
        
            
                
            
        

    
	We Made Him Our Fem Boy

	Grace Mansfield

	PART ONE

	Us ladies were sitting around the pool, sipping margaritas, collecting sun rays, living the life, and bored out of our minds.

	Hey, we were Malibu sluts. Hot wives of the beach. We all had rich husbands, our children were gone, and all we had was each other. Drinking every day, talking about bus boys we'd boffed. And Janey, she's the one with the big boobs, not that we all didn't have big boobs, says, "l wish we had a slave."

	Now, this would have gone relatively unnoticed, we were all half sloshed, but she happened to be looking at Jason. Jason was walking around the pool, skimming, earning his college money, and he was a golden boy.

	He could have been a model with that cute face, that fine, tanned skin that looked like it had been cooked in Hawaii, those long, long curly locks.

	And, if that wasn't enough, he had a sizable package in his speedos.

	So Marcy tilts her sunglasses up so she can get a better look, and says, "Wrong sex."

	Okay, so Marcy likes a little Lesbian action. That never seemed to bother Brad, her hubbie. In fact, he encouraged it, as long as she occasionally included him in one of her little parties.

	And l, licking salt off my hand, squeezing a lemon into my mouth, said, "Best of both worlds."

	That was the ignition point. That's where it all started. That's what touched off our summer of lust, a summer that would leave us all happy and changed.

	"What on earth do you mean?" asked Marcy.

	"Yes, what do you mean?" And they both looked at me.

	Tell the truth, I hadn't meant anything. I was just drunk and talking, but now that they had called me on my stupid remark, I had to back it up.

	I said, "Well, if he had a pair of tits, you, Janey, could have your boffing. And you, Marcy, could have your Lesbian lover.

	"And what would you have," asked Marcy.

	"Fun," and we all giggled.

	Across the pool Jason put the skimmer aside. He was close to leaving. So I called him over. "Jason? Dear? Could you come answer a question for us?" Jason cheerfully put aside what he was doing and came around to us. As he sauntered we studied him a bit more, and closely.

	Five foot six. Hair long enough to perm. Slender. No hips nor boobs. A face that was somewhat triangular, but with good lips. Not overly full, but expressive. Wonderful for a pout or a kiss. up close his eyes were a rich blue. He didn't have much in the way of lashes, well, he did, but they were soft and silent and light colored. They could be highlighted, or even faked. And as I dissected potentials, I knew the other girls were, too. Each of us, in our own way, was taking him apart, estimating what could be done, and wondering, wondering, wondering. "Yes, ma'am?"

	"Just stand there for a minute, will you?"

	We scrutinized more, and Janey said, "We could inject fat into his hips."

	Marcy commented: "A boob job would be easy. Reversible. Say good for thee months." "Do you think Thomas would do that?" I asked.

	"He would love to do that, if he ever wanted to taste my delicious pussy again," we all chuckled. Thomas was Marcy's husband, and he was considered a miracle man with a blade. He had operated on the rich and famous, and nobody could tell that boobs weren't entirely natural when he was done augmenting them. And he could augment big.

	"l say, double Ds. No. Jason? What is your chest size?"

	Jason was curious, but here were three ladies in bikinis talking over him like he was a piece of meat, and what strapping young lad doesn't want to be a piece of meat, eh?"

	"l think I'm a 38."

	"Hmm. He looks bigger. But...not double DS.

	"Es? Fs? Larger?"

	"l think we better let Thomas measure him and just give us the biggest he can." "If I could ask?" Jason tilted his head in curiosity.

	"Slaves don't ask, sweetheart," I responded.

	The girls giggled, but the really neat thing was that Jason merely said, "Yes, ma'am."

	"Yes ma'am? To being called a slave? Oh, this boy was ripe. And we had to do the plucking. Of his eyebrows. And get rid of his body hair. And...boobs?[image: Image]

	"Jason. How much will you make this summer cleaning pools?"

	"If I'm lucky, with overtime, probably $6 000. But that's a lot of overtime."

	"And how much is your college tuition. You are still going to college, aren't you?"

	"Yes, ma'am. It'll be about $25,000. With books. And an apartment." I said, in a very knowing way, "That's if you don't live out of your car." Silence. He was embarrassed. Good. I liked easily embarrassed boys.

	I said, "Well, Jason. On the table next to the front door is my checkbook. Be a dear and go get it for me." "Yes, ma'am."

	He left, went through the sliding doors, and the house being large, we had a minute before he would come back.

	"Are we going to do this?" asked Janey?

	"I'm in," said Marcy.

	"We should probably talk to our husbands," I commented.

	Then we all giggled. Like they would care. They only cared enough to get the occasional piece of ass. Ours or somebody else's. Didn't matter. And the idea of going a little crazy and doing something forbidden and nasty and really delicious would appeal to them. Greatly.

	Jason returned. He handed me my checkbook.

	I unfolded the book, extracted the pen from the inner fold, and scribbled out a check. I didn't sign it, and I handed it to Jason.

	He looked at it, and his eyes widened. It read:

	Pay to the order of Jason Hoffman... ...the sum of $50 000.

	"l would assume that would cover your next year, including an apartment, maybe even a few other things." "Uh, yes, ma'am." He was stuttering slightly. He really didn't know what to think.

	"But, unfortunately, silly me, I forgot to sign it."

	Jason stared at me. At all of us. He was puzzled. And the shoe was about to drop. "Would you like me to sign that check, Jason?" "Well, uh...yeah, I mean..."

	His future was in his hands. A silly slip of paper with a 5 and four zeroes on it. A whole year of college. He could just study and not worry about being on time at some stupid pizza parlor, or whatever. "Girls?"

	"Well, I don't know," Marcy smiled wanly. "l mean, he does a bang up job cleaning the pool, but what has he done for you personally?" "For us?" added Janey.

	I looked at Jason. "Yes. What have you done for us lately?"

	"Well, uh...l don't know." He was terribly confused. Poor boy. So I unconfused him.

	"Jason, at the end of this summer I will sign that check, but you must spend the summer doing our bidding."

	"Your...bidding?" His eyebrows screwed up a bit. "What does that mean?" I think he was starting to remember bits and pieces of our previous conversation.

	"Well, Janey wants a boy toy. Marcy wants a lesbian lover. And l...girls just want to have fu-un," I squeezed a bit of the old Cyndi Lauper song out.

	"What my big titted friend is saying, Jason dear, is that we want a slave. You will immediately quit your job, tell your boss to pick up his cleaning tools, and become our live in slave."

	""Then," Marcy took over, "We will take you down to my husband's office. He is a plastic surgeon, and he will give you the biggest tits your frail, little body is capable of holding."

	"And then," I finished, "You will spend a summer being our own, personal, little blow up doll. A slave. Sucking as we see fit. Fucking to our whim. Living a life devoted to the sole proposition that we three girls should be entirely and totally happy.

	What say you, Jason, dear?"

	His mouth was now open. He had a good set of teeth, his tongue looked long enough, we had chosen well. "Well, uh...you mean I have to have...have...tits?" It sort of exploded out of him.

	"Oh, we can remove them at the end of the summer, should you wish. Who knows, Jason, dear, you might grow to like them." He stood, stunned, I like a ram that had just tried to head butt an oncoming tank. Dazed. Not sure what the heck was going on. In his mind it was obvious what was going on.

	Go to school. No financial problems.

	And have a set of tits, and do whatever else we three little sluts could figure out. "Well?"

	"And you can remove them?"

	"Certainly. My husband won't leave even a red mark to show they're passing." Marcy sounded so haughty. She was really liking this slave idea, and it hadn't even started yet. "Jason," I said pointedly. My cell phone is on the same table as my wallet was. Go to the table, return with the cell phone, now." A glazed look in his eyes, he stumbled past the lounge chairs and entered the house again.

	For a minute we giggled, finished our drinks, and contemplated our plot.

	Oh. It was a good plot. We be good.

	Jason returned. He handed the phone to me. I touched the pool service number. "Hello, Henry's Pool Service?" Blah, blah. "Yes. I'm calling for Jason Hoffman. He quits. And I would like you to come get your truck and all your pool cleaning doo dads." Blah, blah.

	"Yes, you may continue cleaning our pool. Regular time. Thank you." I hung up the phone.

	Jason had the most delicious expression on his face. He was a smart lad, but his mouth was so open flies could have held a convention in it. His eyes were so dumbstruck he could have been a special needs person.

	I put the phone down.

	"Jason. Take those silly Speedos off."

	For a moment it looked like he couldn't figure out the command. He lifted his hands to his waist band, he hesitated, it looked like his hands didn't know what to do, then he hooked his thumbs in his swim suit and pulled them down.

	We girls cheered, and lifted our Margarita glasses to toast him, and noticed that we were dry.

	"Jason, do you know how to make a Margarita?" Janey asked. "Uh, yes, Ma'am."

	"Well stop saying 'uh,' it sounds stupid and is unprofessional, and go make us three Margaritas. Make it four. We will allow you a toast to celebrate your enslavement." He started walking slowly, as if he couldn't figure out what his legs were supposed to do, but he picked up speed. While he tended to our drinks Marcy called her husband.

	"Tom? I have a boy here, and I would like you to give him the biggest set of tits possible. [image: Image]

	Blah, blah, blah.

	"You certainly will." And her voice grew cold. Then she smiled. She was a pixiesh, little thing, a bob and red lips, and, of course, the biggest tits that money could buy. Not that she had had to pay anything. "We will bring him by this afternoon. Time is of the essence. Now, stroke yourself and await my pleasure." Janey and I tittered over that last sentence, and Marcy hung up.

	"Drinky poo...and a titty do." She lifted her empty glass then. She was looking a bit glazed herself.

	A couple of minutes later Jason came out with a tray with four Margaritas on it. And several slices of lemon. And a salt shaker.

	And a hard on.

	It was big, every big as it had looked in his Speedos, and erect, and the head was purple, and a little drop of pre-cum glistened in the slit.

	Janey touched his cock appreciatively, smiled at him, and then we began our toast.

	We each took a glass, douched our hands with salt, and held slices of lemon. "l said, "Yes!"

	Marcy said, "A big summer with bigger titties."

	Janey said, "Oh, fuck me stupid!"

	Jason said, "Yes, ma'am."

	And we drank. And drained. And the fun was begun.

	We had Jason drive. He had had only one drink, and the rest Of us had had three. Or four. Or five. I forget.

	We pulled into the garage under Thomas's medical building. Yes, his building. He didn't just work there, he owned the building. We parked in the reserved slot next to the elevator, and we all got out.

	We girls were laughing and giggling, pinching each other's bottoms and breasts and laughing some more. Jason walked behind us, moving forward to press an elevator button or open a door. The expression on his face was priceless. Stunned by the speed at which life changes. Happy that he was now rich enough to go to college. Shocked that he was about to gain a pair of world class tits.

	And, yes, they would be world class.

	What was sweeter was that We girls were still in our bikinis, and he was naked.

	We didn't have to walk through the lobby, which was good, Jason looked like he wouldn't have made it. The poor dear was embarrassed.

	Instead, we zipped up in the elevator, and when an elderly woman stepped onto the elevator from the lobby we all covered our mouths and stifled our giggles.

	She looked at us. She looked at Jason, who had now turned a brilliant red. His whole body. Then she simply pressed a button and faced the doors.

	The elevator moved up. Every once in a while one of us girls would snort out a chortle, but, other than that, it was a peaceful ride.

	The Lady got off on the fifth floor, didn't even look at us, and we continued on to the sixth. The top. We exited the elevator walked down a short hallway and into Marcy's husband's suite.

	Thomas Hawkins. DD, PFG, blah blah blah...or whatever the silly letters on the door read.

	The door closed and the nurse, a young woman with the finest tits money can buy on her chest, a gift from her lover, who happened to be Thomas. And that was funny. When Thomas had told Marcy he was giving the nurse big boobs he had explained it away by saying, "It's advertising, dear. Would you go into a restaurant where the chef wouldn't eat his own food?"

	She had tilted an eye at him and quipped, "It looks like you've been doing a lot of eating."

	We walked through the door into the back offices like we owned the place and marched down a long hallway to Thomas's office. The nurse moved ahead of us and made sure there were enough chairs. We sat, except for Jason, who we told to stand.

	"Slaves don't sit in the presence of Masters," I explained.

	"Mistresses," correct Janey.

	"Really?"

	Marcy: "She's right. I think."

	"Well, I don't care. As long as that delicious dick is standing at attention that's all I care about.

	We giggled.

	Thomas entered the office in a most breezy fashion.

	"Hi, girls. This is the man you'd like to have outfitted?" He pulled out a tape measure and a marker and began sizing Jason up.

	"Uh huh. Yep. We can go triple D. I can go larger, but support is going to be a problem. Yes. I recommend triple D. It will look plenty big on him." He turned to the nurse. "Get Room 3 ready. Let's use those new Johnson implants. Have some F sizes ready, I'll want to double check it all with an eyeball."

	Back to Jason, more measuring, drawing circles around his pecs. "I'll squirt in some plumper for the nipples. They'll he hard at first, but when they soften up we can replump him. I assume you want his nipples big and standing up? Say, nice dick, young man. Sometimes I get working and I don't notice the obvious. You must get a lot of use. Do you have a girl friend?" Thomas was just talking to talk, but we girls looked at each other when Jason answered, "Yes, sir."

	"Huh! Well, she'll be jealous, that's for sure. Are you—"

	"Jason?" I interrupted. "Tell us about your girlfriend."

	"She's home. All summer. I'll see her again when I go to school."

	We all relaxed, and Thomas said, "Okay, Jason. Let's grow you a pair," and he walked the young man out of the office.

	We girls went out for a lunch, and a few drinks, and staggered back in a couple of hours later. Jason was waiting for us in the back office. The nurse had given him a gown, and he sat and looked down at his chest.

	Oh, baby, he was truly magnificent. Big, more than triple Ds. Double Fs, probably. Heck, it could have even been more.

	And, extra bonus, they had shaved his chest.

	Marcy, Janey and I gathered around him and hefted his boobs and marveled. "Oh, Jason. You are the one!"

	"Oh, I can't wait to suck on these puppies."

	And I said, "Next stop, bra store."

	So we went down to Jenette Bras down on Santa Monica. Jenette is a world class gal, with world class bosoms, and she deals with world class breasts. We were in good hands. Or, perhaps I should say that Jason's tits were in good hands. Heh. Jason got measured, handled, fitted, and we walked out with a dozen boxes Of slinky, kinky sexy undergarments. Garments big enough to fit him, slender enough to slim him, and gentle enough to satisfy our desire for soft, flimsy touchie feelie.

	We went home, still in the convertible, and still with Jason naked. We had lost that stupid hospital gown somewhere along the way, and Jason sat in the back seat in all his glory.

	Oh, the honks. And from not just men, but from women. There is something about seeing a big set of boobs on a man that wakes up a gal, you know?

	And, home. And the fun started.

	First off, we manned the computer and began ordering al-I-I sorts of high heels. Every slave has just GOT to have a good set of calves, and what better way to enhance the calves than a good set of heels.

	And, while we sorted through the internet, Jason was kept busy. We downloaded all sorts of manuals on how to be a slave and a femme.

	The Single Man's Guide to Sissification. How to become a Sissy by Heidi Kessler. Books by Kitty Williams.

	Claudia Varrin, Mistress Lorlei, Georgia Ivey Greene, Susana Raso, Elizabeth Cramer, Elise Sutton, Lucy Fairborne and on and on and on.

	Books like 'Lessons in Service,. 'Owning and Training a Male Slave,' 'Screw the Roses-Send me the Thorns,' and on and on and on.

	Jason sat on a Queen Anne, the most uncomfortable chair in the house, and his eyes were focused and his brows down as he examined the contents of these wonderful authors and books.

	How to be whipped. How to handle chastity. How to serve tea. Everything a slave could want, from zen to Zorro.

	And, his education was interrupted every once in a while by a demand.

	"l need bourbon and whiskey." That Marcy. She liked a manly drink. But, then, she liked to be a man to a woman every once in a while.

	"l need tequila." That was me. I liked the loopy feeling good tequila brought.

	"Suck my pussy."

	Marcy and I stared at Janey. Then we giggled. We had been so intent on doing what we were doing we had neglected to take advantage of our bargain.

	Janey swiveled around and Jason knelt between her legs. His face was lightly red, he wasn't used to public sex, but that was okay. He would get a lot worse before we were done with him.

	He gripped her thighs with his hands and bent his head into her depths. He sucked. He slurped and snorted. He made a mess.

	Well, Janey was dripping. Copiously. She was so wet that if she had closed her legs his head would have squirted out.

	Marcy and I watched for a moment. We sipped our drinks and offered advice.

	"Don't forget to nibble that clit. Use your tongue and suck at the same time." Jason did, and Janey groaned and gave us a weak thumbs up.

	"If you don't bring her to two orgasms we're going to stretch your tongue."

	"Unh mmm!" Jason responded, and he pushed his head harder into her pussy.

	"AHHH!" Janey had her first one. She shuddered and reached up and grabbed her breasts and fondled herself. Then she realized that she had her bikini top on and she loosened it. Her mighty fine titties fell out and she sighed. "You know," I said, "There's something wrong with this picture."

	Marcy said, "There's a lot wrong, but what specifically did you have in mind?"

	"Look at his hands"."

	"Oh, yes. I see what you mean."

	We jumped up and each grabbed one of his hands and lifted him away from Janey's pussy. "Hey! I was almost there!"

	"And now you're not," I tossed over my shoulder. "La la."

	We pulled Jason up the stairs and to my bedroom. Janey followed us, frustrated, rubbing her pussy with one hand as she walked. We entered the bedroom and paused. In the hall we heard, "Oh...yeah. Hunh! Hunh! Yes!" Marcy and I giggled, then plopped Jason down in the chair at my make up station. "Nails first?"

	"You betcha. If Miss Juicy Cunt out there ever gets her fist out of her pussy she can work on Jason's face." "l heard that!" Janey staggered into the room. She was flushed and breathing hard. She had had a good orgasm.

	We put Jason's hands on the table and told him to spread his fingers.

	"l say bright red. Maybe a touch dark, but shiny. Very sexy."

	"l agree," I nodded, examining his little pink nails. "Long square? Coffin?"

	"Oh, shucks. Let's giver her some talons. I say stiletto."

	"That will be too tough for her to do dishes. Let's do that next week, when she's figured out how not to crack and chip." "Then what?"

	"l say Almonds. Long almonds, super glue and some real hard shellac to fix them." "Done. Let's rock."

	The shape of Jason's nails having been decided, we bent our head to the task. We began filing and sanding and shaping his real nails, and preparing them for some extra length and strength.

	"Let me do his face," Janey moved in. Working around Marcy and l, she began cleaning his face, moisturizing his skin, and explaining to him that he was going to have to learn to do all this stuff himself.

	We fixed long almond shaped nails to his hands, and they fit perfectly. The length of his fingers, the shape of his hand, they looked quite natural. Just like a real woman's.

	We painted his fingernails with dark red, but very shiny, polish. Three coats, stroking down from the cuticle. Waiting between coats, sipping some alcohol, turning on the music, Sade, and watching the expression on Jason's slowly evolving face.

	When I first looked at him he was male.

	A few minutes later I looked up and he was not quite male. His skin was a different color, and male shadows had been erased and female shadows had been enhanced.

	A few minutes later Janey was applying eye shadow. Beige, to match his skin color.

	"Will that match her red nails?" I asked.

	"It's a crap shoot. But I can redo if it doesn't.

	Finally, the red color on and shiny, Marcy and I started putting on shellac. Shellac is a hard finish. Shows the color, enhances the color, but makes the nails harder than, well, nails. Real nails that you pound in with a hammer.

	I looked at Jason. His eyes were shadowed, very delicate and beautiful, and Janey was applying false eyelashes. Oh, he looked delicious.

	I said to him, "If you break these nails we're going to spank your penis."

	His eyes shifted towards me. Oh, he was something else. In love, terrified, astounded.

	"Do you hear me?"

	"Yes, ma—"

	"Hold still while I put this plumper on your lips."

	Marcy: "l don't think he heard you."

	"Uh, uh," Jason tried, while trying not to use his mouth.

	I slapped his penis.

	"Oh!" yet he tried not to move his lips, even as his eyes went wide.

	We all laughed.

	"Oh, Jason, baby," said Janey. "I'm going to eat you all the way up." "Uh."

	His dick was throbbing, bobbing, dripping a little stream of pre-cum.

	"You know," I mused, "It's a shame there isn't some medicine, or herb or something, that would cause his dick to dribble all the time." "Probably is, but I don't know what it could be."

	Marcy: "I'll ask Thomas, but, really, all we have to do is stop him from cuming."

	"What do you say, Jason? Would you like to stop cuming for the summer?"

	Janey was waiting for the plumper to do it's job. We could see his lips very slowly swelling. God, they were sexy. "Well, I wouldn't like to..."

	Janey interrupted, "And I wouldn't like to stop cuming. The whole reason we have him is to live out our fantasies, to have the perfect slave, a man, or woman, to wait on us hand and foot. And that includes plenty of big Os." "Just because he doesn't cum doesn't mean you don't get to cum." She looked at me.

	"There are pills and ointments and all sorts of stuff to delay a man from ejaculating. We can load him up with those. Make him wear a half a dozen rubbers. Turn him into a walking, talking dildo." Marcy giggled. "Aren't all men?"

	So we considered. And we thought. And Janey went to work on his lips.

	"I'm using a new stain for his lips. It won't be as bright, but it will last longer, and we can always touch it up with a little lipstick or gloss. Probably the gloss will be enough, and there are some long lasting products in that realm."

	We watched as she stained his lips. Jason's eyes were pointed down, as if he could see his own lips, and his dick was really throbbing now. I reached into his lap and stroked it. As the color came out on his lips I asked, "What do you think, Fem Boy, are you willing to give up orgasms for the summer?"

	He didn't say anything, but he moved his eyes so he was looking at me. Such a terrible look of frustration and objection I had never seen. And, of course, that made up my mind. "Marcy. You talk to Thomas. Janey and I will do some net research. Fem boy is about to become incapable of orgasm." Janey smiled and finished his lips, and Marcy and I high fived. Then Janey stood back.

	"Stand up, Fem Boy."

	Jason stood up, and we were struck by the changes in him.

	He had breasts. He still had male hips, but him being slender they were't too angular. Just a little slim. We could corset his waist. That would help.

	His nails were awesome red. His face was a picture of feminine perfection.

	His hair was a mess. But that was a very small problem. We would take care of that next. And we would paint his toe nails.

	But he was perfect. He looked so feminine any horny man would mistake him. And even unhorny men would take a second glance.

	He was a turn on.

	And not just for men. As we stared at him we all licked our lips. He must have felt like a cat at a coyote convention. And that was just the way we wanted him.

	"All right, ladies. We have ourselves a slave boy. Or, I like your word, Fem Boy. That's your knew name, Jason. Fem Boy. Shall we have a little dinner, get waited on, and then finish him off?

	We all nodded.

	And we were all wet. Real wet. If I walked I would probably leave a trail of drippings. Marcy looked like she'd splash if she sat. And Janey, Janey looked like she could give up walking and just drip and slide.

	And Jason...he just looked nervous.

	Beautiful, but nervous.

	Just the way we wanted him.


PART TWO

	"Fem Boy! Drinks!"

	It was two weeks, and Jason was working out well.

	Within a minute Jason was trotting across the patio with three drinks on a tray. She quickly passed them out and was collecting the empty glasses.

	She was stunning.

	She was usually naked, or wearing some kinky kind of underwear. At the present she was wearing high heels with straps that criss crossed her calves. Her mouth was red and delicious looking. Her tits, though firm, had a delightful jiggle to them.

	"Fem Boy." I asked, before she could return to the kitchen.

	"Yes, ma'am?" Her face was bland, nondescript, waiting orders with no show of emotion.

	"How would you like to have your breasts pierced?"

	Now, here was the funny thing. We had thought we would have a man in female appearance. That there might be a show, however subtle, of resistance. But she was not resisting. If anything, she was embracing. And she said: "Yes, ma'am." "And you're making a mess. Can't you stop dripping?" I was smiling, mocking him.

	She played along perfectly. "No ma'am." Ah, so simple, so sweet. Why hadn't we created a Fem Boy before this?

	"Then Marcy has decided you will wear a chastity tube. We will have the key and can take it off when we need to, but you will be encased. Caged. And you will be outfitted with a receptacle to catch your drippings." "Yes, ma'am."

	"Excellent. That will be all."

	Jason returned to the kitchen. In addition eating us out, or fucking us, she was responsible for cleaning, helping the cook, and whatever else.

	"Piercing?" asked Janey.

	"Yes," I said. "It looks like her nipples are giving her too much pleasure. I caught her playing with them the other day.

	The girl's chortled over that.

	"And chastity? Is that necessary?"

	"l caught her playing with herself. I don't think she's cum. yet, but better to be safe than sorry." "Oh. Very well. I assume we'll all have keys?"

	"But of course. Would you like to see the nefarious device? And her nipple shields?"

	"Yes!"

	"Nipple shields?"

	I picked up a bag sitting next to my lounge chair and reached into it.

	"Here is the chastity device." I took out a silvery tube. It was metal, but light. "It has a built in electrical shocker, for when she is out of earshot and you want to call her."

	A tube came from the head of the device. It was a couple of inches long, and a bulbous trap was at the end. "This will catch his juices. We'll have to empty it every day, and we'll have to check his hygiene daily, but this should do it.

	"And what about those?"

	Janey pointed at two disks that were shaped like shallow cones.

	I handed her one.

	She examined it. "It goes over the nipple. She can pull on them, which will cause slight pain, and other than that she won't be able to touch her nipples.

	The girls grinned. This was getting better and better.

	"When were you going to put this on her?"

	"Right now? Marcy, can you get my piercing kit out of the top bathroom?" "I'll prepare our subject, and Janey can play with herself." "Oh, goodie!" Janey squealed.

	Within five minutes we were ready to go. Except, Fem Boy's dick was too hard. "What do you want to do? It would be a shame to let her squirt now. It's only been two weeks since we started this." "Let's try a numbing spray."

	We sprayed her dick, and it began to shrink. We smiled, and shortly I was attaching the chastity tube. Shortly after that Marcy had pierced her, and two metal cones tipped her tits and made her nipples unreachable.

	"Oh," said Jason. She was a mix of feelings. Her dick was dripping, but now couldn't get hard. And she felt her nipples and a look of frustration came over her face.

	"Well, now that that's done, isn't it time for drinks?"

	It was, and we settled in, and Jason waited on us, and...DlNG DONG!

	We girls were chatting, and Jason had answered the door before, and we thought nothing of it. Then we heard voices rising.

	"l don't see you for..."

	"But I didn't mean..."

	"What is that thing on your junk?"

	"It's called a..."

	Quickly, we all stood up and entered the house.

	Jason was across the room, the door was open, and a pretty blonde was talking at him. Almost yelling at him.

	"And who are these people?"

	"These are my employers," And Jason introduced us, and we met his girlfriend. Melissa Banworth.

	She was slender, with good sized boobs, but no where as big as Jason's, or of us girls'. Her hair was long and straight and golden. Her face was pretty, but pissed.

	"So this is the way you spend your summer? Playing gigolo to a bunch of old crones?"

	Three sets of female eyes narrowed at that. It was fine if we insulted each other. But from this upstart?

	Yet, I knew this was a tricky situation. For one, if not handled properly, this could backfire on Jason. Melissa could consider herself as scorned, and there is no fury like that of a woman scorned.

	For another, what if Jason revolted? She was happy, she was horny, but girls effect guys severely, and if she demanded that Jason leave...uh oh. there went our summer.

	"Hold it!" I commanded. "This is a situation that can be handled with calmness. Melissa, come to the patio. Have a seat, and we will discuss this.

	We all went out to the pool area. The women sat down, and Jason was sent back into the house to get his girlfriend a drink.

	Our commanding her to serve us all made Melissa's eyes narrow, but she stayed calm enough for us to talk.

	"Jason has 'rented' herself out to us for the summer. We are paying for her education, and what you see is a simple variation on a servant." "Servant? Don't you mean a slave? A sex slave?"

	We all hemmed and hawed, then Janey said, "We prefer Fem Boy. But everything we put him through is nothing but fantasy, and he is going to be able to go to school with no money worries." "Yes, but that thing on his dick? And...and those piercings? You can't say that that is normal!"

	While the girls explained how innocent it all was I watched Melissa. There was something here, a key, a solution, and I just had to figure it out. Jason returned with a drink. She was red in the face, the first time in nearly two weeks, and she handed Melissa her drink and couldn't look at her.

	She glared at him. Yet, I saw it, somewhere in the back of her mind, there was...possibility.

	"Melissa?"

	"What?"

	"How are you fixed for school?"

	"I'm fine."

	"No debts? No worries about the next semester?"

	We saw it in her eyes. She was protesting, but she was worried.

	"So what have you been doing this summer to earn your education?"

	For a moment I thought she wouldn't talk, but she finally blurted out, "l work at department store." "And that pays well enough to get you through school?

	She didn't say anything. Of course it didn't.

	"So, would you like to make some money this summer?"

	"What? Being a sex slave? Like him?" She almost spit out the last word.

	"Oh, that's up to you. There are many levels of service."

	Janey and Marcy stared at me. Then they began to conceal their growing smiles.

	"What kind of service?" She sounded suspicious, but she wasn't yelling, she was talking, and it was like that old joke about the guy who offers a girl a million dollars to sleep with him.

	'Sure,' she says.

	He says, 'Okay, how about a hundred dollars?'

	She gets upset and says, 'what do you think I am? A whore?'

	And he says, 'We've already established that. We're just haggling over price.'

	Melissa wasn't a whore, she thought, but here she was, haggling.

	"Well, we need a maid. Do you want bigger tits?"

	She looked at us women and frowned. "I'm quite happy with the size of my breasts." One of those. A woman satisfied to be a second class woman.

	"Okay, straight work. $10,000 for the remainder of the summer."

	Her face grew somber. "How much are you paying Jason?"

	"$50,000."

	Her head moved forward and her eyes grew round. "l want $50,000."

	"But she lets us play with her, chastise her, pierce her and shield her nipples. And all sorts of other things. I mean, look at her." We all looked. Jason just stood there, head down. He had been smiling and happy, but now his girlfriend had made him embarrassed. "But I'm already a girl."

	"So how much is your pussy worth?" She looked at me.

	"We've all got husbands. They haven't asked Jason for sexual favors yet, but they might. They're certainly horny enough. We all keep them horny enough." Melissa was frowning now. We could smell the wheels turning in her pretty, little head.

	"Would you take $50,000 to let them diddle you?" I sent home the closing argument. "Would you accept $50 000 to save Jason from their...advances?" Now, I don't know what goes on in everybody's heads, but I knew what was going on in hers.

	She wasn't a virgin. Had not been a virgin when she hooked up with Jason. And if she left Jason, she would give her hole to other young men.

	So what was her hole worth?

	And could she compare the price of her hole to the price of a year in college?

	I thought not.

	But I thought she would have to give herself some time. She had to pretend self worth, an interest in saving Jason, whatever justification she needed to sell her pussy.

	"But, come. Drink up. Let's discuss this like rational human beings."

	An hour later we were drunk, and she was really drunk. Young girls can't hold their liquor well, and she was laughing, and joking, and watching Jason with a certain fascination. "So I would be just like you, hang with you guys, and Jason would have to do what I told him to?" Zingo bingo. I had her.

	"Yep."

	"And all I would have to do is put out for your husbands."

	"If they so choose." Marcy and Janey nodded. Heck, if Janey bought into this deal they wouldn't have to spread their legs and sleep in wet spots. Fine with them. "No hobos or bums or homeless people."

	"Just our three husbands. And, let me tell you, they are gentlemen. They are polite, well mannered, even smell nice. You might even be able to squeeze them for a little extra. Maybe let them screw your asshole, or double do you." Melissa nodded, sipped at her fifth vodka. "Well, maybe...maybe we can work something out. "Of course you'd have to sleep with Jason. And you won't have a key to his chastity device." "l won't?" mild concern.

	"Only we three have keys. And we are saving him for the end Of summer. Big blow out then. A party, a going away party when she goes back to school." "Oh," she nodded her head slowly.

	And it was settled. And it was double settled when we explained the situation to our husbands that night. Man, they licked their lips and rubbed their hands together.

	Jason slept well that night. Melissa was in her arms. Of course, she couldn't touch his package, and she was sleeping the sleep of a drunk, but he was so horny he didn't care. He just wanted to hold her, and love her, and be with her.

	And we three girls didn't sleep. We connived. We were spending $100,000, and we wanted some extra. I mean, it's fine ordering some guy dressed like a chick around, and getting licked off any time we wanted to, and even getting porked by a six condom wrapped dick had its thrills. But we wanted more.

	And, tell the truth, the idea about a big party at the end of the summer was good, but it was spur of the moment. We needed to plan it out.

	The next day Jason worked hard. She cleaned, and she licked, and she swept, and she ate, and she dusted, and she slurped, and...you get the idea.

	But, to be honest, while she was doing a good job, we wanted more than just a servant. Besides, now that our husbands were getting their rocks off, we wanted to get our rocks off.

	Harold took Melissa upstairs, to the guest bedroom, and we could hear her moans, and his grunts, through the open upstairs window. He came down zipping up his pants, and she came down brushing her hair and humming. And I knew she had managed to squeeze an extra thou out of him.

	So I walked right past her, grabbed Jason by the hand, and led him upstairs. I didn't even glance at her as I passed her.

	But I could see her, in a mirror on the wall, opening her mouth in surprise.

	Sauce for the goose, baby.

	I took Jason upstairs and sat on the bed. I put my key in her chastity padlock and turned. Her dick sprang out, big and dripping. I had her empty the dripping reservoir in the toilet, and prepare it for after I was done with her.

	I sprayed her with numbing spray, then began putting rubbers on her. I rolled condom after condom over her numb dick. She stared down, a most thoughtful expression on her face, and watched her dick disappear.

	Rubber after rubber. Six rubbers. And her dick was primed. It didn't feel anything, it was encased, it was harder than a railroad spike and ready to go.

	"Eat me good, Fem Boy. I want to be juicy." But I was already juicy. this idea, of having somebody wait on me, anticipate my smallest wish, of serving as stud at my whim, it was making me so damned horny I couldn't stand it.

	She bent at the waist, crawled up between my legs, I could feel her large breasts rubbing on top of my legs, and began chewing.

	Oh, it felt good. Feeling her tongue slither and slap against my slit and clit, oh, it was heavenly.

	Then she was crawling higher, nudging my legs aside with her knees, and placing her big cock at my snatch.

	I arched my back and groaned to the high heavens as her bulb entered me, as it spread my pussy lips and made way for the big shaft. I moaned and held on as she pushed in, and her shaft rubbed against my vaginal walls.

	It was like somebody had whipped my insides with an electrical cord. A cord that was big and fully electrified. An electric eel of immense proportions.

	She shoved into me, and pulled out. The rubbers gave an interesting sensation, not being flesh, but being slick and sort of grippy at the same time.

	She lavished attention on my tits. And I began to squeeze and palpate hers.

	Finally, a few extra deep thrusts, and I was climbing the hill and going over the edge.

	I gasped, and arched, and grabbed her hair as the orgasm filled me. All my muscles celebrated by locking up. And then I was falling, down, down, and landing on my bed. Dazed, wondering what had happened. I went to the window and called down to Marcy and Janey. "Are either of you bitches going to use her? Should I leave the rubbers on her?" "Take them off," came the call. "l want to make sure she's numb again."

	I rolled the sleeves off his big dick. It was still numb, but there was a lot of pre-cum in the last rubber.

	At that point Marcy came in and took over. I heard the hiss of the numbing spray as I went down the hallway.

	Outside, Melissa was recovering from Jim. Jim is a fairly well hung guy, and he really liked to take his time. Janey sometimes complained, but I could tell she wasn't real serious. Maybe a little serious. A big dick can fuck you raw, you know, but, then, that isn't always a bad thing.

	"How you doing, girl friend?" I asked Melissa as I settled in and began sipping my tequila.

	Tequila is weird. If you want to get shit faced you gulp it, with salt and lemon. Or lime. If you want to experience a weird, warped sort of high, you sip it. The world starts to turn golden and people come up and ask you if they can give you money.

	Seriously.

	"I'm doing good," she answered.

	Then we chatted. Girl talk. Men we've known and hated. Dicks we've grown to love. The whole thing. And, at one point, I asked her, "What does Jason want?"

	Thoroughly misunderstanding me she said, "He's studying history, I think—" "No, no. I mean, what does she want...sexually?"

	She blinked. Then she said, "You know, I don't think I ever asked him. I mean, and I wouldn't, except this thing here..." she waved a hand to indicate the pool and the house.

	"Can you ask her? She's really horny, and you'll find that she'll answer any question you ask if you just feed her horniness. Find out what her fantasies are. Find out what her deep dark secrets are." "How come?"

	"Maybe we can find a way to give her those fantasies. We're going to have a party, after all, and she's the guest of honor.

	She said she would, and then Harold came home. My man. He barely glanced at me, just went to Melissa and took her hand and led her away.

	Upstairs I could hear Marcy almost shrieking with delight. That numb the cock and pull rubbers over it was working like a charm. Doubtless Jason was getting hornier and hornier. Being part of the act, and yet not being allowed to be part of it, that had to be excruciating.

	I glanced over my shoulder. Harold hadn't even made it into the house before he caved to Melissa's charm.

	Imagine a middle aged man. All he's got is his dreams of when he was young and fucked everybody, and a wife who, love her or not, he's used to, and then a young, nubile, tit-ly, young thing becomes a possibility. He had to be in heaven. Talk about fantasies. And he had Melissa in his arms and was excavating her mouth with his tongue.

	Doubtless young Melissa would learn a few tricks from the old dog. Heh. And if she taught him anything he would just bring it back to me. A win win situation.

	Marcy eventually came down, and she looked exhausted. And happy. She plopped into a lounge chair, sent Janey up, and just sat there. She was bedraggled, her muscles were sore, and her pussy had just had the work out of a lifetime. That was the thing about young cocks: they didn't know the meaning of the word 'enough.'

	So we sipped, and talked, and considered the party at the end of the summer. Of course, we didn't have enough data to really plan it, but we conjured scenes of dozens of neighbors, all wearing nothing. Of men and women having more sex than the bible.

	Didn't know that, did you? In the bible the word for 'fuck' is 'begat.' Well, begat really means to have children, but you can't have children unless you fuck, so...begat means fuck. Anyway, the darned book is FILLED with he begat and she begat and they begat and begat this and begat that.

	Finally, Janey came down, and she looked satisfied.

	"What?" I asked.

	"He passed out."

	We all grinned, and then laughed. People talk about fucking somebody unconscious, or fucking them till they're stupid, but to have actually done it, that was cool.

	Harold left, and then Melissa came back out to the pool.

	It was an afternoon filled with fuck, and we were starting to look the part.

	We sat, made ourselves a few drinks, chatted some more, and then I had an idea. "Melissa? Have you ever fucked a slave?" "What? Of course. I fucked Jason. I fuck him all the time."

	"No, that's fucking Jason. The man. I want to know if you've ever fucked a Fem Boy?" "You mean, like Jason like he is now?"

	I nodded. "With make up and world class boobs and everything." She got a far away look in her eyes.

	On one hand, she had been on her back all morning. Her hole was probably stretched, and she looked a little worn out.

	On the other hand, he was her man. And he was made up like she had never seen him. In a way, it would be like fucking an entirely different person. "NO. I don't think I should."

	"Why?"

	"Because, well, because I've been fucked all morning..." "Can't take it?" Marcy teased.

	"No. It's just that I have several loads of cum up my pussy." Marcy, Janey and. I started giggling.

	Melissa: "What?"

	"Melissa, honey, you haven't lived until you've made your man eat a load of cum out of your pussy. It is just the hottest thing in the world." "Eat sperm? Another man's sperm?"

	"Another man's is even sweeter. But, listen, don't you suck his dong? Eat his cum?" "Yes." Hesitant.

	"Then isn't it tit for tat? Shouldn't she eat yours? And it is yours, in a manner of speaking. You worked for that semen floating around in your canal. Time to share." "Really? But what if he doesn't want to?"

	"Men always want pussy. But here's the sweet thing. Right now she's Fem Boy. She has to do what we want, and you are one of us. Got it?" She began to smile. She began to smile wide. She liked the idea.

	"She's right upstairs. Right now. You don't even have to fuck her. You can just go sit on her face and enjoy."

	"l can, can't l?"

	"You can."

	Melissa stood up. She was a beautiful, young thing. All perky with nice titties, though a little too small for my taste. She smiled at us, then went into the house.

	I gave her a half a minute, just long enough for her to reach the stairs, then I stood up.

	"Where are you going?"

	"l want to watch the show."

	Marcy and Janey followed me. We entered the house, tiptoed down the hall, and took up positions just outside the room. I had grabbed my compact on the way up, and I watched what was unfolding in the room in the little mirror. Marcy and Janey vied for positions, and with a little juggling and shoving, we managed to watch the whole thing.

	The bed was against the far wall, and Melissa's back was to us. She walked to the bed. Jason was awake, but looking like she was drugged. She really had been fucked stupid. But her make up, bless that permanent stuff, was still on and looking good. "Hi," she said, then her mouth opened as Melissa climbed over her, perched above her face, and lowered herself.

	For a moment Jason struggled, then she gave up. In truth, there wasn't much she could do. Melissa had her whole weight on her face.

	We could see Jason's jaw working, and then Melissa moaned and grabbed her tits and pulled. Grinning, we all tip toed away, leaving Melissa to her orgasms, and Jadon to her frustrations.

	The summer passed, and in grand style. Every day was a new fuck. Our husbands were happy. We were happy. Jason was happy. Real happy. He REALLY enjoyed being girly, even though, or maybe especially, because he had no clothes, or just sexy under garments the whole time.

	Melissa loved it, and she learned a lot. She was figuring out how to squeeze the men for more and more money, and more power to her. As far as I'm concerned, when a woman gets ahead it is a good thing.

	Anyway, at the end of the summer we had the big party planned. And Jason's 'present.'

	Jason had blossomed. She could on her make up better than any of us girls. And she walked around with a beatific smile on her face. She liked being a woman. So, it was the last day. On the morrow we would unmake her. Take back our tits, and she would be a man. A 'him.' And we would miss her. But, a deal is a deal.

	But, first, the party.

	Towards the end of the day, it was dusk and the sun was setting in glorious fashion, we brought Jason out to the patio.

	"What's that?"

	It was a rolling horse. Sort of. It had wheels, and pads and cushions in the right place, and handcuffs.

	"It's your dream fulfilled, Jason."

	We all watched her, big smiles on our faces.

	Melissa had dug into Jason's fantasies and found the one that most turned her on. And it was an easy one to fulfill.

	She walked around the 'tank,' which was what we called it. The guys had built it over a few weekends, and it was perfect. I stepped next to Jason. I put one arm around her waist, and grabbed her dick with my other hand. "Are you brave?" She knew now. She glanced at Melissa, and she smiled and nodded.

	She looked at the rest of us, and we all sipped our drinks and nodded and gave her thumbs up.

	"Want to take it for a test drive?" I asked.

	The others joined in with quips.

	"How fast can you go, girl?"

	"Can you handle what's about to come your way?" And, finally, Jason stepped up to the tank.

	She lay down on top of a padded plank. She put her arms and legs on little shelves, and looked at Melissa.

	Grinning, Melissa fastened the cuffs, and there Jason was.

	The tank was slightly curved, so her butt was raised up at one end, and her face was raised up at the other. Her dick hung over the back end of the plank, and I took off the chastity tube and her dick sprang grew super stiff below him.

	"Let the party begin!" I yelled, and everybody cheered.

	First, we all had a few drinks.

	Thomas had found a beer hat. One of those ball caps with cans of beer on the sides and tubes to the mouth. Except he had poured out the beer and replaced it with Coke and bourbon. Jason's favorite drink. He placed it on Jason's head with much fanfare, and arranged it so Jason could sip to her heart's content.

	So we're standing around, laughing and chatting, and everybody is getting drunk, and Marcy excuses herself and goes into the house. We thought nothing of it, but we all stared when she came back out.

	No clothes and a strap on around her waist. The dick wasn't too big, but she was slathering a lot of lube on it, and she headed for Jason.

	"It's your last night as a woman, Jason, and I thought I'd like to be the one that popped your cherry.

	Jason was in that delicious state of mind where the bourbon was just starting to work. She felt uplifted and golden, and then Marcy stood at her back door and started playing with her asshole.

	The rest of us stood in front of her and watched, and talked to her.

	"Way to go, Jason."

	"You're a real woman, now," I called out.

	Melissa got down on her hands and knees and kissed her, and Marcy slid into his poop hole.

	Jason's mouth opened, right in the middle of a kiss, and she gasped.

	Melissa laughed and stood up.

	Marcy began going in and out. A nice slow rhythm that we could count to by the raising and lowering of his butt.

	We poured some more drinks, and Jason began stuttering. We weren't sure what she was saying, but it sounded like she was talking in languages.

	Marcy pulled out, Harold took over.

	"Jason, I haven't had an asshole in a while. Tammi?" he asked me, "Why don't we do this?" "Because it's hard for one asshole to fuck another asshole." We all laughed.

	After Harold was done I took a turn, then, when I was done I watched Jim have his way.

	And each man deposited a load in Jason's ass. They grunted, they turned red, they thrust forward, and Jason's ass filled up. Raised as it was, there wasn't much decline for the semen to flow down, so it pooled in him. A huge, sloshing mess of sperm.

	It made him a messy, sloppy, but very fun fuck.

	We put on steaks and drank more beer. The sun set, and we kept fucking Jason.

	Her eyes were glazed, and often rolled back in her head.

	Finally, the party growing late, it was time for Jason to have her final present.

	"Okay, Melissa!" We all cheered as she put on the strap on.

	She went to the front and kissed Jason. Jason was almost out of it. She was drooling and saying nonsense, in a sexual delirium.

	Melissa strapped on the diodo, went to Jason's rear and began putting her cock in her asshole.

	Jason felt her, and she pushed back, and her asshole engulfed Melissa's cock.

	She began to saw back and forth, and we all gathered around the rear of the tank and watched her, and I reached for Jason's dick.

	It was stiff, hadn't come for several months, and her balls were big and red. I could feel the massive amount of sperm in them.

	I began to stroke. Softly.

	For a long moment Jason tried to figure it out. It had been so long since she had cum that it was an alien experience.

	Still, it was easy to figure out.

	Everybody started chanting. "Go! Go! Go!" And it eventually became "Cum! Cum! Cum!"

	Jason began to move her hips, caught between my hand and the dildo up her butt. She found a rhythm, and I could feel her igniting inside. She stopped just moving and began working it, tilting and corkscrewing, trying to milk the dick in her.

	Then, she just simply exploded. Cum jetted out of her ass as she clenched her cheeks. All the loads the men had deposited spat out and covered Melissa's mid section. She just grinned, slid her finger through the mess and licked it.

	And her dick let loose a truly awesome amount of cum. Just a never ending stream of ribbons. Squirt after squirt, and she kept groaning and groaning.

	Then it was done. We unfastened Jason and cheered as Melissa helped her walk into the house. A truly magnificent ending to a truly magnificent summer.

	The next day Jason and Melissa came down the stairs. They were a little late, but nobody begrudged Jason a little extra sleep. "Eat up," I said, putting waffles and sausages in front of him. "We don't want to be late." "Late for what?" Jason had been so well fucked that he was still stupid.

	"Late to get your breasts out. Thomas has an operating room ready, and—what?" They were looking at me in the strangest manner. "What?"

	"Well, if it's all the same...could l...do I have to?"

	"Have to what?" I was honestly confused. It was my turn to be stupid.

	"Have to have my breasts taken out? I've sort of gotten used to them, and l, uh..." he trailed away.

	And my mouth opened and shut. Though it shouldn't have. I should have seen it coming.

	What man wouldn't make such a choice? Especially after going through what Jason had gone through.

	I looked at Melissa.

	She nodded. "Yes. We want to keep Jason as a woman. We can be room mates, share our make up and clothes, and everything."

	I smiled. And I laughed. And I hugged them. And I even envied them. To be setting out on such a life, such an adventure. To be so trusting and loving.

	"Oh, and one other thing?" Melissa asked.

	"What?"

	"l have the chastity tube, I picked it up from the table you left it on last night, but..."

	"Yes?"

	"I need the key."      END


cover.jpeg
We Made Him Our Fem Boy

Three women, one boy, one summer!






images/image.jpeg





images/image-1.jpeg





