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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note!

Here we go, kids. another installment in the Silithia histories.

And, extra juicy, it mixes in with the ‘Broken Men’ series by my bestie, Alyce Thorndyke.

This, The War for Feminization’ sets up the piece. A poor doofus is fired and ‘collected’ by The Amazons. The Amazons are Alyce’s rendition of what perfectly evolved women  are.

The Amazons specialize in broken men, and Jeff is quickly rendered and remolded into an Amazon warrior.

Except, my version of what perfect women are, the Silithians, have a spy on board. And so the battle begins.

Now, I wish I could just take a week off and write the whole thing out, but Amazon will crash me I take time off. You have to produce and produce, and that’s it, if you want to survive on Amazon.

So I put the stories out one at a time, and will eventually create a series, and in some future time I will compile the series into a book.

Thanks for understanding, have a GREAT XMAS!

And…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

The second most awful thing that happened to Jeff that week was that he got fired.

“Jeff,” said his boss at Twitter, “We’re going to lay you off.”

Jeff stared at Henry. “But…but…I need this job!”

“But the job doesn’t need you. Let’s face it, the work you do can be done by anyone. While we have a lot of techsters around here, who can be shifted around, you aren’t a tech guy. You can’t be moved into another position, so…” Henry shrugged.

“But what will I do?”

“Good question. I guess collect a little unemployment, maybe try to educate yourself before it runs out, and find a new job. If you’re smart you could even be a tech guy.”

That wasn’t going to happen, and Jeff knew it. He was not the sharpest shovel in the shed.

“Now, that being said, Bruno here will stand by while you clean out your drawer, and then escort you down to the street.”

Jeff looked at the big, muscular guy with the thick shadow on his square chin.

Bruno smiled up to his eyes. The eyes remained vacant, except for a subtle bullying delight.

“But Henry…”

Bruno moved forward, put a gnarly hand on Jeff’s shoulder and started him walking. He walked him out of the office, down to his office, and waited while he filled a small box.

He put his personal effects in the box. A picture, a pen with his name on it. But when he tried to put a Ticonderoga with the number 2 on it Bruno shook his head, waggled his finger, and said, “Nope.”

Five minutes later Jeff was standing on the sidewalk outside the Twitter offices. He tossed the box he was holding into a trash can, put his hands in his pockets, and walked away. His shoulders were slumped and his eyes downcast.

How would he live? What would he do for work? How would he eat?

Thinking these dire thoughts, Jeff walked the streets of San Francisco. His hands in his pockets he wandered out of the area where Twitter had offices and into a shabbier section of town. The night approached quickly, and he didn’t want to go home and face his wife.

He found himself standing on a street corner, and on the corner was a neighborhood bar. It had windows painted black with advertisements for various types of booze. It had a red padded door with diamond patterns made with silver rivets.

Jeff turned around and walked into the bar.

The bar was seedy. It smelled of beer and puke and the occupants sat at booth or bar and huddled their shoulders and crouched over their drinks like they expected them to run away.

“Whiskey,” Jeff said. He was so discouraged that he didn’t even ask for bourbon and Coke, which was his usual wont. In ordering the whiskey Jeff made his most awful mistake of the day.

If he had ordered bourbon and Coke he would have tasted the difference, turned the drink in for poor taste.

But straight whiskey burned the throat and he didn’t notice the taste.

The bartender, a gal with purple hair, rings in her nose and tattoos on her forehead, leaned against the back wall and picked her teeth with a thumb nail and waited.

Jeff felt the fiery liquor take a layer of flesh off his throat, then it splashed down. It felt good. This little moment of self-destruction aligned with how he felt, and he placed the shot glass on the bar and signaled for a refill.

The second shot didn’t burn as much, went down easier, and didn’t have any knock out drops in it.

Still, Jeff wasn’t used to hard drinking and his eyes watered a little.

“Beer,” he said, staring at the girl behind the bar. Oddly, the girl was sort of hazy, out of focus.

Still, she moved efficiently and placed a mug of suds before him.

Jeff climbed off the barstool and went to a booth. He was aware that he was slightly tilted, and he giggled. Three sheets to the wind, that was what sailors called it.

He was so miserable from losing his job that he didn’t place any significance on the fact that he was walking funny.

He sat down at the table, sipped his beer, and tried to think.

Thinking, however, was coming slow and unsure. His thoughts were slurred in his head, the bar was wheeling around him, he tried to drink more beer.

The mug hovered in the air halfway to his mouth. Then it descended, was placed gently on the table.

Jeff sat, hunched over, dazed, feeling like a cow that had been thonked on the back of the head with a four by four.

Still, he felt no alarm.

Of course, the knock out drops may have had something to do with that.

A couple of minutes later his head was on the table and he was snoring.

The gal behind the bar picked up the phone and said a couple of words, then put the phone down.

Five minutes later two husky women entered the bar. One of them was wheeling a dolly.

They stopped at the table and lifted Jeff off the seat. He was awkward, but seemed to respond to their suggestions that he stand up, lean against the hand cart. But that’s how roofies work.

They wheeled him out the front door, one of them holding the red padded door open and the other putting one hand on Jeff’s shoulder and telling him to stiffen up.

In the bar a drunk passed by the table and picked up Jeff’s beer. He quaffed it, wiped his mouth, and looked around for another beer.

On the sidewalk the two husky women wheeled Jeff down a slight hill. One of them waved to a passing cop car, and the cops nodded to her.

At the bottom of the hill was a black van with an open side door. The two women ran the cart right up to the open door, turned the cart around and laid it on the lip of the door frame. They tilted the cart and shoved it all the way into the van. The door slid shut and the van speed away.

“That was easy,” said one of the women.

The other one reached into her pocket and took out her cell phone. “Oops, got another one.”

“Let’s go.”

The two women took another handcart from a stack of them in an alley and headed for another bar.

On October 7 in 1849 Edgar Allan Poe died in Baltimore. A common rumor that has arisen was that he was given drink and forced to vote, again and again, until he died.

Which point, aside form being an amazing factoid, brings us to San Francisco.

In San Francisco people were given drink until they could be loaded on ships bound for Shanghai. Thus, the term ‘Shanghaied.’

Imagine the surprise of a fellow imbibing who wakes up on a long ocean voyage where he is forced to hoist sails, scrape barnacles, and other unenjoyable tasks.

Of course that was not the case with Jeff.

Yes, he was shanghaied, but the point of his kidnapping was a bit worse than a long ocean voyage.

Though he did get the ocean voyage.

Jeff realized he was staring at a gloomy ceiling. He tried to figure out how long he had been awake, and even if he was truly ‘awake.’

He groaned. Nothing happened.

He moved, and found that he was in a bunk. A narrow bunk. And the world was rocking.

Well, actually rolling. Like a gentle up and down, and the walls shifted so they slanted one way, then shifted back to the other way.

“Ocean,” he said. His voice cracked and his throat was dry. He licked his lips and tried to swallow. Slowly his mouth loosened up.

He groaned again, then heard somebody groan back.

He lifted his head, and it hurt, so he laid it down again.

A moment later he tried again, and in this slow fashion he finally managed to sit up, and to even swing his legs off the bunk.

Yes. He was on the ocean. There was a harmony to the rocking and rolling, and he could isolate sounds that sounded like a ship.

And he could smell the ocean. That salty brine, that peculiar odor to the nostrils.

He was in a room with a hundred bunks. There were no lights, but he could see, in the distance, a wall. Or bulkhead. Or whatever they called it.

In the other direction was another bulkhead similarly far away.

He put his hand to his head. He could feel the throb of blood that caused actual pain as it forced its way through his veins and arteries.

A row of bunks stretched down to the walls. On the bunks were people, presumably like himself. They lay, loosely covered by blankets, and were unconscious.

Not just sleeping, though many of them had transferred to that status, but unconscious.

A snore here, a restless turn there. A hundred people in a room, rocking and rolling as the ship meandered through a gentle progression of waves.

“Fuck,” whispered Jeff.

He grabbed the edge of the bunk and hoisted himself to his feet. He stood in the aisle between the beds and swayed. He almost feel, but managed to stay upright.

“What the fuck?”

He began walking. He was tired, dizzy, dazed, but…where was he? What had happened?

He had been in a bar in San Francisco. He had lost his job. But…what?

Twenty yards down the row of sleeping people he cut between the row of bunks and found a door.

The door was one of those semi-circular doors with a wheel on it.

He placed one hand against the bulkhead next to the door and breathed for a moment. He grabbed the wheel and turned, then pulled the door open.

He stepped out of the big room and looked around.

He was in a long corridor. It was better lit than the room he had just been in, and he could see doors similar to the one he had just come through.

More big rooms with beds and unconscious people?

He walked down the corridor, slowly regaining the use of his body.

He had had two whiskeys. That shouldn’t have knocked him on his ass.

But it apparently had.

He came to the end of the corridor and climbed a slanted ladder. The hatch was open above and he climbed through it.

Another corridor, but this one lead to the outside world. He walked down the corridor, came to a door, and stepped through it.

He was outside.

Salty spray misted over him occasionally, he could hear waves slapping on the side of the ship. A structure rose up behind him. He stepped out on the deck and looked back up. He could see shadows moving behind windows and realized that he was looking at the bridge.

He moved to the side and climbed a ladder. He walked across the. deck and opened the door to the bridge.

Half a dozen people were on the bridge, and they all turned and stared at him. All but one of them were women, and very beautiful women, at that. They were statuesque, tall, hefty in the bosom, and immaculate in their pea coats and bell bottoms.

The lone man in the room was talking to two of the women, and he glanced at Jeff, excused himself, and crossed the deck to him.

“You’re probably hungry.”

“Where am I?”

“Come along and I’ll tell you.”

The man took his arm in one strong hand and moved him back through the door to the outer deck. He turned Jeff and propelled him along the deck.

“Who are you?”

Jeff was confused, but if he could just get some answers…

“My name is Judd. What’s yours?”

“Jeff.”

“Excellent. Good meeting you, Jeff. Let’s get you fed and started on your program.”

“What? What program?”

Up close Judd was taller than Jeff, but there was something weird about his features. He had the blockiness of a man’s jaw, but no evidence of whiskers, and the flesh was softer. His eyes were like a man’s, but had a depth and architecture that reminded him of a woman.

His body, while tall, had a chest that was slightly bulging under the top of the pea coat. His hair was long and brushed back. It was not quite feminine, but…

“You’ll receive the full briefing after you’ve finished eating. But right now you are on the BNS Riachuelo.”

“BNS?”

“‘Brazilian Navy Ship,’ I believe. It will doubtless be renamed, and shortly. It is actually in the service of the Amazonian Republic.”

“Whoa! What? Amazonian Republic.”

Judd grinned. “If you don’t let me explain I’ll never get you sorted. This ship is being used by the Republic of The Amazon. The Amazonian Republic is a country, inside the boundaries of Brazil, which is run by and for women. Here we go.”

Judd motioned Jeff through a door.

They stepped into a large dining hall. The aroma of hot dishes perked Jeff up and he licked his lips.

“When you’ve eaten your fill go through that door over there,” he pointed across the room. Follow the pink line to your briefing.”

He put Jeff in the chow line and went behind the counter. Apparently he was not just taking Jeff to eat, he was checking on the status of the kitchen.

Jeff looked at the trays of hot food. Eggs, sausage, hot cakes, fruit, vegetables. Tall glasses of milk, apple juice. He had just started putting items on his plate when a noise behind him made him look around. Men coming through the doors. Men like him, probably just awakened from their slumbers. They were being directed by women in pea coats, and they staggered across the room and took their place in line behind him.

So he hadn’t woken up at an odd time, but just a few minutes ahead of the others.

He turned back to the line and filled his plate. He was hungry, and he sat down at the first table and stuffed his face. While he was eating he heard the women in pea coats telling men to go through the door after they finished eating.

Not wanting to be behind anybody, Jeff finished eating and put his tray in the trash and headed through the door.

He was in one more of the endless corridors, but looked at a sign on the wall. There was an arrow pointing down and the advice to ‘Follow the pink line!’

He followed the line on the floor. It led to the end of the corridor. He stepped through a door into a massive shower room. It was lined with tiles and had shower heads in the ceiling. The door on the other side of the rom was locked, and a woman in a pea coat stood just inside the room.

“Go to the other end of the room,” she advised.

“But what’s going on? I was in San Francisco. What am I doing here? How did I get here?”

The woman smiled a half smile. “You’re not in Kansas, that’s for sure. Head on over.” She pointed.

Jeff crossed the room. He was now fully awake, not suffering any effects from being drugged, and he was aware that something was wrong. He had been kidnapped. Shanghaied was the term. But what for? Why was he on this ship?
More men entered the room, and they seemed to be in the same dazed state. He heard them asking questions like his. “How’d I get on this ship? Why am I here? Who are you?”

A couple of the men left the room, went back up the pink line, but they returned a long minute later.

“They won’t let us out,” said one.

“We’re locked in!” blurted another.

The room slowly filled up, and when it was almost full the woman in the peacoat stepped through the door and pulled it shut.

One of the men tried the door. “Hey! It’s locked!”

There was a buzz, then the nozzles above sprayed water.

The men yelled and tried to avoid the water, but there was no where to hide. Thoughts of the gas chambers at Auschwitz went through Jeff’;s mind. But the water didn’t hurt. It just soaked. When everybody’s clothes were thoroughly wet the water stopped.

“What the fuck?” Jeff blurted.

Everybody’s clothes started coming apart! Seams separated, threads virtually disintegrated, and clothes began to fall off bodies.

There were loud cries, an uproar, but there was nothing anybody could do.

In a moment the floor was littered with bits of disintegrating material. Even their shoes were falling apart!

Five minutes later everybody was naked. A few of the men tried to cover themselves up. There were a few erections. Everybody was naked and staring at each other.

Embarrassed, but…there was nothing they could so!

The door at the far end of the room, where Jeff was standing, opened.

For a moment nobody moved, then a woman, grinning, leaned through the door and yelled, let’s go! Free clothes!”

Jeff was one of the first to go through the door. He didn’t hesitate. He was so confused by what was happening, anything was better than standing in a room where the clothes had rotted off his body.

“Let’s go! One size fits all!”

Two women were in the next room, wearing the pea coats, tall and beautiful. Smiling as the men came into the room and huddled.

“Move along, here you go. One size fits all.”

There were big shelves on the sides of the room, and the shelves were laden with pink bundles. One of the bundles was shoved into Jeff’s hands and he was moved along, down the room towards another door.

“Move along. Take this. One size fits all! Put it on!”

Jeff stepped into the next room and pulled the bundle apart. It was a pink jumpsuit.

Pink? He was supposed to put on a girly color?

Around him other men were looking at their jumpsuits. There were mutters and imprecations.

But, once again, they had no choice.

They were naked. They needed clothes. They needed to be covered up.

Slowly, a man at a time, they stepped into the jumps suits, pulled them up, put their arms through the sleeve holes, and buttoned up the front.

They were one size, but that size was small. The bottoms were cut off high on the thigh, and the tops had no sleeves. They were comfortable, because they were made of a stretchy material, but…they were tight.

Men’s packages were outlined in the jumpsuits. Dicks and balls could easily be seen, even nipples were outlined.

The jumpsuits weren’t built to protect against the cold, just to cover the body. But, with bodies outlined by the stretchy material, it was almost like they weren’t covered at all.

And, the tightness of the material hugging the men’s packages, more men bonered up.

Jeff looked down at himself. He started to turn red as the material snugged tightly around his growing penis. His balls were outlined. Once again he found himself wondering what the fuck?

More men pushing in from the pink jumpsuit caused the men already dressed to go through yet another door. On the floor was the pink line, and having no other choices, they meandered along the strip of pink paint. They whispered questions to each other, there were a few curses, but generally speaking the men were cowed. They had been stolen from their environment, from everything they knew. They had woken up on a strange ship and been fed and dressed in pink. What the heck was going on?

They reached the end of a long corridor and went through an open door into a class room. At the far end of the classroom were three women. All three were tall and magnificent in shape and appearance. They were on a slightly raised dais and they spoke to each other in low tones. Two of them were holding clipboards. The third one seemed to be in charge.

The men filled the classroom, and they were a sight. They were all in pink, all blushing, and all had erections.

“Make lines here,” one of the women yelled out. She pointed across the front of the dais.

The men stumbled to the front and stood in a line.

Then another line, and another. The two women came into their midst and moved them around.

That was the moment that Jeff realized there had been a major shift to his psyche.

As a man he would normally stand up to the bully. He would have questioned these women and demanded an answer. He wouldn't have blithely followed a line on the floor and followed instructions.

And putting on a pink jumpsuit?

As a man he might have fought that.

But he hadn’t fought. He hadn’t displayed any aggressiveness.

Standing in the room, being moved around, he became aware of his lack of aggressiveness.

And he became aware that he had become so submissive that he didn’t even object to everything when he realized how he had been changed.

“Okay, everybody. Put your right hands over your heart.”

Dazed, confused, the men slowly complied. Jeff realized that everybody must have been given whatever drug they had given him, because nobody objected. Nobody made a stand.

“Repeat after me!” Hand over heart the woman in charge placed her hand over her heart and turned to the side. She was facing a flag. One of the women who had gone through the room held the flag up so everybody could see it.

It was green with the shape of a woman on it. The shape was standing, slightly turned, hands on hips, her figure plain to see.

“I pledge allegiance to the flag of the Republic of The Amazon, and to the republic for which it stands, one nation under woman, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.”

Jeff tried to understand the words as they issued from his mouth, but he was confused. This wasn’t the right pledge of Allegiance, but…but…

The woman lowered her hand and faced the men in their pink jumpsuits. “Sit.”

The woman holding the flag out let it fall and took a step forward. She demonstrated sitting by sinking down into a crossed legs position.

Hesitantly, the men in the room followed her example.

The woman in charge stepped forward a pace. From their sitting positions the men felt like she towered over them.

“Welcome, warriors of the Republic of The Amazon.”

The men mumbled, looked at each other, but were subdued.

“You have been selected to be part of the army of women that conquers this world. We will bestow peace upon this planet, and all will live a life of contribution and love.”

Again, slight mumbling, but…acceptance.

“Over the following days we will be testing you, deciding how best you may serve the Motherland, and this planet. You will be trained, and upon reaching our destination you will be selected for further training, or sent on to your assignments.”

One of the men raised his hand. “What…what is going on?”

The woman smiled. “It is not for you to question. It is for you to serve. The planet is in trouble. We are under assault by the corruption of man. We suffer stolen elections, global warming, there are too many guns, borders are closed, and we need to correct those conditions. We will attempt to parley, to affect change through peaceful means, but we will not hesitate to use force should it come to that.”

Jeff glanced surreptitiously to the sides. Men were sitting with open mouths, taking in the speech as if it was gospel. It was at that point that he realized that he was slightly different. He was submissive, he knew that, but he was still thinking on his own. He wasn’t a mind numbed robot.

When he looked back to the front he noticed one of the women looking at him and scribbling something on her clipboard. Jeff paid attention. He didn’t want to be singled out. He had to go along to get along.

The woman in charge was continuing: “You will also undergo certain physical changes. You may be alarmed at first…” Jeff recognized her words as a command to the vacuous men, “…but you will accept those changes.”

Another man raised his hand. One of the women with clipboards watched the man and scribbled. “What kind of changes?”

The woman in charge raised her voice slightly, more command presence: “You will accept those changes! It is your duty to submit for the greater good!”

There was more. A lot more. A lot of redundancy as she commanded the men to accept what was coming.

Jeff didn’t ask any questions, and he didn’t look to the sides, but he noticed that the women with clipboards were constantly checking him. He made up his mind to follow directions and get through this.

Finally, the woman ended her speech with, “Please go through that door and follow the pink line.”

Once again Jeff was one of the first through the door, and he followed the pink line. He was feeling tired now, and yawning, but the day was only starting. He found himself in another room with another woman in charge. This was a smaller room as the men were being separated into smaller groups of about twenty.

“Hello, ladies. My name is Martha, and I will be your instructor on female behavior. You will learn how to conduct yourself as a woman. You will learnt he mannerisms you need to know, and you will divest yourself of male behavior.

Some of the men looked uncomfortable, but there was no outright revolt and the woman continued her speeching.

At the end of the class the men were tested on their knowledge, and Jeff was relieved to find that he had passed. Most of the men did pass, but there were a few who didn’t. As he left the room he heard the woman in charge, Martha, telling them that they would now repeat the class, and that they must try their hardest to pass. The Republic of The Amazon was depending on them.

The next class was focused on how to march. There were simple instructions, and the class was taken topside to practice. For an hour they marched back and forth, and they learned how to chant.

Hup two, three, four.

I’m a woman not a whore.

I’ve got big boobs galore.

Hup two, three, four.

After learning to march, they had a class on make up. And a class on how to set a table. A class on calisthenics.

Finally, they were allowed to eat, and then came the final instruction of the day.

Sex.

Jeff sat cross legged in a room with a hundred other ‘recruits.’

Martha was the woman in charge for this class, and she smiled at them from the dais. Behind her was a table with sex toys on it.

“Ladies, while the changes are happening you will be in an extreme state of horniness. When you are not doing classes you will be encouraged to avail yourself of toys such as these.”

A lone hand rose. A man who had objected to something earlier in the day asked, “Do we have to?”

At this point a woman in a pea coat came from the back of the room. She beckoned to him.

He looked like he didn’t want to go, he even frowned, but he finally followed her out of the room.

Martha opened her mouth to continue, but Jeff surprised himself.

“Where is he going? Why do we have to use these toys?”

Suddenly Jeff felt a presence. A woman in a pea coat was crooking a finger. She was smiling.

Jeff didn’t want to go, but…what else was there to do?

He stood up and followed the woman out of the room. The last thing he heard was Martha lecturing: “Make sure you use plenty of lube. Even when your female organs come in you’re going to want to be comfortable when inserting things into your…”

Jeff lost hearing at that point. But he wondered, Insert things into what? A pussy? A butthole? What was he going to be inserting things into?

In the corridor Jeff followed the woman. Under the pea coat he could see a sexy shapeliness to her. She turned to make sure he was following, and she gave him a sexy smile.

She led him through the ship to a stateroom. She opened the door and beckoned him in. She motioned him to the bed and said, “Take off your clothes, please.”

Jeff couldn’t help it. He unbuttoned the buttons and slipped out of the pink jumpsuit.

He was now shivering, and his erection felt gargantuan.

“My name is Sally, and you must learn to follow instructions.” She took off her pea jacket and revealed a lush body. She had on a black jumpsuit, but one with long legs and arms. She stripped that off.

“I don’t understand,” complained Jeff.

“You’re not supposed to understand. You’re supposed to follow directions.”

She came to him, took his hand and led him to the bunk. It was wider than the one he had woken up in, and had a comfortable mattress.

Jeff lay back, looking confused, wondering what was going to happen.

Sally lay down next to him, turned him to her, and kissed him. Her lips were soft and they traced his mouth, chewed on his own lips, then she slithered down and took advantage of his manhood.

“You will not be allowed to cum,” she said. “But you will enjoy that. You will look forward to not cumming. Not unless I tell you to.”

Her words melted him, and what she said came to pass. He loved having his penis so big and erect, but…he couldn’t seem to reach the trigger point. And she enjoyed that.

She rode him then. Spread her legs and squatted over him, sank down and he penetrated her.

She groaned, and made his hands feel her tits.

Jeff didn’t understand what was happening, but he did understand that he was in heaven.

He had a wife somewhere, but…but it didn’t matter. He had to submit to this wonderful woman who sat upon him with her velvet cunt.

And she kept whispering to him as she screwed him.

“You must follow directions.”

“You will love not cumming.”

“Accept it. Submit. You will be so happy.”

She had her first orgasm, and that should have triggered Jeff. But when she moaned and arched her back and cried aloud he just marveled. This was what he wanted, for her to feel such pleasure, and his pleasure was not in cumming, but in bringing her, again and again, to such pleasure.

She rested a moment, just held still, his cock still in her, and she kept whispering.

“You are a wonderful lover as long as you don’t squirt.”

“You please me by pleasing me. Your pleasure is in pleasing me.”

“You will be hard and want me, and you can have me, as long as you don’t have an orgasm.”

And so it was.


PART TWO

Jeff rejoined the group an hour later. He was just in time to be led back to the big room with all the beds. He also had a butt plug inside him.

“Why?” he had mumbled.

Sally just smiled, schmoozed him, and said “Real women always have these little decorations.

It didn’t feel little.

And, once in, it didn’t feel bad.

“You will be expected to take it out and wash it periodically. You will find that it makes you a little horny, but it will also cause you to drip, which will relieve you.”

It made Jeff walk funny, and he found himself thinking about the butt plug a lot. Laying in the bunk he wasn’t thinking ‘why was he here?’ Ot ‘What happened to him in San Francisco.’

Instead, he was thinking of how good it felt, and he noticed that he was dripping.

The following morning Jeff awoke with everybody else. He was tired, even though he had slept, and he was sore in the chest area. He was also terribly erect.

All of the men were erect.

Because of the plug he was dripping, and his pink jumpsuit was wet in the crotch.

Women in pea coats walked through the room, rolling men out of their bunks and getting them moving towards the dining room.

He was sitting at a table, eating a large portion of food, when the fellow next to him blurted, “My tits hurt.”

Everybody looked at him. He rubbed his chest, and it was true, his chest was swollen. It wasn’t shapely, like real tits, but it was bulgy, and his nipples seemed to be larger than normal.

Then everybody went back to eating.

And a few of them rubbed their own chests.

Jeff knew his chest felt funny, like irritated, but he ignored it. He was distracted by his plug.

After breakfast he was walking down a corridor to class when Sally called him out of line.

Suddenly he was standing in front of her, dripping, lusting, in love.

“How you doing, Jeff?”

“Can we, uh…can we…”

She smiled at the look of desperation on his face. “No, Jeff. That’s reserved for special needs.”

Her statement confused him. He wasn’t a special needs child. He didn’t understand what she meant.

“How’s your plug? Is it still in? Does it fit well?”

“Oh, yes. It’s not always comfortable, but…it’s…”

“And your chest? Does it itch?”

He reached one hand up and  rubbed his wrist against his pectoral. He frowned. “It does, but…I try not to think about it.”

“Excellent.” She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was swollen and he shivered.

His reaction pleased her, and she slapped his ass and told him to move along.

He joined the line and went down the corridor, but he kept glancing back. He was so terribly in love. It about broke his heart when she called another man out of line and looked to be asking the same kinds of questions of him, and feeling his nipples.

But having his heart broken didn’t stop his love for her.

There were apparently four groups on the ship. Each one having a couple of hundred men in it. During the day they took turns exercising on the deck, or running through drills.

There were several types of drills. One was simple calisthenics. They would do their sit ups and push ups and squats and so on for an hour, then head downstairs for a class on make up, or figuring out the right size for a bra, or how to prepare a meal.

They also had classes on yoga.

“Ladies!” shouted the WIC (Woman in Charge) “You must be more flexible.”

Then classes on dancing, sewing, and so on.

And, the strangest class of all, they all received wooden rifles and went through drills. They practiced thrusting the rifle like a bayonet, or just lifted it above their heads like they were pressing them.

Then, right before dinner, they were instructed on how to make love as a woman. That was the strangest class of all. They had to lay on their backs and thrust their hips upward and pretend they had a penis in them.

“But I’ve got a cock!” yelled one fellow. Then he began to sob. One of the pea coats took him out of the room. Jeff saw him later, at bedtime, and he was smiling and happy, and walked like he had a butt plug in.

The other position was on hands and knees, doggy style, and now they not only had to pretend they were being fucked, the women in pea coats walked around and handed out butt plugs and even helped the men insert them.

Not everybody took a butt plug, but they would over the following days, until every man had his heinie stuffed.

After a big dinner—they only had two meals a day—they were taken back to their berthing and went to sleep.

And woke up. Their chests hurting. Their nipples feeling raw, and only the distraction of the plugs helped them to function. The ones without plugs just suffered through. One more reason for them to want to be plugged.

On the third day they started having political classes, and these classes helped the men understand, and to adapt easier.

The political classes always took place after a heavy calisthenics class, as if being tired and physically worn down was a requisite for political indoctrination.

The Woman in Charge was Martha. The room was darkened and she presented a slide show.

“Republicans and Democrats have built up this idea that they are enemies. People want good lives, homes, enough to eat, but this enmity between parties stops everybody from having that.”

The slide show showed burning homes, riots, troops suppressing citizens.

“The real villains are the politicians…”

On the wall the slide show showed fat politicians eating expensive meals, smoking stogies, drinking expensive booze.

The men watched the show. They didn’t complain or fidget. They just watched it, and, if anything, there was a slight nod.

The slide show was presenting universal truths.

Then things took a turn.

“But our real enemy is not a country, or a belief system. These unconscious people may be drafted, as you were.”

A few blinks, but not much else, from the assembled men.

“You have been drafted to defend the world against the Silithians.”

Scenes of ugly women snarling and killing babies.

Seriously, women killing babies!

“While the Amazons have isolated women as a superior species, and have made great inroads on protecting the human race, the woman known as ‘Silithia’ has started a counter movement.”

Scenes of women rampaging through towns and cities. Using rifles and bayonets, stabbing and killing and castrating and laughing over their victims.

“Because of the Silithians the Amazons have had to draft large numbers of men. You men. You will be trained how to defend against these monstrous invaders. You will be transformed into women, and you will fight for your freedom.”

The lecture went on for some time, and when the men left the lecture hall for their next class they were a chastened bunch.

They had been taken from their homes and families because the world needed them.

They were to be transformed into women because women have faster reaction times, and would be able to defend against the forces the Silithian mounted more efficiently than they could as men.

The odd thing was that there were things wrong with what they had been told. But after three days of being drugged, of having their transformation started, of undergoing indoctrination by the WICs…the men didn’t resist the information that had been given them.

The next class, after that first lecture, and after all political lectures, was yoga.

Yoga was silent, contemplative, and the men would exist in the various asanas and contemplate what they had learned.

Women against women, and men were the tools. There was something universally true in that concept, and the men didn’t resist it, so much as justify it.

Politics was evil, a parasite, and should be replaced by a system that did work. By the Republic of The Amazon.

Men were lazy creatures who sat around and talked and stroked their dicks. They needed to be used, transformed, made into defenders of mankind.

Or…womankind.

That was one of the big problems. There was enough manliness left in the transformees that they did come up with a specific question.

At one lecture a man raised his hand and asked, “If we’re becoming women, then we’re not men, and why should we be used in war?”

A WIC beckoned to the man and led him out of the meeting.

And the light went on in Jeff’s mind. He raised his hand. “I’ve got that same question.”

Immediately a WIC came to him, motioned for him to follow her, and she led him out of the room.

Jeff though the was going to go to bed. He was hoping it would be Sally, but he would take any of the beautiful women.

He was led down the corridor to a small room. Inside the room were three women.

Jeff was left with the three women, who told him to sit in a chair, and then examined folders. He figured the folders concerned him.

One of the women, a ravishing redhead with a tight waist and large bosoms, glanced at him. “Jeff. You’ve had your initial adjustment. Why do you think you need another session with a sex specialist?”

Jeff blinked, was confused. He was hoping to fuck, and was now in trouble.

“I, uh…I just want to know why men made into women should have to…uh…” he trailed off as three sets of eyes stared at him.

One of the women sighed, made some marks in his folder, and said, “Jeff, your question is contrived, opportunistic, and it is the opinion of this board that you are merely trying to have sex. You should be ashamed of yourself.”

“But…”

“Step up to the table.”

The WICs pushed their chairs back, removed the folders to the floor, and stood up.

Jeff gulped. This wasn’t working out the way he planned.

The women waited, and Jeff slowly went to the end of the table and bent over it. One of the women took his wrists in her hands and pulled so he couldn’t straighten up.

At the end of the table a handcuff was soldered, and one of the women stepped forward, gripped the inner pant leg of his jump suit and pulled his erect cock out.

Now Jeff was terrified, yet his indoctrination had not been lacking. He stood, shivered, and let the woman put his package in the handcuff. She ratcheted it closed, and the three women held up paddles.

As a man Jeff had endured physical pain. He had been spanked when he was young, he had been tackled in football, he had been hit and choked while learning martial arts. But he had never been punished like this.

One woman would slap his fanny with her paddle. Slow, even strokes that turned his fanny red.

The next woman would take over, and his fanny actually blistered.

Then the third woman took over.

Jeff was far beyond sobbing when he was done. He was a broken man, and now subject to their whims. He never wanted to suffer such punishment again in his lifetime.

He was unlocked and one of the women helped him stand erect.

“Jeff, there will be no more lying, no more misrepresenting, ever. You are a woman now, and we don’t do those things. You may masturbate if your desires become too much. Or you can have an affair, or just a simple reach around, with one of your classmates. Do you understand.”

He did, and he was given a salve and taken back to his group.

His group was exercising, and one of the instructors applied the salve to his ass, then put him back in line.

Sobbing, ignoring the looks of the men around him, Jeff did his calisthenics and was determined to be a better woman.

By the end of the week the men stopped thinking of themselves as men. Most of them had nicely shaped boobs. Not super large, but definite, and definitely growing.

Jeff was so big he was given a bra. He felt very proud, walking around the ship with the badge of femininity sprouting out from his chest. A few of his shipmates stared at him enviously, and a few of them were even bigger than him.

It made exercising more fun, as he now had a jounce and a jiggle to his movements.

Also, it made his penis harder. If that was possible.

All the men were massively erect.

But they were all, by now, intent on their feminization.

They walked with exaggerated movements. They pranced, and walked with their heels high, as if they were wearing high heels.

They talked with lips that were becoming softer, more plump, and they changed the way they talked so as to emphasize their lips.

Their faces were transforming, the fat redistributing, so they lost the hard angles and jawbones and their faces became rounder, more oval-esque.

Even their eyes were larger, and the irises were gaining more striations.

Exercise was becoming a little more difficult, and some women were being transferred into groups that did weight lifting and extreme calisthenics.

Other women were being given advanced yoga, to become even more flexible.

Jeff was in the yoga group, and he noticed that the lectures that went along with their training were becoming more specialized.

The women that were doing extensive weight training began learning about weapons. How to take apart and clean and put back together an assault rifle. At times guns could be heard firing at the back of the ship as these women practiced shooting at targets bobbing in the water behind the ship.

Women in Jeff’s group learned about pistols, and they were taught how to read maps, how to organize small squads for combat, and so on.

Though they were women, they were being taught to be soldiers. And always, always, the enemy were the Silithians. Those ugly, cruel, maniacs that tortured both mankind and womankind.

They were a combination of demon and monster, dedicated to destroying, maiming, victimizing all who were not them.

“Here, Jeff. Read this.” They had been at sea for a couple of weeks, and Jeff’s shape was almost totally feminine now. He was large in the chest, curvy in the hips, and had been awarded lingerie and his own tube of lipstick.

He wore garters and nylons under his pink jumpsuit, and the WICs were talking about giving him a pair of high heels. But it was the lipstick he prized the most. He loved to step into the washroom and paint his lips. Again and again through out the day.

The other women were jealous, and the WICs watched him affectionately.

Jeff was progressing nicely.

He looked at the book the WIC had handed him. It was titled ‘Monastery of Broken Men.’ It was, he learned, a story of the beginnings of the Republic of The Amazon.’

And, shock of shocks, he came across the name Judd in it.

Judd, who he had met on his first day, immediately upon waking up. The man who had taken pity on him and started him on this strange journey.

And who he had seen at a distance a couple of times on the ship.

Judd.

Judd was a man, and he was accepted by the Amazons for various reasons, and they respected him and even gave him duties usually reserved for women.

Jeff grew very interested in the man who had managed to remain a man, and he read the book in a couple of sittings. Mostly, he read in the wash room. He sat on a toilet, stroked himself to stay awake, and read the fascinating tale.

The author was somebody named Alyce Thorndyke. He wondered what her story was.

When he was done he returned the book to the WIC who had given it to him, and received another book. Again by Alyce Thorndyke, it was titled, ‘Ship of Broken Men.’

Jeff was returning to his sleeping quarters. He had just finished Ship of Broken Men, and he was in a deep state of thought.

Are we going to the Amazon? he wondered. Are we going to travel up river to the home of the Republic of The Amazon?

He walked into the big room. Women were already in their bunks. Some of them were masturbating under the covers, their hands beating on their male organs so hard it was as if they wished they could pull them right off their female bodies.

He sat on his bunk, laid down, and felt something under his pillow.

Curious, he reached under the pillow. It was yet another book. “Silithia.’

He glanced around quickly. This book hadn’t been gifted to him openly, it had been secreted where he would find it, and he had the feeling that it was going to be a book that he shouldn’t read.

Silithia. The woman who had started the movement that had mobilized The Republic of The Amazon.

He wondered what she was really like.

Sure, she was a monster, a demon that ate humans and caused doom and despair wherever she trod.

But there was just enough male left in Jeff that he wondered.

Was there another side to the story?

It was gloomy in the room, by now everybody was sleeping. A few beds over he saw a woman reading one of the official and prescribed books on Broken Men.

He rolled on his side, used what light he could, and began reading.

Jeff was able to do the Vasisthasana, the Side Plank Pose, and the Halasana, the Plow Pose. He could hold them for long periods of time, and he was learning what to do with his mind when he did those poses.

Be calm, think further than the reach of your limbs, think forever, imagine far stars and reach for them.

This type of thought channeled energy through his body, and he could feel himself growing stronger.

He wasn’t as strong as the weightlifting women, but he was more flexible, and he had a litheness and quickness of motion that they didn’t possess.

He was also proving adept at organizing small groups, establishing positions, and moving those groups across hostile terrains.

Of course it was all theoretical, but the training was so intensive that Jeff knew he would be able to do these things when he was finally called upon.

One day, three weeks in, Jeff was pulled aside. “Third deck, stateroom 303.”

The recruits knew their way around the ship fairly well now. And it wasn’t unusual to be called out of a class and sent somewhere. They were getting tested, had medical exams, and sometimes met with WICs for a variety of purposes.

Jeff headed to the third deck. It was the above the main deck and towards the stern of the ship. He arrived at 303 and tapped on the door.

“Come.”

He opened the door and stepped in.

Sally and Judd sitting at a table. They watched him as he took a position in the center of the room and faced them.

“Hello, Jeff.”

Jeff curtsied.

Sally said, “How’d you like the book?”

Now Jeff was stuck. Was she talking about the ‘broken men’ books? Or something else?

“Uh, the book was fine.”

“Any thoughts?”

“Not really.”

Judd and Sally were acting relaxed, but there was an intensity to the atmosphere.

Do you think Silithia is real?”

Jeff’s mind was in overdrive. Silithia was the third book. The other two hadn’t mentioned her. But the whole point of the army of The Republic of The Amazon was to fight Silithia.

“Of course.” But he was glib. He was trying to figure out what the questions were about. Was this a trap? Had they given him the book on Silithia, presenting her as a caring individual who had the best motives for mankind, just to trap him?

“Do you see any relationship between the yoga you are being taught, and the yoga Silithia was supposed to have synthesized?”

“I do, but since I don’t know what she taught…I can’t be sure.”

“Are you looking forward to fighting Silithia? To defeating her soldiers?”

“Uh…yes.”

“You seem a little nervous, Jeff.”

“I don’t understand the questions.”

They were silent.

“Why are you asking me this?”

He was now in a high state of agitation. The book about Silithia had undermined his newly installed beliefs. He didn’t want another spanking.

Judd stood up. “I’ll leave you to it then.”

He walked out the door and Jeff was left alone with Sally.

Sally sat back, smiling a Cheshire grin, her legs crossed and one foot going up and down.

“Should I go back to my class?”

For answer she stood up and took off her pea coat.

Jeff’s cock had been 90% hard, it usually was, but now it went to 110%. It throbbed hard and the front of his jumpsuit showed his dripping.

“I think we’ll talk about the books for awhile.”

She led him to a bunk and told him, “Take off your clothes.”

Clothes sometimes meant butt plug, and sometimes didn’t.

“Should I take out my…?”

“That’s up to you. Some women need help in getting off at this point. Do you need the extra stimulation?”

He probably didn’t, but he liked the plug, so he left it in. He took off his pink jump suit and she pulled him down on the bunk.

For a long minute they made out, kissing, feeling each others breasts, getting more and more excited.

Then Sally backed off a bit and whispered, “I know you must think about the Silithia book. Was it exciting? Did it make you doubt the cause?”

He was caught, and he couldn’t lie. She was holding him, caressing him, feeling his pulse. She would know if he lied. But he had to answer.

“It was…” he searched for non committal words and phrases, “…controversial.”

Sally snickered. She had her hand on his dong and she jacked him.

He was having trouble thinking, definitely in forming a lie. He tried, “What did you think?”

She rolled him over and sat on him. He wasn’t in her, but he was in her hands, and those hands were doing magic. “That’s not how this works.”

He made a gurking sound. He was on edge, but she wouldn’t let him go over.

“Did it undermine what you’ve been learning here?”

He was desperate, but he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to squirt until she decided. “It…it was designed to.”

She brought him closer to the edge. “You prevaricate. Do you doubt the Republic of The Amazon because of the book?”

He was totally caught. He sobbed, and whispered, “Yes.”

She took him over the edge. She stroked, slapped his nuts, and he blasted off. For a long moment he shot his seed up into the air, all over her hands.

And he cried. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to.”

“Shush,” she whispered, milking the last dregs out of him. She leaned forward and kissed him. “Never speak of today. Not even to me. Be a loyal weapon of The Army of The Amazon. If you say nothing, then I won’t, either.”

She got off the bed. He hadn’t been in her, but she had taken his essence and measured his soul.

But for what? Was he supposed to doubt? Or not? Was he supposed to forget he had read the book on Silithia? What was he supposed to do?

One thing was sure, he would have to conceal this conversation, this meeting, from the WICs.

Maybe it was a trap. Maybe it was something else. But he had to forget about it. Not the book, but the meeting.

Were Judd and Sally on the up and up? Were they loyal members of The Republic of The Amazon? Or were they some kind of counter movement? Were they for or against the Amazons?

He didn’t know by what they had said. They had been very careful not to reveal themselves even as they exposed him.

He got off the bunk and put on his pink jump suit. Amazingly, he was still hard.

He thought perhaps he was hard because of the chemicals they had been feeding the men.

Whatever.

He left the stateroom and headed back to class.

The women could smell land.

The pea coats knew there was land, and they responded in the positive if the newly formed women asked them.

“Two days,” said one, smiling at the anxious women.

“Where? What country?”

But for that there was no answer.

The new women had been granted more free time. Their training was at an end, and Jeff wandered the deck and looked over the rail.

Land, he thought.

And, more importantly, What are Judd and Sally doing?

They hadn’t talked to him again.

He had ripped up the third book, not wanting to be caught with it, and flushed it down the toilet.

And he had not seen anybody else reading it, or acting suspicious, or in any way demonstrating a rebellion in their attitude.

Of course, everybody was well trained now.

They had been at sea for a month. They had women’s bodies, but with erect dicks. They wore their pink jump suits proudly, showed off their large breasts, used make up.

They were, in their own minds, women.

And their sexual appetites were changing.

In the beginning the men had wanted women. They stroked their cokes and dreamed of beautiful women.

There certainly were enough beautiful women, be it in pea coats, to stroke to.

But in the last week a couple of the men had muttered that they were thinking of men.

Jeff was not. He had feelings, but they were easy to tamp down. He wanted women.

Besides, he had no pussy. What would he do with a man?

Oh, yes, take it up the butt.

But though he enjoyed the butt plug he was not enamored of the idea of making love to a man, of doing the choo choo up the poo poo.

Another day passed, and the new women could smell the land. Birds soared around the ship. they perched on the rail and squawked.  At one point they could even see the tips of mountains hidden in a low haze in the distance.             

The new women crowded against the rail whenever they had a chance and stared shoreward.

That night they saw the far off twinkle of lights. Just a spattering of glitterings, but as the night progressed the lights became more, until they were passing a city.

They weren’t given leave to stay up late, however. They were ordered to their bunks, and the WICs seemed pretty determined about that.

“Wake up.”

Jeff jerked awake, would have said something, but a hand was clapped over his mouth.

He stopped trying to speak and the hand moved away. It was Sally, and she whispered, Go left in the corridor. Go to the rear deck. Make no noise. Hurry.”

Jeff had no idea what was going on, but his feelings for Sally were, courtesy of their recent assignation, very lustful. He followed her instructions.

He ran down the corridor and made his way to the stern deck. When he emerged into the night Judd grabbed his arm and pulled him into the shadow of the superstructure. “Quiet.”

Jeff huddled in the darkness. There were six other new women also crouching. They were no women among them that lifted weights or trained in weapons. Only the yoga women who studied squad tactics.

A minute later another woman joined them, then Sally.

Judd whispered just loud enough for them to hear him.

“The Republic of The Amazon is built on a lie. Silithia is the only hope. We are going over the stern, down the anchor rope. Swim towards the lights. It’s only a mile. There might be a boat, but don’t rely on it. Are you ready?”

The women looked at each other. Jeff could make out faces, and he realized that these once men had been selected because they had doubts, had those doubts had been cultivated by reading the Silithia book.

One of them shook his head.

Sally clonked him and he collapsed to the deck.

Judd grinned an infectious grin. “Okay, ladies. Let’s go!”

He slapped asses, pulled arms, shoved shoulders, and the group of women, minus one, ran for the rear of the ship.

They clambered over the rail, gripped the thick hawser and went down the rope.

Thank goodness for their classes in yoga and calisthenics. The slithered down the rope like monkeys, then dipped into the water.

Sally was first and Judd was last, and between them they herded the seven women towards the shore.

It was pitch dark, they couldn’t see each other, but they stuck together by the sound of their hands touching the water, pulling it back.

Into the night they went.

END

What is going to happen to Jeff and the ladies?

What is Judd’s real plan?

Will The Republic of The Amazon come after them?

And, most important,

would you like the story to continue?

Let us know by making a comment at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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