knees and taking Trixie’s growing cock into his mouth.

Afterwards, Trixie said –

‘There’s a bed waiting for you at Marie’s, my bed -  we want to you to move in and help me with my housework duties, and taking care of all Marie’s needs.’

‘All of them?’ Nick laughed.

‘Yes, all of them – all the ones WE can provide; however, Steph is moving in too.’

And so, the four lived happily ever after. Steph won her bet, and Nick left the Fire Service, but he and Trixie formed their own drag act production company, and both became very popular on the drag/gay circuit. Marie battled against prejudice, and became a first-class firefighter, earning much respect, and also became a successful campaigner for LGBTQ+ rights within the service. Steph became Marie’s live -in lover, and manager of Nick and Trixie’s drag race events company, and of the pair as individual drag artists. The now, completely feminized, Nick, greatly enjoyed a submissively feminine role in his relationship with Steph, who regularly serviced him with her big,  black strap -on, his total feminization really turning her on. But Nick’s main love interest was Trixie, and the pair were very happy together, content to pursue their creative, artistic interests, while the two women  organized and ran things. Nick’s now completely feminized figure, combined with a massive cock, made him very popular on the drag scene, and also much in demand as an actor in porn films, where he'd often play a street corner, tranny whore – a role that really seemed to suit him.

Nick even appeared on Ru Paul’s Drag Race UK, getting to the Final, which Marie and Steph greatly enjoyed watching on TV, while Trixie served them wine, proud of  her lover’s success.

THE END

I hope you enjoyed this story. You can read more of my books on Amazon.co.uk and Amazon.com.

If you liked the story, please leave a review, and say what you liked or disliked, or what you might like to see in future stories.

Thanks for reading,

SarahXXX
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